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In this issue… 
We are devoting the issue to the creation of the Cascabel Community Center through the 
remembrances of the folks who set the tone for what amazing volunteer labor can accomplish. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

            Barbara Clark and niece Amber Clark 1989

 
Barbara Clark (pointing), Jude Martinez, Dennis Farrington, Anna Duff, and Barbara Cartwright 

 

 

Cascabel Community 
Center Origins 

 

Gathered by Alan Wilkinson 
Photo credits Barbara Clark 

 

Some time back around mid 2013 
(based on response dates) after 
having been asked a few times 
just how did the community center 
get started, it occurred to me that 
we should contact some of those 
who were here at the time and 
are still with us to see what they 
recall. It shouldn’t have taken so 
long to get this together but it is 
what it is. 
 

 

A good number of the early folks are gone on. Florence and 
Charlie Gillespie, Chuck Cartwright, Armand Mattausch, 
Wendy Polen, Everett and Hattie Wilson, Mignon and Harold 
Elliott, Jack Hughes, the Motts and Max and Mary Taylor and 

probably more others will remember. 
 
So here are the accounts of those who offered up something 
that could be put in print. Harold Elliott declined as did 
Barbara Cartwright but those who have responded paint a 
pretty good picture of how things got started – a house built 
on a firm foundation in so many ways. 

  



Alan Wilkinson 
 

I have the advantage of having read all the write-
ups done by others before trying to put together a 
little something of my own. My memory is not so 
hot and is not improving so there are many things 
I have only heard about. I haven’t cared very 
much for dancing since I got out of high school a 
few years back. I love music, though, and so go to 
dances at the community center just to listen and 
visit. Annie usually manages to get me out on the 
floor once or twice. 
 

So I don’t recall the dances at the Mattausch’s 
(which for those of you who got here more 
recently is now where the Oasis is). Also, I think 
being as we’re sort of at the southern range of the 
community, we missed out on some of the 
communication that went on between those more 
centrally located. This continues to this day. 
 

What I do recall, albeit rather vaguely, is the food 
buying co-op and the potlucks that were where a 
shopping list would be put together for someone 
(quite frequently Barbara) to pick up at the Food 
Conspiracy in Tucson. These get-togethers were 
held at the homes of participants. Then, with 
detail to be filled in by others, there was a meeting 
at the ‘Test Lab Annex’ which, I believe is where 
Gene and Maria Troutner now live. The original 
building burned down, I think. 
 

The meeting was to decide whether to create the 
Cascabel Community Center as a corporation that 
could take title to some land that was being 
offered by Dana Deeds and his real estate 
partner. I think Ellie was most responsible for 
actually getting the entity incorporated. As others 
note, the effort was not met with universal 
enthusiasm. I recall Bob Valicka, I think, 
expressing concern that people from Tucson 
would come down, get drunk and cause 
problems. Tucson? Another interesting dissent, 
given his subsequent and long term support, was 
from Harold Elliott. He didn’t want to lose the 
intimacy and cordiality that came with getting 
together at people’s homes. But the majority was 
in favor (Was there a vote?) and so the Cascabel 
Community Center was incorporated. 
 

I worked on the building occasionally. I recall 
helping put on the roof and being impressed with 
the size of the septic tank that Jack had installed.  
Bill Mott did some of the earlier electrical work. 
 

Ellie Mattausch (now where the Oasis is) 
 

The first time I went to Cascabel was to take 
the census. I forget the year. 
 

Armand wanted to put in a pecan orchard so 
we bought some land from Pete Kelly. He was 
an eccentric old coot. If I dropped off our 
monthly payment, I got a receipt back by mail 
in the same envelope with our address written 
on adhesive tape. 
 

There were no telephones there at the time. If 
you wanted to call a meeting or communicate 
with others you had to drive the road putting 
material in the mail boxes. That was until the 
post office got upset; then you had to deliver 
to the houses in person. 
 

We used our barn for dances until Armand 
installed the shelling equipment. The need for 
a community center became apparent. First it 
was a slab. Then the telephone company built 
a small adjoining building and paid us rent that 
covered our utility bills. 
 

Gradually the building came into being with a 
lot of volunteer labor. We began to hold 
dances and pot lucks. I remember we had to 
raise $200 each time to pay the band. They 
were rowdy affairs. I remember one time my 
son-in-law had to take a drunken guy away 
from the building and deck him so he could 
sleep it off. He had been bothering the 
women. 
 

Florence Gillespie had contacts with police 
and most often managed to get us a couple of 
officers to keep order. 

