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ever they were!

Publisher’s Notes . . .

Thousands of new readers will be infroduced to Desert
Magazine this month, thanks to the generosity of subscription
donors who are using Desert as a gift idea.

This business of sending magazine subscriptions as Christ-
mas, birthday and anniversary gifts is growing rapidly. And
there’s no “payola” tinge connected with a remembrance that
is as thoughtful as a subscription to a quality magazine.
£

The year of 1960 will be a federal census year.
show amazing population growth throughout the Southwest.
Areas that were open sweeps of cactus-studded plain will soon
be teeming cities. As water becomes available, vast valleylands,
once suitable only for grazing, are being converted to intense
agricultural use, The pressure of population in America has
forced the “discovery” of the desert country as an increasingly
attractive place of residence and commerce.

It will be Desert Magazine's job to record some of the
changes being wrought on the face of the Southwest, though,
frankly, we long for the “good old days,” whenever and what-

i

It will

One of the changes for the better—in recent years—has
been the Arizona-Sonora Desert Museum near Tucson.
fine museum-zoo recognizes the vast changes ahead, the prob-
lems and heartaches that go with a burgeoning population
picture. Instead of bemoaning the desert’s “fate,” the museum
is teaching its visitors an appreciation of the desertland, an

This

understanding of the delicate balance of animal and plant life
that exists in the arid portions of the Southwest—educating
for conservation of our natural resources.

A three-part feature in this issue of Desert tells of the
Arizona-Sonora Desert Museum’s commendable efforts to keep
up with the changing Southwest.

gt £ s

Following distribution of our November issue, many read-
ers wrote us, asking if reprints of the John Hilton paintings
which appeared on the covers were available. At the present
time no reprints have been made, but we hope, after a few
more paintings have appeared on our covers, to make up a
portfolio of selected reprints, suitable for framing and devoid
of lettering. This project will be sometime hence, however.

The next artist to appear on Desert's cover will be Fremont
Ellis of Santa Fe, New Mexico. One of his Monument Valley
paintings will be the subject of our March front cover.

B & *

New readers who want to travel through more of Desert's
pages than they might find available on a month-to-month
basis should examine the back-issue notice that appears on the
opposite page. Last year almost 8000 back-copies of Desert
were purchased by members of the Deserr Magazine family.

* ¥ ¥

A happy, healthy, prosperous and pleasant New Year to
you all—

CHUCK SHELTON
Publisher
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LEETERS

... FROM OUR READERS - -.

Praise for Jaeger . . .
Desert:

Edmund Jaeger’'s nature study articles
are tremendously worthwhile. But, T cannot
remember anything that went right to the
heart as much as did his “Creosote Bush”
in the November issue. My memory went
back to the days when we used to explore
the desert between Whitewater, Calif., and
Yuma, Ariz.—before there was a paved
highway through that country. I recalled
the corduroy roads, the sign at Fig Tree
John's: “No water ahead for 40 miles.”

C. M. GOETHE

Sacramento, Calif.

MEW . . . NEW . . . NEW

TERRY'’S
1960 CATALOG

BIGGER AND BETTER

Unusual mountings and findings. Good selec-
tion of jewelers’ tools, eguipment, supplies,
silver, books, cut stones, eftc. Top quality

merchandize at regscnable prices.

SEND 50c TODAY FOR YOUR COPY
Money refunded on first $5.00 order

TERRY'S LAPIDARY

3616 E. GAGE AVE. BELL, CALIF.

Pick up . . .

COACH CAMPER

Fits any pick up.
Compact, efficient.
Sleeps 5 to 7
GALLEY . ..

6' 1" HEADROOM
PRICED FROM $895

Write Dept D for Brochure

Vagqa Bowdia

25323 5. NORMANDIE AVE.
HARBOR CITY, CALIF.

Cash for Contributions

$15: Photo of the Month

Photos should be black and white, 5x7
or larger, and of a Desert Southwest
subject. For non-winning pictures ac-
cepted for publication, $3 each will

be paid. Address: Phote Contest.

$5: Poem of the Month

Poems must be original, previously un-
published and not more than 24 lines
in length. Only desert subjects con-
sidered. Address: Poetry Contest.

EE

Conftributions cannot be acknowledged
or returned unless postage enclosed.

Mail to:

DESERT MAGAZINE

Palm Desert, Calif.

An Old-Timer Remembers . . .

Desert:
It was with a great deal of interest that
I read Harrison Doyle’s story of early
Needles, Calif., in the November Desert
Magazine. Needles was my “hometown”
when T was a young man (I first arrived
in 1886). Doyle’s father was well known
to me, as was the girl, Hazel. T barely
knew the boy, Harrison, he being so much
younger than I. But, he tells a very good
story, indeed. of life in Needles in those
days, and I shall look forward eagerly for
the third installment of his reminiscence.
CHARLES BATTYE
San Bernardino, Calif.

Forthright Eyeview . . .

Desert:

Harrison Doyle's “Boy’s Eyeview” series
is terrific. The stories are forthright, unem-
broidered and nonmoralizing. 1 hope for
many more of them. Doyle is a wonderful
reporter.

MRS. B. ROUTH BRADLEY
Salt Lake City
(Dovle’s third and concluding “Boy's
Eveview” appears on page 18.—FEd.)

Fresh Bread Aroma . ..
Desert:
Ruth Westphal's “Homestead Christmas

—1880" in the Christmas issue of Desert |

Magazine captured our fancy. But Mrs.
Westphal forgot to add the fascinating and
tantalizing aroma of sour dough bread bak-
ing in Grandmother’s wood-burning stove
or cooling off on the table under a clean

dish towel.
VERA L. AUSTIN
Burbank, Calif.

Christmas Spirit . . .

Desert:

The color insert in the December issue
was beautiful, and the captions of Biblical
gquotations most appropriate. Are copies of

this insert available?
MEL YOUNG
Phoenix

(The special inserti—along with a mailing
envelope—can he purchased for 25¢c each.
Orders should be sent to: Desert Maga-
zine, Palm Desert, Calif —Ed.)

LAPIDARY DISPLAY AT
DESERT MAGAZINE

George Ashley's award-winning lapidary
work will be placed on display during the
month of January at the admission-free
Desert Magazine Art Gallery in Palm Des-
ert, Calif. Ashley, owner of a rare kunzite
mine in Pala. Calif., will show bowls and
vases he carved from a variety of gem ma-
terials, including chrysocolla, jade, agate,
petrified wood. variscite, malachite, ame-
thyst and jasper.

These pieces have been exhibited in major
gem shows, winning for their creator many
awards, including the Parser Trophy for
outstanding lapidary achievement at the
National Gem Show at Denver in 1957.

PICK-UP
CAMPERS

!s your step bumper
too high?

ADD A STEP

FOR CONVENIENCE
AND SAFETY

- $895

IN CONT.
u.5.A,

INSTALLATION IS SIMPLE

® Easy to use

® No parts to lose

e No bolts or fasteners

® Holds flat—easy to store
Just.drill two %" holes in your
rear step type bumper
according to instructions.

