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Camel humps - one for 

dromedaries, two for Bactrians - 
are filled with fat. (If  you’re 
riding a single-humper, you’ll sit 
on a padded seat behind the 
hump. For a two-humper, you 
ride between the bumps.) 
Camels can be downright 
cuddly, and they don’t spit—
although llamas, which are 
closely related, do.

I learn, when Cinco exhales 
on me, that the stinky part of  
the stereotype rings true. 
Camels’ awful breath is both 
sweet and pungent, like grass 
clippings mixed with syrup—in 
part because they chew their 
cud. They are ruminants and 
employ three stomachs to 
process their food. Stand next to 
one for a few minutes, and you’ll 
hear that digestive system in 
action, gurgling and glugging 
like a clogged drain. Also, they 
fart - loudly and potently.

Two other guests on the trek, 
Sue and Randy Howerter, 
Guadalupe Valley EC members, 
are equally taken by the animals. 
Randy, who makes musical 
instruments, met Baum at a 
festival in New Braunfels. Sue, a 
blacksmith, was intrigued, too, 
and the Seguin couple visited 
Baum’s farm, where he lives 
with his family, the camels, five 
miniature donkeys, a pair of  
dogs, a flock of  chickens, 
assorted sheep and goats, one 
horse, and “too many” kittens.

After that the Howerters 
needed no convincing. They 
headed to Cibolo Creek Ranch, 
where we all loaded sleeping 
bags and pajamas into large 
canvas saddlebags; climbed 
aboard our kneeling, straw-
colored steeds; and hung on as 
the animals rose to full height.

“Sometimes you get an 
attachment to animals,” Sue 
Howerter says. “It’s the same 
with camels. They have so much 
personality and character.”

Before our two-day trip ends, 
we’ve lumbered a dozen miles 
across a stark landscape that 
looks like the backdrop of  a 
John Wayne movie, soaked in a 
spring-fed creek, eaten a 
traditional Moroccan meal, sung 
around the campfire, watched 
shooting stars streak across the 
sky and listened to coyotes yip as 
we snuggled in our tents.
But it’s the camels that get top 
billing. And that’s just how 
Baum likes it.

Pam LeBlanc, an Austin-
based adventure journalist and 
former staff  writer at the Austin 
American-Statesman, prefers 
riding a camel to driving a car in 
heavy traffic. Her book, My 
Stories, All True: J. David 
Bamberger on Life as an 
Entrepreneur and 
Conservationist, was published 
in September.  This article was 
also published at 
texascooppower.com.
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