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ELLIS
FREMONT

this month's
com scene:
"On the Way to the Sing"

By W. THETFORD LeVINESS

Ellis—one of Santa
Fe's internationally
famous "cinco
pintores"—studied the
old masters, then
went off by himself
to paint . . .

Fremont Ellis will have a one-man
show at the admission-free Desert
Magazine Art Gallery in Palm Desert,
Calif, from February 23 to March 14.

Taos Artist Charles Reynolds will show
his work at the Desert Magazine Art
Gallery from March 15 to April 4.

The Gallery is open seven days a week
during the winter season, from 9 a.m.

to 6 p.m.

U-XiTOU LEARN to paint by paint-
ing," says Santa Fe's Fremont
Ellis, known throughout the

Southwest for his likable oil land-
scapes. "You study the old masters,
then you go off by yourself and paint."

Largely self-taught, Ellis speaks
from experience. "I had very little
education in art," he says. "All my
life I've just been painting."

Ellis was born in Virginia City,
Montana; while "on tour"—his family
was in show business. As a child he
traveled vaudeville circuits in many
parts of the country, and when he was
15 was in New York City awhile. One
day his mother took him to the Met-
ropolitan Museum of Art.

"The paintings I saw there were a
sort of revelation," he recalls. "I went
back myself many times, and finally
an idea took hold. I wanted to be an
artist."

He spent three months at New
York's Art Students League; since
then painting has been his entire ca-
reer. He settled in Santa Fe in 1919
and built a studio on the picturesque
mud-strewn Camino del Monte Sol.
Ellis, as much as anyone, helped es-
tablish the reputation of this street as
the hub of a thriving American art
colony. He was one of the "cinco
pintores," a Santa Fe group that at-

tained international prominence in the
1920s. (The others were Josef Bakos,
Walter Murk, Willard Nash and Will
Shuster.)

The bulk of Ellis' landscapes have
a Southwestern flavor; there are
houses, animals, and people in many
of them. He is definitely "representa-
tional"—but the term means little to
him. He doesn't try to copy what
Nature has already done for his sub-
ject.

"Leave that to the photographer,"
he says. "I want my finished product
to be a good painting. The subject is
merely a means to an end."

He won't become involved in at-
tacks on the so-called "modernists";
instead, he says the true abstractionist
and non-objectivist have much to offer.

"Why this constant quarrel with the
avant garde?" he asks. "There's an
abstract and non-objective approach
to all my own paintings, and I don't
consider such an approach 'modern.'
It's actually nothing new. It's been
used in good painting through the
ages. I think the serious abstractionist
and the non-objectivist of today con-
tribute a great deal to contemporary
art."

Ellis will say repeatedly that his
subject-matter is secondary, but his
aspens look like aspens and his Indi-
ans look like Indians. And he makes
a good living selling his paintings,
chiefly to people who never buy strictly
"non-representational" art.

Galleries like his work too. As
early as 1924 he won the Huntington
prize for the best landscape at the
Los Angeles Museum, and honors
have come swiftly ever since. Recent
awards include the Adele Hyde Mor-
rison prize and bronze medal at the
Oakland (Calif.) Art Gallery in 1953,
and two highly coveted Southwest
honors in 1958—the purchase prize
at the art show held yearly at Spring-
ville, Utah; and the first prize in the
annual Rodeo de Santa Fe exhibition
at the Museum of New Mexico in
Santa Fe.

Ellis enjoys exhibiting his work. He
is represented in public and private
galleries throughout the Southwest.
When a painting or a group of paint-
ings of his is hung, he usually attends
the opening.

After 40 years in Santa Fe, Ellis
is a well-liked and respected citizen.
His present studio is on Canyon Road,
another artery of the art colony he
helped found. He attends artists' teas
and social events at Santa Fe galleries,
and belongs to a local art-film club.
He paints on a daily schedule, and
travels to many parts of the South-
west on sketching trips.—END
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"Serenity"

Bold, ttemendous
desert skies

mtk Fremont Ellis
landscapes...

"High Noon"
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Publisher's Notes • • •
Next month the newsstand sale price for Desert Magazine

increases from 35 cents to 40 cents per copy. This "inflation-
ary" step is simply our economic response to the increased cost
of paper stock (it went up again February 1st), the Post Office
Department advanced rates (hundreds of pounds of Desert
Magazines are mailed monthly to distributors and newsdealers
outside our printing area), and ever-rising labor costs.