September of 1989 



Norma Hughes  (now Anna Lands’ place) 

 

As I was watering my very thirsty plants & 
grass this a.m., I was thinking of your request 
for information about the community center. I 
fear that I will not be objective with my 
recollections and would first like to punish you 
with my subjective historical stories about my 
experiences on the river. So you will have to 
read this first. I’m sure that all of us as old 
timers need to share experiences. 
 

Jack & I had been unsuccessfully farming 
cotton in the AZ City area. We decided to go 
where there was a shallow water supply and 
raise cattle. We looked for rivers first and 
found the only place along a river that we 
could afford was a remote area along the San 
Pedro. So we loaded our prize registered 
Herefords and two young daughters ages 10 
mo. And 2 yrs. and took off with all our 
possessions on cotton trailers. 
 

There was no dwelling on the place we bought 
– just a very good well with a long history of 
shallow water (the U of A had the record). To 
make a very long story short, we tried many 
unsuccessful ways to make a living. After 
having our vehicle, farm equipment & cattle 
repossessed, Jack went to San Manuel & 
found a job in the mine. I tried staying on the 
river with the girls but Jack had no vehicle. 
 

We moved to San Manuel and after, a couple 
of years, we moved to Tucson. I finished 
school & Jack quit the mill. We had an 
unsuccessful business adventure in Tucson & 
had to mortgage our property on the river. 
Then we began a Benson adventure that 
continues to this day.  
 
Please recognize that the true old timers on 
the river were Jack Smallhouse & the 
Binghams, the Gamezs, the Smiths & the 
Vanovers. The families that moved to the river 
when we did were the Teagues, the Gillespies 
and the Harrises. Which leads me to the 
history as I know it of the creation of the 
Community Center. 
 

Florence and Charlie Gillespie loved to dance. 
They would take Jack and me to Dragoon or 
Polish dances in Tucson. We celebrated many 
occasions with them. They were gracious to 

us – always. Florence wanted to build a place 
to dance. When the Mattauschs moved to the 
river, Florence found a partner to help her 
achieve her goal. At this point I really don’t 
know any particulars – I was very busy raising 
my children and teaching school. 
 

My first recollection of money raising for a 
community center was a food booth in 
Mattausch’s garage. They mostly served 
enchiladas, I believe. The Cascabel Fair 
became a big thing & the demand for food 
exceeded their expectations & somehow Jack 
& Chuck Cartwright started seriously cooking 
& serving food (barbecue) and making 
thousands of dollars. 
 

I am not sure when Dana Deeds gave the 
community the land but, after that happened, 
Jack was constantly occupied with plans for 
the building of the community center. 
Everything Jack did was donated time. He 
went to Mexico to have adobes delivered. He 
contracted for the cement slab & I believe he 
hired Enrique to lay the burnt adobe. He 
enlisted everyone’s help in the building. He 
even made squares for the quilt raffle which 
became another big money maker with Jude’s 
help. I personally did not partake in their 
adventure and became very resentful of all the 
time and effort and wear and tear on our 
vehicles and the fact that he was constantly 
asking people to help. He also was serving on 
the board for years. He did appreciate the use 
of your neighbor’s backhoe and the use of 
Chuck’s tools. 
 

 
Annie Wilkinson and Jack Hughes 

 
Annie Wilkinson 
 

My thoughts go back to the 70’s when there 
was no paved road or phones, not very many 



families, and it seemed as though everyone 
knew everyone on the river.  Alan and I had 
bought our land in 1976. My recollection is 
that we started a community Food Buying 
Club in the late 70’s with about 8 families.  We 
would get together at someone’s house and 
put together an order for The Food Coop in 
Tucson.  Many of us had kids (Jude Martinez 
(Keene), Barbara Clark, Kathy Duff, Delight 
Edgell, Sue Gladu) and soon the little buying 
club not only started getting bigger but soon 
we had pot luck dinners after buying food 
together.  Harold and Mignon along with Jack 
and Norma Hughes joined and soon the pot 
lucks became too big for our little houses. 
There were many discussions at the pot lucks 
about having a community center. Most folks 
were for it or neutral although there was 
considerable discussion about how to get 
land, etc. Harold was opposed because he 
thought the intimacy of going to each family’s 
house for supper and seeing the progress 
(most of us were building our own place at the 
time) was something very special that would 
change with having a community center.  We 
met up at the Test Lab annex site (Gene and 
Maria’s place) and had a rather contentious, 
at times, meeting. There was a small group of 
folks that thought that if we had a community 
center, there would be liability issues, drunks 
from town, and burglary. We finally came to 
agreement to move forward and create the 
place. 
 

