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Nathan Taylor, 
age 15, lives 15 
miles west of 
Lamesa, Texas. 
He has found the 
following  
(left to right, top 
to bottom) 
Partridge Pea 
Cassia              
fascicullata, and 
a tall yellow    
species of evening 
primrose. Both of 
these are normally 
only found at least 
50 miles to the 
east. 
 
  He has also 
found a mystery            
Artemisia, 
a mystery  
buckwheat,  
A mystery 
mustard, and a  
mystery bean. 
Both he and the 
staff of the Sibley 
Nature Center 
would like help 
identifying the last 
four species.    



Nathan has also found Triodanis        
perfoiliata (left) growing in sanddunes 
instead of playa bottoms, and has found 
a mystery shrub (left bottom.) 
 
Nathan lives in the sandy region  
southeast of Cedar Lake. As of yet, the 
staff of the Sibley Nature Center have 
not found any plant lists from the region. 
With more investigation we may find 
that his findings are not new, but     
members of the Midland Naturalists 
have been recording plants in the     
Midland region for 40 years, and his 
findings are new to us. 
 
Nathan has been photographing wildlife 
and wildflowers in the region since he 
was 12 years old. He is an avid   
horticulturalist with his own small 
greenhouse. Nathan is homeschooled.   
The Llano Estacado chapter of the Texas 
Master Naturalists visited Nathan’s 
homeplace in mid-March.   

Records of plants are scattered everywhere. Many universities have           
collections but the information is not collated into a central clearinghouse. 
Correll and Johnson collated much of the information for their huge opus in 
the 1970’s, but much has changed and much has been added since then. In 
these modern technological times it seems that a combination of academic 
botanists and wildflower enthusiasts could develop a comprehensive           
resource. Michael Eason, of the Lady Bird Wildflower Center, has already 
taken steps to develop such a resource online. Students of other organisms 
(dragonflies and birds) also have taken similar steps. It is great fun to get out 
and explore one’s own surroundings, but take it another step and participate 
in these projects!   



Megan Wilde of Alpine 
found ocotillo in bloom 
along the Rio Grande,       
despite the dry winter.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Contrast that with a scene  
near Lubbock  

 by Donna Chafin 



Good Fires 
By Johnnye Montgomery 

I’ll never look at a burned hillside or right-of-way in the same outraged, superior way again!  And that’s a 
good thing, because I had assumed that they were all bad fires, set by a carelessly tossed cigarette, or a     
campfire out of control, or some other accident, fanned to a fury by wind, doing no good, burning good lands 
until arrested by fire fighters. This does happen, of course, but I’ve learned from recent experience volunteering 
at The Nature Conservancy’s Fire Academy that not all fires have the same results. There are bad fires, and 
there are good fires. 
  In January and February, the Fire Academy at the TNC’s Davis Mountain Preserve in Jeff Davis 
County, Texas, held two two-week short courses for range management and fire professionals during which 
members would learn by burning—an exhausting, intensive immersion into the light and heat and urgency of 
fires—using an array of tools from the most basic (shovels, axes, wire-cutters) to high-tech (torches, two-way 
radios, computers). There were more than 50 participating crewmembers.   

They needed volunteers to serve in one-week shifts, to cook and arrange for meals. This was       
something I could do! I emailed Colin Shackelford, TNC’s Davis Mountains Stewardship Manager, offering to 
help.  Colin replied with a list of what I’d need to bring: Tent, bedroll, towel and toiletries, flashlight, sun-
screen, warm clothing, cool clothing, something to read.  

I had signed on in late November. Originally, Colin had said that the training would be “all over the 
Big Bend and down in Val Verde County,” and that we’d be following the burn crews, cooking on the ground 
sometimes, but other training would be close enough to allow us to use indoor facilities such as the McIvor 
Center at the Davis Mountains Preserve in Jeff Davis County.  That probability proved unworkable as time 
drew near, with day after cloudless day, combined with drying winds. By January, every county in Texas    
except Jeff Davis had burn bans in effect. 

Colin sent word that there’d been a change in plans. We’d all sleep and eat at the McIvor Center at the 
Davis Mountains Preserve.  The McIvor Center is a sprawling, high-ceilinged structure with men’s and 
women’s bunkrooms and showers, and  a kitchen stocked with cooking pots and utensils, roomy enough for 
two or three cooks to work together, if they’re organized, with two window-counters for passing through plates 
to the dining tables in the long dining-assembly area.  There is also a nearby campground for tents and a place 
still farther out for RV camping. Colin said that Gary Freeman, a fellow Texas Master Naturalist and professor 
of biology at Sul Ross University, would also be there, and we would be cooking on the last week of the   
Academy.  

We’d be serving 31 people, Colin said, although that figure was somewhat nebulous, since other TNC 
people might or might not be there, and some participants might leave early.  Mealtimes depended on how and 
where the burns went each day. During the recap of the day’s activities each night, they would tell us at dinner 
what time to have breakfast ready the next morning, and as they were leaving each morning, they would try to 
anticipate when they’d be in that night.  

I drove to the Davis Mountains Preserve at mid-morning on the first Saturday in February, in a      
borrowed Jeep Grand Cherokee, loaded with all my camping gear, pickled peppers and homemade cookies.  I 
was met by the previous week’s volunteer, Mike Gar, a fire professional from Bandera, Texas, who had been 
handling the job alone, with help from the Fire Academy burn crew members.  Mike handed me a stack of 
notes detailing every meal he had cooked, the daily temperatures, notes on the behavior of the outdoor propane 
burners, the kitchen range, , an inventory of the commissary, freezers and a grocery list that he had ordered by 
phone the day before. Just as Mike began to fill me in, Gary arrived, bearing his wife’s cookbook, The Joy of 
Cooking. While Mike and Gary talked, I scanned the inventories and grocery order: Dry cereal, corn chips, 
potato chips, catsup, barbecue sauce, Hershey Bars, Laffy Taffy, Famous Amos Chocolate Chip Cookies,    
gallon cans of pork and beans, refried beans, green beans, whole kernel corn, green peas, gravy mix, dried 
mashed potatoes, fresh fruit by the sack load.  I walked into the commissary and was struck by the smell of ripe 
bananas.   

