2/6/2011
Dear Roy,
Super Bowl Sunday. No big whoop. I suppose I am hoping for the Packers. At the end of services today,
a man who is the new Health Commissioner for the State of Minnesota shared a closing song. I hope
you are interested. It is on a separate sheet. He didn’t get hit by a bolt of lightening so it must be OK.
Another storm is advancing on us from the west. We expect to start with flurries around 5 PM. Looks
like activity all day tomorrow before clearing for a week. Nothing on the radar now, but I see it snowing
in Duluth. I am anxious for your next letter to see how you folks fared. All I recall hearing was that
O’Hare had 17 inches while the storm was still underway.
Hope the candidates for mayor are still behaving.
We are waiting for 4 PM when we will host a dinner for our group with whom we visited Palestine in
2004. I guess that is what you call bonding. We have stayed in close contact. We now attend a lot of
the same political and activist events.
Oh yes, I did find out that Wayne Summers is still alive and well in Illinois. He must have stopped doing
the Christmas letter thing, but recently I have received emails from his wife. He has two boys who in
size remind me of Dick. Both were married this summer. One is an elementary school principal in Oak
Lawn.
Well the last letter ended with the line: We left around 10 AM (Monday) and drove back west to El
Morro. (Bev drew a circle near El Morro on the map.)
In brief: A reliable waterhole hidden at the base of a sandstone bluff made El Morro (the headland) a
popular campsite. Ancestral Puebloans and Spanish and American travelers carved over 2,000 signatures,
dates, messages, and petroglyphs for hundreds of years.
To the left is El Morro. Geologically it looks much
different than the most of the mesas throughout the
area.
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1540 - The route, alternately labeled the Ancient Way, the Bishop's Road, and the Cibola Trail, traces the
steps of Spanish conquistador Francisco Coronado and his scouts as they searched for the mythical
"Seven Cities of Gold" in 1540.
1605 - "There's a huge butte, a 'castle,' " says Udall, author of To the Inland Empire. "El Morro" means
castle in Spanish. On the wall is an artifact, the oldest European signature artifact in the US Juan de Onate
wrote it in 1605."
Sep 14, 1637 - I. Sept. 14, 1637. Begins "Señor — El ano passado . . ." Ends "otra cossa de que dar
quenta.", with closing, date, and signature. On the MS. are written various comments of the Council or
others. Treats of the Collado faction in the Dominican order, the trouble with the ...
1709 - Steve Baumann, archeologist at El Morro National Monument, poses beside a Spanish inscription
that says Ramon Garcia Jurado "passed by here" in 1709 at El Morro National Monument in northwest
New Mexico. Kern and Army Lt. JH Simpson, the first English ...
1775 - The trail commemorates the route followed by the Spanish commander in 1775 when he led a
contingent of 30 soldiers and their families to found a presidio and mission near San Francisco Bay.
1857 - Of special interest is the signature of Lt. EF Beale. It was he who commanded a caravan of camels,
imported as a transportation experiment in the arid Southwest , in a journey from Texas to California in
1857.
►
I just found those sketchy excerpts with dates related to the rock and some of the signatures found there.
Onate’s is below (second line on the left). The year 1605 is on the right on the faint bottom line.
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Not much for penmanship in those days. A year or so ago, I believe I sent a picture of a statue of Onate
just erected at the Tucson
airport. A
conquistador!!! No a
nice guy. There was a
protest about the stature
as a memorial for him.
He mutilated the Indians
who did not mind. Cut
off feet. In 1606, Oñate
was recalled to Mexico
City for a hearing into his
conduct. After finishing
plans for the founding of
the town of Santa Fé, he
resigned his post and was
tried and convicted of
cruelty to both Indians
and colonists. He died in
Spain in 1626 as a
mining inspector.
Below is my picture of the pool. Personally, I wouldn’t drink out of it. However, maybe we are a weaker
lot than those who passed this way. It certainly looked worse
that water out of the garden hose.
Somewhere along the path we followed, we found note about

how the pool had been reinforced because of natural erosion.
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The last shot was one of the several inscriptions that are still clear. R.H. Orton – Capt. 1st Cal. Cav.
1860. Capt. Orton had the advantage of inscribing his name 250 years after Onate. (Incidentally, it is
interesting to hear a person who can speak Spanish pronounce Onate’s name. The “n” has a little squiggle
over it.)