ADD Mid. by

= ASIEP

P.O. BOX 932

SAN FERNANDO, CALIFORNIA
ORDER DIRECT FROM FACTORY

CALIFORNIA RESIDENTS ADD

4%, SALES TAX.

¢l HIDDEN TREASURES <

GOLD, SILVER, PRECIOUS METALS with the Famous Model
27 Metal Detactor, Lightweight, ultra-sensitive, low

cost, None finer, Also GEIGER COUNTERS for uranium ~2,
and the VIOLITE for tungsten. INFORMATION FREE _~

BUY Dm “*Supenor’’

INSTRUMENTS
Often Copied — Never Excelled

Metal Detectors

More accurate, it's the first metal detector
designed specifically for detecting placer
gold, nuggets, and other small metal ob-
jects, Depth range 7 feet—comes complete,
ready to use.

MODEL 27—instructions included.. ... $119.95
MODEL 711—with 21 ft. depth range $138.50

Lakewood Chemical Kit

The Lakewood Chemical Kit can be used in
connection with all the principal texts on
minerals such as Dana, Pough, 0. C. Smith,
Pennfield, Duke’s Course, and many others,
The Lakewood Chemical Kit, because of
the acids it contains, is not recommended
for persons under 18 vyears old. Priced
$36.00 Express only.

SEND FOR FREE LITERATURE

com/z.f:on cf\joc[c' 550/3

1405 S. Long Beach Bivd., Compton, Calif.
NEwmark 2-9096

South of Compton Blvd.
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SPORT KING
COACH Sleeps 6

| NEW
‘ 10 Bunk -over-Cab Model

Here is the KING of ALL pickup coaches!
| Every deluxe feature for travel and living . . .
ideal for hunfers and sportsmen . . . made to
fit all pickups . . ., 8, 9, and 10" models.
Constructed from heavy gouge oluminum with
beautiful decorater birch paneled interior. De-
signed with all trailer facilities, the SPORT
KING COACH is sway-proof and insulated for
top comfort. Your best bet for travel fun.
NMOW available in your chalce of 8, 9/, and 10’
models, the “"BUNK-OVER-CAB’ models feature
front style kitchen, refrigerator, sink, butane
stove, large wardrobes, under seat sterage,
dinette or twin beds, bunk-over-cab, all ap-
peintments, 12 gallon water tank ond pump,
interior lights and many other features.
Write today for free brochure—and be sure
and ask about the King originated travel
caravans.

SPORT KING TRAILER SALES, INC,
437 E. CARSON ST. — TORRANCE 49, CALIF,

SPORT KING COACHES, INC.
148 CALDWELL BLVD. — NAMPA, IDAHO

| Of Special 1nterest

| M SUBSCRIBERS

(Old Subscribers, Too!)
Our Attractive Loose-leaf

BINDERS

provide a permanent and
practical way to keep
your copies of

" uﬂl'.n e

Binders are gold embossed Spanish
PhOtO Of the Month grain imitation leather, and contain

space for 12 magazines easily inserted.

7] i
; ; ¥
Hikers pause in Muav Cave in the Lower Grand $2.!)“
Cenyon to inspect at long range an eroded'but— MAILED POSTPAID
tress on the other side of the Colorado River.
Photo is by Hulbert Burroughs. || Order today from:

Desert Magazine

PALM DESERT. CALIF.

(see preceding page for photo of the month contest rules)

JANUARY, 1960 5



™ [INIOUE 200
. UNIQUE MUSEUM
--and all desert

Visitors to the Arizona-
Sonora Desert Museum
in the saguaro-studded
foothills of Tucson

gain knowledge and
understanding of an
interesting, arid zone

-\
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By CHARLES E. SHELTON

o
I
L

ENTRANCE TO THE MUSEUM GROUNDS 4

A “NEW AND ENJOYABLE EXPERIENCE"—SEEING ANIMALS GRAPHIC DISPLAYS ARE KEYNOTE TO UNDERSTANDING MU-
IN NATURAL UNDERGROUND SURROUNDINGS—IS AFFORDED SEUM’S EDUCATIONAL EXHIBITS. BY PUSHING BUTTONS AT
BY MUSEUM'S TUNNEL EXHIBIT, ENTRANCE, SHOWN BELOW, VARIOUS STATIONS, VISITORS MAY HEAR PRE-RECORDED
LEADS DOWN RAMP TO SPECIALLY-LIGHTED VIEWING AREA, O O MESSAGES ON SOIL AND WATER CONSERVATION TOPICS.

- ey peTEr—— -
. ' Lt
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KIT FOX, FURTIVE creature of the desertland,
A wakened in its ‘cool underground den, opened its

sleepy eyes and gazed at a matronly lady from Ohio
who was standing quietly fascinated a few inches from the
fox’s nose.

A couple of paces from this scene some rattlesnakes,
seeking escape from the sun’s searing rays, crawled into
their cave, coiling to rest near the pointed fingertip of a
man from Colorado who explained to his wife, “They’ve
come down here into the tunnel where it’s cool; they can’t
take too much heat.”

The tunnel he was referring to is one of several unusual
features of Tucson’s Arizona-Sonora Desert Museum, a
museum-zoo that is unique in its field. After wandering
over much of the museum’s grounds I was convinced that
it is one of the best planned desert research centers in the
world. Yet, I'm still not sure whether the place is a
museum or a zoo or a Nature preserve—or all three. Or
more.

Let’s look at the tunnel as an example of the unusual.
It is a subway 14 feet deep, covered with native rock and
crowned with cactus. On each side of the 175-foot cavern
are glass-fronted dens and caves where a dozen different
desert animals spend their days. At night they can climb
into outdoor cages. Some of the subterranean cubicles are
occupied by ant colonies, others by spreading roots of
growing plants.

In the tunnel, the only one of its kind when it was first
built, human beings comfortably walk down a ramp to
examine—only a glass-pane away—the basement behavior
of a badger in his dug-out, sleeping bats, prairic dogs,
snakes, skunks, ring-tail cats and other denizens that are
seldom seen by man because of their nocturnal habits.

William H. Carr, founder and director-emeritus of the
Arizona-Sonora Desert Museum, described the stirrings
that led to the creation of the Tunnel Exposition: “I had
been connected with the museum since its inception and
was familiar with the frequent question: ‘Why don’t we
see more animals here? [sn’t this supposed to be a zoo
or wildlife area?” It would be a hot summer day. I'd
explain that desert animals usually go underground to es-
cape the heat of day. Then there would follow a remark:
‘I guess we are here at the wrong time of the day,” or
‘Wouldn’t it be interesting to be able to look underground
and see how they live down there?’ ”

So the Arizona-Sonora Desert Museum designed and
built the novel tunnel which is today one of the special
features of this interesting desert educational center. An-
other unique program sponsored by the museum is “Water
Street,” a quarter-million dollar outdoor exhibit that tells
in graphic and understandable mechanics why water con-
servation in the arid areas of the Southwest is so important.

