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In this issue…
We explore and celebrate Barbara Clark’s homesteading history, creating a busy pottery studio, finding her
way in life. Spring flowers that found water are captured in this very dry spring. Do you really want to look
at the rainfall totals? We even found Bernie Sanders sitting out here by the road.

A Blessed Life—Conversations with Barbara Clark
By Katie Talbott

Y

ou know Barbara Clark is having a bad day if you sit with her for longer than five minutes
without her saying in her warm, well-used voice: I am so blessed! And even on a bad day,
you will likely hear this at some point, because Barbara has lived long enough in this desert
valley to know that blessings don’t actually have to do with whether things are going well in the
moment. One of the gifts of long residence in a single place is perspective—the ability to see that
the ups and downs are all part of the landscape of living.
Homesteader, potter, conservationist, goat herder, fair queen: Barbara has had more identities
over the years than some cats have lives. But whatever else she has done, she has always been
steadfast about the satisfaction and joy of making a living
where you live.
Following are some of Barbara’s thoughts that were gathered
from several conversations last fall. In a life as broad as hers,
much is left out, but I hope this brief glimpse into some of what
has mattered to her over the years will inspire.
In the Beginning
Even when we are young there are things telling us
who we are and what we are to do.
The story of Barbara’s ancestry and early years could be a book
in itself. Swedish noblewomen, sod-house pioneers, Timothy
Leary, ringer washers, an Ashram or two—sit down with her
sometime for a cup of tea and a listening ear for more. But this
article focuses on her life here.
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What got me here in the first place was
that I was young and very busy living in
the moment and very much open to
whatever happened. I didn’t worry like
you do when you get older about
having, you know, insurance, I was just
very committed to finding another way
to live than how I had been raised. Not
that my mom didn’t do a good job
raising us; that wasn’t it. Of course we
fought, because I was a teenager, but I
just figured out—probably when I was
about 17 or18 years old—that I was a
renegade.

until the neighbors complained, we had
a goat in the back yard.
They made pottery and Barbara started her
long teaching career by teaching a pottery
class at Fort Huachuca.

After her first and only year of college,
Barbara apprenticed to a potter named Mana
Pardeahtan who was a roadman for the
Native American Church.
I was in the whole mix of that hippy-shit
rebellion thing and I remember going to
crazy barn dances on the outskirts of
town [Boulder, Colorado] and seeing
these ragged mountain people coming
down who were living next to the land,
and thinking, ‘Hey, this is looking good!’
Mana moved to Arizona and they lived in
various places south of here. Eventually
Barbara met a potter named Al Bonk.
Al had walked out of a degree in
architecture—gone feral—eventually
making pottery in one of the islands and
mainland in Mexico. He would buy
things and sell things and move things
around. He changed his name to
Primitivo Al Bonk Sesante, or Tivo. Tivo
and I dug clay and he made kilns and I
learned how to throw.
[Eventually, Barbara and Tivo] moved
into Benson and rented a storefront.
The building is gone now, but it had a
display room in the front and living area
in back. There was a kiln out back and a
goat—Tivo introduced me to goats—so
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Both Tivo and Barbara wanted to buy land
with fertile soil near water. So in December
1969, Tivo sold a cabin he owned in
Woodstock...the Woodstock… and by January
they had found land on the San Pedro.

Barbara had asked Elena Bennett—one of the
heirs of the Bennetts who homesteaded Hot
Springs Canyon—if she knew of anyplace to
buy, and she sent her to a cousin, who was
married to Harry Smith, who said that “crazy
old Pete Kelley down the road has some
places for sale.” Pete had come here to
recover from tuberculosis and had planted
pecans and was raising cattle. He subdivided
the back lot of the original homestead and
sold the first 37 of Barbara’s current 83 acres
to Barbara and Tivo.

