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TEE MINING T0WN
THE THIRD PAINTING IN THE FAMOUS "GOLD STRIKE"

SERIES BY THE DISTINGUISHED
WESTERN ARTIST

The 1926 Gold Rush to Wahmonie is over; the tent city
Mining Camp has come into being; and now it is time for lumber
to replace canvas, for the Mining Town to take its place under
the Nevada sun. But Wahmonie fails to reach this pinnacle—
the gold vein disappears—the boom fizzles—the camp dies.

The artist, ever resourceful and licensed to portray "essential
truth" (in this case: gold strikes become mining camps and then
mining towns), decides to do what the miners could not: create
a town. In the following chapter, Clyde Forsythe tells how he
came to paint "The Mining Town."

O UR WEEK AT Wahmonie, Nevada, had paid off in rich
experience. I realized that I had been most fortunate in hav-
ing participated in that rare event: the start of a gold strike.

But there was no thought as yet of doing a painting.

We sent a wire to my wife's brother-in-law, Harold Gay, a
mining engineer working in Mexico. Gay joined us in South-
ern California for a jaunt back to the camp to sample our claims.
Cotta's sister, Anabel Gay, went along. Going by way of Las
Vegas, we made the trip in a day.

In the two weeks we had been away, the camp had grown.
The cafe had moved to higher ground and was screened in. Very
fancy. Mr. Minette had put up an office and invited Gay and me
to sleep in it that night. Our wives slept in the luxurious Franklin,
a modest distance from the "congested area." At 2 a.m. Gay's
cot collapsed and dumped him on the board floor. My iron bed
was sturdy.

After a breakfast at "The Palace" we got into the Franklin,
and with Davis and Ryan following in their wheezy little Chevie,
we proceeded up to our claims. Harold Gay had been mining
for 25 years. We walked the claims end to end for several hours,
taking samples of small outcrops, mostly jasper and quartz with
a few white streaks. With ore sacks filled, we returned to camp.
Then Gay paid a visit to the "strike" operation where the boss
gave him a sample of the rich ore. It looked good to his expert
eye.

Because Gay's time was limited, we said our "good-bys"
to our friends in camp and headed for home. We decided to
return by way of Death Valley, which none of us had ever seen,
and we followed a road to Death Valley Junction where we spent
the night at the hotel.

Next morning — Easter Sunday — found us rolling down
Furnace Creek Wash, stopping now and then to pick up float.
Gay found a chunk of fossil coral, proof that these mountains
were once under an ocean bed.

In 1926, Death Valley roads were winding trails of sand
—and the wind! We passed roadside graves—wagon wheels—
bones. It was a good place to leave behind, and it took the rest
of that day to get out—past the borax mill, through the Amar-
gosa Valley and into the hills at the southern-end of the Valley.
Then through the black night, past Garlic Springs and on to
Barstow for a late dinner—and home.

This episode has to do with "The Mining Town," the third



V THE ARTIST, LEFT, AND GEORGE SAUNDERS,
WAHMONIE'S "LOCAL LAW" IN 1926, SAUN-
DERS HAD BEEN A BOUNCER FOR TEX RICKARD.

painting in my Gold Strike series; but
no town sprang up at Wahmonie! I
had our ore samples assayed in Los
Angeles. They ran 25c to the ton in
gold! Not rich enough to pay for the
shoe leather we used in picking them
up!

No town grew in Wahmonie because
within three short months George
Wingfield's crew came to the end of
the vein of good ore, drifted a few
yards—and pulled out of camp. Every-
one else followed, leaving what they
could not carry to the lizards, coyotes
and the buzzards.

Our $170 lot has a 34-year-old
growth of new creosote bush. Our

claims are gone with the wind. But
our memories are rich.

In 1938 I painted "The Gold Rush"
from those memories. A year later,
after showing the picture in Los An-
geles at the Biltmore and in the Allied
Artists of America show in New York,
the idea came to me to paint "The
Mining Camp," using the same char-
acters, of course, as in "The Gold
Rush." This I did, and a few years
later "The Mining Town" demanded
to be painted—again with some of
the same characters . . . the slim
gambler and his gal-friend, the pros-
pector with his burro. . . The man
shaking his fist at the tipsy fellow is
myself, scolding a certain friend of
mine.

By now we had a house trailer, and
to get material for the "Town" we
headed one day for Randsburg and
Red Mountain on California's Mojave
Desert. The old stores and saloons
and mine mills were there to be used
at will. I sketched the stores and the
church at Randsburg, the Kelley Mine
at Red Mountain, and into the painting
they went. They are real. The gambler
and his dame seem to have prospered
and are waiting for the stage to take
them to Los Angeles for a high old
time.

After all, this is how Wahmonie
might have looked if the "big strike"
had turned out to be another Goldfield
—or a mine like Randsburg's fabulous
Yellow Aster. When I was a 14-year-
old at Elizabeth Lake, I heard the
homesteaders talk of the Yellow Aster.
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CANYON DE CHELLY - - Beauty at
the End of the NAVAjO RAINBOW

By THOMAS LESURE
Desert Magazine's Arizona Travel Correspondent

TO SPANISH settlers some 250 years
ago and to Kit Carson a century-and-a-
half later, Canyon de Chelly was just

another obstacle in the struggle to eliminate
the Navajo menace of costly and murderous
raids. To the Navajos, though, this highly
scenic National Monument has been and
still is "home."

During the ages, three distinct Indian cul-
tures have dominated these sheer red sand-
stone canyons. Earliest were the Anasazi
who built pithouses around 350 A.D. In
later centuries, Pueblo Indians erected elab-
orate apartment - cities such as Antelope
House, Standing Cave, White House Pueblo
and others. Today, some 300 Navajos, liv-
ing in summer hogans, pasture their cattle
on the canyon bottom.

Canyon de Chelly certainly is much easier
to reach nowadays than in Carson's time,
yet it remains an off-the-beaten-path destina-
tion as far as most travelers are concerned.
To those who like their West uncrowded,

800-FT. SPIDER ROCK, NAVAJOLAND LANDMARK

the canyon is a blessing; yet it's a shame
that more people don't include this high
plateau country in their itinerary.

Nearest main-line departure point is Gal-
lup, N. M., on U.S. 66. The canyon may
also be reached from Holbrook via the
reservation route to Keams Canyon. Since
the Canyon de Chelly turn-off point is just
west of Ganado on Reservation Route 3,
the gorge is a logical addition to any trip
across the Navajo and Hopi Reservations.
The 33-mile drive over a dirt road north
from Route 3 brings you to Chinle, one
mile away from the national monument
area.

If you depend entirely on your car for
transportation, your sightseeing will be lim-
ited in this 83,840-acre preserve. Main
route is Rim Drive Road which—despite
its relatively short length—manages to show
off a representative array of the section's
Indian ruins and awesome formations. Best
methods, however, are hiking into the can-
yon or taking a half-day or full-day trip
along the canyon bottom. For the latter,
the Thunderbird Guest Ranch operates spe-
cial vehicles that negotiate the tricky floor
of the gorge. Minimum effort should be
the self-guiding trail to the White House
ruin which stands like bared teeth in the
red lips of the sheer canyon wall. Park
rangers are on hand during the day to
assist you. And if you'd like to linger, there
are camp and picnic grounds.

The National Monument actually em-
braces three canyons — main gorge is 27-
mile-long Canyon de Chelly with its smooth
weather-stained walls rising some 700-1000
feet above the river. The other two gorges
are Canyon del Muerto (so named because
of the Spanish massacre of Indians there)
and Monument Canyon near which Spider
Rock and Face Rock—two giant monoliths
some 800 feet high—rear from the canyon
floor like natural skyscrapers taller than
New York's Woolworth Building.

The breath-taking scenery is the chief
reason for visiting Canyon de Chelly, but
you must never lose sight of its historic
implications. For here—in a section cele-
brated for both its scenic and historic ele-
ments—you can open the book, so to speak,
on the march of Indian civilizations in
Arizona from prehistoric times to the pres-
ent.