“I have taken out a 10-pound package of ground venison to thaw for tonight,” Make said. “Don’t   
forget to start your frozen meat thawing every morning for dinner that night. 

 



“Oh, and you’ll need to start water boiling in the pots outside, for them to wash their dishes,” he 
added. “Fill that 20 gallon pot about two-thirds full of water and start it heating about an hour before you serve 
your meals.  Put four tubs on the picnic table, and put bleach in the first one, soap in the second one, and just 
plain water in the last two. They’ll wash their dishes out here, and drain them in the basket at the end of the 
table. You’ll find some that aren’t too clean, so you’ll have to rewash those.” This also was in the notes. The 
burn crew members’ life was not an easy one.  In addition to suiting up and spending the day starting fires, then 
following and containing them until the desired acreage was blackened, they had to come back to shower, eat, 
and wash their dishes outside, no matter what the weather, before they met to rehash and evaluate the day’s 
activities.   

“They’re real junk-food junkies,” Mike kept repeating. “The Nature Conservancy didn’t want to buy 
them any sodas, but they really wanted sodas, so I went to town on Wednesday and bought them some as a 
personal gift from me. They also drink lots of Gatorade. One morning I didn’t cook enough breakfast and we 
ran out of food. I felt terrible about that, although they said it was okay. They just ate a sandwich, and added 
more candy to their lunches. 

“They make their own lunches. You lay out the cold cuts over there (pointing to a table next to the 
coffee pots) and be sure to keep plenty of fruit out. They’re not much for snacking when they come in, “he 
added. “I’ve popped popcorn a couple of times, but they’re not into popcorn!” 

Then having satisfied himself that we were well-briefed, Mike left us, his truck stirring up a cloud of 
dust as he hurried toward the highway. Gary and I looked at each other. “Look here, I brought Clare’s old Joy 
of Cooking,” he said.  Not to be undone, I showed him the pickled peppers my friend Bill had sent with me, and 
the box of oatmeal-raisin cookies I had baked.  

“We’ll do just fine,” I said. We both had decided to erect tents rather than try to find room in the  
over-crowded McIvor Center, where all the bunk beds were taken and bedrolls spilled out onto couches and 
window seats in the common rooms. As soon as our tents were up and the bedrolls spread, we began on the 
evening meal. Mike had warned us that, although the crews planned to arrive back at the center about seven 
that night, they were usually late—sometimes by as much as two hours. 

“Just add an hour and a half to whatever they say, and even then, be prepared to wait.” 
Mike’s menu for the night was spaghetti and meatballs. Gary and I began to prepare the venison, expanding the 
10 pounds with crushed corn chips and potato chips, adding a dozen eggs and at least a quart of milk. “How 
many onions should I chop up?” Gary asked, brandishing a knife that looked to me to be the size of a       
broadsword. The McIvor Center had a huge rack of knives, most of them very long—and, as we were about to 
discover, none of them sharper than the edge of a teaspoon. We agreed on three supersized onions, and Gary 
began to chop them.   
 Wait. No. Gary began to bludgeon the onions. Soon the air was thick with onion fumes and tears were 
dripping onto my shirt.  

I brought out my small pocket knife, but Gary persisted, saying that there must be a knife sharpener in 
this place, and after dinner tonight, he would sharpen all the knives in the holder. Meanwhile, there was dinner 
to prepare. We donned plastic disposable gloves and began forming meatballs the size of golf balls, which we 
browned in huge iron skillets, and as the first of the burn crews came through the door, we thrust two giant 
economy-size packages of spaghetti into ten gallons of furiously boiling water.   

The burn crew members coming in looked like raccoons and smelled of burned grass. They said they 
were glad to meet us. They thanked us for coming. They ate all the spaghetti and all but three meatballs.  At the 
end of the meal, the crew boss announced breakfast the next morning would be at six-thirty. The sheer amounts 
of food we cooked overwhelms the imagination. I’ve had experience cooking for crowds before, but these were 
people whose activities would require 5,000 to 6,000 calories per day. For breakfast, we cooked 50 to 60 eggs. 
We served one to two gallons of orange juice every morning. We used pounds and pounds of cheese, in every 
dish from egg and cheese strata for breakfast to the cheese that Gary added to the instant mashed potatoes in a 
vain effort to make them more palatable. 



Meanwhile, the weather dictated every move made by our valiant burn crews. They speak a different 
language full of references to fuel, meaning trees and grass and anything that burns. Gasoline they referred to as 
unleaded fuel, and the gusts and flurries of wind, they called behavior. That wind behavior was the main reason 
for the early morning starts and the late night finishes. Once after having eaten breakfast at a reasonable hour, 
maybe eight o’clock, they burned until almost midnight. We served them chicken soup, and told them to forget 
about washing dishes—the wind was still so strong that when Gary went out to prepare the tubs, they blew 
right off the table, water and all. 

The next morning, while one crew traveled down south to Val Verde County to do fence repairs, the 
rest of them stayed at the McIvor Center, where they set to work mopping floors, scrubbing tables and the like. 
About noon, wind gusts blew over one of the two portable toilets placed in the camping area, to the huge 
amusement of the crews. Several tents were also casualties, and the burn members rushed to help each other 
retrieve them. The wind brought in bitter cold, and a dusting of sleet. I awoke in the middle of the night and 
moved into the Jeep. I learned the next morning that the temperature had dropped to 13F. 