So the fundraising began. Barbara was having 
a fair in May and at Christmas time.  There 
was a Cascabel community presence during 
the Fourth of July in Benson as well. I 
remember being part of the July 4th food booth 
in Benson, slinging hot dogs with Dean Wink 
and of course my favorite river cowboy, Jack 
Hughes. Chuck and Barbara Cartwright were 
also involved and Chuck did a great job of 
always coming thru with some sort of BBQ 
rain or shine at the biannual fair at the 
Clayworks. Barbara Clark and I once did a 
Hoagie Sandwich marathon (making 
mammoth hoagie sandwiches and cutting 
them up for sale) at one of the Cascabel 
spring fairs to raise money and we always had 
a blast. Jude Martinez (Keene) was in charge 
of putting together the community quilt to raise 
money and Jack Hughes as I recall always 
seemed to come up with a square.  
 

At the same time, Ellie and Armand Mattausch 
and Florence and Charlie Gillespie were 
interested in forming a community center to 
have a dance floor and so onward we went. I 
think Dana Deeds and his partner Burt, 
donated a 4 acre parcel and then once the 
slab was poured, Enrique Martinez got a 
bunch of adobes and started laying the bricks. 
Jack Hughes did a tremendous amount of 
work and we had community work parties 
every so often to help with the building. Max 
and Mary Taylor were also a cheerful 
presence during this time. 
 

 
The gleeful infamous CAN CAN!! 

 
So we finally had a Community Center! Early 
on, we were known to have some very 
creative events often involving the kids. We 
had a Spaghetti Western dinner, Box suppers, 
multiple talent shows (with cancan girls to 
start off the show…..I have pictures!), theatre 
and plays put on by the kids, Pie Auctions 
(Jorja Foster’s dad, Dewey bought one for 100 
dollars one night!), and also Poker Night. 
Wow, what a great time! I think there was a 
vison and folks all pitched in to make it 
happen. 
 

Jude Martinez 
 

The dates of all these events are lost to me 
but I am pretty sure of the order of things. 
There had been a barn dance at Mattausch’s. 
After that Florence Gillespie started doing 
fund raising to pour a concrete slab for a place 
to have community dances.  Although she 
wasn’t sure where the slab would go.  A 
possibility was in the easement between Ivan 
Wilson’s place and Ellie and Armand’s place.   



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Barbara was having pottery shows at 
Cascabel Clayworks twice a year and 
Florence set up a table near the front gate to 
sell donated items for a fund raiser.  Barbara 
needed to feed all her customers that drove 
that long dirt road – pavement ended just 
outside Pomerene - to come to her shows so 
she suggested that a community kitchen be 
set up and that would be a way to raise more 
funds.  I started doing the community quilt 
project for another way to raise money.  The 
first quilt was of rattlesnakes, each square 
was each person’s own interpretation.  It was 
hung in Ivan’s gallery and sold lots of raffle 
tickets. (See binders in the Community Center 
of all the community quilts.) 
 

Mattauschs had another dance on their slab 
for their new house.  There was a dance at 
Kaul’s place, Tony Kaul’s band played. There 
was some sort of event at Hughes’ place. A 
pie and a box lunch auction at Ivan’s. There 
was the community kitchen at Anna Duffs’ 
Dulcimer Festivals (2) . The community had 
raised more than enough money to pour a 
slab but there was still not a place to put it. 
 

At some point Ellie M. thought it a good idea 
to start a nonprofit corporation to handle the 
moneys and have a board of directors to 
make decisions.  The first meeting to suggest 
the nonprofit corporation was at the Test Lab 
Annex. Got to see the inside of the mysterious 
Test Lab Annex for the first time.  I remember 
at that meeting Cecil Teague said to me that 
my opinion didn’t matter because I didn’t own 
land and then Dave Gard said he had more 
land then Cecil, did that mean his opinion 
mattered more than Cecil’s?  God, I loved my 
community!  The go ahead was approved by a 
large majority vote.  Ellie did all the research, 
wrote up the bylaws and did all the paper work 

to facilitate the legal making of the 
corporation.  I remember being so grateful that 
she and Barbara Cartwright (treasurer) had 
the business sense do all that.   
 