Yet there is more, too—the grandiose
work of nature plus a sense of limitless
time and space. Within just a few hours,
you are dwarfed to insignificance, crowded
by fortress-like walls protecting hidden
treasures, awed by the overwhelming maj-
esty of magnificent rock formations,
crowned the "king" of all you survey, in-
spired by the handiwork of the Lord, and
given a new outlook on life and your role
upon this earth.

Give yourself sufficient time, meet the
canyon and feel the impact of all its im-

plications, and you'll understand why the
Navajos pined away in their exile at Bosque
Redondo. For, like them, once you leave
the area, you'll want to return—not to live,
perhaps, but surely to linger longer.

Here's this month's schedule of events in
Arizona: Aug. 5-7—76th Annual Payson
Rodeo (billed as the world's "oldest" Wild
West show); Aug. 6-7—12th Annual Square
Dance Festival, Flagstaff; Aug. 13—41st
Annual Smoki Ceremonials at Prescott
(white men re-enact Indian dances); Aug.
15-Sept. 18—Indian Artists Exhibit at the
Museum of Northern Arizona, Flagstaff;
Aug. 28-30—Coconino County Fair, Flag-
staff; Latter part of August—Hopi Snake
Dances (for exact dates, set 16 days before
the ceremonials, write to the Winslow
Chamber of Commerce). / / /

One California event of special interest
in August: The Old Miners Burro Race
at Apple Valley, Aug. 4-7.
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LETTERS
FROM OUR READERS

Comments on the "Heat" Issue . . .

To the Editor: Mary Jones Blackwell's
"desert ordeal" in the July issue was a
fascinating story. In fact it read like fiction.
Why no picture of the woman who was lost
on the Mojave Desert for five days in 1947?

JAMES ARMSTRONG
Chicago, Illinois

(See below for a recent photograph of
Mrs. Blackwell which arrived too late to
be included in our July issue.—Ed)

MARY JONES BLACKWELL

V
To the Editor: I cannot refrain from mak-
ing a few comments on the "Desert Ordeal"
story. The participants admitted making
mistakes in judgment, the worst of which,
in my opinion, was allowing their misad-
venture to appear in print.

They ventured on and on into the desert
without enough gasoline to bring them back
even had they not gotten stuck in the sand.

They carried no drinking water.
They back-tracked 18 miles to water (the

one and only act of good judgment shown
throughout)—and then instead of walking
on to the highway (12 miles) they doubled-
back to the stalled car, and took-off for a
seemingly green spot in the desert without
blazing a return trail!

In my wildest flight of imagination I can-
not conceive of two people breaking all the
rules of survival and surviving.

L. C. DeSELM
San Diego, Calif.

V
To the Editor: I compliment you on the
exceptional interest of your July "heat" is-
sue. I do a fair amount of roaming by
four-wheel-drive vehicle in the Death Valley
region and found your articles interesting
and accurate.

I would, however, like to take mild issue
Continued on next page
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L E T T E R S •• Continued from prece<iing page
L e e ' s F e r r y i n 1 9 2 5 . . .

with Harold O. Weight's statement in "A
Summer Visit to the Panamints" that a
"bragging time" for the hike up Telescope
Peak from Mahogany Flats of two hours
is "doubtful." I know definitely of a 1-hour
53-minute climb earlier this year on a cold
day by a young member of a mountain
rescue group who is a former college dis-
tance runner. Faster time yet could be made
by running part way, or by a stronger hiker.

GEORGE H. BARNES
China Lake, Calif.

V
To the Editor: I have read the July issue
of Desert Magazine, and I want to express
my appreciation to you and your staff for
publishing such a fine edition. You cer-
tainly are to be complimented.

GRANVILLE B. LILES, Superintendent
Death Valley National Monument

V
To the Editor: I have been a subscriber to
the Desert Magazine since January, 1939,
and have all the copies in binders. I wish
to compliment you on the July issue. My
wife and I have visited Death Valley sev-
eral times. At no other place in the desert
are the various colors so beautiful and
changing as in this National Monument.

C. F. ROMIG
Los Angeles

PLANNING YOUR 1960-61

Club Program?
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for a free brochure and
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To the Editor: My very best thanks for the
story by Weldon Heald in the July issue:
"With Patton On Desert Maneuvers." Heald
is the foremost writer in the Southwest. I
shall preserve this copy of Desert.

PAUL J. LINSLEY
Whittier, Calif.

To the Editor: I buy Desert Magazine at
the newsstands, and have not missed an
issue for years. I think the July issue on
"Heat" was the best of them all.

M. F. CLARK
Whittier, Calif.

V
To the Editor: Perhaps it is because I know
personally the writers of the majority of the
articles in the special July issue, and possibly
because I'm somewhat familiar with Death
Valley, but in my opinion this was the most
interesting and informative issue of Desert
in the history of the magazine.

In this day of "modern" art, I particu-
larly appreciate the realism of the cover
paintings by Clyde Forsythe.

NATT N. DODGE
Santa Fe

V
To the Editor: I must congratulate you on
the wonderful special July edition, featuring
Death Valley and heat. The stories are
most interesting and will be read many
times. Having lived in Nevada for 45 years,
and being very familiar with Death Valley,
I thoroughly enjoyed your coverage. Keep
up the good work, you are doing a splendid
job.

MRS. PEARL C. ERICSON
Lovelock, Nevada

V
To the Editor: The July issue was worth
the price of a year's subscription. The story
by Harold O. Weight, "A Summer Visit to
the Panamints," described a most interest-
ing trip.

WALTER S. YOUNG
Genoa, Nevada

V
To the Editor: Last Christmas I received
a gift subscription to your magazine. I have
enjoyed every issue so far received, but I
believe the July issue surpasses them all.
Thank you for a wonderful magazine.

FLORENCE MILLER
North Hollywood, Calif.
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To the Editor: The story in the June issue:
"A Visit to Historic, Out-of-the-Way Lee's
Ferry on the Colorado" brought back mem-
ories of our crossing at Lee's in 1925.

The photo herewith is of our '23 Buick
helping to pull the craft across the river.

LAURA ARMER
Fortuna, Calif.

Lost Mines, Continued . . .

To the Editor: F. L. Kistner, the reader
who said he was only interested in lost mine
stories (July "Letters"), should be told that
there is more than one kind of treasure
to be found on the desert.

They are treasures of faith, peace and
understanding; self-assurance and content-
ment; the fellowship of congenial friends; a
deeper appreciation of the wonders of na-
ture; esthetic pleasure in the beauty of a
desert sunset; the music of a bird song.

You can find a new awareness of the
meaning of life itself buried deep in the
sands of the desert. It is a fascinating search,
and with increasing clarity Desert Magazine
pin-points the way.

ELSIE A. HAGLE
Ramona, Calif.

V
To the Editor: I too am interested in lost
mines and buried treasure—in fact I have
done quite a bit of study and research on
the subject—but unlike Mr. Kistner I be-
lieve "pretty rocks, flowers, snakes, lizards,
etc." have as much to do with the desert
as mines and treasures. In fact, some of the
greatest producing mines were accidentally
discovered when a prospector wandered off
to examine a desert phenomenon other than
an outcrop.

Keep up the good work.
HAROLD H. WILLIAM

Concord, Calif.

Protect the Devil's Playground . . .
To the Editor: The article in the June issue
of your magazine, "40 Years Ago From
30.000 Feet Up," got me to thinking again

. . . COMING
IN NEXT MONTH'S DESERT MAGAZINE

A Guide To The Missions
of Baja California

also: 5 gem-mineral field trips in the Colo-
rado Desert of California — a current status
report by Glenn and Martha Vargas. Plus
many other illustrated feature articles of
lasting interest... in the SEPTEMBER Desert
Magazine.
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about the area on the Mojave Desert known
as the "Devil's Playground." I have often
visited this region. It is, I believe, com-
parable on a smaller scale with Death
Valley.

The time is here that California should
set this area aside as a state park. It would
be a sad thing if some private interest or
the military decided to confiscate this area.
Arizona lost the interesting Crater Range
between Gila Bend and Ajo to the military.
This area also would have made a wonder-
ful park but, alas, it is now part of a vast
bombing and gunnery range.

JOHN W. MAXON
Upland, California

She Remembers Harper's Well . . .
To the Editor: We have only one big com-
plaint about Desert Magazine—"There just
isn't enough of it!"