A day later, the winds had calmed and the air warmed, as it always does in West Texas, and the burn 
crews finished their jobs.  By Thursday night, the dinner crowd had shrunk to 25—a pity, because Gary chose 
that night, the birthday of his patron saint, Charles Darwin, to celebrate with Tiramisu for dessert.  

In four weeks, the Academy had burned more than 9,877 acres of highly flammable dead grass–a  
tremendous service to the people living in West Texas, and good experience for the burn crew members.     
Besides Gary, Mike and me, there were at least a dozen other volunteers involved as gofers or cooks or other 
support functions.  

Like most volunteer projects I undertake, I have nagging regrets.  I wish that I could have gotten to 
know our 31 fireline people—or at least their names and addresses. But we saw them too briefly. They had 
their jobs to do, and we had ours. I wish I knew all the names of all the volunteers who participated in this 
academy. I also wish that we’d been able to find a knife sharpener, so that we could have left the McIvor    
Center a little better as a kind of gift for having us.  Most of all, I wish that TNC hadn’t been so hard-hit by the 
economic situation.  

That’s the downside to this story.  Because of the tremendous run-up in fossil fuel costs the Fireline 
Academy overran its budget, while TNC donors and supporters caught in the economic crunch cut back on 
their financial support.  Presently, there is no word as to the future of the multitude of programs TNC has of-
fered at the Davis Mountains Preserve,or to the future of the  loyal TNC employees laid off in this economic 
crunch.  

But for now, with a little rain, the black earth that they burned will soon be covered in new grass and 
wildflowers.  And maybe, just maybe, someone will find a knife sharpener and sharpen all the knives in the 
McIvor Center’s kitchen.   

 

Johnnye Montgomery is a long-time freelance writer for the Midland Reporter Telegram. 





Carolina Wrens appear to be 
increasing in Midland. Bill  
Lupardus (of the Midland 
Naturalists and Llano Estacado 
chapter of the Master        
Naturalists) photographed one 
in his backyard, which is three 
miles from the only          
neighborhood where they have 
previously been seen. In the 
late 1980’s at least one    
breeding pair established a 
territory in one of the oldest 
parts (with a dense urban    
forest) of Midland. This   
population has survived since 
then and now appears to be 
increasing. The species is  
common 100 miles east of 
Midland.   

Turkeys emigrated to 
the draws of the 
Llano Estacado in the 
late 1960’s and are 
now relatively     
common in the 
“pocket forests” of 
hackberry,            
chittamwood, and 
soapberry, as well as 
in the shinoak      
covered stabilized 
sanddune areas    
usually found to the 
north and west of 
almost every draw.  
Barbara Aylor of the 
2009 class of the 
Llano Estacado  
chapter of the Master 
Naturalists           
photographed these in 
Lacey Draw near   
Garden City. 



Psalm for the Llano Estacado 
 

Joyce Gibson Roach 
(with thanks to the thirsty parts of King James’s B ible) 

 
“I will make a new song unto the Lord.” King David 
 
They shall dwell in the tents of dryness and drought but for a season. 
Rain will surely come; 
Not mercy drops, but showers of blessing; 
Gully washers. 
 
They worship in 
brush arbor sanctuary, 
dug-out chapel, 
greasewood grove; 
Under sky apse and nave, 
oil derrick steeples; 
Personal vestibules the only entrances. 
 
Every thing that has life or breath, 
goes armed, ready to fight— 
plants with blades and thorns, 
fences, barbed, 
animals with horn, fang, claw, and hoof. 
Likewise, men and women, even unto words, they go armed. 
 
Not the chosen ones, but more the choosers, 
play their roles in 
miracle, morality, mystery 
plain as the nose on a sunburned freckled face. 
 
They see Him ride upon the prairie storm, 
appear in the burning bush, or burned up crops, 
in prairie fire, clouds of dust, tornado, or mighty winds, 
in dry lightning that portends no rain. 



 
The places of their gathering are like the tents of Abraham 
offering shade in a dry and thirsty land; 
Where having enough saliva to spit is holy water; 
Where surely the rain will come. 
 
They abide in straight and narrow rows, 
dwell amidst fences of barbed wire. 
 
Their doctrines are deep as chasms, 
pits for falling into; 
Open as cloudless sky 
burned clean by the searing sun; 
Jealous as Joseph’s brothers. 
 
They are holy writ. 
They are the words and the music. 
They are the song, 
and the dry land pulses the rhythm that bids them dance or sing, 
beat their breasts or cry. 
 
Thirsty religion does not always suffer long, 
is not always kind, 
is sometimes envious, 
thinks, sometimes, evil, 
is easily provoked. 
 
The sinners and saints stand upon the walls of Jerusalem 
or Chillicothe, Jacksboro, Muleshoe, 
Hereford, Perryton, Albany, 
Post, Crane, Mentone, Midland. 
 
They sound the shofar or yell “yippi ti yi yo” 
and square-dance upon the walls. 
They praise God with timbrel and trumpet, 
banjo, guitar, and fiddle. 
 
By the rivers of Babylon—or Pecos, Rio Grande, 
Brazos, Nueces and Red—  
they sit down and weep or laugh. 



 
 
Blessed are they who cry in the West Texas wilderness, 
Prepare ye the way of the Lord, 
or for round-up; 
or for sowing and reaping; 
or for drilling; 
or for canning and preserving. 
 
And those who say, Make straight in the desert a highway for our God, 
or the plow, 
or a trail to market, 
or the diamond bit. 
 