Homesteaders
Barbara describes the land as it was when
they arrived:
It had all been logged for firewood or
charcoal sometime in the 30’s or 40’s.
All of these trees were about as big
around as my calf—skinny little second
growth and stumps and graythorn. We
scrambled through and looked up at the
cliffs and down at the river, which at
that time flowed 9 or 10 months of the
year.
When we first moved here the reach
of the river by the house was this big
wide stretch of sand with this big
floodplain on the side covered with
Bermuda. The big old cottonwood up
there was the only big tree in that whole
reach of river. Over the last 50 years I
have seen the channel narrow and the
floodplain fill in with sacaton. Have seen
good change. Used to be just this big
white expanse of sand. ‘83 was a good
regeneration year for willow and
cottonwood. It is very dynamic, though
it may take 50-100 years. Same story at
Jack and Norma’s place. They had no big
cottonwoods at first, but later when
they came to live on their land there
were these monster cottonwood trees.
Those trees are almost all dead now.
The first thing we did was clear a road
in and clear a space. We stacked wood
and sold it in Tucson. We didn’t have
chainsaws, just axes and muscles. It was
me, Tivo, a guy named Steve Kirkpatrick
who was about my age from CA—surfer
and hippie and artist and craftsman—
and then whatever people drifted
through.
At that point lots of people were
walking up the river—campesinos, rural
people—going to the fields. We had no
phone, no electricity. They helped build
a lot of this place. They would stop and

get food and Band-Aids and much
needed rest, and do a day or two of
work and walk on. That was a way of
life. I learned to speak Spanish at the
kitchen table. I didn’t learn it well—
mostly a lot of nouns!! There were a lot
of very beautiful men and women and
children. It wasn’t just the man of the
family; there were a lot of sons and
teenage boys looking for something to
send home or a better life. Lovely, lovely
people.
We had a lot of hippy-type people who
came through here, but I never thought
of myself as a hippie. I didn’t like being
branded by what I thought was a
derogatory term. I looked like a hippie, I
talked like a hippy, I walked like a
hippy, but by God I worked!

One of the main people who helped build the
house was Enrique Martinez, a skilled
craftsman who has left his mark in Cascabel
in many places, including the Community
Center. Barbara’s house is eclectic, as
anyplace would be that was built a little at a
time by whoever was available, but “Enrique
built the parts of this house that are pretty
well made! Especially the stonework.”
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Potter and Teacher
One of the first structures they built was the
pottery shop with the kiln and kick wheels,
“That is how Potter and Teacher p

Potter and Teacher
One of the first structures they built was the
pottery shop with the kiln and kick wheels,
and they started making pots. “That is how
we made a living. We had a turquoise, ‘67
pickup and would drive to shops in Tucson
with our pots. We weren’t earning as much
but we were young and determined and
perfectly happy.”
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Tivo made it from locally mined clay. It is wood fired.
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Barbara says of making pottery:
I was just living it—the fact that I could
make something with my hands—the fact
that I was teaching myself how to make
glazes and different temperatures and
exploring this world. I had great problems
with the art versus craft thing. I couldn’t
stand the snobby art shit. I was raised with
that—classical music—so sick of that, so
pretentious! We made our own clay, we did
this stuff. We plowed our own fields, we
milked our own goats. This is something we
do.
I knew this is what I was supposed to do. I
was just very much alive, and dedicated to a
cause. I wanted to be different from the
cookie cutters.
Barbara and Tivo didn’t have electricity until
1971. Before they had a well, they hauled all
their water in 55-gallon drums “to mix every
inch of cement in a trough by hand.” After the
well, they built “an impossible sort of
swimming pool above ground to catch the
rest of the water the windmill pumped up.”

Tivo was a very creative artist. He had
dropped out of architecture school and
taken up a different lifestyle with
craftspeople in Mexico. He said to me one
day in the middle of all this, ‘We are not
making permanent houses.’ Our building
techniques were extremely primitive and
open—sheds—only in the last 20 years
have we been trying to patch it together
so the wind doesn’t blow through so
much, and we aren’t living with EXACTLY
the same ecosystem as outside. But you
really shouldn’t get so attached to it.
After they moved to Cascabel they stopped
commuting to Fort Huachuca to teach and
had their own apprentices on the land.
Apprentices didn’t just learn to make
pottery—they would help in the kitchen or
the garden or with the goats. The apprentices
would take the goats across the river to
browse, and spend the day watching them. If
an apprentice wasn’t inclined toward pottery,
Barbara and Tivo would help them make
something else they could sell—beads or
buttons.
I remember one time Tivo decided to go
visit his mom in Florida and we loaded
the Datsun with pottery and imports from
the Middle east, and he decided to go to