Dana Deeds and Burt Scouten had subdivided 
the land they had purchased from the City of 
Tucson.  Tucson had bought the land years 
before, for the water rights but couldn’t figure 
a way to get the water over the mountains, so 
sold it.   Since there was enough community 
funds to build a building, Dana offered to 
donate a piece of that property for a 
community center.  A good business move on 
his part, as it helped sell his properties.  The 
first piece that was offered didn’t work out for 
some reason. I remember the day the Board; 
Ellie, Florence, Jack, Barbara Cartwright, 
myself and I don’t remember who all, went up 
on that hill.  It was the view that sold us and I 
felt that the prickly pear cactus growing in the 
saguaro cactus was a good omen.  
 

Making a road up there was an issue at the 
time and the first project.  And then the slab, 
finally! The building project was Jack’s.  
Enrique (he got a small stipend) and Jack did 
most of the labor with help from the 
community. Water had to be hauled up to 
make mortar, Enrique laid all the bricks. Jack 
did all the stone work for the fireplace and 
carpentry. A community work force raised the 
rafters and built the roof. Then there were 
dances to raise more money to drill a well and 
bring in electric lines. Dennis Farrington was 
obsessed with Christmas tree lights and 
decorated the inside with lights. He borrowed 
a string from us that we never got back. 
Looked great.   
 

In 1991, I left the community and didn’t come 
back for 18 years, although Jack hired me to 
make one more community quilt. Good old 
Jack. 
 
Barbara Clark 
 

Well, let’s see what I can remember and 
relate: there weren’t many residents here in 
the valley back in the 1970’s. We got together 
in small groups to collectively purchase bulk 
foods, help each other with building projects, 
branding or other animal care, and tamale 
making or canning projects, as well as just 
have dinner or play cards (without telephones 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Florence Gillespie receiving the placque that hangs 
at the CCC in her honor as she was leaving the valley. 

 

 

 
 

 

 



or computers, if someone just stopped by, 
coffee was a common beverage and visiting 
welcome and shared at any time of the day). 
“Barn dances” at Dragoon Woman’s Club and 
potlucks/parties held in our homes were must-
do social events. 
 

Florence Gillespie suggested that it would be 
a good idea to have a dance floor that was 
“big enough for four squares” would be a great 
asset for our community. Ellie Mattausch was 
also a great community minded organizer, and 
between the two of them, with lots of other 
participation, we started raising money to 
realize that goal. 
 

One of the things was location…. One early 
suggestion was to have the slab in the right of 
way between Ivan Wilson’s home and the 
Teran Pecan Orchard. But Dana Deeds and 
Bert Scouten were approached and, 
somewhat in the line of developers who are 
responsible for donating land for social 
services (schools, fire departments, etc.) that 
would serve the new populations caused by 
subdivision, they donated 4 flat acres near 
Sierra Blanca wash on the east side of 
Cascabel Road near mm 22. The owner of the 
property on the west side of the road objected 
to having a public building that close to their 
property, so the developers donated the 4 
acres just north of the confluence of Hot 
Springs and Paige Canyons to the river, at 
about mm 23.5. 
 

Florence, especially, was worried about safe 
egress-ingress access to this steep site. But 
we had to work with what we had, and as it 
turned out, the views are pretty dang nice and 
it is in the heart of cultural history for several 
civilizations. 
 

But before we had the land even, we were 
working to have fun together and raise money. 
We held dances in Benson, made parade 
floats (got several prizes) and sold food at 
Benson events, held a variety of gatherings in 
our homes – like box socials, dances, 
cakewalks, pie auctions, game nights – I don’t 
remember all the old-fashioned activities we 
did to get a dollar out of each other and the 
greater communities.  
 

Jude Martinez orchestrated our first quilt, and 
it was exhibited and raffled at Ivan’s home 
during a Fair.  We started providing food at 

the Fairs, usually up at the pecan orchard and 
later at the Clayworks, and when Anna Duff 
held her Dulcimer Days events, we sold food, 
too.  
 

At some point we had a community event/tour 
of the Pennington “test lab” (now Gene and 
Maria’s at mm 26), where it was put to a 
show-of-hands vote to those present ( maybe 
20-30 folks)to determine if we should actually 
have a community building. Not everyone was 
so inclined! A majority was, however, and only 
one person voted for both options!  
 

So Jack Hughes got Faron Bingham to blade 
a road up and flatten out a part of the hill. 
When he dug out the foundations, Jack and 
Dennis Farrington were sitting on some of the 
dirt piles admiring the work and planning 
more, and Dennis found a small, carved fetish 
of a duck with a hole where the eye might be, 
which he wore for many years on his earring.  