One day after receiving our June copy,
and already we have read it from cover
to cover.

The article by Walter Ford on "Harper's
Well" was especially interesting to me. I
passed the well several times in my travels
—always in a Model T Ford. How well I
remember the washes and gullies and ruts
in the old road.

IRENE V. HORN
Roseville, California

The Value of a Monolith . . .
To the Editor: My apologies to very graci-
ous and kind Dr. Edmund Jaeger—but:

Did any of the other readers share my
shocked realization of mankind's blindness
after reading Dr. Jaeger's article in the May
issue, "Trails to More Outdoor Enjoyment"?

He writes: "I cannot think that the men
I had with me that evening will ever forget
the story I told them. Surely the great rock
('Hercule's Finger', a prominent landmark
near Lucerne Valley on the Mojave Desert),
that before was only a spectacular piece of
stone, now took on a peculiar new and sig-
nificant meaning."

And what was the story Dr. Jaeger refers
to? One of violence — great suffering of
horses and mules driven so hard they could
not stop for water or rest, and perhaps
some 1500 of them perished on the hot
desert; a gunfight between the horse thieves
and the rancheros that took place in the
shadow of "Hercule's Finger." A retelling
of ignominious history: avariciousness,
greed, theft, resentment, anger, killing, cru-
elty to animals, the burying alive of a little
boy and girl to "serve" a dead Indian chief.

Did the monolith take on "a peculiar
new and significant meaning"? If so, what?
Did what took place near its base change
its quality, value or beauty? Is there any
reason to associate it with violence and the
dead past? Does the knowledge that blood
was spilt here add to the charm of this
giant of nature? If this stone could speak,
would it not be more likely to say: "Please

PHOTO and ART credits
(Unless otherwise specified below or in text,
photographs and art work are by authors of
features in which they appear.)

Page 4: D. Clifford Bond; Map by Nor-
ton Allen. 5: Leta Herndon. 11: Map by
Norton Allen. 14: New Mexico State
Tourist Bureau. 15: (center) Fred Rags-
dale; (bottom) New Mexico State Tourist
Bureau. 16 (bottom) New Mexico State
Tourist Bureau. 17: Bill King. 19: Rich-
ard L. Cassetl. 24: Map by Greenfield
Lawrel. 28: (top) Charles Redler. 32 and
35: Maps by Norton Allen. 40: Frank L.
Gaynor. 41: New Mexico State Tourist
Bureau.

don't associate me with the violence of
men—my message is peace and quiet."

Why can't we face reality? That amaz-
ing stone is adequate in itself and surely
doesn't need a story of bloodshed to give
it "a peculiar new and significant meaning."

Nature has great power to talk to us.
Isn't it better to listen than to superimpose
our silly minds on her by saying: "Now
nature you have a new and significant mean-
ing because I have learned thus and so."

BESSIE SIMON
Ojai, Calif.

Invitation to Rockhounds . . .

To the Editor: The response I have re-
ceived following publication of my short

article in the March Desert Magazine about
the Fish Lake Valley, Nevada, Apache tear
collecting field is most gratifying.

Some of the people who wrote have
asked if they could buy Apache tears from
us, but rockhounding is a hobby with my
wife and me, and we are not in the rock
selling business.

To those readers of Desert Magazine
who plan to visit the Fish Lake field I
extend an invitation to stop in Bigpine to
visit us. Maybe we can exchange some
rocks, yarns and ideas.

There are plenty of Apache tears at Fish
Lake. The supply has not been dented.

F. B. TERRY
Bigpine, Calif.
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Silver City -- Queen of the Owyhee

The ghost of Silver City
marks the place
on Idaho's Owyhee Desert
where one of the
world's great mining
booms took place . . .

I REMEMBERED THE words of a
Soil Conservation Service man who
commented that even the sagebrush

in Owyhee County shows the torture of
growth under rigorous conditions. We
were driving through the parched dusty
country between Bruneau and Mur-
phy, county seat of Owyhee County,
Idaho—the latter town having fewer
than 100 residents. Fickle desert
winds capriciously lifted spumes of
sand and let them cascade back to
earth.

The Owyhee Desert claims the
southwestern corner of Idaho. It is a
land of superlatives. Near Bruneau
are found some of the highest sand
dunes in the world, the largest of
which, 452 feet high, is higher than
the dunes of the famed Sahara by 150
feet. Cutting a ragged slash across
the face of the county is one of the
deepest and most narrow canyons on
earth—the Bruneau Canyon. In its
67-mile length only one place has been
found where a horse can get to water,
and in only four places have men been
able to scale the rock walls. And 6000
feet up in the Owyhee Mountains,
where freezing winter winds whip
snow into drifts higher than a house,
there lies for me the greatest superla-
tive of all—the Queen of the Owyhee
—the ghost town of Silver City.

At Murphy we turned west on a
dusty county road, winding and un-
dulating with the terrain toward the
Silver City Mountains in the distance.
As we ascended, the grand sweep of

Robert F. Harrington, who wrote the Silver
City story with the assistance of Nancy Felts,
is the superintendent of schools at Elk River,
Idaho. The 34-year-old educator does summer
work as a naturalist at Grand Teton National
Park.

the desert below us, spotted with rocky
ridges and barren valleys, began to
crowd the horizon. Dust lay deep in
the road, and vegetation was sparse.
Paradoxically, the only sound came
from our motor as we approached the
town where once the thunder of stamp
mills sounded above the creaking of
harness leather, the squeal of poorly-
greased wheels and axles, and the
rumble of ore wagons on Silver City
streets. Our road had once been en-
livened by teamsters' oaths; the washes
and canyons had hidden Indians intent
on murderous deeds.

Miles rolled beneath our wheels.
We entered a side-canyon where a
stream suddenly made its appearance.
The water seemed out-of-place, but
the dry dustiness of the air disappeared
and the scent of growing things took
its place.

The 2 3-mile road into Silver City
from Murphy is a good road as moun-
tain roads go. It is narrow—in many
places a one-car road—but certainly
passable.

Past New York Summit, where stage
drivers wrapped the reins around the
brake and spurred their teams into the
spirited run which gave newcomers an
unforgettable first view of Old Silver,
we entered a new world. The green-
ness of Alpine fir reached out to wel-
come us.

Silver City is a place of crumbling
buildings set amidst hills scarred with
the usual mining wounds. Weathered

SPANISH-AMERICAN WAR VOLUNTEERS
POSE FOR THEIR PICTURE BEFORE DE-
PARTING FROM SILVER CITY IN 1898

buildings, some boarded-up, others
with sagging doors, offered mute evi-
dence of historic days and deeds.

Altogether there are about 30 struc-
tures still standing in the town—the
Masonic Hall, second oldest Masonic
Hall west of the Mississippi; the Idaho
Hotel; the print shop where the Owy-
hee Avalanche was published; the
Wells Fargo office is half-caved-in; a
church which time has stripped of de-
nomination; the post office; powder
buildings; residences. Some of the
latter are shuttered. They are reputed
to be completely furnished. It was
expensive to freight heavy pieces to
and from Silver City.

We walked through Silver's dusty
streets and fancied we could hear the
tramping of miners' boots and feel the
throbbing of the earth as blasting took
place in the mines. Behind these
shuttered walls the social life of a van-
ished age had taken place: whist
parties, stately dinners attended by
Governor Steunenberg and young at-
torneys such as Bill Borah, who later
was to achieve national renown as a
senator from Idaho.

Once there was a half-dozen busy
general merchandise stores, two hotels,
three barbershops and many other
business enterprises, including eight
saloons where the boys celebrated suc-
cess and forgot their failures. The
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By ROBERT F. HARRINGTON

ravages of time and fire have taken
their toll, and the surviving buildings
seem to lean nostalgically toward the
vacant gaps left by their departed
companions.

Leading from the ghost town like
threads of a spider web are the many
roads and trails to the once-active
mines and prospect holes. Some of
these roads are in fair shape, but most
exploring has to be done afoot or in
a jeep. We found some interesting
mineral specimens in the old mine
dumps — nothing of much material
value—just "souvenir stuff."