Columbus south of the border in New
Mexico. We had dinner and then they
closed the border and we had to spend
the night. When we went to go back the
next morning, they took one look at us
and pulled us over. Confiscated all our
pottery and the imports because we
didn’t have any paperwork. ‘You made
this stuff? SURE you did!’ I got strip
searched. A mess! Didn’t find drugs. I
managed to save a bag of buttons and a
bag of material samples, and I was sewing
the buttons on 6-8 or a time and we were
peddling them. We sold buttons through
Texas and we got to New Orleans, which
was where they were going to send our
confiscated stuff, and we got our pottery
back, though probably not the other stuff.
The rest of the trip through the south was
pretty easy because we could sell pottery.

table. There is so much craft involved. For
a beginner potter you just focus on them
feeling the material and being able to
come up with something. There is so
much emotional-spiritual stuff that is tied
in with that. And encouragement you can
give to people. I don’t have the words for
it. I know the kids loved it. We all do. It is
part of human whats-its—whether it is a
good fence or a straight row. We mess
with things as humans.
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In 1982 or ‘83 Barbara stopped teaching for
awhile to focus on her own work.

7
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Later, when I was married to my first
husband, Dennis, we had a class for fifth
graders out here. The kids spent a day
here—made a pot, went for a walk, saw
where clay came from, went up in the hills
and talked about plants and the desert,
had sack lunches on the lawn. THAT was
really rewarding.
Education has always been part of my life.
And not just about pottery. For the little
short classes, it was more that they just
could mold something with the clay,
whether on the wheel or coil, that they
could actually make something. It is like
anything—making bread, sewing a
garment, building a fence, building a

I just stopped taking students. What was I
looking for? To get well known! Because I
knew some potters got a lot of recognition
and dollars and I hadn’t had that. It was
mostly ego. I just wanted to make really
good pots. And I did. And about the same
time I started realizing, ‘You are a folk
potter. You are a big fat potter in a very
small puddle, in the river, in Benson.’ I
was making a lot of dinner sets—12 place
settings with all the serving dishes and
tea cups and coffee pots, chalices, wine
carafes, tea pots—all those senseless
useless things! But I really think that
mugs, bowls, and plates are where pots
are at. The rest of it should be Pyrex or
stainless steel or whatever! But back then
I had this ego thing going. We had quite a
few followers back then—young women
getting married would register here.

People would say, “I want a set with cliffs
on it, or yucca pods on it.”
Here’s a story about that! Back in the 70’s
I had fallen in love with the school of
pottery that was emulating Japanese
pottery and so I started painting—doing
sort of oriental brush strokes on pots—
and we were in a gift shop once and the
proprietor looked at me and said, “If you
start painting desert scenes on your
pottery I can sell every one,” and that’s
when I started looking around at the
iconic plants around here and started to
paint what was actually here instead of
rice strands and shit. I heard her say “sell
pots” and said, YES!

District) for over 20 years, and during that
time worked on some large projects. She
managed a watershed restoration grant
awarded to the RNRCD to build over 5000
loose rock dams up Teran Wash, mostly
hiring people and seeing that they had
supplies. In addition to the loose rock dams
to slow the runoff water, ranchers also got
subsidies to do cross fencing and water
improvements in an effort to change the
management on the uplands so there was
more vegetation above the dams. They
installed rain gauges for further monitoring
and conducted stream flow measurements,
but in spite of their intentions, it didn’t last. A
lot of that work is gone now. As Barbara
says,“They are all washed out. You have to
keep managing the cattle and be ready to
rebuild dams. And you have to have water—
after 2000 we haven’t had water. We have
been slowly drying up.”
Barbara joined Saguaro-Juniper in the early
90’s with help from Tom Orum.
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In 1978 or ‘79 the Good Old Boys here in
the river invited me to join the Redington
Natural Resource Conservation District
(RNRCD). I sat on those meetings for
years and years at various ranch houses
around the valley. After a long time,
sometime in the early ‘90s, I became chair
of that organization and went on to hold
all kinds of classes here in the community
on range management—everything from
water harvesting to—oh, I can’t even
remember! We held a symposium here
through the Conservation District called
Mesquite: Regarding a Resource. Even
back then, mesquite was a controversial
resource.
Land ethic / Conservationist
Barbara volunteered with the RNRCD
(Redington Natural Resource Conservation