Despite the boost in price for individual copies of Desert,
I think that the average reader will still get a bargain. Review-
ing this month's Table of Contents, I will hazard a loose guess
that it would cost an individual some 14 weeks time and at
least $5000 to cover the same ground that our authors have
done for this March issue.

There are at least three Arizona features, a trip to Sahuaripa
in Sonora, Mexico, a couple of southern Utah adventures, and
even a look at ice-making in arid Persia. We are particularly
proud of the Laura Adams Armer series that starts this month,
telling of Indian reservation life in Arizona in the 1920s. The

historical value of Mrs. Armer's sensitive observations will be
evident to every reader who follows her into Navajoland.

* * *
Recently a reader asked me if Desert is primarily a man's

magazine. It may be, but I doubt it. We like to think that
Desert is of value and interest to all the family. It is a fact
that at least two of every three letters we receive are written
by women. •;• * *

And thanks to the women, who seem to write the checks
and pay the bills, their gifts at Christmas have boosted our
subscription list to an all-time high for Desert. Our paid
subscriptions now number about 23,000 and our newsstand
sales are approximately 14,000 a month.

* * *
Unless we can get some paper stock replacement in a

hurry, heaven knows what our press run will be next month.
We received word that seven tons of paper, loaded in a truck
for delivery to our printing plant, burned a few days ago!

How much does one month's printing of Desert weigh?
Last month we used 12,525 pounds of paper.

CHUCK SHELTON, Publisher
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LETTERS
FROM OUR READERS

Automobile Graveyard . • .
Desert:

Having recently driven over Mexico
Route 2, I enjoyed reading Nell Murbarger's
story on that road in the January issue.
However, I thought she failed to bring out
one thing that seems characteristic of Route
2: the great number of abandoned auto-
mobiles, trucks and other equipment along
this highway. With garage facilities so few
and far between, the only thing most Route
2 motorists can do when their cars break
down is to remove all parts that can be
carried away, and leave the auto shell to
rust in the desert.

ROBERT A. BURROWES
Hayward, Calif.

A Misplaced Song . . .
Desert:

I have enjoyed Harrison Doyle's stories
of early-day life on the Mojave Desert
(Aug. and Nov. '59 and Jan. '60), but his
memory slipped a little on one statement.
He says one of the songs sung by the local
barbershop quartets in 1904 was "The Ro-
sary." It happens that this song was not
published until 1910—and I am sure it was
never sung by a quartet at any time.

CHARLES KELLY
Salt Lake City

(Utah Historian Kelly may be confusing
the song, "The Rosary" with the book
by the same title. The lyrics were written
by Robert Cameron Rogers and were first
published in "The Wind in the Clearing,"

in 1894; music was composed by Ethelbert
Nevin in 1898. Up to and through the
period Harrison Doyle wrote about, some
250,000 copies of the song had been pub-
lished. In 1910, Florence Barclay's novel,
"The Rosary," was published, taking Nev-
in's song as its theme and inspiration.
Writes Doyle: "1 did a lot of singing in
improvised quartets in Needles. I re-
member having a sheet music copy of
the song long before 1905. We also had
the song at home on one of the old
cylindrical Edison Home Phonograph
records."—Ed.)

Snowbound—With Desert . . .
Desert:

Just a note to tell you how much we all
enjoy reading your magazine every month.
We live on a remote cattle ranch in eastern
Utah, and are now snowbound. A local
pilot makes a weekly trip to our ranch
with the mail, and every month we look
forward to receiving our copy of Desert
Magazine.

My father-in-law, Ray "Budge" Wilcox,
recently had the pleasure of guiding Nell
Murbarger and a party from the M4 Ranch
across the Tavaput Mountains, and I under-
stand she is going to write a story on that
trip.

MRS. DON WILCOX
Dragerton, Utah

(For Miss Murbarger's account of the
first crossing of the Tavaputs by com-
mercial pack train, see page 24.—Ed.)