Hear their cries, O Lord. 
Let the rains come again. 
Let them dwell in the house of the Lord forever 
If the rains come— 
when  it rains. 
       (2005) 
 
(from  Writing on the Wind: An Anthology of West Texas Women Writers, 
Texas Tech University Press, 2005) 
 
Joyce Gibson Roach is currently forming a non-profit organization to celebrate 
the ecology and history of the famed Cross Timbers region of Texas and New 
Mexico. Ms. Roach grew up in Jacksboro and earned bachelor's and master's 
degrees at Texas Christian University, where she became an adjunct             
professor,  specializing in Western Novel and Literature of the Southwest. She 
edits and contributes  to anthologies and has established Texas Book Collection 
at the National Cowgirl Museum and Hall of Fame. A much published         
folklorist, her papers and research are held by the Southwest Collection at 
Texas State University.  She is also the current president of the Horned Lizard 
Conservation Society. 



Texas Archaeological Field School 

By Dempsey Malaney   (reprinted from Midland Archaeological Society) 
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Lake Meredith in The Texas Panhandle 
Wes Phillips — Hutchinson County Historical Museum 

 
Lake Meredith is a special place in the Texas Panhandle. It includes 34,000 acres of open land and water where 
many people come for fun and recreation. Boating, fishing, swimming, hunting, hiking, horseback riding, and 
many other outdoor activities are to be found here. 
 
A little utilized aspect of the area, however, is its potential for nature study. The channel of the South Canadian 
River has cut a wide swath across the land. Side canyons, often with running streams, have deep narrow gorges 
with a variety of native plants and animals. High mesas provide grasslands where formerly the buffalo or bison 
grazed in huge numbers. The river and the canyons have exposed 250 million years of geology which covers 
the Permian, Triassic, Miocene, Pliocene, and Pleistocene periods and eras. 
 
The adjacent Alibates Flint Quarries National Monument provides a glimpse into the prehistoric past of       
humans in the Southern Great Plains. Beginning with the Clovis Mammoth Hunters 13,000 years ago,         
continuing through the Archaic cultures which hunted more modern creatures, to The Plains Villagers who 
built rock-slab houses all along the Canadian River. Historic Indians including Apache, Comanche, Kiowa, 
Cheyenne and Arapaho roamed the Canadian River Breaks during more recent times. 
 
Each of the tributary canyons offers a different scenic vista. The bed of the Canadian River below Sanford Dam 
is an open marshy area where wading birds, beavers, muskrats, and white-tailed deer abound. Cattails, reeds, 
bulrushes, willows, and scattered cottonwood trees here offer wildlife enthusiasts a broad area to enjoy the 
natural scene. 
 
Just to the Northwest of this marshy area lies Spring Canyon which is more enclosed. Insects are commonly 
seen here in the summer including the Grand Cicada Killer. This is the smaller of two cicada wasps in the   
recreation area and has bright yellow and orange bands around its abdomen. Ten species of cicadas are found in 
the Texas Panhandle, and this species of wasp preys on some of the smaller cicadas. The New Mexican Blind 
Snake is one of our tiniest of our reptiles, and it frequents the sandy creek bottom along Spring Canyon Creek 
which is one of our perennial streams. It originates as sheet flow from just below the Ogallala formation and 
supports a variety of water-loving plants including willows, cottonwoods, water cress and monkey flower. It 
never reaches the Canadian River, however, but disappears into he sand a couple of hundred yards below its 
source. 
 
On the other side of the dam is the Sanford-Yake area of Lake Meredith. This large open area supported two 
Carbon Black plants and many oil and gas wells during the 1920s and 30s. Many of these have been plugged 
and others are only marginal producers today. The Carbon Black Plants have long since disappeared though 
foundations are still present in places. Here we find the Marina, the Canadian River Water Authority facilities, 
and the Sanford-Yake Ranger Station. An interesting feature in this part of the park is an outcrop of volcanic 
ash. This layer of ash, in places more than three feet thick, originated 610,000 years ago in a major eruption 
from Yellowstone Caldera. 
 
Continuing down the south side of the lake, we come to the Cedar Canyon camping ground and then Fritch 
Fortress boat ramp. In the original plans for Lake Meredith Recreation Area the Fritch Fortress area was      
envisioned as a major complex of facilities including a golf course, a motel, and a marina. Our present marina 
is still called the Fortress Cove Marina, in spite of the fact that winds prevented it from being located near 
Fritch Fortress. The area gets its name from the fact that when the lake is full, water nearly surrounds the Fritch 
Fortress Mesa giving it the appearance of a moated fort. 
 



Lake Meredith itself, fluctuates dramatically. When Sanford Dam was completed in 1965 it was believed that 
there would be no lake large enough for boats for twenty to thirty years. A few months later a flood on the  
Canadian River filled the lake up to 60 feet in short order. People who had never seen water bought boats and 
took them to the lake. In 1974 the lake reached a high point of 101.7 feet. It has never reached that depth again. 
This fluctuation makes it difficult to place facilities, since rising water could damage buildings or campgrounds 
placed below the flood pool. 
 
As we continue down the south side of the lake, the next available camping spot is Harbor Bay. This area is 
near the town of Fritch. At low water, a vast camping area by the lake is available for camping and boating if 
the water level is not too low. At times during the summer, if conditions are right, trailers may line the camp 
ground and tents may be scattered on the flatter areas. 
 
Continuing along the south side of the lake there are two more creeks which open onto the Lake. These are 
Short Creek and South Turkey Creek. Neither of these are accessible from the land but may be entered from the 
lake. South Turkey Creek is one of the larger drainages in the recreation area. 
 
Next we encounter Alibates Creek and Alibates Flint Quarries National Monument. These are easily accessed 
from the highway south of Fritch. Alibates Boat Ramp was used when the lake level went to 98 feet or more, 
but this has happened only twice in the history of the lake. 
 