On this Monday, we did not have far to go to find our second overnight so we went on to the El Malpais
Lava Beds right down the road. We talked to the lady in the center there and were going to move one.
But we finally decided to walk on of the paths for exercise. Bev and I saw lava beds elsewhere in New
Mexico in the past. We probably would have to have walked much farther to see the main bed. All we
saw was about six impressive holes where the lava had moved through the ground near the surface. In
time, the top of the channels collapsed and we would have a hole on each side of the path. Hard to
describe. The lava had come up, traveled some distance under the surface, and then went down. The
surface must have been really weakened over the years.
I provide one picture here. Not much to
say about holes, but it certainly looked
deep. It is strange that the holes had so
little protection around them.
There was a cold wind blowing so we
walked a half hour out and a half hour
back.
Back into the car and off to the Bibo.
We drove east on 40 and then went up
279. Where we left US 40 was in the
Laguna Indian Reservation. The
Laguna were one of the Pueblo people.
On this reservation 3500 Indians live on
three parcels of land totaling over
400,000 acres. When Coronado
travelled the area in 1540-42, there were
90 different groups of Pueblo. Now
there are 20. All but 2 groups are in
northern New Mexico. One of those
other groups is the Hopi who live in
Arizona.
So we were traveling through Indian
territory. Who knows when we left as
we drove north? All we know is that we
saw road signs – strangely unofficial –
which announced the distance to Bibo
which I don’t believe is an actual town
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and another town what seems to be the end of the road – a town now named Seboyeta. Actually, it turns
out that Bibo’s address is Seboyeta, NM.
We found Bibo and had no
problem determining where we
were to stay. The Bibo was a
bar/restaurant/pool hall. It was
the only commercial thing in
town. The mother of the owner
of the Bibo had died and left the
home across the street to that
son. He had plans to use it as a
Bed and Breakfast (B&B). It is
a large house with three
bedrooms. So he expects to
house three parties. It just
seemed like the privacy usually
afforded in a B&B just wasn’t
there. However, not to worry.
We were the only visitors that
evening. We had the entire
house to ourselves.
Another feature of a B&B is a breakfast provided by the proprietor. Since the Bibo specialized in evening
activity we didn’t get breakfast but supper on Monday night.
A lady from the bar came over and showed us the facilities in the house. We had just missed the show
out back of our place. Some boys/men (???) were practicing roping steers in a fenced in area. They were
just loading up their horses. I don’t know where the sent the steers. Maybe just out to pasture. (Reminds
me. Later toward supper a single cow was out on the wrong side of the cow-catcher barrier in the road.
We didn’t herd him/her back to where she belonged.)
Well it was still light so we road farther north to see Seboyeta. Again, just a few houses, a church, and I
don’t believe any commercial stuff. I expect that everyone goes to Grants,NM for groceries. That would
be 25 miles if you went cross-country, but much longer because of the few roads. It might have been 50
miles.
The church in town was Catholic, of course. It was open and we went in and looked around. It was more
weathered inside. You would be too, if you were close to celebrating your 200th birthday. The back of
the church had a glass and wood display that had handles and could be carried by 4 men. In the display
was a crude replica of Jesus – just taken down from the cross. Lots of red paint symbolized the blood.
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There are probably lots of interesting
stories about this town. Remember it
was cold. As we were leaving the dirt
“square” in front of the church,
Beverly spotted what must have been
the community bulletin board. So she
got out and looked at its contents.
One letter (8 ½ x 11) was memorable.
It was written by what must be the city
fathers. It mentioned that garbage and
junk had been showing up in Seboyeta
lately. The source was apparently the
Laguna Indians from some distance
away. The city fathers had talked
with them and they may have admitted
dumping in Seboyeta. The letter
implied that the dumping was in
retaliation. The letter asked the town folk not to dump their mattresses and garbage in the arroyos. Out
of sight- out of mind. Well, almost. Seem that the heavy rains fill the arroyos and transports the village
junk into the Laguna reservation. At least, there wasn’t any scalping mentioned.
The road farther north is a question mark. We did not try to proceed. It was said to be impassible in the
winter. Plus it was the access route to the large wind farm that occupied the top of the mesas that
surrounded the town.
Actually, the village had a very interesting history. I had never heard or thought of such a thing. This
village originated as a SPANISH land grant.
Here is some info that I copied off the net.