It all started in May, 1863, when
29 adventurous men left Placerville,
Idaho, to search for the famed "Blue
Bucket Diggings." According to a
legend of early Oregon emigrants, a
gold field of such richness lay at the
foot of the Owyhee Mountains that
the pioneers used gold for sinkers
while fishing in the streams issuing
from the hills. It was this fabulous
wealth that the 29 prospectors sought
as they ventured into the unexplored
deserts of the Owyhee, populated at
that time only by bands of hostile
Indians.

After crossing the Snake River at
the mouth of the Boise River, the
party traveled in a southwesterly di-
rection until it came to a large stream
whereat it camped for one day. The
stream was named Reynolds Creek
after one of the men in the party. The
following excerpt from the diary of
O. H. Purdy, a member of the group
and later a well-known citizen of Silver
City, describes the discovery which
followed:

". . . Dr. Rudd, a verdant emigrant,
not waiting to unpack his mule, took
his shovel, and scooping up some of
the loose gravel on the bank of the
creek, panned it out and obtained
about a hundred 'colors.' The excite-
ment and amazement which followed
this 'discovery' can better be imagined
than described."

The men continued to prospect up
the creek for a dozen days. At a place
called Happy Camp, the laws of the

A PORTION OF SILVER CITY IM THE WINTER j .
OF 1897. MASONIC TEMPLE, AT LEFT IS [ )
STILL STANDING, AND IN GOOD CONDITION. "

district were made, and claims were
located. The party thereupon returned
to Boise Basin with news of the find.
There followed a stampede into the
Owyhee country.

In July of '63, the first quartz ledge
was discovered in Whiskey Gulch by
R. H. Wade and Company. Several
days later the Oro Fino quartz ledge
was located by A. J. Sands and Svale
Neilson. A month later the same two
men hit the Morning Star ledge.

Most spectacular of all the strikes
of the Silver City heyday was the dis-
covery of the Poorman Mine in 1865.
The mine took its name from the fact
that the discoverers were too poor to
work it. In a fight for possession of
the property, one set of "owners"
barricaded the mine entrance and
mounted two pieces of ordnance. They
named the fortified mine "Fort Baker."
Ore taken from the Poorman readily
sold for $4 an ounce, a figure said to
be well below real value! The ore was
an amalgam of gold and silver chlor-
ide, resembling lead, but tinted crim-

son, thus acquiring the name "Ruby
Silver."

Throughout the district were found
solid slabs of white, shining silver.
Such occurrence is atypical, for silver
is normally found in association with
lead, copper and zinc. But nothing
about the Silver City boom area was
commonplace. This strike was one of
the world's great bonanzas.

At the Poorman's 100-foot level a
solid mass of ruby silver crystals,
weighing 500 pounds, was unearthed.
Specimens of this ore mass were ex-
hibited at the 1866 Paris Exposition
where they won a gold medal. First
class rock from the Poorman yielded
$4000 to $5000 a ton, with 2000 tons
of second and third class rock bring-
ing the sum of $546,691.59. Tailings
went over $70 to the ton. Ore from
the Poorman was so rich that large
amounts were shipped across the ocean
to Wales for treatment.

The electric-quick boom saw more
than 250 mining locations recorded
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between 1863 and 1865. A number
of these mines, up to 1881, were
worked to depths between 150 and
1500 feet.

A dozen years of prosperity fol-
lowed the initial Silver City discovery,
in spite of the fact that only about
half of the silver could be extracted
by milling methods known there. Much
of the ore was hauled by mule, horse
or wagon train to the smelter at Salt
Lake City, where the silver was re-
moved and made into bricks for ship-
ment to the Denver Mint. The cost
of freighting a single ton of ore from
Silver City to Salt Lake City was
around $50, but such high overhead
pales into insignificance in view of the
fact that one mine, The War Eagle,
had a credited production record of
$30,000,000, this value being taken
out in the first 10 years of the camp's
history.

In spite of the prosperity of the
camp at Silver City, bad days came
sooner than expected. The Bank Panic
of 1873, leading to the eventual sus-
pension of the Bank of California in
'75, brought the camp to its knees.
The failure of this bank caused finan-
cial paralysis, and many large Silver
City operators withdrew.

During these years of activity,
sporadic Indian outbreaks occurred
throughout the Owyhee. As in all
other things related to this county,
it seems that here again a giant of
no mean dimensions was involved.
Throughout the South Idaho area,
especially in the narrow canyons a
few miles south of the Snake River,
the name of Nampuh was a scourge
to travelers. This huge Indian, whose
name means Bigfoot, was 6 ' 8 W tall,
and weighed 300 pounds. His feet
measured 17 Vi inches in length and
were six inches wide. He was rep-
uted so fast afoot that he could cover
50 to 80 miles in one day. His depre-
dations included the killing of many
settlers, and attacks on stage and emi-
grant trains. So serious a problem did
he become, that a $1000 reward was

ELEGANT HOME IN THE CENTER IS THE MINE
SUPERINTENDENT'S RESIDENCE AT BOONEVILLE,
A SILVER CITY "SUBURB." 1895 PHOTOGRAPH.

offered at Fort Boise for his scalp and
his feet. Nampuh was finally killed
by John W. Wheeler in 1868.

Ten years later the Bannock Indi-
ans, led by Buffalo Horn, went on the
warpath and crossed the Snake River
at Glenn's Ferry, heading west in the
general direction of Silver City. Along
their route a number of white men
were killed. News of the uprising was
received in Silver City by telegraph,
and on June 4 a meeting of the citizens
was held at Champion Hall for the
purpose of organizing volunteers to
protect the settlement. The citizen
militia decided that the best defense
was a strong offense, and on June 7
it left Silver City to meet the raiders.
At noon of the following day the vol-
unteers were attacked by Indians at
South Mountain Creek. In this en-
gagement two of the white men were
killed, one of them being Oliver Haz-
ard Purdy, from whose diary the de-
tails of discovery were quoted. Buffalo
Horn also was killed in the fight. The
whites retreated to O'Keefe's ranch
and remained there until the next day
when it was learned that the Indians
had moved on into Oregon.

The Bannocks tried to induce the
Umatillas to join them, but failing in
this undertaking, straggled back to

their reservation in small bands. Along
the return route they massacred whites
at every opportunity. It is believed
that more than 100 persons were
killed by these Indians in this uprising.

In the late '80s a revival took place
in the Silver City area. A mining
capitalist, Captain Joseph DeLamar,
became the owner of a number of
properties in September, 1888. These
mines were vigorously developed by
DeLamar until 1891 when he disposed
of all his holdings to an English com-
pany for $2,000,000 plus a stock in-
terest which brought a considerable
yearly income.

The happy days did not last long,
for the handwriting was on the wall.
In the next score of years mining ac-
tivity gradually shrank, and by 1920
"Old Silver" was well on its way to
becoming the ghost town that it is
today.

In its brief history Silver City pro-
duced an amount of precious ore sec-
ond only to that which came from the
famed Comstock Lode of Nevada. It
still ranks second in Idaho in the total
production of mineral wealth (the in-
ternationally famous Coeur d'Alene
area is first in the state).

Silver City did have some "firsts,"
however — the first telegraphic news
wire in Idaho, the first daily newspaper
in Idaho, and the first (and only)
legal hanging in Owyhee County.

As we started out of town we
stopped to look back at the dying
camp. The shuttered, sightless win-
dows of the buildings stared in the
direction of the Florida and War Eagle
mountains, as though pointing to vast
riches yet locked in these hills.

Most of the 5000 people who once
trod Silver City's streets have vanished
into the dim hallway of the past. To-
night and every night the lonely wind
will rove unchecked through vacant
alleys and along deserted streets, and
the Owyhee's Queen will sleep her
restless slumber. / / /

MINING OPERATION NEAR SILVER CITY ('97)
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THE DESERT OF OWYHEE
By EARL I. LARRISON

Associate Professor of Zoology at the University of Idaho,
and author of

"OWYHEE: THE LIFE OF A NORTHERN DESERT"

• Transitions be-
tween desert and
irrigated land are
often abrupt, but
you will never see
s o s t r i k i n g a
change from lux-
uriant lushness to
arid harshness as
is found in a drive
south from Nam-
pa, Idaho. You
start in a land of
plenty where on-
ions, alfalfa and
corn prosper as
only such crops
can when raised
on fertile well-
watered soil. Hay-
stacks, large and
closely spaced,
fine homes, well-
maintained barns,
and tidy lanes all
reflect the wealth
a n d productive-
ness of the area.