 
 We hired someone from Benson to pour the 
slab, and they did it during a Fair, but I can’t 
remember whether it was a winter or spring 
Fair. Jack liked the clerestory passive solar 
roof line and got trusses from somewhere 
around Whetstone. The burnt adobes came 
from Agua Prieta at Jack’s suggestion and I 
remember several trips made by various 
community members to secure that – but don’t 
remember if they were eventually delivered or 
who unloaded them. We hired Enrique 
Martinez to lay the block. 
 

We hired a well driller and got permission from 
the Hobbs across the road for the electric 
coop to extend the service lines to the well 
and the building. I can’t remember who did the 

 
Willow Clark and Curtis Duff 

Early 1989 

 

And Jack was the 
guy who drew up the 
plans for the building 
on a large piece of 
lightweight white 
cardboard. . Willow 
Clark suggested 
having a room for 
the kids to sleep and 
play in when we had 
gatherings, so the 
building expanded 
from just a rectangle. 



electric wiring, probably Jack and Dennis and 
Enrique when he was laying the adobes. 
 

But most of the work was donated labor. We 
had work parties several times a month where 
everyone came and got the roof on, the ceiling 
in, windows installed, and made the dividing 
walls. Chuck Cartwright brought his generator 
up so we had power tools. Max Taylor was  
always there. We ate potluck lunches. We 
kept selling hot dogs and candy bars and 
sponsoring dances at events in Benson and 
here in Cascabel. Barbara Cartwright kept the 
books and Ellie Mattausch filed for 501c 
corporation status. We elected a board of 
directors. 
 

Wendy Polen donated light fixtures and metal 
shelving and those brown roll around chairs 
and our first folding tables and tons of other 
furnishings. We hired Bill Mott to build the 
kitchen counters/cupboards, which were 
upgraded many years later by hiring Steve 
Bribach to make better ones. Bob and Rose 
Fenn donated our first kitchen stove. Johnny 
Lavin donated a big counter from the old Soza 
ranch. Pete and Delight Edgell put in the 
septic system (with help from everyone else) 
so that the building could be used for their 
daughter Evelyn’s wedding reception. Rita 
Fenn and Niles Miller supplied the band stage 
(now gone) when they held their wedding 
reception there. 
 

Once the building was basically in, we held 
well attended (from here and other 
communities) dances and many other social 
events—like talent nights and more auctions 
and poker nights and just ole seasonal 
parties. Elena Bennett hosted a couple of 
‘Pool School Reunions’ and we got to meet 
folks who lived here in the 1920’s-1950’s and 
hear their stories of the life and scenery they 
experienced.  And the Conservation District 
started using the building for meetings and we 
held educational and political events, too. 
When we had a charter school here in the 
mid-1990’s, they wanted to use the building 
for classes (Pearl Mast was the teacher), but 
the board at that time thought it might be too 
much upkeep to allow that. Much later, the 
building was used briefly as a school site for 
two homeschooled children.  
 

The dang thing was built by local citizens 
working together and generously giving time 
and money to a shared vision. I hope that kind 
of activism keeps happening in Cascabel.  
 

Thanks to Alan Wilkinson for getting early 
CCC history together, and I am sure I might 
remember more if we get together and share 
memories or find old photos (like the one of 
Annie W and Jack H at a food booth) and oh 
my goodness, the pit barbeques we did for the 
food booths……..pulling the tubs out of the 
ground and prepping the meat to make plates 
with coleslaw and beans! And breaking up 
fights at the dances—young rival bucks from 
Benson and Willcox had to be informed that 
that kind of behavior just wasn’t done out 
here! There’s a generation of teens who have 
some good stories of rural fun in Cascabel! 
 
Pete Edgell 
 

Our daughter Evelyn was married to Ben 
Roper in September of 1991. The wedding 
was on our land. The wedding reception was 
held at the CCC. We had Ben’s relatives and 
friends from Colorado and my family and 
friends from Arizona. Because this was going 
to be the largest crowd at the CCC up to that 
point, the septic tank was laid down the day 
before the wedding.  
 

I am sure we knew about the community 
center before this time. Living some 20 miles 
away and working as a teacher, we never saw 
the CCC until I visited the day before. There 
was a local with his backhoe there. I gave him 
$50 and thanked him for his efforts. 
 

I had placed some signs a la Burma Shave on 
the way to the CCC. “This road gives you 
rock.” “This road gives you roll.” “If you don’t 
watch your driving,” “It will give you the stroll.” 
 