The purpose of Water Street is to educate. By pushing
a button the casual visitor can learn, through an ingenious
measuring device, the destructive power of a drop of rain
falling on denuded soil. The visitor, too, can watch a dozen
or more other machines that gauge the percolating qualities
of various soils, measure evaporation, transpiration, or
watch capillary action at work. It is an unthinking person
who is not impressed as to the importance of conservation
of precipitation after spending an hour pushing buttons,
listening to brief recorded lectures, and reading descriptive
signs along Water Street.

Another special feature of the Arizona-Sonora Desert
Museum is its famed Wildlife Blind where photographers
gather at night to film the desert animals that come to the
nearby waterhole. Use of the blind, with its strobonar

MUSEUM GROUNDS ARE SET IN SPECTACULAR SAGUARO FOREST D

JANUARY, 1960

lights, is available to dues-paying members of the museum.

Special, too, is the setting of the Arizona-Sonora Desert
Museum. It sits on the saguaro-studded slopes of the
Tucson Mountains, 15 miles west of Tucson. When I
visited the museum recently huge clouds filled the sky,
their shadows falling on palo verdes golden with bloom.
From the porch of the museum’s main exhibit building I
could look across the far-sweeping Avra Valley, across
Papago Indian country, and to the dark blue mountains of
Mexico, some 60 miles away.

It is appropriate that the eye can travel from the mu-
seum’s porch to the peaks of Mexico, for the museum-zoo
is an international project, covering the entire Sonoran
Desert, part of which lies in Arizona and part in the
Mexican state of Sonora.

William Woodin, Director, explains: “This inter-

national aspect of our muscum is another unique thing
about us. Real and friendly cooperation has been carried
on between American and Mexican governmental agencies
for the past seven years, though there is nothing official
about our international relationship.

“Many of the plants and animals and birds here have




been collected by Mexican friends. Their naturalists share
our interest in the Sonoran Desert project.”

Growing in popularity each year, the museum-zoo-con-
servation project is not tax-supported, but meets its budget
from the contributions of some 1200 members and from
the reasonable admission fees. Last year 196,000 visitors
wandered along the exhibition hallways, through the tun-
nel, down Water Street, and along the carefully landscaped
pathways bordered with native Sonoran plants.

In describing the wide appeal that the Arizona-Sonora
Desert Museum has, Mr. Woodin told me: “Recently we
checked on the license plates of cars parked in our lots
and found 44 states represented during one day of opera-
tion. We have two peak periods as far as visitors are con-
cerned: one in the winter from January through March
and the other during the summer vacation months of July
and August.”

The museum not only preaches the doctrine of educat-
ing the younger generation, but practices its beliefs. Special
appeals are made to schools in Arizona to send their
classes to the museum grounds, and last year more than
12,000 Arizona voungsters did just that.

More than inviting students to the “campus,” the
museum literally goes to school itself—another unusual
Arizona-Sonora Desert Museum project. Each year it
sends a station wagon, appropriately named the “Desert
Ark.” traveling throughout Arizona, loaded with a dozen
desert animals and Hal Gras, director of the troupe. (Sce
next page for a picture report on the Desert Ark project.)

Woodin hopes that the Arizona-Sonora Desert Museum
can someday become a center of research and Nature
study for the North American desert areas. “We hope that
our facilities can be made available as a study center for
all scientists interested in desert projects. But we also plan
to remain an outdoor museum that has wide appeal for the
average visitor. Our main object will always be to educate
for conservation,"—END

-
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“GEORGE MOUNTAINLION” IS ARIZONA-SONORA MUSEUM'S MASCOT
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HUMAN VISITORS ARE WELCOME IN BIRD COMPOUND FOR VIEW
OF MANY SPECIES. TURKEY VULTURE, ABOVE, IS NATIVE OF WEST.

The Arizona-Sonora Desert Museum's activi-
ties are not confined to the institution’s
grounds. For a report on the Museum'’s
"traveling zoo,” see the following pages.

WATER STREET TEACHES THE LESSON OF DESERT'S CONSERVATFDI-NI NEEDS

DESERT MAGAZINE



THE DESERT ARK

- : RIDDELI FALINE, WHITETAIL FAWN, RECEIVES THE GENTLE
Photographs by BOB and MARGE RIDDELL < ATTENTION OF A GROUP OF SCHOOL CHILDREN

Hal Gras is public relations director of the Arizona-Sonora Desert Mu-
seum. Part of his job involves the care;, conditioning and exhibiting of the
Desert Ark's wild animal troupe. He takes his animals to three Tucson
television appearances weekly, and to the Museum each Sunday afterncon.
In addition, Hal appears in about 200 school pregrams a year.

In their work, Hal and Natie Gras do not consider the wild animals as
being "tamed.” They are "conditioned’ through love, respest and gentle
care and handling. They accustom the animals to being firmly but gently

handled. Once a wild animal loses respect for @ human, it is no lenger [
trustworthy. Hal is convinced that his success with the Ark's star performers onhnued
is due to the many hours of loving care Natie gives them at the Nursery.

JANUARY, 1960 9



The Desert Ak

(continued from preceding page)

Upper Left: Hal Gras feeds marsh-
mallow to the Desert Ark's pet skunk

Left: Natie Gras gives a bam owl
named "No-No' tidbit of fresh meat

Lower Left: Jean Gras, 13, gently
handles a baby bird. In time Ark's
wild birds become tame as canaries.

THE

ESERT ARK

(A1 ZONA-SONORA

JERT MUSEUM

fUCSCN, AR | ZONA

» ’
T o
Pl =

Upper Right: "Diablo,” two-week-cld
bobeat, gets milk from eyedropper.
Towel protects against sharp claws.

Opposite page: 5-month-old mountain
lion shows off for Nursery wvisitors

Lower Right: "B-B,” the busy badger
prepares to visit a nearby schoo)



Arizona-Sonora Desert Awk . . .

(continued from preceding page)

Studying the great Sonoran Desert’s animal life is an enjoyable part of the Museum's varied
program, as the photo above shows—but only a part. Sharing the stage with the Desert Ark,
Woater Street, Tunnel Exposition, Aquarium and Museum Zoo is an arboretum of Sonoran
plantlife, for the Museum is located in a vast and landscaped garden. “Cactus John” Haag
of Tucson tends these bizarre plantings. His story appears on the following pages.

JANUARY, 1960 11



1 R. HAAG?” 1 in-

M quired as 1 came

along the path and

stopped a few feet from

where a man was bending
over a cactus plant.

It was mid-morning and
the summer sun beat down on Tucson
with relentless vigor. But the man
didn’t notice the heat — or me. I
watched while, with bare hands, he
took a piece of cactus that had broken
off a main stem and gently nuzzled it
into the sandy earth until it stood
alone. Then he straightened up, nod-
ding contentedly.