But, before you
have traveled the
18 miles to the
Snake River, the
irrigated section
ends with an al-
m o s t s tar t l ing
a b r u p t n e s s .
Browns and grays
replace g r e e n
lushness, and only
small clumps of
grass a n d other
vegetation have a
foothold in the
desert which now
stretches before you. The vistas within the irrigation
limits are shortened by lines of trees raised for protec-
tion, but there are no such windbreaks beyond the Snake.
Instead, great light-colored patches mark the miles of
ancient lake beds which lie between dark masses of rock
of the higher levels. Cliffs and odd-shaped mounds pro-
ject here and there with an irregularity which makes a
spectator feel he is looking at a scene of confusion and
disorderliness. The hard-surfaced road is the one mark
of modernity in a desert which embraces, except for a
few strips bordering the mountain streams and highlands
and a little irrigated land, all of Owyhee, the southwest
county of Idaho. Mountain ranges stand in the distance,
their lower elevations dry, brown and smooth, their upper

flanks roughened
by growing shrubs
and t rees , and
their higher peaks
striped with banks
of summer snow.

There are few
sites which indi-
cate the possibil-
ity of shade and
moisture on the
Desert Owyhee.
Oregon bounds it
on the west, the
Snake River on
the north, Nevada
on the South, and
its eastern boun-
dary lies a hun-
dred miles from
its western. It is
a large county
even as Western
counties go, con-
taining only 300
square - miles less
than the combined
area of Connecti-
cut, Delaware and
Rhode Island.

One wonders
how so much land
can look so bar-
ren. Stunted jun-
ipers grow in scat-
tered clumps in
some sections, but
there is little of
softness to relieve
the scenery. Flow-
ering plants spring
up early in the
season, hastening
to produce seed

which may lie for years before the time is favorable for
germination. Nothing breaks the view; nothing appears
to limit it. The whole scene reaches magnificently into
space as the road leaves the lake-bed area and climbs
toward the steppe plateau which lies between the Snake
River and the Nevada line. But this land's impressive-
ness gives no feeling of softness and kindliness. It is the
desert—mysterious and harsh.

The human population is as limited as vegetation
is sparse. The last census listed 6307 in Owyhee
County's 7648 square-miles. Of this number about
three in 10 reside in small towns. Murphy, the county
seat, has a population of only several dozen persons,

continued on page 30
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WHEN WE LEFT Blue Canyon,
traveling to Kayenta, we decided
to visit the cliff dwellings of Be-

tatakin. Horses for us and a guide
with pack animal were procured at
the Wetherill Post. The trip up a can-
yon of red rocks was glorious. The
guide chose our camp for the night
and took care of the horses while we
prepared the supper. I wondered what
hurt he had suffered in the past, for
he seemed so reserved. We opened
a can of peaches for dessert and passed
some to him. His acceptance answered
my pondering.

"Thank you, folks. I sure do like
peaches. That last party I took to
Rainbow Bridge liked them too, most
as much as he liked himself. He ate
them all without so much as giving
me a sniff."

"Why was that?"
"Must have been a habit learned

in a city. Out in this country when
a man thinks of number one every

". . . HE HAD BEEN IN GRAND CANYON AT THE
TIME CERTAIN VERY SMALL PONIES WERE FOUND
THERE. HE PHOTOGRAPHED THE FINDER AND
THE PONIES ON THE NORTH BANK OF THE
CANYON . . ."

minute, things usually happen to let
him know there are other inhabitants
around. For instance, there was that
rubber mattress of his. It had to be
pumped full of air every night. He
couldn't sleep on the ground. I had to
pump it at night and pack it on the
mule in the morning. It was sort of
natural toward the end of the trip to
stow the rubber contraption so it would
get a puncture."

The young guide joined us at the
fire, all shyness gone as he repeated:
"I sure do like peaches." We opened
another can. When twilight came as a
soft blanket to enfold us, the guide
told stories of remote cliff dwellings
in Utah, in some green, watered val-
ley which must have been Eden, so
alluring did he make it. He told of
old pottery, remains of baskets, the
usual mummy or two, but he said
what he liked best in that watered
valley were the wild ponies. He pro-
ceeded to tell us a yarn which is of
no archeological value. It was too

weird a tale to take seriously, but it
fitted the eerie atmosphere of the cliff
dwelling country which for thousands
of years had known the struggle of
man's mind and body to come close
to the powers of nature in his great
need to survive and to know that
"Which is, and which was, and which
is to come." The guide continued:

"You know I'm a born horse-wrang-
ler. I had my ropes and I started out
at sunrise one morning to look for
wild ponies. I was riding Tony, the
toughest little pony for getting over
rough places. Now Tony, with no
lead from me, frisks straight up a
mountain with the sun in our faces.
He was quivering to beat the band.
Once in a while he whinnied, excited-
like. I gave him the reins and he
landed on top of a ledge where grew
a bunch of aspens. The leaves were
not shaking, but there seemed to be
something alive in the trees. Maybe it
was only the light shining through
them, but that Tony, he saw some-
thing else. He went tearing along be-
tween the scattered aspens, with the
sun still in our faces. Believe it or not
Tony and I found ourselves viewing
ten small white ponies pawing the
ground in a circle near a dark pool
of water. I made Tony stand still. He
was trembling. It was enough to make
a man feel queer, let alone a horse."

The guide looked wistful and dis-
turbed as he continued:

"The queer thing is about me, a
born horse-wrangler. I never thought
of roping those white beauties. They
were undersized animals, who acted
different from any breed I knew. They
pawed the ground on the east side
of the pool, then on the south, then
west, then north. I couldn't help think-
ing about the Fire Dance in the corral
when the Navajos, all painted white,
move around the fire in the same di-
rection. While I was thinking about
those spooky Fire Dancers, I heard
an owl hoot. The ponies vanished. By
that time the sun was no longer in
my eyes. I got off Tony and walked
to the pool. There wasn't a hoof
mark in sight. Tony followed after
me, nibbling at grass. He seemed as
much at home in this green place as
you and I do on Thanksgiving Day
when we eat turkey with the old folks.
It seemed like he was extra happy on
that high mesa."

My son asked if there were any cliff
dwellings in the neighborhood, and
was told there was a cave facing south,

aura fidams firmer "Tony the Pony" is the fifth in a series of
articles by Mrs. Armer telling of her ex-
periences in the land of the Navaios. This

episode occurred in 1925.
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not a very big one, with ruins of a
small village in it, with plenty of
broken pottery, coiled ware and some
fine pieces of black on white. The
story teller resumed his yarn.

"While I was poking around in the
rubbish at the back of the cave I came
across some fossil bones. They were
horse bones, but so small I couldn't
believe my eyes. When I found a
skull it wasn't much bigger than a
coyote's head. The jaws showed where
there had been forty-two teeth just
the same as Tony has. If you have
any dealings with horses you look in
the mouth. Here was I finding a fos-
sil horse in an old cliff dwelling. That's
strange too, because today Indians
don't associate with bones. The Nav-
ajos call them chinde. That means
ghost in their language. What I liked
best up there on the mountain was the
way I felt about Tony. I knew he
was back where his ancestors came
from. He knew it too. He had that
feeling of belonging to a place."

The guide looked wistfully into the
dying embers of the campfire. He
sighed and said:

"Sometimes I wish I was a horse."