Around 2000 I expanded to join the SJ
Grazing Group because I thought that it
would be a way for son Robert to be
involved and have a reason to stay here.
We had two shares and they started
having calves. In Goatwalking Jim
[Corbett] talks about the goat being an
errant animal. So true! I couldn’t say to
my neighbors in the Conservation
District, ‘I keep goats and am a
homesteader.’ The big ranchers didn’t like
the Nesters. I wanted to join S-J because
then I could say I had two cows!
At about the same time, the conservation
district took on a more conservative
approach that didn’t match Barbara’s values,
and she stopped working for them in about
2001.
The Arizona association of Conservation
Districts wanted every district to come out
against black-footed ferret populations
where there were still prairie dogs. Daniel
[Baker] and I could not do it. I would like

to see every predator and every prey in
the ecosystem in place. They didn’t want to
have conservation-minded people in a
conservation district!
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In 1999 she had been hired by the local
chapter of The Nature Conservancy. “Before
that my vocation was pots and my avocation
was caring for the land. After that my
vocation and avocation switched.” Her first
job was helping finish an Arizona Water
Protection grant at Bingham Cienega to
restore old agricultural fields to sacaton and
trees. After that project ended, TNC hired her
full time to manage Bingham Cienega, doing
groundwater monitoring and fence
monitoring. When TNC bought the Three
Links Ranch—over 2000 acres on the San
Pedro River—Barbara helped to manage the
project, which involved sectioning it into five
parcels with conservation easements, selling
several parcels to the public, hiring people to
build 14 miles of fencing, conducting
archaeological surveys, dismantling old
irrigation pivots in the fields, getting old
trailers out. “It was all new to me—just
another skill to learn for which I was very
grateful.” At one point she realized that right
around the View House on the TNC property
were willow and cottonwood trees that she
had planted as poles when she was
volunteering with the Conservation District.
“That was nice continuity.”
Community
I remember even in high school realizing
that while I wanted to be accepted by the
sorority-type girls, I was also attracted to

the greasers, the brainiacs—I saw so many
cool people in my high school social
structure. I liked them all. I learned early
that there were good people everywhere. I
didn’t want to be identified with any one of
them. When I worked for The Nature
Conservancy I was already talking to all
kinds of people. I went to work for them
because I could do that already.
It is really hard for me to talk about
myself and my life here. You know, you
are trained not to do that—a lot of
cultural crap. I just feel so humble and
grateful. It’s like—how do you convey it? I
have had, I am just having this blessed
life. I am not saying we made land
payments all the time on time. It was
hard! Some of the experiences living with
people especially. We used to have a day
of silence back in the 70’s—with a bunch
of people living here we needed that—and
Tivo and I were writing back and forth on
the day of silence. He wrote: This is not a
commune, this is a community.
I have been able to get acquainted with a
variety of communities here, and each one
of them is so full of lessons and light and
love and it has been such a gift to get to
experience them. Blessed. You’ve got to
turn loose of that rugged individualism.
But I still believe you have to be totally
responsible for
your existence.
I use the word
interdependent,
and I like Jim
Corbett’s cocreativity. I like
that because it
says you are
always
creating. I just
wonder how to
keep this going.
How to keep
that mindset,
that heart-set
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alive in Cascabel—how to keep that small
community? How do you keep
communing?

the ground? (I haven’t done it for years, you
understand!) I used to sleep on the ground
a lot—in the driveway!

“Re-wilding my soul”
When I first talked to Barbara about doing
these interviews and asked her what was
really important to her, she immediately said,
“Re-wilding my soul!” This might sound like
some kind of solitary pursuit, but as I talked
with Barbara, I realized that for her, “wild” is
completely interconnected; wild lands are all
intersecting cycles. When she talks about rewilding she is not talking about retreat from
community, she is talking about
interdependence.
Exactly! It means entering more
community. Understanding someone is
going to eat me and I am going to eat
someone, whether it is a root or a rabbit
or whatever. We all have to eat the green,
and water is life, and soil….it is only in the
last ten years that I have even been aware
of soil mycorrhiza. I didn’t think about
plants and organisms living in the soil
that gave me the tomato or pepper or
berry, or whatever.
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I can see how all of Barbara’s life leads her
toward this idea, but I wondered if there
were any specific practices that help with rewilding? As I suspected, her first response
was, “Living here!” Then she went on:
I started to wonder what the grasses were
in the 80’s. ‘Oh god, they’re different!’ I
could put something on a piece of
cardboard and cover it with scotch tape
and say, ‘What’s this?’ to someone at the U
of A, and they would let me know. So I
started to get to know the grasses. I still
think it is false to name things, but it does
get you more friendly with your other
neighbors. This blooms then, and I can eat
this. You know—just getting to know the
plants around you. And then a little bit
later maybe you will notice the dirt!
Oh! There is nothing like putting in stupid
roads that you let get below the surface,
and then they carry water during the “big
event,” and your house floods because
you were stupid enough to build on a
floodplain on a delta…..that will teach you
a lot about how water flows on land and
where it goes. There is nothing like
looking at your piano with that much
water on it; or trying to move records and
the books off the bottom shelf as the
water is coming across, all because of
stupid road use.