A band was hired and I wonder if this might 
have been the first dance at the CCC. I have 
always thought the CCC was built because 
the community had held barn dances for time 
to time and the liability was too much for the 
folks who hosted the barn dances on their 
property. 
 

In the years the CCC has been in existence, it 
has proved to be a vital place for many 
events. 
 



Dennis Farrington 
 

As far as anyone can tell, the origins of the 
“Community Center” began to take form long 
before the building that now holds that title. It 
was on the very same location untold 
century’s prior that people gathered to find 
community, to share and trade in the tender of 
the day. We speculate this by virtue of the 
artifacts left behind, and our wild imaginations 
of life at that time.  
 

Fast forward to the last quarter of the 20th 
century, along the northern run of the San 
Pedro River. Folks inhabiting the area were an 
eclectic blend of rancher, redneck, paranoid 
misfits, hippy, artist, and rugged individualists. 
A remarkable number of this population 
sought community with each other, ignoring 
political and ideological schisms. This was 
evidenced by the monthly custom of “Food 
Coop Meeting” potlucks held at the homes of 
community residences. The stated purpose of 
these meetings was to acquire bulk food items 
from Tucson Cooperative Warehouse. The 
“other” compelling reason for these meetings 
was to commune with others who shared the 
common denominator of living in this remote 
area known as Cascabel.  
 

Cascabel has been referred to as a state of 
mind, which if taken literally would mean a 
“rattled” state of mind - which one might argue 
is exactly right. Rattled or not, the residences 
of Cascabel sought community, sought the 
company of each other, sought to dance, play 
cards, eat, laugh, cry, and fight with each 
other. Many of those community-sharing 
attributes could be accomplished at the 
rotating potlucks held at various homes, minus 
one community sharing activity: Square 
Dancing. Square Dancing requires a certain 
unencumbered danceable floor space that 
most homeowners did not have.  
So it came to pass that one of these 
Cascabelites who had held anchor in the 
valley longer than most, and had for much of 
that time longed for a square dance floor, saw 
the opportunity was ripe to pitch the idea of a 
community cement slab for the express 
purpose of dancing on it. This was the 
infamous Florence Gillespie wife of cowboy 
Charlie Gillespie who for many years ran what 
was known then as the S&J Ranch. Florence 
had a vision of this eclectic group of folks 

dancing away the night, and it was good.  
Florence brought forth her revelation at one of 
the potluck events. It was met with awe, 
angst, and in some cases immediate 
opposition. There were the usual concerns of 
who will take care of it. That was met with, “its 
a slab of cement - what care will it need?” This 
was followed up with “Our taxes will go up”. 
That was met with “Seriously?” There were 
many excited supporters who had all kinds of 
creative ideas like “hey - maybe we should put 
a roof over the slab so we can dance in bad 
weather too”. The one big obstacle to 
Florence’s vision was where to put it.  
 

Its always less glamorous to give “developers” 
much credit, especially in a rural story about 
community. But as if divined in communion 
with Florence’s vision, developers showed up 
with a grand vision of their own; the Cascabel 
Air Park. A fellow named Burt Scouten and his 
side kick Dana Deeds bought a bunch of land 
with the idea of splitting it up into multiple 
parcels, much of which was situated on their 
soon to be built air strip. They envisioned well 
to do folks flying home from work in the city to 
this beautiful area. As these things go, it came 
to pass that Burt found out about the desire 
for a dance floor and as one thing lead to 
another, he was soon offering to donate 4 
acres for this purpose. Burt being a clever 
developer was hedging his bets against 
community opposition to his grand 
development plan. Burt also may well have 
been smitten by the infectious spirit of 
community and wanted to contribute to the 
cause.  
 

Meetings were held, arguments for and 
against pitted neighbor against neighbor, 
some voting both for and against. These were 
heady exciting times. Out of the messy 
process that is democracy emerged a plan 
and its fearless leader: the most remarkable, 
colorful, rugged, redneck, hippy, cattle man of 
them all, Jack Hughes, husband of the great 
Norma Hughes.  
 

Jack took hold of Florence Gillespie’s vision of 
a slab of concrete and visualized a full 
functioning “community center”. He drew this 
vision out on an old used envelop and took it 
down to Bisbee to get a building permit, which 
he did post haste. It seemed Jack could get 
whatever he wanted.  