“Mr. Haag?” 1 repeated.

This time he heard. He turned and
in a soft voice with just the hint of a
German accent, said, “Everybody
calls me Cactus John.” Then he
smiled, held out his hand and I knew
we would be friends.

“I've come,” 1 explained, “hoping
you’ll show me your fabulous garden.
I've been told it’s the most magnificent
cactus collection in Arizona.”

His smile broadened and he waved
his hand to indicate a half acre of
planting, “I've got almost two thou-
sand specimens here.”

As 1 looked around I saw many
desert friends — saguaro,” ocotillo,
prickly pear and others, but there were
hundreds of strangers, too. It was an
impressive sight.

“How did you ever acquire so many
in the three years you've lived here?”

“I brought a thousand of them with
me from Minnesota.”

It was my turn to smile. “Isn’t that
sort of like bringing ‘coals to New-
castle’?”

“No indeed!” Cactus John grew
serious. “This garden represents the
entire cactus and succulent world. 1
have plants from Mexico, Central
America and as far away as Chile.
Only a small percent are native to the
Southwest.”

“No wonder you won the Gold
Medal Certificate at the International
Flower Show in New York with your
cacti display. Or,” T looked at him
questioningly, “should I say, cactuses?”

As I spoke I studied my host. He
wasn’t tall, he wasn’t stout, he wasn’t
young. On the other hand he wasn’t
short, nor thin, nor old. “Just a very
nice average person,” I thought.
Which only proved how little T knew
Cactus John.

_His answer showed that quality of
kindliness which is such an inherent
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JOHN

part of the man.
“I always try to
say ‘cactus
plants’. It avoids
trouble.”

As we slowly
wandered
through the fan-
tastic,fascinating
world of Cacta-
ceae its owner told me a little about
himself.

“l was born in Norwood, Minne-
sota in 1907,” he started. Then inter-
rupted his story, “Be careful!l Don’t
brush against that Spachinaus. It'll
hurt!” He looked at it and frowned.
“It’s too near the walk. I suppose I
should move it. But I hate to—it’s
doing so well.”

I watched his expression change as
he studied the tall, spiky plant that
resembles an Organ Pipe. His frown
faded and his face lighted with some-
thing deeper than pride. T decided it
was love.

John Haag’s background is Ger-
man. It was while reading his grand-
father’s German botanical books that,
as a boy of twelve, he first learned of
cactus.

“In those days nobody was inter-
ested in them in our part of the
country,” he continued. “I did buy
a few of the common varieties at the
5 & 10c storc, but they died. I gave
them too much water.”

“You started your career as a bot-
anist early, didn’t you?”

John Haag laughed. “Maybe I
shouldn’t tell—but I flunked botany
in high school.”

Eventually
he moved to
St. Paul and
there, with the
public library,
University and
other facilities close at
hand, John was able to
continue his studies. By
1930, when he had
courted and married at-

HAAG

By PHYLLIS W. HEALD

A LOVE
FOR PLANTS

tractive Clara Kunz, his interest in
cactus and succulents had become a
consuming hobby and he had the foun-
dation of his comprehensive collection.

It was unquestionably wise of John
Haag to take up electrical engineering
as a profession and keep botany for
a pastime pleasure to enjoy with his
wife in vacation hours. Thus he re-
mained free to pursue the subject in
his own way. Clara loved the world
of Nature too, and joined enthusiastic-
ally in his special hobby. Much of his
early success with cactus growing,
grafting and experimenta-
tion is due to her.

In 1937 Clara and John
joined the Cactus and Suc-
culent Society of America
and became life members.
They never missed the bi-
annual conventions and
were enthusiastic promot-
ers of these affairs. One
Christmas they sent piggy-banks to a
hundred cactus-minded friends with
the usual message of seasonal greetings
plus a P.S.—“Feed the Piggy for next
year's Convention.”

The cactus collection soon outgrew
their home on Stryker Street in West
St. Paul so John built a special glass
house for it. Here he accumulated
the greatest variety of cactuses east
of the Rockies with the exception of
the famous Missouri Botanical Gar-
dens of St. Louis. His greenhouse
became officially known as the CAC-
TUS AND SUCCULENT CONSER-
VATORY — succulents being “water
storing plants.” It was always open
to the public, there was no admission
charge and nothing was ever sold, al-
though many plants were given away.
The Haag Conservatory became part
of the experimental field for students
of botany at the University of Minne-
sota and John was an unofficial con-
sultant to its Agricultural College in
St. Paul.

“Clara and 1 were always on the
lookout for new and rare specimens,”
John explained. “Our vacations be-
came cactus hunting trips and we
traveled all over the Southwest and
down into Mexico. I don’t like to
write but I must have composed hun-
dreds of letters during those years
because [ was in corre-
spondence with garden
clubs throughout the
world. Most of my con-
tacts were with people in



the desert sections of South Amer-
ica and Mexico and it was always
quite a job to get letters translated.
Finally. in desperation, T went to night
school and studied Spanish.”

That is why, today, John can dis-
cuss on his favorite topic in English,
German. Spanish and, if you don’t
stray from botany, he can go along
in Latin, too.

His growing fame as a collector
and expert on cactus gave John op-
portunity to lecture at numerous clubs
and conventions. Eventually the St.
Paul Broadcasting Company got him
to appear on their Garden of Knowl-
edge weekly program. It was there
he received his nickname and within
a short time the quiet voice of Cactus
John got top rating from the listening
world of the station.

Along with his collection of desert
plants, Cactus John commenced rais-
ing that most glamorous flower—the
orchid.

“1t is not as strange as it seems to
keep orchids and cactus together,” he
explained. “They vie with each other
for floral beauty, the orchid is a water
storer and it needs warmth the same
as cactus. The only difference is, it
requires moisture too. But humidity
isn’t hard to supply even in a dry
country. [ had to sell my orchid plants
when [ came West, but as soon as |
finish this garden, I'm going to build
a greenhouse and start them again.”

Cactus John made such a success
as an orchidist that he was invited to
join the Orchid Society of Harvard
Botanical Museum and is one of 60
life members in an organization of
more than 5000 people.

It was only natural that the Haags
should accumulate a fine specialized
library which now includes hundreds
of books and magazines on the sub-
jects of cactus, succulents and orchids.
Among its most enjoyable listings is
the file of Desert Magazine. Bound
in bright red it covers, without a
break. the issues from Volume 1 to
the latest number. Some of the rare
books are valued at $500 each and
the entire collection is insured for
$5000. Many of the editions could
not be replaced at any price.

Cactus John enjoys lending books
to those who are interested. He often
buys three or four of the same title so
as to have them available. His desire
is to share his knowledge, his collec-

WITH THORNS

tions, his library with others, to stim-
ulate interest and encourage people
to conserve and protect the wonders
of Nature.

The Haags somehow found time to
be active Auduboners also. One year
Cactus John made a hundred bird
houses and presented them to mem-
bers in an effort to assist a project for
increasing the bluebird population.