Barbara’s wild honeysuckle
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So we should all sleep on the ground and
pee outside. What’s wrong with sleeping on

My first loose rock dam was on a
driveway we used to have going across
Ivan’s land. We brought the road up,

and made some berms so the water
was directed to the trees where we
wanted it, instead of toward the house
and the pottery shop where we didn’t.
Yes, we learned from our mistakes!
What stands in the way of people rewilding their soul? Habits are hard to
change. My own habits and stupidity
and lack of sight. And that’s still there. I
think you have to see what you’re
looking at, instead of just your usual
“real.” You have to open your eyes a
little wilder….ha!.....a little wider! You
just have to do it.
It’s big because we don’t grow up being
taught the truth of our history. Most of
us were raised in at least semi-urban
situations, and we don’t learn about
the animals and the plants and the soil.
I got a lot of my knowledge from my
mom and her parents. She was born on
a farm in south-central Kansas and
always raised a garden. My
grandmother was a teacher who
homesteaded with her father and
ended up teaching school and living on
a farm with my grandfather—they
grew big gardens, canned, butchered
chickens, had a communal freezer
locker. If I needed to feed myself I
could! I learned to run a ringer
washing machine. I just knew all these
things. That helped. I remember
visiting my mom’s cousin on land that
was farm land between Denver and
Boulder. He still had two old plow
horses. It wasn’t that far back when
people were really on the land.
Now I’m so lazy and old! I can’t believe
my grandmother was still doing all that
stuff at her age.
Later years -- “Just shut up and listen!”

“All you have to do is open your eyes—just
shut up and listen! I do more and more of
that as I get older because I am more open
to just listen—to feel.”
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Though at heart she is still the same, a lot has
changed for Barbara outwardly in recent years.
This year was the first time in 40 years that the
annual Christmas Fair wasn’t held on her
property because of COVID-19. She no longer
makes pottery due to osteoarthritis. “My hands
are gone.” In 2018 she had a small stroke, and
she stopped working for TNC in 2019 as she
was unable to physically keep up with the
work. In the spring of 2020, the last of her
goats were killed in one night by a mountain
lion.
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I miss them terribly. They are really,
really
cool beings. I miss all I saw and did with
them up in those hills. But I’m not sad not to
be butchering. I always hope there is
someone out there who wants to keep living
like this. It’s been so rewarding for me, I just
think it’s a good way to live. It just seems
that you can watch a sunrise or sunset or go
for a walk in the river—why would you
want to go on a cruise ship?! Why would you
want to drive to Tucson for a movie? It just
pales!

But my life is so comfortable now. If I want
tobacco, I go get tobacco. I want a melon, I
buy one at Safeway. I haven’t made cheese
for years. I don’t miss it—I am older now.
But I miss that it is being done.
I’m also blessed now by my husband, David
Blocker, who shares my love of making pots,
independent living, giving to the community,

and having homesteading skills. He is smart enough to know he married this land and
house when he pledged to care for me as I pledged to care for him.
Now is a reflective time of life. I still feel a searching for what DO you want to be really
getting into. I know I don’t want to clean out all my crap! I can no longer hop up and go
garden, and so I think what do I want to do? I’m reading novels and thinking about Jim
Corbett and my philosophy. How do I wrap it up? I want to die graciously at home and not
be a burden, do the best I can for the next few years.
About this life? God led me to it—or whatever. When I was younger I was much more open
to that. Then I had my middle-life stuff of raising kids, and now that I am older I am opening
back up to that again. I just didn’t think about that in my early community stuff and
conservation work.
Sometimes I remember to say, Lord—I was raised a Christian so I still use those words—let
it come through. Just get me out of the way
and let the right stuff happen. Just to be
Kind.
More recently I think, It’s not about you.
When someone’s a shit, that is just their
shit—they are just as perfect a human being
as you. Please just listen and please don’t get
hurt and scared and angry and afraid and
mean. Please just listen. I am not a very
disciplined person. I am very self indulgent,
lazy—a dreamer! And I can’t change that! I
wouldn’t want to if I could.
I am just humble.
And glad.
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Perhaps everything that Barbara has said
here could be summed up by those two
signature words of hers: I’m blessed! And
Barbara is not the only one; we are blessed
in return by her presence. As always, she
says it best:

I am right here where I belong, adding perhaps a little beauty to local lives, in more ways than one,
I hope.