A community center 
group was formed as a 
non-profit to handle the 
affairs of raising money, 
procuring materials, etc. 
As plans were coming 
together, I had the 
privilege of one day being 
on site with Jack, before 
any structures were built. 
He was sharing his vision 
of how the building would be laid out. We 
were squatting on the ground, pitching stones, 
chewing the fat, when I picked up a stone to 
toss and was stopped by its shape. Further 
examination revealed it to be a stone bird 
amulet from those who communed at this 
location ages before. Jack said he had never 
seen anything like it, and we determined that I 
could be the steward of it so long as I wore it 
in my earing, which I then did for some time to 
come. Paying closer attention we discovered 
shards and other implements from those 
gatherers of the past. It was a very good 
feeling to know, that by whatever belief 
system one subscribes to, we had a fine place 
to build a community center, and to build it 
with the oversight of the greatest character of 
all time. What I was seeing with spiritual 
underpinnings; Jack was seeing as damn 
good luck.  
 

Over time, numerous potlucks, quilt raffles, 
and bake sales raised enough money to get 
started. With finances managed by our adept 
secretary treasurer Barbara Cartwright, Jack 
bought all the burnt adobe in Agua Prietà, 
Enrique Martinez laid them, Wendell Polen 
donated cement mixers, back hoe, generator 
and time. Numerous folks helped to prep the 
ground and raise the roof. Jack made the 
fireplace, built the septic system, built the 
original kitchen cabinets, and oversaw 
construction. Barbara Clark made the kitchen 
pass through ceramic counter. 
Before long we had a 
remarkable building done in 
time to host our first big 
Christmas Dance.  
 

Wendell donated his big diesel 
generator to power the lights 
and band. The Desert Riders 
out of Benson came to play. We 
were dancing or enjoyed 
watching others dance and 

knew we had done a 
wondrous thing. I believe the 
year was 1989. Our son 
Robert was a little toddler at 
the time and our daughter 
Willow had him singing the 
ABC’s on stage during a 
band break. 
 

Many more dances followed 
with many more dollars 
raised to bring in power and 

continue finishing up the building. In addition 
to dancing, the building was used for all kinds 
of events; Redington NRCD, Poker, Potlucks, 
Bake Sales/Pie Auctions, weddings, funerals 
and on. Indeed we had come together as a 
community to build a community center used 
by the community and friends to celebrate the 
humanity of our rural existence.  
 

In 1993, Lane Williams owner of Midvale 
Telephone out of Idaho discovered our 
community and brought in phone service for 
the first time. He proposed to the community 
that he build and lease the phone office on the 
Community Center site. This partnership 
ensured that all the monthly expenses of the 
Community Center would be covered in 
perpetuity.  
 

In the ensuing years since its inception, 
amazing folks have come and gone, some to 
where ever it is we go when we die, and some 
to other pastures. Those folks certainly live on 
in memory and without them this would have 
been a much more difficult task. Folks like 
Ellie and Armand Mattausch, Harold and 
Mignon Elliott, Max and Mary Taylor, Jane 
Matsen, Chuck Cartwright to name a few. 
Many have remained a part of this grand 
experiment all along; dear friends such as 
Barbara Clark, Annie and Alan Wilkinson, and 
others. New people eager to carry the torch of 
community come on board. 
 

The Community Center is a testament to what 
can happen when a 
diverse group of folks 
come together to create 
something bigger than 
our individual selves. It 
has been a joy, privilege, 
and humbling 
experience to have been 
a part of this great 
endeavor.  

 
        Photo credit Sue Newman 

         Community Center 2005 and 2016 

 



Last of the Pickle Gang, as they called themselves  

Photo credit Jane Matson 

Jane Matson, Harold Elliott and Mary Taylor 2005 
 

Our Community Center holds us all, all the time, 
wherever we may be, sentient or not. On August 6th, 
many of us in as many ways celebrated the life of 
Harold Elliott. As we were held within the space of our 
Community Center, we ‘held space’ for each other as 
we read from Harold’s wide range of literary pages, 
told stories, related experiences we’d had with both 
Harold and Mignon.   It was easy for us to agree that 
both had been models of “How to be a Good 
Neighbor”, based upon “How to be a Good Person 
101”.   This gathering was as much a Thank You as a 
Celebration.    
Chris Eastoe gathered up photographs, created a ‘slide show’,and 
displayed it during the morning.  Gilbert Urias and Sam Janesko 
were on hand to create a video (DVD). Contact Anna Lands for 
either at healing@rnsmte.com  

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

  

                            September Garden Party Fun Raiser A Smashing Success!  

 
 

But with a purpose… 
 photos:Ariana DeGregorio 

 

 

 

 

 
Born happy. Born healthy. Born at home. On March 2nd, 2016 
Zoey Jean Elizabeth Lynn Blair joined the ranks of the few 

children blessed to be born in Cascabel. 