Where Is Hard Rock? . . .
Desert:

Say man, like what has happened to my
favorite periodical? Two monthly features,
which except for the last two months, have
been in your magazine for many years are
"Hard Rock Shorty of Death Valley" and
the "Desert Quiz." Maybe you think Harry
Oliver makes up for the loss of oF Hard
Rock Shorty. Well, in my opinion he
doesn't. Hard Rock Shorty is the best
whimsical nonsense I've ever read. Statis-
tics on your reader survey a short while
back show that most of your readers look
forward to the monthly quiz. Let's have
these two fine features back in a fine mag-
azine, huh! Why not ask your large family
of devout desert rats if they share my
opinion?

LARRY D. ALFORD
Long Beach, Calif.

Desert:
What happened to Hard Rock Shorty and

the Desert Quiz? Did you discontinue them
for good?

Someday I am going to make a note-book
and put the Quiz questions and answers to-
gether so I can really study them. Then
when I can go back to the desert to live
1 will know a little about it.

You are to be congratulated on your
magazine . . . it is good advertising for the
Southwest. We in the Northwest should do
something about letting people know about
our beautiful country, too. Glacier Park
and surroundings has many opportunities
for photographs.

MRS. EARLE HOLI.INGSWORTH
Martin City, Montana

(Hard Rock, who writes both his column

Continued

Saic
This wonderful mountain is part of
a 3 acre parcel located at the corner
of Scenic Drive and Boundary Lane
in Pinyon Crest, Unit 4, on the fa-
mous Palms - to - Pines Highway in
Riverside County, Calif.

At the base of this mountain, at an
elevation of 4300 feet, an access road
leads to a beautiful home site which
commands vast panoramic views of
both the San Jacinto and Santa Rosa
mountain ranges.

Careful restrictions protect your en-
joyment here. Water, electricity and
television all available. 20 minutes
to Palm Desert; a few more minutes
to Palm Springs; this 3 acre parcel
is yours for $4,000—terms arranged
if desired.

See us at our Palm Desert office or
write for folders and further infor-
mation.

PINYON CREST INCORPORATED
8 PROFESSIONAL BUILDING
PALM DESERT, CALIFORNIA
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LETTERS
— continued —

and the quiz, has been in the calaboose
serving u 90-day sememe for disturbing
the peace. Actually, what he did was
blow-up a billboard spoiling his view oj
a distant mountain peak. Fortunately—
in the best tradition of American penol-
ogy—he managed to smuggle out a few
of his pencil joltings, and his latest effort
appears on pave 39. The quiz is on page
10.—Ed.)

Recipes for "Came Seca" . . .
Desert:

One of my fondest childhood memories
is that of seeing jerked venison hanging to
dry on the basement clothesline—and sneak-
ing a morsel whenever possible.

But the recipe for preparing the jerky
passed on with my father, and I'm wonder-
ing if you could supply me with the home-
curing method.

MRS. I. H. GRAFTON
Arock, Oregon

(In the April. 1940. Desert Magazine.
the late Marshal South gave two recipes
for jerky: ". . . we have been making
carne seca—jerky, if you prefer, though
to us the Spanish name always seems
more appropriate. Like most everything
else there are ways and ways to the proc-
ess. We have tried two methods—and
each has its advantages. One way is to
dip the long, thinly cut .strips of meal
into a deep kettle of boiling, well pep-

pered strong brine. We lower them in
slowly and extract them in the same
measured fashion—a slow dip that leaves
the meal white from the boiling liquid.
Then it is hung out on the line to dry.
The advantage oj this method seems to
he that it sears the juice in the meat and
at the same time gives a uniform coating
of salt and pepper that discourages the
flies. The disadvantage is that it tends
to make a rather tougher finished prod-
uct. The other method is to cut up our
meat in as thin sheets or strips as possi-
ble and. salting and peppering it lightly,
set it away on a platter for a few hours.
The sidt will draw the blood out, and the
drained meat is then hung out on the
lines in the evening. By morning, in the
average desert weather, it is dry enough
to discourage, to a great extent, the at-
tention of flies. A little less tough prod-
uct is the result . . ." Another way to
protect against flies is to put the meat in
cheesecloth "pockets."—Ed.)

Hummers' "Meal Ticket" . . .
Desert:

I enjoyed Dr. Jaeger's article on hum-
mingbirds in the January isstie. Two years
ago 1 planted a firebush in our garden, and
when it bloomed a tug-of-war ensued be-
tween the hummingbirds and bees, the lat-
ter getting the best of the fight for nectar.
The hummers would spear the bees on
their sharp beaks, but there were just too
many of the insects.

