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‘ Land of Big Rocks

1. Stand with me on the red sand floor. Look around you.
Everywhere tall rocks rise straight up into the sky.

2. As you look, you will be surprised to see that the rocks
seem to move about| They seem close at one moment, far away
the next moment. The light of day, ever changing, makes them
seem to move.

3. We are in an amazing place: Monument Valley, in Ari-
zona.

4. As you study the great rocks, they seem to turn into
surprising shapes. Some look like tall monuments or buildings.
Others make you think of roosters, rabbits, witches, mules, ba-
bies. One rock looks like a resting lion. Another looks like a
man’s hand. It is fun to try to see animals, people or things in
the rock shapes.

5. Monument Valley belongs to the Navaho Indians. The
valley is large—40 miles long and 50 miles wide. But most of
the monuments are in one small part of it.

6. I went into the Land of Big Rocks one morning with
Harry Gold. He has lived in the valley all his life.

7. As the sun rose, it played tricks with the rocks. “Watch
how their colors change. the monuments grow, Bob”, Harry
said. “Watch Sure enough, the rocks seemed to grow taller and

taller. And that made us feel smaller and smaller!



8. We‘stopped our jeep at the foot of North Mitten Monu-
ment. The Indians call North Mitten and South Mitten the
“Big Hands. ”As we ate lunch,Harry told me about the Indians
who live in the valley. '

9. “In this dry country the Indians are poor,” he said.
“Mose of them try to raise sheep. But they have trouble finding
water. ”

10. Harry went on, “Once, hundreds of years ago, this
land was rich and green. Many Indians lived here. They have
+ left their story in pictures drawn on the rocks. And in one
place, men, women and children have left prints of their hands.
The place is called the House of Many Hands. Those hand-
prints, made with white paint, have lasted through the years. ”

11. Our trip across the valley was full of surprises. We
came upon a great round rock. “It looks like the Indian house
that you call a hogan,” I said.

12. “Yes,” Harry answered. “Indians here call it the Big
Hogan. It even has a smoke hole in the top, like a real hogan. ”

13. Near the Big Hogan is another rock with a hole
through it. This large hole looks like a very big ear.

14. “In the winter, the wind makes strange sounds as it
blows through the hole,” Harry said. “Indians call the hole the
Ear of the Wind. ” (See the picture. )

15. That evening I sat on the porch of Harry’s home. We
looked eight miles across his “front yard” to a line of monu-
ments. They stood out against the blue sky.
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16. The evening show was on! The sun turned the great
rocks to shining red and gold. They looked as if theyy were on
fire. .

17. “The beauty of this place is hard to believe, isn’t it?”
Harry asked. Then he added, “Someday it will call you back. ”

18. I think he is right ! Someday 1 shall again visit the Land
of Big Rocks.
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Mask, the Bandit

John George came into the kitchen.

“I’m not the only one who lets the big fish get away,” he
said, laughing.

Jean, his wife, turned around from the sink. “Who clse
does?” she asked.

“Your raccoon,” said John. “He caught a big fish in the
brook. But it slipped right through his paws!”

“Good | ”said Jean. “Maybe he will learn he can’t have ev-
erything he wants!”

 Mask, the bandit raccoon, was Jean’s pet. She had hound

him in the woods, hungry, cold and alone. Jean had fed the ba-
by raccoon from a bottle. How the little fellow had liked the
warm milk ! .

Now Mask was grown and ran free. But he stayed near
the house. He seemed to like people very much.

Mask also liked to steal. One night John heard a noise in
the kitchen. Yes, it was Mask—in the sugar can|

Another night, Jean found him in the dining room. He was
trying to pull paper off the walls.

On still another night, John and Jean found him sleeping
in their bed. Just his black face showed above the covers. U nder
him they found bits of crackers he had stolen.

Mask not only looked like a bandit. He really was a ban-



dit !

John and Jean were both writers of stories and books. But
one day John did not write as usual. He had other things to do.

“I’m going over to see Fred Thompson,” he said to Jean.
“Do you know where the car keys are?”

“On the porch table, I think,” Jean answered. “I am not
sure. ”

John went out on the'porch. Mask was on the table, hold-
ing the car keys in his teeth.

“Give me the keys, Mask,” said John.

Mask gave John one quick look. Then the raccoon jumped
down from the table. He ran off the porch and up a tall tree|
From the top, he looked down, dangling the car keys from one
paw.

“Come down, you little bandit!” called John. “You can’t
eat those keys. What do you want with them? Come down!”

But Mask did not come down. He seemed to like it where
he was.

Jean came out of the house. She was laughing at Mask.

“Don’t laugh,” said John. “It isn’t funny. I need those
keys. ” _ .

Then he had a thought. “Bring the dishpan with some wa-
ter in it,” he said.

“Why?” asked Jean.

“Wait and see,” John answered.

Jean broughtAthe dishpan, half full of water. John put the
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pan on the porch table. He splashed the water with his hands.
High up, Mask watched and listened.

John splashed the water again. Then he took Jean’s arm.
“Let’s go inside,” he said.

John and Jean watched from a window. Mask began slow-
ly climbing down the tree. Then he came faster and faster. He
ran across the grass and jumped up on the table. Into the water
he dunked the keys—up and down, up and down!

“You knew he would do that, didn’t you?” asked Jean.

“Of course, ” said John. “Raccoons always wash their food
in water. They also dunk anything else they find. ”

John slipped up behind Mask and took the keys from him.
Mask ran off to the woods.

“You know, ” John said, “I don’t think I’ll go to see Fred
after all. I’m going to write a story. ”

“About what?” asked Jean.

“About what?”said John. “Why , about Mask, your bandit

raccoon|”
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Daffy Drivers

There were four in our family—Father, Mother, myself
and the car. Father and Mother were good parents. But they

were never really good drivers.

PART 1. Never Back Up

When Mother was driving forward, she did fine. But she
couldn’t back up. And she had stopped trying. “I just can’t do
she said. “And I won’t.”

One day Mother came out in the yard. She called to me.

it,”
“Andrew, ”she said , “I’m going to drive into town. I want
you to come with me. ”
“But, Mother, it’s almost my turn at bat,” 1 said.
“The baseball game will be here when we get back,” she
answered. “I have to go to the store. And I need your help. ”
When we got to town, we drove around and around. At
last I spoke up. “Mother, why do we keep driving around?
We’ve gone by the store four times. ”
“I am looking for a parking space. ”
“There are lots of parking spaces,” I said, trying to help.
(I was thinking of the baseball game that I wasn’t in. ) ‘
“Yes, but I want a big parking space—one I can drive
straight into and straight out of. Then I won’t need to back
12