But there was a sad overtone in
those otherwise happy years. Clara
Haag's health had begun to fail. Fin-
ally the doctors decided a warmer cli-
mate might be the solution. So, early
in 1956 John flew to Tucson, located
an acre and quarter of property north
of town in the Casas Adobes Estates,
and bought it. A
brick house was
under construction.
After indicating
minor changes he

WITHOUT GLOVES.

THUMB—RATHER THAN A “GREEN"

CACTUS JOHN HANDLES THORNY PLANTS

HE BELIEVES “DIRTY"

ONE

—IS INDICATION OF A GOOD GARDENER.

returned to St. Paul for his wife and
cactus family.

“It took me four weeks just to pre-
pare and pack those thousand plants,”
he said. "It was one whale of a job!”

Thus it wasnt until Fall that the
1000 and two of them reached their
new home La Casa de los Flores.

Cactus John had intended to estab-
lish himself in electrical engineering
but the opportunity to join the Ari-
zona-Sonora Desert Museum in the
field of botany was too great a temp-
tation. Thus it is that five days of the
week he can be found guarding and
growing native flora in that most
charming setting at Tucson Moun-
tain Park. In the meantime, at his
home he had started the greatest
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project of his career—turning his own
land into a veritable wonder-world of
cactus. To date it is only partially
completed for two years ago Cactus
John Haag lost the inspiration and
companionship of his beloved wife.
Clara Haag died on September 2,
1957, and is buried at Holy Hope
Cemetery in Tucson.

Alone he has continued his work

L.

FINY STONE CACTUS — FASCINATING
BUT OFTEN OVERLOOKED BY AMATEURS
BECAUSE OF ITS PERFECT CAMOUFLAGE

has been changed and a neat sign at
the entrance to the grounds now reads
—El Jardin Botanico de Santa Clara.

During our conversation we had
been sauntering along the paths of
the garden. Stopping to study the
charming Bishop's Hat and gazing in
awe at the giant Cardon.

“Why do you use so much rock?”
I asked. “I thought cactus grew best
in sand.”

“Rock adds interest and helps pre-
serve moisture. These are all hand-
picked from the arroyos around here.
['ve tried to scatter them more or less
naturally and [ like the color and
lichens they support.”

At every opportunity Cactus John
goes specimen hunting. Rush trips to
Mexico, New Mexico, California,
Texas, in fact any place where cactus
grows, is always on his agenda. But
even in this important work of collect-
ing rare plants which, incidentally, he
usually grafts on others as the safest
way of protecting them, he is a true
conservationist and never digs without
governmental or personal permission.
And then he only takes what is nec-
essary. To bring findings out of Mex-
ico he has an extended Government
permit “‘valid until revoked” which,
oddly enough, comes from Hoboken,
N.I., location of the Import & Permit
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Section of the United States Depart-
ment of Agriculture.

Suddenly I stopped and pointed to
a prickly pear some distance away.
The petals of its bright yellow flower
were disappearing like magic as a
tiny gopher, seated jauntily on the
thorn-spiked leaf, devoured them.

Cactus John sighed, “Those mon-

keys destroy all my flowers! They
think it's a salad!” :
“Why don’t you do something
about it?”
“I'm making some traps,” he ex-
plained.

[ should have known better, but 1
asked, “Wouldn’t it be easier to poi-
son them?”

Cactus John shook his head. *“I
wouldn’t kill them. What T'll do is
catch them then, on my way to the
museum, release them in the desert.
I'm having trouble with rabbits, too,
but a young coyote is helping me out
now. He comes every night and
scares them away. He's getting tamer
all the time. This morning I saw him
very close to the house.” Cactus John
sighed, “I hope nobody shoots him!
If people only realized how essential
all these animals are to preserve the
balance of Nature! We human beings
are tremendously advanced in many
ways but we live in the dark ages
when it comes to natural history and
conservation,”

Later, as we sat on the porch, Cac-
tus John told me of the offer he has
made the City of Tucson which, so
far, has not been accepted. It is best
explained in his own words—an open
letter that appeared in the Tucson
Daily Citizen on February 26, 1959,
The heading reads, “Isn’t Tucson
Even Interested?” Then Cactus John
goes on to say—

*. .. Maybe the Tucson area doesn’t
want anything, even if it is free. I
have offered to some Tucson clubs
my botanical garden. This includes
a three year old house with meeting
room and library — library complete
with most books on desert plants and
orchids; a garden of plants which in-
cludes rare and near extinct specimens.
Also I will keep on building, land-
scaping and collecting free as long as
[ am able.

“In return, the following conditions
to be met: 1 will live here the rest of
my life and develop it as 1 have for
the last three years; the name, El
Jardin Botanico de Santa Clara, will
not be changed; the acre north of the
wash be purchased by the club, to
give another area for parking so as
not to interfere or despoil our beautiful
area = =

When he had finished Cactus John
shook his head sadly. “I have no
children to leave this to. I can’t under-

stand why Tucson doesn’t want it!
Phoenix will accept it gladly but that
means breaking up the garden. Be-
sides, my wife is buried in Tucson, I
would like to keep the memorial here
for her.” He sighed as his eyes wan-
dered over his precious cactus plants
then lifted to the Santa Catalina
Mountains in the distance. There was
no bitterness in his voice, only amaze-
ment, as he murmured, “It is strange!
Very strange!”—END

Ford Desert Proving Grounds
Kingman, Arizena -

Refrigerated Air
Conditioners

Refrigerated air conditioning sys-
tems are a very definite asset to com-
fortable fatigue-free driving in the
Southwest. They are, however, rather
expensive and of course, are by no
means an absolute necessity. The
factory installed type is usually
preferable to the so called “hang-on”
type because the refrigerated air may
be directed to more desirable loca-

tions within the car body. Additional
insulation is added and no obstruc-
tion is offered to the front seat pas-

sengers, The ability to produce re-
frigerated air is usually comparable
on both types.

The low cost, evaporated type
cooler, usually fitted to a front win-
dow, does offer some relief from des-
ert heat, but simply does not have
near the capabilities of the refriger-
ated type. They are ineffective unless
the humidity is quite low, and water
must be added at quite frequent in-
tervals.

When the refrigerated type of air
conditioning systems are factory in-
stalled, the factory usually provides
a radiator core of increased capacity
to compensate for the condenser
mounted ahead of the radiator core,
and a cooling fan of increased ca-
pacity to make the air conditioning
more effective at city traffic speeds.
A radiator pressure cap of higher
capacity is somefimes provided to
raise the boiling point of the engine
coolant. Usually these provisions are
not made with “hang-on™ type instal-
lation. This could result in premature
heating of the engine and loss in effi-
ciency of the air conditioning system.