The Cebolleta (Seboyeta) Land Grant which encompass 200,000 acres, is awarded
to 30 families from the Albuquerque-Atrisco area. The settlement is intended as a
buffer to forestall Navajo raids on the Río Grande communities.
On January 23, 1800, Governor Fernando Chacón granted thirty bold colonists from
the Albuquerque-Atrisco area a community land grant at 'Cebolleta.' Governor
Chacón was very specific in his written instructions. He told them, 'possession of
said place is granted on condition that you form a regular settlement and not abandon
it under any pretext.' The original grant document with all the appropriate seals and
stamps of the Spanish crown spells the name 'Cevolleta,' later spelled 'Cebolleta' and
today, 'Seboyeta.' The settlers took physical possession on March 16, 1800, from
Don José Manuel Aragón, the alcalde and principal justice, acting on behalf of
Governor Chacón. He wrote in his report, 'The settlers today received the grant in
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community and the suertes individually and acknowledged same by throwing stones
in the air, pulling weeds and shouting, God save the King, three times. Wherefore
they hold and enjoy all the ownership over said tracts which I have distributed for
such is the will of His Majesty the King.'
Upon receiving the grant, the colonists set about building a walled village to protect
themselves from the Navajos... They worked feverishly to build a secure village, with
the back of the houses having no windows and forming the outside wall about 10 feet
high. Two entrances with circular adjacent guard towers were constructed. One
faced south and the other faced east. The foot-thick wooden doors at both entrances
were hand-hewn of ponderosa pine. I remember as a boy playing in the tower we
called 'el torreón.' It had circular steps inside that led to peepholes with a good view
to the east. The towers are gone now, but to this day one can see part of the old wall
that surrounded the historic village.
The nearby Laguna Indians maintained peaceful relations with the Hispanic settlers.
Navajos, on the other hand, felt the continued encroachment was not in their best
interest. The assertion of their territorial rights led to conflict. In part it was the
settlers' fault. They often organized raiding parties to the west over the mountains
and kidnapped Navajo children, then ran for their lives to their walled village. Young
maidens had a value of up to five hundred pesos in the Albuquerque-Alameda area.
They were trained to serve as maids and servants, relieving the patrón's wife from
domestic work. They also became nannies to the children, who grew to love them
dearly.
In 1804 the Navajos attacked and laid siege to the walled village. During the battle
they threw 'hand grenades' made of pine pitch, in an attempt to burn the village.
In 1805 because of repeated encounters and constant threats from the Navajos, a
plea was sent to the governor in Santa Fe for their release from the covenant 'not to
abandon the village under any pretext.' Without a response, they decided to leave,
and on the way to Albuquerque, were met by thirty soldiers sent by the governor to
protect them. They returned to Seboyeta. As relations with the Navajos improved
and trouble subsided, Seboyeta became the Mother Village from which settlers
founded San Mateo in 1862, San Rafael in 1865, and El Concho, in Arizona, in
1869."
Written by Abelicio (Abe) Marquez Peña was born November 8, 1926 in San Mateo, New Mexico
to Pablo and Pablita Peña. [In 1953, he received a Fulbright Scholarship to the University of
Technology, Sydney, Australia, where he spent one year studying sheep and wool production. ]
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I read elsewhere that the villagers also gave part of their grant to the Laguna Indians
who sided with them against the Navajo. Once the US took over the position of the
land grant did not get thrown aside. Ownership still goes in a unbroken line to the
original recipients.
So back to the trip! We went to Bibo and parked our car. We walked across to the
Bibo Bar. Inside the front door was a long bar stretching to the end of the building.
Front half of the bar was occupied. The back half was empty and that is where we
sat. There were a few tables and at least one pool table beyond the bar.
So we got to order what we wanted for supper. I got there “green chili burger” – just
to say that I had one. Green chili is reputedly hotter than red. The green chili
burger must be the State food – yet I can’t recall ever buying one. It was OK. Not
frightfully hot. Bev believes she had some ribs of some sort.
Back in the
B&B we had
another
evening to
ourselves. We
sat in the living
room and read.
The main
source of heat
was the
fireplace which
had an insert.
The insert
converted the
fireplace into
heat source
that used wood
pellets. It
worked pretty
good. There
were lots of bags of pellets stored on the front porch; but since the insert was fully
loaded when I started, I never had to add any. It kicked out a lot of heat. [Without an
insert, fireplaces are wasteful. They draw air from all over the house and most of the
warmed air doesn’t get kicked back into the rooms. It goes up the flue and out. That
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is why people as all huddled around the fireplaces.]
retired.

