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Street |ights were nodding off after
Odessa, Texas as | drove through town. A man with a blue baseball cap was
striding along the sidewalk, probably on his way to 7 -11 for a pack of cigarettes.
The early fall weather was just beginning to change enough that a gust of
defroster air was needed to clear the windshield. Soon | was transferring my
hiking gear into Sandrads car, and pj
Highway and out of town.

Malcolm and his father were already
sitting roadside at an abandoned
café when we arrived in Notrees, a
tiny hamlet a few miles NW of
Odessa where we were to meet up
with Burr Williams and the Master
Nats coming from Midland. The
town was just stirring in the cool
morning air; mutts barked at our
intrusion from across the highway,
and a donkey brayed tunelessly.

A huge walking stick refused to
budge from its berth on a cinder
block wall. Brass boxes sat locked
up tight in the old Post Office, while
tattered sunflowers rode the wind
from passing cars out front.

Nearby, old galvanized buildings streaked with rust called up
memories of squealing runners and dusty bands of sunlight.
Behind, wires hung like clotheslines with birds summing up the

daybs prospects.
into town and came
screeching to a stop
% on the shoulder: our
friends from Midland
pausing to pull us =
into their ranks.

Finally a convoy of
vehicles honking
jubilantly barreled

Off we rocketed towards Kermit, soon to halt at the entrance to the YT Ranch, a private ranch to which generous
owners had invited us for this dayés Sibley Nature Center ex



Mile after mile we drove the hard pack road through a forest of elegant steel wind
turbines, blades slowly shifting against the sky, dwarfing man, vehicle, and road like
toys on a miniature landscape.

| We eventually arrived at the edge of
a ravine cordoned by a thin metal
railing. Burr rallied us for a quick talk £
on the discoveries we hoped to
locate during our hike in the region.

(Espanos vaqueros or appropriately
named and present ghost cowboys
- plant, at right.)

Owner and rancher Alice Leese,
garbed in the traditional Texas

dust encrusted boots and summer

cowboy hat, made one request of

8 us: stay away from the turbines due
| to the potential of falling parts.

To the east of us, a deep ravine led down into a broad valley. The valley had been

“used for crops by an early German homesteader
) a small earthquake stopped the spring which had existed here. Now, groundwater

and runoff seepage utilize the cuts as discharge points. Deciduous plants live here,

a succession of growth from soapberry and mesquite to creosote to scrub, as well

as juniper on the hot faces of the protected and sunny slopes.

Our first discovery: grinding holes left by Native Americans. We
quickly decided that these depressions might have been organized
so the women could share a communal visit while grinding their
foodstuffs. Perhaps the smaller pits were formed for daughters to

Il earn the art. These were worn
these perfect ellipses could have been formed by hand.

wonder
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Burr headed down a steep incline and we followed.
s ~ The shaded overhang was our destination: the
’q location of the Indian petroglyphs we had come to
view. The slope was steep and covered with loose
pebbles. | lost my footing, sliding a good ways before landing with a total loss

of dignity on my backside! | was doing a miserable job of shuffling notepad, pencil,
hiking stick, camera, and backpack! Time to simplify and watch my step.

had advised
prefers the au naturelle outfit himself! Every step | took was prefaced with a
diligent glance. Once down among the tumbled jungle of rocks, we climbed
§ upwards toward the overhang.

The sun twinkled

soapberry leaves.

The steely gray cast
of the runoff area
was stained from
eons of passing
water. In this dry
month, not a drop
was seen anywhere.

The hard shell of a
beetle had gotten
wedged in the rocky
grooves.

he pits could easily accommodate a
.mands boot
¢ sediment with their varied colors in
 the rock. For a week after the trip,
we were still kicking around possible
explanations for the oval shape,

- found only in this region of West
Texas. (As opposed to other regions
" having round grinding holes.)
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