Refrigerated air conditioning sys-
tems of acceptable types permit the
occupants of the vehicle to drive in a
pleasantly comfortable atmosphere
with their windows rolled up, com-
pletely devoid of the aggravating
noise of onrushing air and the quick
temper and orneriness usually asso-
ciated with uncomfortably high in-
terior car body temperatures. Air
conditioners would well be classed
as a safety item because they greatly
relieve driver fatigue and are anti-
sleep inducing.
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Legendary Pecos--""Village
a of 500 Warriors”

By JAMES ABARR

slope of New Mexico’s lofty Sangre de Cristo Moun-

tains, we could see the time-ravaged ruins of legendary
Cicuye below. Better known by its modern name of Pecos,
this sprawling village was once the largest pueblo in the
Southwest—a great trade and cultural center. More than
2000 Tewa Indians lived here during Pecos’ zenith. Its
location on the eastern frontier of the Pueblo country put
the inhabitants in close touch with Plains tribes. Coman-
ches, Kiowas, Cheyennes and Apaches came here often to
exchange goods and—unintentionally—tribal customs and
philosophies. Pecos became a melting pot of Indian na-
tions; life was good and the people prospered.

My wife and I were captured by the magnificent pano-
rama that lay before us. The ruins of the village, domin-
ated by red adobe walls of a Spanish mission, extend for
a quarter of a mile along the edge of the mesa.

Beyond slumbering Pecos is the fertile valley carved by
the winding Pecos River. Thick clumps of cottonwoods
mark the river’s course through fields once farmed by
stone-age people. On the west side of the valley towers
pinyon-covered Pecos Mesa, its green foliage lending sharp
contrast to red soil. To the north are forested slopes of
pine, spruce and fir leading to the soaring 12,000-foot
peaks of the Sangre de Cristos.

We studied the wind-blown hummocks and the crum-
bling walls and tried to picture the pueblo as it appeared
at the height of its power and prestige. Pedro de Casta-
neda, chronicler of the Coronado expedition, described
the fortified city more than 400 years ago. He told of the
great four-storied community houses surrounded by a stone
wall; of a fierce and primitive people hostile to strangers—
“a village of 500 warriors who are feared throughout the
country.”

STAND[NG ON A small rocky ridge on the southern
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‘Q‘ SCALE MODEL OF MISSION SENORA DE
LOS ANGELES DE PORCIUNCULA, BUILT
AT PECOS THREE CENTURIES AGO BY
THE SPANIARDS. CONVENTO S RIGHT
OF CHURCH. ONLY RUINS REMAIN.

Francisco Vasquez de Coronado was the first conquis-
tador to see Pecos. He camped here with his army in
1541, and it was from Pecos that the famed explorer
launched his expedition to the plains of Kansas in search
of the fabled treasure of Quivira.

Mrs. Vivian O’Neal, superintendent of Pecos State
Monument for the past two years—and treasuring every
moment of this experience, accompanied us on our tour
of the ancient village.

An ardent student of Southwest history and archeology,
Mrs. O'Neal often visited here before she became superin-
tendent. “I've always had a great attachment for Pecos,”
she told us. “It's a very special place to me, I used to
wander through the ruins thinking of what it must have
been like so many years ago. I suppose I'm a romanticist
at heart.”

Mrs. O’Neal enjoys meeting people. Last year she
welcomed more than 11,000 visitors to Pecos. “I've met
people here from all over the world,” she said. “I always
enjoy explaining the monument. I want them to feel their
visit has been worthwhile. I don’t want them to regard
Pecos as just a pile of stone. I want them to share the
romance and beauty of this ancient city.”

We followed the narrow path through the ruins. Pecos
had been a poorly constructed community. Stones in the
walls of dwellings were of a dozen different sizes, rough
and poorly fitted in uneven rows, giving the impression
the builders had been in a hurry to complete their work.
These people may have excelled as traders and warriors,
but they were short on building skill.

Archeologists have excavated only a portion of the
ruins. Much of the pueblo still lies buried beneath the red
soil of the mesa.

At one point, six levels of buildings were uncovered,
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0 STONE FIGURE OF A MAN UNEARTHED IN THE PECOS PUEBLO
RUINS, SUCH IDOLS ARE REGARDED AS RARE FINDS IN THE SOUTH-
WEST. THE IMAGE PROBABLY HAD CEREMONIAL SIGNIFICANCE.

an indication of both long occupation and poor construc-
tion. As one unit fell into ruin the people merely built
another on top of it. First structures at Pecos were built
about 1250 A.D.
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Large refuse piles, some of them 20 feet deep, have
yielded many artifacts—pottery, lavishly decorated clay
pipes, tools, weapons and household items. Small clay and
stone figurines of birds, animals and even humans also
have been found. These are rare finds in Southwestern
ruins.

Only the thick fortress-like walls of the main sanctuary
remain of the mission which the Spaniards called Nuestra
Senora de Los Angeles de Porciuncula. The church, tower-
ing high above the other village ruins, was a well-known
landmark for travelers on the Santa Fe Trail which paral-
lels the route of modern U.S. Highway 85, two miles south.

Franciscan friars apparently erected three churches at
Pecos. One, called the “Lost Church,” was built about
1600. Only bare outlines in the earth remain. The second
mission, built about 1617, was destroyed in the Pueblo
Rebellion of 1680 and its priest, Fray Fernando de Velasco,
slain. In the early 1700s, the present church was built
over the ruins of the old.

We walked through the wide gap in the front wall
where mission doors once admitted Indian worshippers
willing to offer prayers to the white man’s God, but in
their hearts still worshipping their own gods of Nature.
Through here, too, entered Spanish soldiers and noblemen,
following the faith learned in the great cathedrals of Aragon
and Castile.

Inside the sanctuary the walls glowed dull red under
the bright afternoon sun streaming into the roofless build-
ing. Nothing remains of the altar, choir loft or baptistry.
We found only an adobe shell surrounding a bare earthen
floor. The old frontier church is slowly crumbling into
the red New Mexico earth from which it sprang.

Somewhere in the unexcavated portions of the pueblo,
archeologists may find the remnants of the oldest mission
in the United States. Fray Luis de Escalona, a Franciscan
padre with the Coronado expedition, remained at Pecos
as a missionary in 1542 after Coronado and his army
returned to Mexico City. Fray Luis was never heard from
again and it is probable he was killed by the Indians

Visitors are discovering Pecos—once a stra-
tegic trade center in the Pueblo-Plains world.

before the end of the year. It is also likely he built a crude
chapel in which to conduct services.

North of the mission ruins stand the remains of Pecos’
two large community houses. Once they were four stories
high and each contained over 500 rooms, but today only
broken walls of the lower stories remain. The rooms were
small and appeared cramped, but the Pecos people were
an outdoor race. They only used their terraced dwellings
as sleeping quarters or as a fortress when the village was
under attack. Some areas were used for storage space.
Most activities took the people outside the community
houses.

Numerous kivas dotted the central plaza of the pueblo.
Only a few of these subterranean ceremonial chambers, the
nerve centers of pueblo life, have been excavated. The kiva
was the warrior’s “club room,” a place where he joined
his friends to smoke his pipe and discuss events of the
day. Women were rarely allowed to enter.