Alibates Flint Quarries National Monument is available for tours. Times for these tours vary, so one should 
check with the park before driving to Alibates Contact Station. The tour consists of a walk up a hill with a 
guide who describes the context of the quarries and how they were used. Just across the draw from the quarries 
is the Alibates Ruin a prehistoric Plains Village site between 500 and 1000 years old. This site was excavated 
in the early 1930s using WPA labor. It consists of numerous rock-slab houses located in several concentrations 
and some petroglyphs near the face of the bluff. 
 
The road to Alibates forks about a mile before you reach the contact station with a branch going to McBride 
Canyon. Here an early-day settler built a rock house using the native dolostone. This dwelling house has been 
rebuilt using the original stones and can be seen here. McBride grazed some cattle here, raised a garden, and 
had a fruit tree orchard. The road he used for his Model T. Ford came in from the other side of the canyon and 
crossed the creek before it reached his sod garage near the home. This canyon is one of the nicest in the       
recreation area. The creek, flowing out from beneath the Ogallala Formation is perennial, but disappears in the 
sand before it reaches the area of the house site. It is lined with vegetation including cottonwood, one-seed  
juniper, chokecherries, and willows. As trees go, cottonwoods are beautiful but they are short-lived. Pictures 
taken at the time McBride lived there reveal no large cottonwoods, so these have all grown up during the last 
century. 
 
Follow the dirt road past the McBride house, cross the creek, and continue up over a red sandstone hill and you 
enter Mullinaw Creek Canyon. This area, named for the Molyneaux family who lived here, is more open than 
McBride, and there is an access road from here across the Canadian River to Big Canyon, a popular hunting 
spot on the north side of the recreation area. This road is open only during hunting season, and then must be 
negotiated by four wheel drive vehicles. 
 
From Mullinaw Canyon, a trail parallels the river. It is a nice hike and if one is energetic enough it can be   
followed all the way to the Canadian River Bridge on highway 287 between Amarillo and Dumas. It is also   
popular with horseback riders. Along the way, it passes Camp Creek, Coetas Creek, Chicken Creek, Bonita 
Creek and Rosita Creek. (More on these later.) 



Returning to the dam and continuing down the north side of the lake, we first encounter North Canyon and then 
North Turkey Creek. North Turkey flows through sandstone canyons cut into the Miocene and Pliocene     
Ogallala formation and then drops immediately down to the Permian beds. Permian rocks in our area include 
the Whitehorse or San Andreas Formation, the Alibates Dolostone, and finally the Dewey Lake Formation 
which is a red sandstone and shale layer often perched on top of the Alibates Formation. As we continue to the 
west along the Canadian River we eventually find rocks of the Triassic Period between the Ogallala and the 
Permian rocks. 
 
On past North Turkey Creek we come to Bugbee Creek, named for Thomas Bugbee, a pioneer rancher who 
lived for a short while here. A paved road leads into this steep-walled canyon. A creek here flows from above 
the recreation area into the canyon and is a great spot to view spring and summer wildflowers. This creek opens 
out onto the main part of Lake Meredith and gives us a view of Arrowhead Island. Originally this island was 
called Arrowhead Peak and it is the site of a Plains Village Indian village of 12 to 15 structures. This was    
excavated when Lake Meredith was in the planning stages and gave us a large amount of information on the 
life ways of the Antelope Creek Phase of the Panhandle Aspect Variant of the Plains Village Indians. 
 
These people lived a combination life divided between gardening and hunting. They appear to have been a 
peaceful people and the earliest sites of this culture are often on exposed areas with no cover from attackers. 
Later sites seem to become gradually more fortified and harder to reach. This is likely due to the                 
ever-increasing pressure by the Apaches. 
 
The largest creek in the recreation area is Big Blue Creek, so named to separate it from Little Blue Creek, an 
upper tributary. This area has been opened up to off-road vehicles which are supposed to remain in the creek 
bottom, but have spilled in places up the hillside and at times onto private land. This creek flows better than 
others in the recreation area and often runs nearly to the lake before disappearing. At the mouth of the creek 
there is often a large marshy area with cattails and other emergent vegetation. As the lake drops, however, this 
area disappears. 
 
On along the north side we find Plum Creek. This is a large relatively open area with pockets of canyons here 
and there. Plum creek is dry most of the year, but has some spectacular scenery to view. Up the canyon a few 
miles is the site of a ranch house, now represented only by concrete slabs. This was known in the early years of 
the 20th Century as "Jim’s Camp," and consisted of a ranch house, bunkhouse, and horse pens. Alibates flint 
outcrops here and Indian sites are common. Near the old boat ramp (now high and dry) is the site of an        
excavation where in 1976 a campsite with two components was found. Both the Plains Village Indians and the 
earlier Archaic peoples camped here and left traces of their camps. 
 
Martins Canyon and Evans Canyon are early sites of historic houses. In 1884, the Leverton Family moved in, 
and occupied the structure built by Evans in 1882. Two families of Levertons evidently lived in the canyon at 
first, those of John and his wife Mollie, and George W. and his wife Cora. These small farmers were looked on 
as "nesters " by the big ranches, and on December 1, 1886, Cape Willingham, Captain Arrington and several 
others tried to arrest John Leverton, but he resisted arrest, and was shot and killed. The 1900 Census of Moore 
County showed George W. Leverton born March 1854 in Arkansas, wife Cora, born May 1862 in Norway and 
children living here. 
 