Eddy Fenn retires, well, he says, once he gets all the old paperwork
out of there! He’s been a long-time supporter and friend of Cascabel
in several ways. Some of us over the years have turned up in town,
discovering no one brought money…we turned to the Bank of Eddy.
His father opened and ran the feed store for 30 years. Eddy says that
he’s passing it on at 30 years! Along with the issues associated with
running a business in general, he’s had to endure the pain of an
arson fire in which he lost more than his inventory. It has taken a
while to get used to the new building. The old one was a humdinger!
He’s been a great neighbor. His sons, Derrick and Ryan, will carry
on!!! I bet we will still run into him there. Thank you Eddy.
We lost some Cascabel neighbors this year
We lost Linda McClain who,
with her partner Virginia Tench,
bought Jane Matson’s home.
We just lost Jane.
And we lost Peter Edgell,
our famous Christmas Santa.
Soaptree Sunrise
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From Woody’s garden…photos by Dina Kagan

Through the efforts of Roby Wallace, we were able to obtain the
publishing rights to Jim Corbett’s second book, Sanctuary For All Life. The
ownership, royalties and all rights revert to Pat Corbett. With the
exceptional design efforts of Michael Puttonen, we are publishing the 2nd
edition, now available on Amazon. And in doing so, Roby and Sue
Newman have asked the major players of Saguaro-Juniper, CCA and the
Hermitage programs involved over the last 20-30 years to write about
their involvement and commitment,to examine how we’ve done
following Jim Corbett’s lead by way of the Covenant. Here is the
Afterword Introduction by Sue Newman.

“Restoring land without restoring relationship is an empty
exercise. It is relationship that will endure and relationship
that will sustain the restored land. Therefore, restoring people
and the landscape is as essential as reestablishing proper
hydrology or cleaning up contaminants. It is medicine for the
earth.” from Braiding Sweetgrass, Robin Wall Kimmerer 2013
If I were to find myself in the role of book reviewer,
rather than the Participant Observer that I have been over the last 16 years with
Saguaro-Juniper, I would be drifting back to Aldo Leopold times, ancient history for
some. I would be looking at his land management ethic having arrived there toward
the end of his life, so well written up in his Sand County Almanac. It caught a wave
and it moved out into the larger world. I’d be noting as reviewer what the next
generation or two might be making of it. Was it put into practice somewhere?
I would then be brought forward to the end of Jim Corbett’s life. After his tumultuous
and intense devotion to the sanctuary movement of the 80s, he came back,
exhausted at first, to his earlier life of ranching. But it wasn’t just ranching as usual.
Something deep had gone on in him long before and during his sanctuary days, along
with knowing he was short listed for time. He, too, took on Leopold’s land ethic and
crafted, in consultation with others, the Saguaro-Juniper Covenant. It was designed
to bring like-minded people to the land in a new way, where the land itself and its
creatures were equal partners. Land in the middle San Pedro Valley became available
at just the right moment as did just the right people. And it was land that had, over
time, remained wild land with marginal disruption.
So in my fictitious role as reviewer, I would be fascinated with this second edition of
Corbett’s book because this Afterword section tells about how well it all worked.
Putting it down on paper is one thing, but pulling off a 30 year, labor intensive,
spread out operation from leased range lands to irrigated pastures miles apart is a
whole other thing. It required the ‘just right’ sort of people Jim Corbett and his land
redemption idea attracted. It has indeed been medicine for the earth and for us all.
It is time now for just the right people of a younger generation to come find us and
keep it going. That will happen.
Note: The rights to Goatwalking, Jim Corbett’s first book, have also been released
through the good offices of Chuck Fagan and the book will be republished under his
imprint and available in the fall of 2021.

Bernie turned up everywhere!