He moved off into the dark. We
lay down in our bedrolls, quite con-
tent to be together in the great wilder-
ness. In the morning we saw Betata-
kin. That is a Navajo name meaning
Hillside House. On our horses we
approached a reddish sandstone cliff
made all the redder by the comple-
mentary green of the woods at its
base. A shadowed cave in the cliff
yawned wide, roofed by the overhang-
ing ledge. The trail to Hillside House
left the woods to wind around the foot

"of a tallus slope dotted with pinyons.
Just as we climbed to the floor level,
our guide, who overnight had become
the official statistician and exponent
of material facts, pointed to a spring
coming out of the rock. Above it a
pictograph showed a human figure
with upraised arms on each side of

TWENTY-FIVE-YEAR-OLD PHOTOGRAPH SHOWS
A SMALL SHEPHERD BOY TENDING HIS FLOCK

which was a curved line. Next to
this personage some kind of horned
animal had been painted. The guide
said:

"It can't be a mountain sheep be-
cause the horns are not spiraled. May-
be it's an antelope. Now let us view
the old houses. The cave is 450 feet
long and 250 deep."

Hillside House was my idea of a
homesite. Here were what could have
been advertised in cliff dwelling days
as modern improvements: running
water, solar heating, shade and shelter
made by a beautifully colored sand-
stone roof. My desire for a house in
the wilderness increased as I pictured
the possibility of working quietly,
painting murals in my private apart-
ment, weaving perhaps, and studying
trees and flowers of the magic land.

I was brought back from the flight
of fancy by the guide's remark that
we must return to Kayenta. We said

good-by to Hillside House and rode
back down the canyon. The spell of
the country stayed with me. When
the guide told the legend of a spring
in the neighborhood which occasion-
ally gushed forth, showering the rocks
with carved turquoise, I felt that my
mind could absorb no more. I knew
that the desert had claimed me for all
time. There was no turning back on
the turquoise trail. I played with the
thought that man's unconscious mind
goes back to the time when he was
brother to the animals, understanding
them, loving them at the same time
that he ate certain of them for food.
I knew that I had touched early ani-
mistic belief. I knew that our guide
to Betatakin could not help but feel
its influence. To him, Tony the pony
had as much right to a soul as him-
self. In a desert land, living is so
difficult, providing of food so con-
stant an occupation, that man needs
recreation. He finds it in fancy, in
the making of ephemeral sand paint-
ings on the floor of the medicine lodge,
and the dancing of Katchinas in the
pueblo plazas.

It was years later when my husband
and I had moved to the redwood coun-
try of northern California that a pho-
tographer came to our little town. He
had been in Grand Canyon at the time
certain very small ponies were found
there. He photographed the finder and
the ponies on the north bank of the
canyon. Generously, he gave me the
negatives and prints he had made. To
be sure, the ponies were not white,
but they were so small the finder could
hold one in his arms. In that great
Southwest, I agreed that there was no
use asking questions. / / /
—Next installment: "When the Thun-
der and the Snake Are Asleep"

HANDS OF THE SAND PAINTERS - AN
EARLY-DAY PHOTOGRAPH BY MRS. ARMER
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SCATTERED THROUGHOUT THE SOUTHWEST

ARE ANCIENT INDIAN PUEBLOS, CHURCHES AND MODERN HOMES

MADE FROM THE EARTH ITSELF—FROM THE

DESERTLAND'S MOST COMPATIBLE BUILDING MATERIAL: ADOBE

By HENRY P. CHAPMAN

HOW ADOBE BRICKS ARE MADE. AT LEFT, MIXING THE ADOBE; RIGHT: SUN-DRYING THE BRICKS.

LONG BEFORE THE GILDED
breastplates and plumed helmets of
Spanish Captain-Generals flashed in
the Southwestern sun, multi-storied
Indian apartment houses rose out of
the desert to scrape the turquoise
skies.

In 1539, when the exploring
monk Marcos de Niza returned to
Mexico City after his expedition to

"the northern wilderness" (New Mexico), he told thrilling
tales of discovering the legendary Seven Golden Cities of
Cibola. Each of the cities was reputed to be larger than
Seville; each outglowed the cities of the Aztecs in richness
and magnificence. It was later learned that what the good
Fray Marcos had actually seen were Hawikuh, Kyanawa,
Kwakina, Kiakima, Matsaki and Halona—the six sun-
gilded metropolises of the Zuni Indians.

The disappointment in finding cities of mud instead of
gold failed to discourage the march of the conquistadores
into the Southwest. Coronado came first, in 1540, resplen-
dent in chased gold armor and leading over a thousand
soldiers, servants and slaves. Chamuscado followed in
1581, Espejo in 1583, Sosa in 1590, Bonilla and Humana
in 1593, and Don Juan de Onate in 1598.

"Pueblo" was the Spanish word that the first fortune-
hunters applied to the cluster of mud dwellings that made
up an Indian settlement. The parada of conquistadores
who followed in Captain-General Coronado's footsteps
discovered a prodigious distribution of these mud pueblos,
populated by hunters and farmers, in "the wild new Mex-
ico" they had come to tame. They rode upon one thriving
Indian "city" after another: San Felipe, Santo Domingo,
Zia, Jemez, Tesuque, San Udefonso, San Juan, Acoma . . .

These mud metropolises are still in existence; they are still
populated.

In northern New Mexico stood the architectural wonder
of the strange arid land. Mountains of mud were shaped
by Taos Indian hands into "skyscrapers"—four and five-
storied apartment houses. If Coronado's Captain Hernando
de Alvarado, who rode into the Taos Pueblo's plaza in
1540, were to return today he would find it the least
changed of all the pueblos. The 1210 Taosenos living here
today are forbidden the use of natural gas, electricity, a
domestic water system, sanitation facilities and telephones
by their Pueblo Council. Water for drinking and cooking
is hauled in ollas and tin cans from the silver stream that
runs through the village. In many other Rio Grande
pueblos bread is baked in modern electric or gas ranges.
At Taos the baking is done as it has always been done—
in homos, igloo-shaped mud ovens lumped in groups out-
side the mud mansions. This freezing of "progress" stems
from a desire on the Indians' part to cultivate the important
tourist trade.

Indians who built the first mud mansions of the South-
west used the "puddled mud" (or "poured mud" or "pice")
method of construction. Walls were raised by pouring a
layer of puddled mud into forms made out of animal hides.
After the sun dried one layer of mud, another was poured
atop it, and so on until the desired height was reached.

Beneath the New Mexican sun, in Santa Fe, there still
bakes an ancient and excellent specimen of puddled mud
architecture known as "The Oldest House in the United
States." Its exact vintage is plastered in mystery, but it is
believed to be pre-Spanish. During recent restoration work
it was detected—accidently or purposely—that this build-
ing's venerable and anonymous architect employed amaz-
ingly sound engineering principles, among them the "taper-
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ing wall." Walls were made three-feet thick at the base,
lessening to a two-foot thickness at the top.

Mixed into the mud mortar of this old house is a
legend that Montezuma's Aztec chieftains often parleyed
here. During the Pueblo Rebellion of 1680 Indians tried
to destroy all the mud mansions in the Santa Fe area, but
left this building standing. Its puddled mud construction
mutely testified to the fact that the house was built by In-
dians, not in the fashion of the hated Spanish conquerors,
and thus it was saved from destruction.

Casa Grande, 50 miles southeast of Phoenix, is the
only existing example of another method of earth construc-
tion employed by prehistoric Southwestern Indians. Six-
hundred years ago a shifting band of Pueblo Indians peace-
fully settled among the Hohokam (a modern Pima Indian
designation meaning "The Ancient Ones" as applied to
the Indians who tenanted the Gila Valley about the time
of Pompeii's destruction by an eruption of Mt. Vesuvius).

To protect their crops and villages, the Puebloans
raised a 30-foot combination watchtower and apartment
house from which they could spot approaching marauders
10 miles away in all directions. Their building material
was caliche mud, made from nitrate of soda clay found
on the subsurface of the desert floor. Without forms,
moulds or bricks, these Indians piled the putty-like mix-
ture in a two-foot high horizontal strip, allowed it to dry,
then added the next layer. The completed structure was
four-stories high, partitioned into 11 rooms. To this day
the hand swirls made by the builders while plastering the
walls may be seen etched inside the Casa Grande. The
watchtower is now a national monument.

Mansions of mud are indigenous to the arid areas of
the New and Old Worlds alike. Mud architecture extends
from our Southwest through Mexico and Central America
into Peru. It is prevalent in Spain, North Africa and in
the desert countries east of the Mediterranean Sea. It was
the conquering Moors who introduced into Spain during
the Middle Ages a new method of preparing mud for
construction purposes which was later to become wont
in our Southwest.