We read for a couple hours and

The next morning, I was up at sunrise. I don’t
even think that we made coffee. We just
packed up and left. The view of sunrise from
our Bibo pad – complete with abandoned
cars. The wrangling was in a fence area out
that way, but it didn’t show up.
It was a nice sunny morning. Tuesday,
December 28. I think that is correct.
We headed off the Jemez Springs. Now
several years ago, we went to Los Alamos on the other side of the Jemez
(pronounced He mez with a short e in He.)Mountains. We drove from Los Alamos to
the Valles Caldera (more about that later.) On that trip in a March time frame, I
believe, the road was closed to Jemez Springs heading west. So for part of
December last year (2010), I was keeping track of the weather in New Mexico. The
Department of Transportation has maps updated regularly. As I saw it, NM 4 was
closed, opened, closed, opened,… through December. Snow in the mountains.
Hence the trip to Jemez Springs wouldn’t be so
bad. I was concerned about the last drive from
there to Ghost Ranch, our retreat destination on
December 29. Enough.
We had breakfast on December 28. On our trips,
we usually have two meals a day. The
Southwest is awash in reservations. With several
of them came casinos. Beverly and I found two of
them for breakfasts while we were on the road.
Trust me, we didn’t waste money on the slots, etc.
US40 was a rework of the US66 of song and TV.
(As in “Get Your Kicks on Route 66”) So one of
the tribes (maybe Acoma Pueblo) created a
casino and named it Route 66. Beverly got a kick
out of the carpeting in the hall as we crossed to
the eating area.
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We got there just at the right time. The place got pretty busy just before we left. The
breakfast was good.
We drove on to Jemez Springs. Notice that we traveled to the west of Albuquerque
and Santa Fe. And notice the reservations --- Zia, Santa Ana, Jemez and Sandia.
Jemez Springs was much more commercial than any of the other stops. However,
this was off-season and we could only imagine what it was like is summer. This was
Tuesday and surprisingly several places announced that they were closed on
Tuesday. We found our hotel (not B&B) and the hostess was waiting of us. She was
a tired looking thin lady who most be operating this old motel and restaurant on her
own. The restaurant was closed, but she recommended a neighboring
bar/restaurant. We paid up for our night. The lady left in her car shortly after we left
her “office” and we never saw her again. She said she had to go for groceries to a
town some 50 miles away.
We dumped our bags in the room and went out to explore – both walking and driving.
This was the view from our room at
the Laughing Lizard.

Beverly stands at the door – street
side.
We drove up the road to see a
couple old items – a church, etc. But
they were closed. Tuesday.
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We visited the Headquarters Valles Caldera
National Preserve. The caldera was a supervolcano which last erupted maybe a million
years ago. (I had all the facts down when I
was there, but can’t find them now.) It heaved
100 cubic miles of material from an opening 12
miles wide. On the cartoon map on the back
side of the Jemez Adventure folder you can get
a notion of the size of the crater although you
would not notice that driving through.
So the area was scenic. Almost overkill. One
sight was a natural dam of the Jemez River
where minerals solidified and built up of tens of
thousands of years. Jemez Springs had a number of
spas where you could bask in the medicinal spring
water. (Another time)
Another sight was name Battleship Rock. It was an
exposed cliff that was the terminus of a significant lava
flow.
Well after the drive it was heading toward dark and we
walked from our room to the only place in town for
supper. It had a smaller bar than at the Bibo. But they
had a substantial old fireplace that was nice to be near.
No fireplace insert, just a roaring fire. It was much cooler
up in the
elevation of New Mexico than in
Phoenix. Patches of snow were
visible on the sides of mesas.
So that was it for Tuesday. We read
some and hit the sack.
Wednesday morning was cloudy.
Maybe the first cloudy day so far.
Our hostess had directed us next
door to a neat little place that opened
early and provided good food.
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So into the car for the last leg of this odyssey to Ghost Ranch. We would drive by
the Caldera, Los Alamos, Espanola, and Abiquiu in a scenic curvy route. To my
surprise, if you look on my map of our journey back on page 2 and go to the end of
the trip up top, you might be able to make out just to the east--Ojo Caliente. Oddly,
that was a town where we stayed on our first trip to New Mexico. We were able to
stay at a house owned by a deacon and his wife from here (Carlos and Gretchen
Valdez).
------------------I am going to stop here on the morning of December 29 and just mention that the
thaw has begun here in the Twin Cities. Just today. It got up into the 40s and is 39
right now at 8 PM. Looks like warm all week. Hum, we also have a wind advisory
tonight.

Here are some pictures I took yesterday of Beverly. I took them just in time.
The one on the left is just the pile at a strip mall in Edina. Nothing special these
scenes are all over the place. The picture on the right shows Bev standing next to
the snow pile at the end of the drive. As tall as she is. (Note, in each case, I allowed
her to wear her coat.)
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