Dark Sky: "Sparkle more, stress less."
Anna Lands
In The Life of the San Pedro River, our neighbor Ralph
Waldt remarks on the natural darkness we are so
fortunate to have here. Our night darkness is more than
just an absence of electrical lighting. As Ralph says, "In
the twenty first century, darkness defines wildness as
accurately as any other characteristic."
We live within the second largest intact, unfragmented
area in Arizona, second only to the Grand Canyon. For a
satellite view and context, view Your World at Night, a
video produced by NASA. For a lower-altitude look, read
the connectivity paper under 'resources' at Cascabel
Conservation on the web.

Photo Petra Christiansen

All are welcome to join in the effort toward a "Dark Sky
Community" designation with the International Dark Sky
Association. Words from the Night Sky: "Sparkle more,
stress less."

Photo by Marisa Hughes, Maria Troutner’s daugher

Hot days
ahead!

"Working with local and national conservation groups
to protect the last remaining natural and intact desert
river ecosystem in southern Arizona."
LowerSanPedro.org

The San Pedro’s Feathered Sprite
by Ralph Waldt
As the month of March begins to unfold here in the
Middle San Pedro Valley, a spark of color and hope comes
flying in, riding the wind.
Step outside at dawn and you may hear a modest, threenote call emanating from a nearby tree, voiced by a tiny bird
whose appearance is anything but modest. In response to
nature’s most constant chronological cue - annual photoperiodic
changes - the bird had left its wintering grounds in Mexico to fly northward, following an ancient
rhythm intrinsic to its kind. Enabled by a remarkable spatial memory that belies the size of its brain, the
long migratory flight came to an end in precisely the same area where the bird had been born.
Look out your window, and you may see him perched close by, a quivering beacon of vivid
color, less than five inches long yet unmissable, for the bird is adorned with the purest red plumage. It is
a vermilion flycatcher, named for a bright scarlet pigment made from powdered cinnabar. In scientific
terms, its name is Pyrocephalus, roughly translated as “flaming head.” Look closer, and you will learn
how this flycatcher earned such a name. Its head is topped with a very special patch of brilliantly-hued
ruby feathers, no less striking than a hummingbird’s gorget. This bird’s minuscule crown easily outdoes
the rest of its famous plumage. It might seem strange that the top of the bird’s head is so decorated. As
humans, we tend to picture birds from below or from the side. In the avian world, birds often view one
another from above.
Female vermilion flycatchers are much drabber in color, lacking red and often confusing
birdwatchers who may mistake them for something else. They usually arrive here five or six days after
the males. Once both sexes are present, the males begin to display. Flying just above treetop level, they
unveil a special display for their mates. Fluttering on outstretched wings, they alternate between short
glides and slow wing beats while sending their courtship song into the still air of spring mornings.
Illuminated with the warm, color-enhancing touch of early light, the
sight of these tiny bursts of vivid, singing red floating above the
bosque is entrancing.
To me, the arrival of the year’s first vermilion flycatcher is
a certain sign of the end of our “winter.” More importantly, it is
proof that at least some of the world’s great array of life is still
managing to function as nature intends.
Hope, an undeniably essential component of our psyches, is
kindled for me when I witness the return of songbirds every spring.

Copies of Ralph Waldt’s book are available on Amazon but to get a
signed copy, connect with Ralph directly. ralphwaldt@gmail.com>

Valley Rainfall
Month
January
February
March
April
Total to date ‘21
Total 2020

The Narrows
Alan Wilkinson

CCW/Teran Basin
Barbara Clark

3-Links Jarvi-Hall

0.99
0.18
0.07
0.04
1.28
7.54

1.34
0.07
0.21
0.11
1.73
12.82

0.97
0
0.08
0.06
1.11
8.62

Alex Binford-Walsh

Community Center
Barbara Clark

1.22
0.04
0.69
0.12
2.07
Not available

The first post Covid unmasked gathering
at the Community Garden in May

Photo by Petra Christiansen

May we raise children
who love the unloved things
- the dandelion,
the worms & spiderlings.
Children who sense
the rose needs the thorn
& run into rainswept days
the same way they
turn towards sun...
And when they're grown &
someone has to speak for those
who have no voice
may they draw upon that
wilder bond, those days of
tending tender things and be the ones.
~ Nicolette Sowder wilderchild.com
Art by Lucy Campbell