Saddlehorse Canyon and Big Canyon run together and consist of a large open area with rocky outcrops to the 
west. The Alibates Formation caps the mesas though some have a remnant of the Ogallala formation above the 
Alibates in places. The lower hills have been stripped of the caprock while others have remnants at the peak 
and still others are bare of dolomite. About 60 feet below the rim there are two layers of gypsum. The upper 
layer is about 10 inches thick while the lower is in places 2 feet or more in thickness. Another fifteen feet lower 
is a blue-gray clay layer about 1 foot in thickness. The gyp layer in places forms a low shelf near the base of the 
canyon wall. An expedition through here in 1854 led by Captain Marcy called this spot the Agate Bluffs       
because of the amount of Alibates flint found in the area. 



On a point nearer the river between Big Canyon and Saddlehorse Canyon a series of heavy red sandstone beds 
climbs stair-step fashion up the canyon wall. The lowest level on this hill is a red clay. From this low bed 
which is around 10 feet thick, the heavy red sandstone ledges form a total of around 35 feet of sediments. The 
road continues on, and climbs out of Saddlehorse canyon over a gravel-strewn saddle and into Big Canyon. 
 
Dropping off into Devil’s Canyon, the hills are topped with Alibates dolomite. About 50 feet below the crest, 
there is a layer of white gypsum. Just under the dolomite which has often been replaced with flint, is a gray 
clay layer up to two feet in thickness. At lower levels, the gypsum layer forms a bench or shelf above the valley 
floor. 
 
At one spot, the Alibates formation is on its side, evidently the result of catastrophic collapse or the failure of a 
column to support its own weight. In Devil’s Canyon as in parts of Plum Creek the major gravel component is 
Alibates flint. The Devil’s Canyon Prehistoric Woodland site is on or near the gypsum layer. This is one of the 
most extensive prehistoric sites in the recreation area. It was evidently occupied by the people who later 
founded the Panhandle Aspect Culture. Here we find dart points and deeply notched arrow points as well as 
knives, scrapers, drills, awls, and other tools used by these prehistoric peoples. 
 
Tincup Creek sports the remnant of a line camp house made of rock. Walls are still standing to a height of over 
six feet and parts of the wood of the structure are still present. Near this house site there are remnants of a   
petrified forest with some tree trunks up to three feet thick. This forest was here in Triassic times and is the 
same age as the forest at Petrified Forest in Arizona. 
 
Bonito Creek and Rosita Creek run together and are now the Rosita Cycle Area. Here great sand drags are run 
in the river bed and cycles and dune buggies are everywhere on nice summer days. Unfortunately, they have 
also gotten out of the riverbed here as they have at Big Blue, but here the damage is far worse. The tops of 
some higher points are perhaps six feet below the elevation they were in the 1950s. An interesting ant lives 
here. This ant of the genus Formica builds large mounds of twigs and rubble and lives within the piles of     
debris. 
 
As you can tell, a person can spend days exploring the 34,000 acres of public land around Lake Meredith! 
 
*** Wes Phillips is a superb naturalist-interpreter. In the November issue of El Despoblado he wrote; 
“I moved to Lake Meredith to work in 1975 with my wife Roberta and two small children. I immediately began 
to learn the flora and fauna of the area. I have been president of the Panhandle Archeology Society several 
times, am president of the Friends of Alibates and Lake Meredith group and president of the Lake Meredith 
Aquatic and Wildlife Museum in Fritch. When I retired from NPS in 1999 I worked around the panhandle at 
several museums and ended up in August of 2002 being hired at the Hutchinson County Historical Museum in 
Borger. We have around 50,000 artifacts which I am in charge of. Compared with the 750,000 artifacts I 
curated for Lake Meredith National Recreation Area, this is smaller, but much more intense.” 

The staff of the Sibley Nature Center continue to 
process the photographs of Malcolm McElvaney. 
We need help identifying this legume. Email  
bwilliams@sibleynaturecenter.org, if you have an 
idea!  



The Region 18 Education Service Center is the only education service center in 
Texas to own a technology bus, “Technology on Wheels.” The bus is taken 
throughout the region to schools, where students work on projects aligned with 
their curriculum. The bus is also used for teacher training. 
 
 In March, the Sibley Nature Center and Region 18 staff gave a teacher          
inservice near Monahans. Participants investigated the permanent waterholes 
found in the dunes, identifying  the plants, insects, and animal tracks, and using 
the electronic sensors on the bus to take water and soil temperature readings, 
dissolved oxygen readings in the water, photographing the sites, taking GPS 
elevations of the waterholes, and more. The material collected will be utilized 
in teaching modules for use by teachers in the region. 
 
The Sibley Nature Center and Region 18 plan to give more teacher inservices 
in the future at other locations as part of “the Institute of the Llano Estacado.” It 
is also planned that in the future the participants will broadcast live via satellite 
back to their classrooms.  



