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Foreword
These articles with their accompanying photographs were published in the Sun-News over the years from 2004 to 2007. They began
when my wife and I moved to Santa Fe—unintentionally, I should add, because we originally had our sights set on Phoenix. When we
got to Clines Corner in the U-Haul truck, we veered off the highway to visit the City of the Holy Faith and stayed.
The definition of sacred site is a rather loose one. As an American Indian, I regard every site inhabited by my people as sacred,
consecrated by the sheer fact that indigenous tribes had lived there. This was especially the case in the Southwest with its fantastic
ruins, admired all over the world as high points of Native North American civilization. I went to pay homage to the ancestors.
There are too many people to thank for the opportunity to visit these places and make this record available to the reader. My chief
thanks go to Skip Whitson, publisher of the Sun-News, who always encouraged me in the work, to Father William Sanchez for guided
me to the Decalogue Stone, and to Orlando Vigil, who took me to La Bajada, my first sacred site, and served as a constant source of
local information for all the following excursions. I cannot adequately express my appreciation towards all the correspondents and
experts who verified historical and linguistic interpretations. To my wife, Teresa Panther-Yates, I am also most grateful.
The Author
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We didn’t really know what to expect, only that we had to go. Pueblo Bonita and the other ruins at this ancestral Pueblo center are
at the top of most people’s must-see list in the Four Corners Area. As an American Indian recently relocated to Santa Fe, I regarded
an outing to Chaco Canyon as a pilgrimage of obligation. So on a bright, sunny Saturday morning in October, three of us set forth
after mistakenly selecting the shortest route on the map. By about eleven o-clock, the humble Volkswagen had entered on a muddy
track deep in the spruce-forested Jemez Mountains. Signs warned that the road was closed in the winter months. We were almost
ready to turn back when we sighted our first oncoming vehicle, a four-wheeler, which we took as both a good and bad sign.
After a peppery lunch at El Bruno’s in Cuba, we headed west out of town on a four-lane highway that took us past Apache desert
lands covered with sage. The turnoff to Chaco Canyon World Heritage Park (so designated since 1990) was onto a narrow blacktop
that wound south into bare, gently rolling grazing territory belonging to the San Juan Navajo Indians. Another turn put us on a lonely
washboard road that became increasingly rugged. The last eighteen miles to the park took us an hour. By the time Fajata Butte
came into view and we checked in at the visitors center, it was three o’clock. The site closes at sunset. Incredibly, over a hundred
visitors still lingered, including some Dutch backpackers and a yellow school bus full of what we learned were grandmothers from
Ohio, many with walkers.
We went on the circuit road and parked at the first great house, Hungo Pavi (Reed Spring). The name is thought to be the same as
Shungopavi, one of the mother villages of the Hopi on Second Mesa. I thought of a dear friend, David Mowa, the village chief who
once welcomed us to the campground beside the Hopi Cultural Center. As it turned out, we were to encounter many echoes and
reminders of the Hopi. After touring the elevated kiva of Chetro Ketl, we walked along the Petroglyph Trail toward Pueblo Bonita,
stopping to make tobacco offerings in the rock cup beside a figure we identified as a marker for one of our clans, Bird. A large
croaking raven flew overhead.
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Nothing prepared us for the eerie beauty and spirituality of Pueblo Bonita. As we stood on the overlook, the raven returned. The air
brushed by his wing feathers filled our ears like a rushing whirlwind. Six smaller birds passed the same way. They all flew into a
cliffhole over the Bird Clan marker. Later, we saw that the setting sun cast a shadow there that resembled a long-beaked raven
looking over his shoulder on a perch. The Grandfather Raven disappeared into the top of the shadow’s head.
It was a magical moment, but nothing to compare with the sight that greeted us as we came around the bounding stone walls, some
three stories high, to the pueblo’s entrance. Down a long ceremonial avenue leading back to Hungo Pavi stood the figure . . . could
it be? . . . of Kokopelli, the humpback flute player. There was his hunch, his flute, and his headdress or horned cap, and he was
facing, dancing toward the south. It was ten minutes to six, just before the sun dipped below the horizon in the west. Everything
was a golden red with deep shadows. If we had not been delayed in our journey through the mountains we would not have arrived at
the proper time to see the hundred-foot-tall effigy.
We took the interstate home and arrived back in Santa Fe within three and a half hours (one entire hour on the killer road). Go see
the Giant Kokopelli at Chaco Canyon for yourself, but don’t take the road through the Jemez Mountains, and don’t leave too early in
the day. Pay your respects to the Grandfather Raven, too.

Outline of giant Kokopelli shadow in Chaco Canyon.
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View of Kokopelli figure in mesa cliff at end of east road from entrance to Pueblo Bonito.

6

Raven shadow.
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