More important, the kiva was a place of worship to
Indian deities, and it was a council chamber where village
leaders, seated about the central fire, decided tribal policies.
Laws, treaties and decisions for war or peace emanated
from the kiva depths.

We stood on the edge of the largest kiva, 10 feet deep
and 40 feet in diameter. Perhaps this was the chamber
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of the ancient Pecos legend which tells of the snake god
and the sacred fire. :

Like most pueblo people, the inhabitants of Pecos
regarded the snake as a highly beneficial deity. The legend
relates how a giant snake was kept in a kiva for many
centuries and was fed by human sacrifice. A sacred fire,
always attended by two warriors, was kept burning on
the central altar. A prophecy foretold that if the sacred
fire were allowed to die, the snake god would desert the
kiva and the village would perish.

Then Spanish friars cast the shadow of the Cross across

o

Pecos and its ancient ways. Christian teachings gained a
foothold and the people drifted from their pagan rites.
One day the sacred fire flickered out. The angry snake
god crawled from the kiva and on to the Rio Grande
which he followed to the Gulf of Mexico where he disap-
peared. This, the legend says, marked the fall of Pecos.

History, however, holds little regard for Tewa mythol-
ogy. Actually, Pecos died a lingering death. The pueblo’s
prosperity declined rapidly in the 1700s as trade was
halted by a series of wars with the superior Comanches
and Apaches. Drained of its young men, the pueblo be-
came easy prey for its enemies. Plagues of mountain fever
and other diseases took their toll. By 1800, the communi-
ty’s population had declined to 100. In 1838 the last 17
inhabitants abandoned the village and moved to Jemez

Pueblo, 50 miles to the west, where the last Pecos resident
died in 1901.

Visitors often ask Mrs. O’Neal if there is buried treas-
ure at Pecos. Her answer is always an emphatic, “No!”

“By our standards they were poor people,” she ex-
plained. “They had no gold or silver that we know of.
There was some mining in this area in Spanish days, but
I doubt any treasure was buried here.”

JANUARY, 1960

Nonetheless, many legends of lost gold surround the
Pecos Valley. Two of these recount the treasure of Mon-
tezuma and La Mina Perdida (The Lost Mine).

Montezuma'’s treasure is a fabulous cache of gold and
silver supposedly buried beneath a huge boulder some-
where near the pueblo. The story relates that every resi-
dent of Pecos knew the hiding place but was sworn to
secrecy under pain of death.

La Mina Perdida was a rich Spanish gold strike some-
where in the mountains north of the pueblo. During the
Rebellion of 1680, Spaniards working the mine fled.

PECOS TODAY. THESE RUINS ARE OF MISSION CHURCH, NUESTRA .c

SENORA DE LOS ANGELES DE PORCIUNCULA. IN FOREGROUND
ARE REMAINS OF STONE WALL THAT ENCLOSED THE CHURCH
AND PECOS PUEBLO. THE WALL PROBABLY WAS 10 FEET HIGH.

Loaded down with ore, they were easily caught by pursuing
Indians and slain. With them died the secret of the mine’s
location.

Pecos Monument is open throughout the year. It is
easily reached by paved secondary road from U.S. 85.
There is a small picnic area, but no camping facilities.
Overnight accommodations are available in the nearby
mountain community of Pecos or in Santa Fe, 27 miles
northwest,

On occasion, descendants of Pecos Indians come to
see the home of their ancestors,

“They have a deep reverence for the ruins,” Mrs.
O’Neal said. “Usually, they walk through the pueblo in
complete silence. I often wonder how they feel about what
they see here, but they won’t discuss it.

“I believe I can understand this,” she continued. “Pecos
is not a tourist attraction to them. Rather, it is a monu-
ment to the Golden Age of their people. It is their sacred
shrine.”—END
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By HARRISON DOYLE

EEDLES IN 1904 was a railroad
town first, although mining and
prospecting came a close second.

Night or day, I knew what was go-
ing on in the extensive Santa Fe Yards,
by the clanking and puffing yard en-
gines as the trains were switched and
assembled, and by the distinctive
homecoming whistle signals made by
the locomotive engineers. There was
always the friendly smell of the oil
burning engines in the air, mixed with
the peculiar earthy fragrance of the
always humid Colorado River bottom-
lands.

They were peaceful sounds, and
healthy smells in a peaceful time, both
sounds and smells evidence of the way
a town sweats beneficially to live. Not
only were they peaceful days, they
were never - to - be - forgotten, golden,
warm days.

Rees” Drugstore by now had a new-
fangled “His Master’s Voice” disc
talking machine, playing “Bedelia”
and “Meet Me in St. Louis, Louis.”
Almost any evening you could chance
upon a little group in the quiet moon-
light singing “My Gal Sal” or “Wait
"Til the Sun Shines, Nellie.” It was
that era of age-lasting melodies when
quartettes rendered deep harmony with
“The Good Old Summertime,” “The
Rosary,” or “Sweet Kentucky Babe.”

One day Dr. James Booth asked me
if I"d like to usher at the Opera House.
He would give me a half dozen com-
plimentary tickets. It was fine with me.

The Booths were related to the fa-
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mous theatrical Booths. Booth’s hair
had long since turned to silver and he
wore it fairly long. He was an M.D.,
had been Sheriff of the county, and,
in his youth, a Shakespearean actor
of note. They lived on the Silt Flats,
near where the Indians held their
colorful pony races, about halfway to
the Needles Landing.

That night the play was “East
Lynne.” I reported for duty in a sort
of ominous quiet, ushered people to
their seats, feeling pretty good about
my new job. When the show was
over, I stepped out the front door
into the moonlight and found myself
in a ring of angry boys.

One of them said, “What did you
want to take our jobs for?” Another
punched me in the nose. The ominous
quiet was explained. The ushers were
on strike for money instead of tickets.

Labor Troubles

There was a quick pow-wow, and
it was agreed that because of my size,
I was to fight two of the smaller boys.
We squared off. One of the boys got
behind me and jumped on my back,
making the mistake of not pinning
my arm. [ caught the boy in front
flush on the chin with a roundhouse
left, and for him the fight was over.
I bucked the other off my back, and
he ran.

When T explained that the strike
was news to me, things became har-
monious again, and they took me into
the clique. But the wushering job
played out shortly afterwards. The
Opera House burned down.

<] . . . we kids used to visit the
\! Needles Landing, and watch the
Searchlight, last of the larger river
stern-wheelers, tie up on its regular
trips up-river from Yuma. I had a
fair speaking acquaintance with its
white haired Captain, Jack Mellen,
who had been on the river for some
30 years. I remember feeling quite
sorry for him because the little 90-
foot Searchlight was such a come
down for him after having captained,
for so many years, the big two-stacker,
Mohave No. 2.