2009 Nature Tourism Seminar and Tours 
 Join us for a fun day of education and nature activities in the San Angelo area!  
Registration Rate - $50/person Wednesday, April 22, 2009  
8:00 am - 8:15 am Motor coach picks up attendees at the Staybridge Suites and Fairmont Inn & 
Suites located at Knickerbocker Street in San Angelo, Texas. All attendees must ride the bus. Space 
is limited!  
8:15 am - 8:45 am Motor coach travels to Hummer House 8:50 am - 10:10 am  
Lecture on humming birds and demonstration of banding birds at Hummer House Dan and 
Cathy Brown’s ranch located 18 miles south of San Angelo, Texas, is a familiar retreat for hundreds 
of people and thousands of hummingbirds. The abundance of aphids, spiders and gnats along the 
South Concho River, combined with an endless supply of sugar water, bring thousands of Black-
Chinned hummingbirds a year to the Brown Ranch. The population of hummingbirds is so dense 
every spring that Texas Parks and Wildlife have recognized the Brown Ranch as the largest breeding 
and nesting site of Black-Chinned hummingbirds in Texas.  
10:20 am - 11:00 am Travel to X Bar Ranch 11:05 am - 12:05 pm Overview and Hiking Tour of 
X Bar Ranch  
The X Bar Ranch encompasses 7,100 privately owned acres of diverse terrain with about 16 miles of 
hand-made well-marked nature trails winding through the hills and divides of the ranch. You will 
also hear how the X Bar Ranch concept came about and go on a hiking tour where you may see 
resident & migratory birds, butterflies, deer, turkey, roadrunners, rabbits, armadillos, livestock, as 
well as all sorts of native cacti, grasses, wildflowers, shrubs and trees. Because of the ongoing 
conservation programs, the X Bar Ranch has won conservation awards and recognition.  
12:05 pm - 12:40 pm Lunch at X Bar Ranch  
12:50 pm - 1:55 pm Travel to San Angelo Visitor Center 
 1:55 pm - 2:35 pm Break and Lecture on the Concho Pearl Legend Jewelers in San Angelo, 
Texas is “Home of the Concho Pearl!" You will learn how Concho Pearls are found in natural 
freshwater and created into beautiful, fancy colored Texas pearls.  
2:35 pm - 2:45 pm Travel to International Water Lily Garden  
2:45 pm - 3:25 pm Lecture and Tour of the International Water Lily Garden The 
International Water Lily Garden is located in the Civic League Park (West Beauregard and Park 
streets). The collection now includes a wide variety of rare water lilies, flowers that Ken Landon has 
created from hybrids, and even night-blooming varieties which are showcased with lights. Day and 
night-blooming varieties draw at least 8,000 visitors from mid-May through mid-October.  
3:30 pm - 3:45 pm Motor coach returns attendees to the Fairmont Inn & Suites and Staybridge 
Suites  
To register, please complete the following information and fax this page to the Texas Travel Industry 
Association at 512-478-9177. For questions, please contact Jennifer Roush, Director of Events, at 
jenniferr@ttia.org or 512-328-8842.  
Organization Name: ___________________________________________________________  
Address: ____________________________________________________________________  
City, State, Zip: ______________________________________________________________  
Phone: _____________________________ Email: _________________________________  
Number of attendees: ______  
Attendee Names: _____________________________________________________________  
_____________________________________________________________________________  
Payment:���� Please send me an invoice �  Check is enclosed. Check #____ ______  
�  Pay by credit card (circle one): VISA MC AMEX  
Card #______________________________________ Exp. Date _________ CCV Code* _____  



Southwestern Federation of Archeological Societies Symposium 
April 4-5, 2009, at Panhandle-Plains Historical Museum in Canyon, Texas.  
 
The slate of 12 papers has been filled and there will be no concurrent sessions, but instead a 
full morning and afternoon of presentations on Saturday. Registration begins at 9:00 am in 
the Hazelwood Lecture Room. There is a $ 5.00 registration fee with no advanced            
registration required.  
  
April 3 - 6:30 - 8:30 pm: On Friday evening prior to the symposium, the social get-together 
will be at Buffalo Wild Wings, located at 2811 4th Ave. in Canyon, TX. 
April 4 - 7:00 pm: On Saturday evening, our guest speaker is Calvin Smith, Executive      
Director of the Western Heritage Museum Complex in Hobbs, NM.  His presentation        
entitled, Look Back with an Eye to the Future, concerns the early history of the federation 
and archeological research in the region. 
April 5 – 9:00 am: Sign up for the Sunday morning guided tours of Wild Cat Bluff Nature 
Center or Alibates Flint Quarries National Monument. 
 Contact: 
Rolla Shaller, rshaller@suddenlink.net or Paul Katz, PhD., Katzes-PRIAM@msn.com  
Presentations: 
Analysis and Research Potential of Eroded Hearth Features on the Llano Estacado  
Sophia Butler, Museum of Texas Tech University 
Rock Art of Centipede Shelter (41CX1017), Crockett County, Texas   
Tommy Garrison, Iraan Archeological Society 
Lithics on High:  An Examination of Hunter-Gatherer Technological Organization and    
Occupation of Cowhead Mesa (41GR120) near Post, Texas 
Stance Hurst, Ph.D., Museum of Texas Tech University 
A Study of the Civilian Conservation Corps in Palo Duro Canyon State Park 
Lisa Jackson, Panhandle Archeological Society 
Formal Extraction Sites on the High Plains of North America  
Paul Katz, Ph.D., Panhandle Archeological Society 
GSI Use in Southeastern New Mexico 
David Kilby, Ph.D., Eastern New Mexico University 
Archaeology as Tourism and the Unsuccessful Attempt by Texas to Acquire Saddleback and 
Landergin Mesa Villages as a State Park in Oldham County 
Chris Lintz  PhD., Texas Parks and Wildlife Department 
An Early Archaic Occupation at the San Jon Site, New Mexico 
John Moretti, Museum of Texas Tech University 
Rock Art Recording in the Panhandle: Cowboy Art, a New Rock Art Form  
Teddy Stickney, Midland Archeological Society 
The Memphis City Park Burial  
Matthew Taylor, PhD., Panhandle-Plains Historical Museum 
The Big House: Structure 1 at Indian Springs (41RB81), Roberts County, Texas  
Douglas Wilkens, Panhandle Archeological Society 
Twentieth Century Geoglyphs: WWII Bombing Ranges in West Texas  
William P. Yeates, Fort Concho Archeological Society 