 

  
Enrique and Leslie married 5/20 with Gene and Maria Troutner  

Enrique and Leslie got married 5/20 with Gene and 

Maria Troutner 

mailto:healing@rnsmte.com


              Rainfall totals 2016 

              Narrows     3Links     Clayworks 
 

Jan  2.05  2.10  1.93 
Feb  0.01  0  0.18 
Mar  0.05  0.03  0.04 

Apr  0.42  0.01  0.82 
May  0.11  0.05  0 
June  0.59  0.22  1.01 
July  2.66  2.77  1.35 
Aug  2.75  1.26  2.56 
Sept  2.95  2.95  3.77 
Total 11.59  9.48 11.66 
        Thanks  to   Alan Wilkinson,  Kathleen Waldt,  Barbara Clark 

  

Cascabel Community Center  
 

Board of Directors: 

Chairman      Barbara Clark                      At large         Bob Evans 

Treas.             Janet  Trumbule                                       Alan Wilkinson                  

Secretary       Louisa Foreman                                          James Patterson 

Librarian       Lisa Vogel                                                     

Valley View  Sue Newman 

Valley View Logo  -  Dave Shreeve and Barbara Clark 
 

  Submissions/suggestions/corrections to 
    Sue Newman   5851 Cascabel Rd    Cascabel 85602    
          Email:  snewsy@rnsmte.com 

Printed copies available at the Community Center or by request           

For ad space send business card or other copy and $5 to Sue Newman 
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How to make a fabulous country Wedding! 
Robert and Marie style 

10.22.2016 

Photo: George Bushno 

 
Ariana 

DeGregorio’s 
Traditional 

German 
wedding 

bread 
 
 
 

 
 
photo: Michael Puttonenen 
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Sleeping Frog 

Raw Honey   
$11 & $17  

Available at the 
farm… email 

request 
sleepingfrog 

orders 
@gmail.com   

 

Photos: Michael Pottonen 

 

 

 

Available: Trencher 

$500 firm 

 Contact: 

 Leslie  Martinez 
        212-2037 

 

 
Now taking 2017 orders for halves or quarters 

  www.saguaro-juniper.com/food/beef.html 

 

The Cascabel CPA 

David Blocker 

212-1040 

  

 

Taking a break to 
count the remaining 
seed bags while hand 
seeding Saguaro 
Juniper’s irrigated 
pastures. 
 
Photos: Michael Pottonen 

 

 

www.saguaro-juniper.com/food/beef.html


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 The Hobbs Property Preserved 
By Barbara Clark 

 

 Local fundraising paid off in July 2016 by 

adding 25 acres to the Community Center. 

The addition was purchased with the 

vision to steward our historic cultural 

legacy and our future ecological legacy.   

The majority of funding came from local, 

personal donations. The Community 

Center and the Conservation Association 

members allocated funds and project 

management from those organizations. 

Midvale Telephone Exchange and the 

Arizona Nature Conservancy also 

contributed. There are funds available 

after purchase to apply towards needed 

improvements.   

The board of the Community Center had 

been negotiating with the Hobbs family 

since 2014 to purchase an approximately 

25-acre property that adjoins the western 

boundary of the existing Center property. 

The addition is bounded to the north and 

west by Bureau of Land Management 

property and to the south and northeast 

by private property. Most of the property 

is in the river floodplain.  

The Community Center members decided 

to purchase the property to protect the 

visual and ecological values of its open 

space while accommodating reasonable 

use of the land for recreation and 

education by the local human community. 

The floodplain will be used by making a 

non-motorized trail that will not interfere 

with its wildlife and native habitat while 

allowing the community access to enjoy 

those attributes.  The uplands will initially 

be cleaned up and lightly developed with 

an area for a picnic space and a plaque for 

the historical ruins there. (Vision statement 

2014) 

Next steps are to become familiar with the 

addition and clean up the grounds as we 

design projects for soil and gully erosion 

control, native plant restoration, trail and 

picnic area locations, and how to 

commemorate the ruins.  Look for 

planning and work party opportunities in 

2017. 

All thanks go out to you for continuing to 

invest time and money in our community 

and place!    

Photo Credit: Mick Meader 

The river channel, looking southwest. 
This land we’ve purchased includes a wide flood plain home 
for all sorts of plants and creatures, rising to the land along 
the road at MP24 with the remaining walls of the Gamez 
family building, written about in The Valley View #3. 