Needles was never a lawless town.
Law enforcement officers generally had
an easy time. Once in a while some-
one from the Track Repair crew got
drunk. The Indians gave no trouble;
they had their own tribal “police,”
and were not allowed to purchase
liquor. There was a stiff fine if anyone
bought it for them. Peace officer at
the time was Johnny Medlin, and later,
George Acunha. Both were old-timers.
Wyatt Earp was a frequent visitor.
He was mining at the time. Dad had
known him in Tombstone. Wyatt had
the most direct turquoise-blue eyes
I've ever seen. He was a relaxed,
quiet man, medium sized, wore a
“telescoped” flat-topped black felt hat
and a big handle-bar moustache.

About the middle of June each year
the river rose because of the tremen-
dous snow run-off in the Rockies. This
rising was accompanied by much
changing of the main channels. A lot
of driftwood came down with the
floods. One year Monaghan & Mur-
phy made a deal with the Indians
whereby the Indians gathered the drift-
wood, sawed it up, and delivered it
about town. M.&M. took orders for
it, received payment, and split the
profits with the Indians. This neat
arrangement held good for several
years. Everybody was seemingly happy
with the deal, including the Indians.

In those days there were no dams
up-river to hold the summer run-off
in check, and consequently little
ranching was attempted. Nothing
could stand the floods which spread
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out yearly over some six or seven
miles across the valley. A few excep-
tions were the three acres Billy and
Charley Lamar had close-in behind
the Roundhouse, that were partly
planted to flame tokay grapes. The
little plot was bordered by big cotton-
woods. The grapes were unbeliev-
ably large and sweet, many over three
inches long, hanging in two-foot long
clusters,

One day Charley Lamar showed
me a little two-cylinder gas engine
boat he had brought out from Los
Angeles. He had it parked under the
cottonwoods. No one could make the
engine fire a shot, and everybody told
him, anyway, it would never buck the
swift river current if he did get it to
start. Charley knew I was taking a
correspondence course in electricity
and had a little experimental shop.
He asked me to see if I could get the
engine started.

It so happened that I was tinkering
with make-and-break spark and high
tension coils at the time, and I had a
hunch that if no one had been able
to get a shot out of the boat engine,
the wires must have been connected
to the wrong cylinders. I reversed
them, and as I had anticipated, after
I cranked the engine once, it took off
like a house afire.

A River First

We carted the little boat over to the
river, and to the amazement of the
Indians, it bucked the current nicely,
and that’s how I got a ride in the first
gasoline driven small boat put on the
Colorado River.

Every week or so some of the boys
and myself trudged through the Mo-
have Village to fish at the Needles
Landing. I early learned how to catch
big carp, Indian fashion, without hooks
or lines. We'd get some hay chaff
and spread it about half an inch thick
in a quiet eddy. Within minutes a
dozen fish would be under the chaff
nibbling and making little ripples with
their noses, blind to what was going
on above them. With a quick stroke
of our hands and arms, we’d flip the
surprised fish out onto the bank.

Ducks and geese were always plen-
tiful along the river and on the miles
of sloughs. Sometimes we’d go across
the river on Sweeney’s Ferry, which
then consisted of a rowboat and Bill
Sweeney’s two strong arms, and hike
through the green and gold thickets
about four miles to Spear’s Lake. We'd
shoot geese, mallard, teal, butter-ball,
and canvas-back ducks. There were
thousands of quail in the thickets,
especially where the mesquites were
thick. Morning and evening we could
always be sure of hearing from every
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direction their universal call, “Ca-cah’-
ca-ca, ca-cah’-ca-ca.”

On one such trip I almost got killed
by a goose. I was all alone, sitting
in the stern of a little skiff at the lower
end of the lake, when a big flock of
geese came flying low, toward me. I
stood up and let go with my ancient
double-barrelled hammer shotgun.

Goose’s Revenge

Something hit me and knocked me
cold. I came to, I don’t know how
long afterwards, my body under water
except for my head, which was resting
on a driftwood snag. There was a big
dead goose in the boat. For a while,
I was sure my neck was broken, and
it hurt me to breathe.

I lay on the bank awhile, then feel-
ing better, picked up the 1l-pound
goose and started home. Next day the
whole side of my head and neck was
black and blue.

Dad rubbed it in. “I thought I taught
you better than that,” he remarked.
“If the goose had hit you anywhere
else except on the head, it would have
killed you!”

When it was too hot to cook on
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the big wood stove, we'd sometimes
eat at one of the two Chinese restaur-
ants. They had red and white checker-
board tablecloths, two-bit meals, bowls
of marble-sized soup crackers, a san-
dal-wood smell, and a continual stream
of new young Chinese waiters, who
sneaked up the river from Mexico.
There were two Chinese funerals
while I was there. Many of the towns-
people attended the funerals out of
curiosity. The bereaved, amidst burn-
ing punks and stringy bits of paper

prayers, placed steaming foods around
the graves to sustain the deceased on
his long journey to his celestial para-
dise. On one occasion, I remember
there was a suckling pig, still warm,
on a big, white platter. When every-
one left, two hobos sat down and ate
their fill.

The spring of 1905 I was in the
10th Grade in the little red rock school
on the mesa above town. There were
less than a dozen students in the High
School end of the building. Across
the aisle from me, in the 11th, was
Birdie Ray, statuesque dark - eyed
blonde sister of Charles Ray, the well
known movie star of silent days. Some
of the other schoolmates I remember
were Irene Cubbage, Mabel Snyder,
Lolita Clark and her brother, Jim,
who was in the 12th Grade. Principal
was Charles Lincoln Williams.

In May when it began getting hot,
Mr. Williams donated “pink” lemon-
ade, the pink coming from crushed
strawberries. The boys took turns go-
ing down to the car icing plant to
retrieve chunks of ice that had fallen
off the cars. During recess, we hiked
up the mahogany-colored mesas be-
hind the school and dug out old pieces
of pottery shards and arrowheads from
the washes between the mesas.

Godshall Smelter

There was a fair-sized smelter with
a tall stack on a side track over behind
the Mohave Village, headed by a Dr.
Godshall. When they smelted copper
ores it sent up clouds of green smoke
which smelled of sulphur. I worked
there in spare time as assistant to the
Assayer, Ralph Hall. T ground sam-
ples on the bucking board, and did
odd jobs. Ralph later became prom-
inent along the Mother Lode, and was
for many years the Mineral Expert for
the Los Angeles Times.

In 1906, T saw the old rusty-red
wooden Harvey House and Depot burn
down. Most of the night girls who
were off shift were asleep upstairs in
the hotel end of the long building, and
they had to jump off the second story
porch because the only stairway was
an inside one, and flaming like a blow-
torch.

There were no ladders near enough
to be of any use before it was all over.
One of the girls stood on the porch
in a flimsy white nightgown and
shrieked until the fire got so hot she
had to jump. Some of the men pres-
ent ripped up a corrugated iron fence
nearby, and using sheets of it as shields
ran into the ftremendous heat, and
carried the girls to safety.

Monaghan & Murphy’s, and Briggs’
Saloon, across the street some two-
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