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Days of ‘Swedes’ recalled in lush Pipes Canyon of 1930

Editor's note: Bobette Perrone, whose mot!
talented writer. but she writes with authority, having been a voung child in 1930 in
Pipes Canyon. Her “Goat Road™ below recounts in loving detail memories of her
childhood and the Swedes. who worked the onyx mine.
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When | was a child. the mouth of the canyon was freckled with sunlight and
moonlight The blue sky belonged to the country beneath it On the hillside. watching
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There will never be a place as green or as cool as the Ranch House Aside from the
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the tiny house referred to as “out *" The o
corrugated tin. to deflect the sun. When it rained. ever
above the noise, o else just gave up and kept still. There was a huge harn with a
hayloft by the great corral It was always dark inside the barn, much too dark. when

one was used to brightness

In the middle of all that hot. in the center of all that dry. baked earth. there was a
fenced-in alfalfa field, and there were times when I couldn’t even look at it because
watching the tiny purple-fingers talk to the wind and smelling the crisp. sharp odor
left me hurting inside, and 1 would look away. There were times. too. when I would
run to meet it. rolling in the tall alfalfa alongside the newly pastured calves

Standing in front of the main house were three giant cottonwood trees with marbled
brown and white bark, and the cottonwood really did sing. and the sweet young leaves
really did dance, where the water was icy cold, where it was green and cool and
whispery. The only thing that separated me from my paradise was John Olson’s
goats.

John Olson was a Swede. He was a country man, and he looked and acted like a
country man. He was robust and friendly and happy. He wore baggy. patched tan
trousers and khaki-colored shirts with faded yellow stripes which passed for
suspenders. I don't ever remember seeing John Olson _ without a sweat-stained hat
slouched over his handsome, square head. John and Pete climbed over the moun
tainsa long time ago. Pete and John. in some other age, found the onyx mine Pete
strung thick cables from peak to peak and moved the onyx across the mountain

Pete was the smaller of the two men. He seldom spoke, embarrassed because of his
broken English. He was very shy and very kind

The Willows and the Water

John and Pete moved down the canyon, leaving their mine with its onyx in the deep

snow. They found the willows and water: there they built the Swede’s Place. It was

the Swede's place. although they were never able to claim legal ownership because
of the water They were only squatters with squatters’ rights. During all those years it
was necessary for someone tostay on the place at all times. otherwise his rights could
be jumped by some other squatter Watter carries a precious price in the desert

From a distant land. a distant cousin sent Big Kate Harvey to John and Pete. Kate
seighed at least three hundred pounds in her blue and white striped overalls. and she
cooked and worked for the men in a desert strange and new to her. Big Kate cooked
ind Big Kate sang_ She fed the chickens and pulled the passerby off the road to give
him cups of thick Swedish coffec
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John built his goat pens 50 feet from the cook shack. He built them with willows and
with wire Hanging from every nail were clean. two-gallon Crisco lard cans. which
John used for milking Towering behind the hut was u craggy mountain. old and
barre m its rugged paths ruled John Olson’s goats Their attitude was as lofty as
their elevation. Toward strangers. it was one of rigid hostility . visitors they barely
tolerated, and then with a leery suspicion which they made no attempt to disguise. I
was on one of the latter. only more so. because I dared to climb their old mountain. the
bottom half anyway. and more intolerable. I used their road

1 used their road because I had to. not because I wanted to. On my way to the Ranch
House I had to pass the Swede’s Place. It simply could not be avoided. A time or two I
tried to by-pass the Swede’s by cutting off the road and wading the willow creek. but it
was always an unsuccessful attempt

Skippy. that old desert Airedale. would rout any goat straggler. nipping hind legs
ind goat behinds while running back and forth for approval 1 loved that old dog
because he hated goats. too. It became such great sport for Skip that soon. in his wild
glee, he would forget about me altogether. and I was left to face the irnitation of his

horned victims 1t was best to follow the road

Goat Hooves Sharp as an Ax

and organized. My trips to the ranch meant a

sequently. 1 always traveled well supplied with groceries |
ery. carrots and cookies. an omet o arge slice
n a paper sack which swung from my belt leaving

or Indian paintbrush. or for throwing
as tricky  Goat hooves are arp as ax blades
ving into soft wood, and quicker than the stroke A decoy goat would attract my

attention to the right, balancing on his hind legs while slicing the air surrounding me
with his front hooves In the meantime, his comrades picked off sandwich sections
and bits of my juicy watermelon in a sort of organized goat relay

The guerilla-goat tactics soon taught me the folly of paper bag wartare After
several such experiences, | wrapped sheet metal around my sandwiches and pounded
twelve-penning nails from the inside so the points stuck outward Furthermore. |
swung the weapen. Goat raiding ceased with the second trip

Having achieved my first coup. I began to study the goats more closely. |
discovered their insatiable appetite I watched as they devoured label after label
from tin can after tin can. I had dragging behind me, on the following week's journey
down-canyon. two gunny sacks full of sardine-scented rubbish. I had intended a sort
of goat gorge. hoping perhaps to eliminate one or two, but unfortunately my plan did
not work I could not get the goats off their mountain. Neither could I climb up in it
with a loaded gunny sack in each hand

When one feels inferior. it is usually sensed by the bully. T could not run fast enough
nor could I climb far enough: hence, I sought the coward’s way out. I went to the head
man for protection, but even that backfired

“John, oh John, I'm Here'

John loved his goats. and I loved John. The triangle was hopeless. I would not hurt
John by telling him what I really thought of his goats. Also, there was involved the
humiliation of admitting fear. and worse, defeat. It would never work out. I realized.
devising a new scheme. Putting the plan into action, thereafter. whenever ap-
proaching the hill leading to Swede's Place, I would yell with unreserved conviction
and energy, ““John, oh John, I'm here! Pete, or Pete, here I am! John, where are you?
John Olson—can you hear me?" .

(Continued on Page 12)
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THE SWEDES._ At the Willows in Pipes Canyon in a 1942 photo are (from left)
Carl Nyberg, Pete Lager. John Olson, and Kate Harvey. Shown in the
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7190 Mohawk Tr. on Road to Desert Christ Park
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6187 29 PALMS HWY
YUCCA VALLEY, CA. 92284
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COME UP THE HILL AND VISIT US !
COMPLETE INFORMATION CENTER FOR THE
"DO-IT-YOURSELFER"

PREFINISHED PANELING & MOLDINGS 10 MATCH o PAINT
LUMBER AND PLYWOOD o FORMICA AND TILEBOARD
SUSPENDED CEILING o INSULATION o SHEETROCK
FENCING MATERIALS — SASH AND DOORS

4433
OLD WOMAN SPRINGS RD.
IN YUCCA VALLEY

PHONE 365.9707 M=

Hi Grubstakers!
GET ALL YOUR
FABRICS
BUTTONS & BOWS
AT

HI-D YARDAGE
26099 29 PALMS HWY
(IN THE HI-B CENTER)
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