In 1598, when one of the Hispanic knights, Don Juan
de Onate, established San Gabriel, Nuevo Mejicu's first
Spanish colony, he imbued the Southwestern Indians with
their first knowledge of the Cross, of King Philip II and
of the Moors' adobe—"sun-dried brick."

Upon the site chosen for the first capitol of the new
territory there sprawled poured-mud ruins of part of the
Yunque-Yunque Pueblo on the Rio Grande River. Onate
renamed the populated Indian village on the east bank
San Juan de Los Caballeros. The ruins on the opposite
side were rebuilt as homes and stables for the colonists, and
called San Gabriel. Indian labor was conscripted for the
reconstruction, during which time these people learned the
Spanish-Moor method of building with bricks. They were
shown how to mix straw into the clay mud for added
cohesion. This mixture was poured into moulds and laid
out in the sun to bake into adobes. Some of the San
Gabriel walls were put up in the old poured-mud manner,
but for strength and durability rough stones and rubble
were added as reinforcement. In less than two weeks the
first church in New Mexico was erected.

In 1610, after the failure of San Gabriel, Don Pedro
de Peralta, third governor of New Mexico, chose a site
for the new capital city. He named it La Villa Real de la
Santa Fe de San Francisco de Assisi, and he decreed that
a Palacio Real, "fit for a king," be built. It was—out of a
mixture of straw and mud.

Through the turbulent centuries that aged New Mexico

fe ...
PREHISTORIC CASA GRANDE . . .

. . . TAOS PUEBLO . . .

. . . "MODERN" SANTA FE

into history, the salas of this royal mud mansion served as
headquarters for an assortment of authorities: Spanish
hidalgos, Indian rebel chiefs, Mexican politicos, Confeder-
ate generals and American governors. In one of these mud-
plastered rooms Territorial Governor Lew Wallace penned
the final chapters of his famous novel, Ben Hur. The royal
mud mansion endures to this day as "The Palace of the
Governors," and its three-foot-thick walls guard the South-
western historical treasures of the Museum of New Mexico.
On June 17 a WA cent postage stamp was issued by the
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Post Office Department to commemorate Santa Fe's 350th
anniversary. Featured on the stamp, first of its denomina-
tion, is the ancient mud palace.

Not far from the old capitol and directly across the
narrow calle from The Oldest House stands another sun-
baked Spanish mud mansion—the San Miguel Chapel. Its
adobes still wear scars inflicted during the uprising of 1680.
After failing to breach the mud walls with lances and fire,
the Indians stabbed fire-tipped poles into the protruding
wooden vigas supporting the heavy foot-thick dirt roof.
An hour later the roof caved in. The smoke-stained walls
of adobe, which had echoed the Te Deum of monk chor-
uses from the first days of Santa Fe, stood as silent as
shrines for 12 years. Then came General Don Diego de
Vargas' peaceful reconquest of the Adobe City and repairs
were begun on the church. Tradition insists that General
de Vargas is buried beneath the sanctuary, but there is no
substantiating evidence.

The capital city of New Mexico was plastered with the
names "Adobe Town" and "Mud City" by American
trappers and traders who pioneered commerce with the
then Mexican villa in the early 1800s. "Folks hereabouts
live inside piles of mud," accounted a mountain man from

. % »•*' mfr> r w ^ v ^ : ••••"v. ' •••

THE RUINS OF FORT UNION . . .

^

. . . CRISTO REY CHURCH IS OF RECENT CONSTRUCTION

Kentucky. In Commerce of the Prairies Josiah Gregg con-
fesses mistaking Adobe Town's mud architecture for brick-
kilns scattered over the countryside, until a friend informed
him that: "It is true those are heaps of unburnt bricks,
nevertheless they are houses—-this is the city of Santa Fe."

An imposing tribute to building with mud is the historic
"Queen of the Desert" which reigns over the cactus king-
dom of southern Arizona. Guided by Franciscan padres,
the Pima, Papago and Sobaipuri Indian builders of the
San Jose de Tumacacori Mission, went a step further in
preparing some of their mud bricks. They baked them
under extreme heat inside kilns. The result was a red
brick, much harder than the sun-dried ones. These burnt
(or fired) adobe bricks were used for greater strength and
endurance in such sections as the exposed tops of walls
and the bell tower. Enough bricks, both fired and sun-
baked, went into the building of this mission to form a
stack three feet high, three feet wide and a mile long.
Secularization of the mission by Mexico kept the queenly
mud mansion of the desert from being completed.

Today new mud mansions rise in the vicinity of the
Southwest's ancient mud mansions. Only 20 years ago—
four centuries after Coronado's entrada into New Mexico
—the Cristo Rey Church was built on Canyon Road in
Santa Fe. Into this job went 15,000,000 pounds of mud.

Not too long ago the least expensive item on a South-
western home-builder's list were adobes at $15 per thou-
sand. Today the going price is five times fifteen. Paying
$75 for every thousand mud bricks needed for an adobe
casa is enough to make many budget-minded builders for-
sake adobes for the less romantic commercial cinder blocks.
Some people beat the high price by making the adobes
themselves.

Southwestern paisanos who can determine the quality
of soils by gritting them between their fingers, snort at the
popular belief that the more clay in the soil the better the
adobes. Through their graying mustaches they will tell
you that too much clay will result in adobes that shrink
and crack. Too much sand will make adobes crumble. In
many areas of the Southwest, Mother Nature has already
mixed the soil in proper proportions of quartz sand and
clay for superior adobe material. Where such a ready-mix
is not available, sand and clay are brought together and
blended into a satisfactory mixture.

Mud for the adobes is prepared in a hole about three
feet wide and twice as deep. After an all-night soaking
which allows the water to thoroughly saturate the mixture,
straw is kneaded into the mud. Old-timers can recall when
corn husks and horse manure were used instead of straw.

Forming the adobes comes next. The mud mixture is
poured into a wooden form which shapes four bricks, each
14 inches long, 10 inches wide, 2>Vi inches deep. After the
form is lifted, the bricks are left undisturbed to dry in the
sun for several days. When sufficiently dried for handling,
the adobes are loosely ricked on edge, three or four high,
and left to the sun and wind for further drying and curing.
Like vino, adobes improve with age. When ready for build-
ing, the same mud mixture used for forming the adobes is
prepared for the mortar.

Old Fort Union, the largest U.S. Army fortification
of the Southwestern frontier during the third quarter of the
1800s, was built with adobes prepared in the manner de-
scribed above. But, it was at Fort Union that adobe walls
were first topped with burned-brick copings in New Mexico
Territory, a practice which led to the "Territorial" type
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ot architecture which today vies with the "Pueblo" style American adobe architecture mingles as harmoniously
for popularity in Santa Fe. The ruins of Fort Union re- as its peoples. From New Mexico to California pueblos
cently became New Mexico's ninth national monument, and royal palaces, mission churches and kivas, forts and

The Southwest is strewn with mud mansions hand- museums, stagecoach stations and office buildings, cantinas
built by four cultures. Indian, Spanish, Mexican and and modern homes stand side by side. / / /

The Old
Mirage-Salesman

has these comments
on the subject of

CJ If built right a one-story adobe
house is fireproof. It's earthquake-
proof, dustproof, soundproof, heat-
and cold-proof, rat- and termite-proof,
bulletproof—and almost proof against
bad design. This is due to the thick-
ness of the walls, and danged if these
walls don't take on more character as
they age.

<J The government has put out some
silly pamphlets on adobe construction,
not worth sending for. Many other
people have wrong ideas about adobe.
A big oil company is making "super"
adobe bricks that will "last longer."

<I Last longer than what? Good old-
time well-made common adobe brick
(if well-roofed) is good for about 300
or 400 years. Why spend money with
the big oil company to get a brick that
will last 500 years?

<][ It is said that if Mexicans sing as

ADOBE

Before launching his unique "Desert Rat
Scrapbook" ("the only newspaper you can
open in the wind"), Harry Oliver was for
many years one of Hollywood's leading art
directors. He created the sets for such mem-
orable motion pictures as the first "Ben Hur,"
"Good Earth," "Viva Villa," and "Seventh
Heaven."