The tough, leathery fruiting bodies of Astraeus can persist for months but are easily overlooked, especially in 
dry weather, when the rays fold tightly over the spore sac. Several species of Geastrum also have hygroscopic 
rays but can be distinguished by the presence of a peristome, (circular area around the spore opening) a      
columella (sterile stalk within the gleba), and generally smaller spores. The Sibley Nature Center staff does not 
know the species of this earthstar, but it may be A.hygrometricus . It is commonly found in shinoak habitat, in 
the leaflitter of the oaks. It may form mycorrhizal relationships with the shinoaks. It's fun to find one of these 
small earthstars, which are usually about 2 inches (5 cm) across, including the rays. This earthstar is sometimes 
called the "barometer earthstar," because the pointed rays of the star react to the amount of water in the air. 
When it's very dry, the ray-shaped arms fold around the center puffball to protect it from predators and the  
elements. However as the rains begin, the different parts of the hygroscopic rays absorb water at different rates, 
causing them to unfold to expose the center puffball.  Additional raindrops fall on the puffball part and the 
spores are puffed out.  In addition to merely exposing the puffball part, the rays curl and extend far enough to 
slightly raise the puffball part a couple of centimeters into the air, thus increasing the chances that the spores 
will get caught in the stream of air and be scattered to a    far-off location. This small distance doesn't seem like 
much, but studies have shown a significantly stronger air stream just a few cm away from any rough surface. 
Thus the rays of the Astraeus fruiting body are not only beautiful, but also perform a function important for the 
survival of the species. Photograph west of Lamesa on a Llano Estacado chapter of Master Naturalists trip.  



 
UP ON EATON HILL – The Secret Is Out   

It’s a new year and the perfect time to throw caution to the wind and let the bird out of the 
bag!  Some time ago, Texas Parks & Wildlife biologist Mary Humphrey phoned to let me in 
on a possible discovery she’d made on Eaton Hill.  For several mornings, Mary had           
identified what she believed to be the song of …SHHH – don’t tell anyone…a black-capped 
vireo.  This is the species that has gained some degree of UNpopularity as a result of the  
occasionally disruptive impact precipitated by its “endangered” status.  Known to some as 
that little (expletive) bird, protective measures have interrupted industrial progress, rerouted 
roads and generally stepped on a few toes.  But he’s a darling of the birding world, and oh 
how they (we) love him! 
 
On a beautiful spring morning Mary and I headed up the trail in hopes of making a visual 
identification.  Male black-capped vireos fiercely defend their territory, so Mary employed a 
recorded song to lure the tiny songbird out from the cover of thick underbrush.  Anticipation 
gave way to sheer joy as Mary pointed out the male vireo that quickly appeared in response 
to the sound of a competitor’s voice.  Through the branches there sat, well flitted is more  
descriptive, one of the most unusual birds I have ever seen. 
 
The most distinctive feature is his large reddish eyes.  As you may have guessed, he has a 
black head, but it is partially dissected with a prominent white eye ring that converges from 
each side above the black beak.  The eye ring is broken by a line of black descending from 
the black cap to the top of the arresting red eye.  The vireos upper body is a green and his 
underside is light with yellow sides.  Females are similar but a duller gray where the male is 
black.  BC vireos live about five years and return each spring to their nesting site.  One of 
the primary causes of their decline is the parasitic nest invader – the bane of the baby bird – 
the reckless nest-wrecking songbird slayer – cockroach of the avian world – the despised and 
dreaded brown cowbird.  However, habitat loss also has played a part in their decline.  
Black-capped vireos seem to require approximately four feet of thick underbrush and are 
partial to particular mixes of broadleaf shrubs. 
 
If memory serves me correctly, we celebrated the discovery with a few steps of the chicken 
dance - although Mary might say there was no “we”. 
 
Researching this beautiful bird, I was surprised and delighted to learn that the black-capped 
vireo was originally described in 1852 by one S.W. Woodhouse who collected specimens 
near the Rio San Pedro.  Today, the Rio San Pedro is known as the Devil’s River and the 
collection site is recorded as none other than our own Sutton County!  One of these       
specimens was sent to the National Museum of Natural History.  Perhaps it’s still there.  So 
you see, it’s only fitting that we announce the sometimes troublesome but always wonderful 
Black-capped Vireo of Eaton Hill.  Hit the trails! 
 
Delyse Jaeger     Eaton Hill Preserve  Sonora 

 



Valley Nature Center 
Saturday May 16th 10 a.m. to 2. p.m. 

 
 
 
Keynotte Speaker; John Abbott 

John Abbott grew up in Texas, falling in love at an early age with insects and 
natural history in general. He received his Ph.D. in Biology from the University 
of Texas in 1999 with a study of the dragonflies and damselflies of the south-
central U.S. After a short post-doc at the Stroud Water Research Center in 
Pennsylvania, he took a faculty position at the University of Texas at Austin 
where he has been ever since as the Curator of Entomology for the Texas Natu-
ral Science Center at UT. John teaches General Entomology and Aquatic Ento-
mology and has lead student groups to such exotic locales as Costa Rica, Hon-
duras, the Galapagos Islands, Hawaii and Mexico.  
 His research focuses on aquatic insects, particularly the systematics and 
biogeography of dragonflies and damselflies (Odonata). John has authored 
many papers on aquatic insects and written a book on The Dragonflies and 
Damselflies of the South-Central United States. He published a field guide to 
the Odonates of Texas.  
 John is creator and owner of OdonataCentral (http://
www.odonatacentral.org), a community minded citizen-science based web site 
where users can view and submit records of odonates from around the world. 
John also compiles and edits the annual Odonata Survey of Texas atlases and 
sits on the IUCN (The World Conservation Union) Odonata Specialists Group. 
He is both President and Editor-in-Chief for the Dragonfly Society of the 
Americas. Beyond these interests, John is an avid nature photographer whose 
photographs have appeared in numerous calendars, magazines and books such 
as Science, Natural History, Smithsonian, Texas Parks and Wildlife, and The 
Kaufman Field Guide to Insects of North America. His photography web site is 
http://www.abbottnaturephotography.com. 
 
Although the program is far from west Texas, it is well worth the trip to hear 
Dr. Abbott! 