"Studying building materials and methods
was my job," he writes, "and of all the styles
I ran across, adobe fascinated me most. I
built four homes—including Old Fort Oliver
—out of adobe." Oliver's "fort" is located
in Thousand Palms, Calif.

they make adobes for a new home, the
home will always be a happy one.

IJ Nine out of 10 adobe houses are
never completed. The reason is that
constructing with this free building ma-
terial is not only hard work, it is lots
of hard work. To build an adobe
house you must move tons and tons
of material.

<J So, when you plan your layout don't
start by building a place for your car,
or a chicken-coop to see how things
will go. Start right off with the living
room. Make it a large room with a
big fireplace on one wall. On the two
walls flanking the fireplace, build open
arches. These will lead to the bed-
rooms and kitchen when you get
around to building them. In the mean-
time, you can board up the arches.
With your living room finished you
have a place to sit when it's hot and
a place easily kept warm when it's
cold. And if you get tired of building
with adobe (and you will), you can
add rooms made of wood on either
side of your living room. But, the
adobe living room makes your house
a genuine adobe.

C| If the soil is not right for adobe
bricks, don't make the bricks some-
where else and then haul them back
to the building site—haul in the raw
materials, the clay and the gravel.
Always make the bricks near where
you want to use them.
C| Clay, mud, adobe—call it what you
will, but it must have gravel mixed
into it to make good adobe brick. Use
about a third mud and two-thirds
gravel. This will make a strong brick.
Putting straw in bricks can only help
if there is to be a lot of handling. In
one year the straw dry-rots, and you
have nice tunnels through your walls
for the bugs.
<J If you want to use water-proofing
on the outside walls, okay. But, in-
side walls should be of plain adobe,
especially if the house is in the Cali-
fornia earthquake belt. Plain adobes
take the shock better. The harder,
more brittle oil bricks can't take it.
Witness the Brawley City Hall.

<| Which brings to mind an earth-
quake yarn. During a severe tremor
in a certain desert town, the city hall
took a bad jolt and the members of the
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city council, then in session, left in a
hurry. The clerk, a man of rules and
regulations, wanted the minutes of the
meeting to read legal. It took some
thought, but finally he put down: "On
motion of the city hall the council
adjourned."
<J I once built a house with "Daily
Dozens"—12 adobe bricks made each
day before breakfast. Many an old-
timer has told me that he is 70-years-
young or 75-years-young because he
had always chopped the day's supply
of firewood before breakfast.

<J The frame for adobe bricks should
be made out of 1x4 lumber. Regula-
tion brick size is 12x18x4 inches.

tj In September, 1887, fire destroyed
the greater part of Calico, California,
in less than an hour. When rebuild-
ing time came (and it came quick—
before the ashes were cool), the pion-
eers agreed that at least every fourth
structure would have to be built of
adobe—this to prevent a repeat of
the disaster.
<J I got John Hilton, the artist, inter-

ested in building with adobe back in
the '30s when John was situated across
the highway from Valerie Jean Date
Shop near Salton Sea.

CJ "John," I told him, "you should
build something out of adobe. I know
you express yourself with paint and
in writing and that guitar of yours, but
you don't know real self-expression
until you build with adobe. Laying
adobe bricks is good for the soul."

^ Here's what John wrote later:

"I discovered that Harry was so
very right about expressing oneself!
Why the first time a huge adobe brick
broke while I was hoisting it in place
and each half landed on one of my
feet, I expressed myself in a manner
that brings a glow of pride to me even
now.

"Then there was the time a big
blob of fresh mud dropped and plug-
ged my pipe and left ear while I was
stooping to pick up another brick, and
the days when I battled gnats with
mud-covered hands until I looked like

a bargain counter Al Jolson, and the
time I climbed hurriedly down the lad-
der and shook hands vigorously with
an old friend before she could protest.
You should have heard her express
herself!

"Then there was the afternoon when
I slipped on a gob of wet mud and
landed on my cement floor with a 60-
pound brick in my lap. And the other
time—but, why should I go on? There
is positively nothing on earth like
building with adobe to make one ex-
press himself."

CJ The Mexican builds an adobe house
because he wants a house. The Ameri-
can builds an adobe house because he
wants an adobe house. These places
have all the romance, color and simple
good taste of the early California pas-
toral homes. They give us that solid
and fine something to tie to. A child
born in an adobe home will always
have something to boast of.

f§ An adobe house puts you at ease.
To live in one automatically makes
you an aristocrat. / / /

Desert Quiz How much do you
know about the
Great American

Desert? Here's a quick way to find out.
If you get 12 or less correct answers,
you're a tenderfoot; 13 to 16 right an-
swers rates a One-Who-Savvys-The-Des-
ert rating; 17 or better and you can tell
your friends you are a Desert Rat. An-
swers are on page 3 1.

1. The parasite plant, "Desert Mistle-
toe," never grows on one of the
following trees: Joshua Tree
Palo Verde- . Mesquite Iron-
wood ,..

2. The Mohs' Scale is used in measur-
ing the: Purity of gold _.. Age of
carbon Velocity of a river . .
Relative hardness of minerals .

3. According to legend, he who drinks
from the Hassayampa River of Ari-
zona will: Never tell the truth
again Never be thirsty again
Return to Arizona Adopt the
ways of an Indian .....

4. Hoover Dam was erected primarily
to: Generate electricity Provide
irrigation waters for the Imperial
Valley Control the flood waters
of the Colorado Provide drink-
ing water for Los Angeles

5. Holacantha emoryi, so-called Cruci-
fixion Plant, is most often found
growing: Around brackish springs

On high desert peaks- . In the
dunes On the floor of dry lakes

6. "Chaparral Cock" is one of the
many common names given to the:
Roadrunner..... Cactus Wren... Elf
Owl..... Gila Monster

7. Billy the Kid's reputation was large-
ly established in the: Bisbee Massa-
cre.. . Tombstone Bank Robbery ....
Lincoln County War..... O.K. Cor-
ral Gunfight—..

8. Ancestral home of the Acoma

tribesmen of New Mexico is thought
to be the: Blue Mesa... High
Mesa Red Mesa Enchanted
Mesa....

9. Correct spelling of one of the most
common plants on the Low Desert
is: Ocatillo__. Ocotillo Oca-
tilla . Ocotilla ....

10. Lorenzo Hubbell was a: Mission-
ary .. Governor of Utah Indian
trader.. .. Miner .

11. Color of the Nolina blossom is:
Red . White . Blue.... Orange...

12. The famous Goosenecks are on the:
Gila River.... San Juan River
Rio Grande..... Furnace Creek.....

13. Largest city visible from Nevada's
Charleston Peak is: Carson City
Reno . Humboldt.... Las Vegas

14. Traveling west on U.S. 66, the first
California city you would come to
is: Needles Blythe .... Barstow
El Centro

15. Mexico achieved its independence
from Spain in: 1801. . 1821
1841 . . 1861

16. Western history honors John Charles
Fremont as the: Law-Giver Path-
finder Discoverer Desert Scout

17. The common occupation of Gay
Staveley. Harry Aleson and Art
Greene is: Writer __. River Guide

Archeologist Artist
18. In mining parlance, an excavation

for the extraction of ore is known
as a: Sluice Stope Vein...
Funnel .....

19. The field of science concerned with
deserts is known as: Penology ....
Aridology Anthropology Er-
emology

20. The big discovery that led to the
Rhyolite, Nevada, boom, was the
mine known as: Bullfrog .... Copper
Queen.... United Verde Lost
Dutchman

POEM OF THE MONTH

the potter
By

EDNA S. SMITH
San Jose, California

Up and down,
the sandalled foot

Turns the potter's wheel;
While ageless hands

with dextrous art,
Press and

shape and feel.

A bulge in here,
a dent in there,

As spinning wheel
turns round;

And from the
shapeless mass, in time,

Springs beauty
from the ground.

Into the kiln
to smooth and purge,

Is placed the shapen bowl;
And it comes out

in fiery glow,
A part of potter's soul.
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