I filled a wide-mouth jelly jar with sugar-
water and tied it on a stick fastened to the
firebush. The birds loved it—and so did
the bees. 1 moved the jar. Al first the

birds would come near but would not drink.
I stood very still and finally a little "rooster"
took a sip and flew away. Next day he
took two sips. Soon I was feeding both
this rooster and his hen regularly, morning
and evening.

Finally, the hummer pair became so
pesky when I worked in the garden that I
had to carry the sugar-water with me. They
would "buzz" my head until I produced a
drink for them, and they would even "chir-
rup and buzz" the screen door until I fed
them—I was even able to coax them into
the kitchen!

"Old Chuck," as I call the male hum-
mer, and his hen hatched out two chicks,
and now all four of the birds depend on
me for sugar-water.

FRANK MERRELL
( i l e n d o r a . Calif.

A Wonderful Gift . . .
Desert:

TOday 1 received my first issue of your
wonderful magazine. It tops all others of
this nature that I have had the pleasure
to read. Desert Magazine contains not only
beautiful pictures but many articles of much
interest. I am very indebted to my niece
and her husband for sending your magazine
to me as a gift.

JOE (). UONNFAU
Portland. Oregon

A Desert Lady Passes . . .
Desert:

I am a friend of Mary Smith, and 1 want
to tell you of her recent passing. I'm sure
many of your readers are acquainted with
Mary Smith and her "smallest store" at

GO EXPLORING, ROCK COLLECTING
OR TRAVELING THE NEW MODERN
WAY WITH THE ROMER JR.

A modern, comfortable, dependable, and eco-

nomical way to travel. Enjoy traveling the

desert with all the convenience of a mobile

home. THE ROMER is equipped for the modern

road or the pioneer trail. Engineered and

balanced to carry as lightly as a cloud.

9 ' - 4 SLEEPER

9'-

ROMERS are fully equipped with
Princess stove, 50 Ib. insulated
ice box, 12 gal. galvanized water
tank with pump, permanent bed,
two lights, and plenty of closet
space.

PAT. No. D-185,146

All ROMERS are built with the utmost
quality in mind. All aluminum ex-
teriors, selected birch interiors, 3-M
undercoating, Fiberglas insulation and
many other features of construction
enabling Honorbuilt to give all
ROMERS a 100% full one year guar-
antee.

W R I T E T O D A Y
FOR MORE INFORMATION AND NAME

OF YOUR NEAREST DEALER

HONORBUILT Trailer Mfg. Co.
756 HANSEN AVE.

LAKEVIEW, RIVERSIDE COUNTY, CALIF.
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Agua Caliente Hot Springs, Calif. She
passed away Dec. 29 at Mallacoats Rest
Home at Alpine.

After Mary sold her store at the springs,
she bought five acres in Mason Valley, later
selling that, too, and coming to live with
my husband and me at Campo. She was
bedridden in my home for nearly two years.
In December. 1958, my husband passed
away, and so I had to put Mary in a rest
home.

Mary was born in Utah on June 1, 1891.
Her maiden name was Mary Elizabeth
Lape.

MRS. PAUL JOHNSON
Campo, Calif.

Desert Museum Tunnel . . .
Desert:

We were delighted to see Charles Shel-
ton's fine article about the Arizona-Sonora
Desert Museum in the excellent January
issue.

In regard to the Desert Museum tunnel:
I thought you would be interested to know
that this was entirely supervised and
financed by the Charles Lathrop Pack For-
estry Foundation. It was my privilege to
have been the originator and designer. We
employed several talented Museum staff
members to help with the construction of
the dens. We presented this display, and
the Water Street Exposition, which we also
conceived, designed and built, to the Mu-
seum as our contribution. Incidentally, the
city of Pittsburgh is copying our plans and
will build a similar tunnel in the Highland
Park Zoo in that city.

WILLIAM H. CARR
Assistant to the President

Pack Forestry Foundation
Tucson

Letter From a Mountainlion .

Plan Now For
An Unforgettable
Family Vacation • • •
on the M-4 WORKING & GUEST RANCH

where you will have fine accommodations, good

food and a splendid pool. Enjoy horseback rid-

ing over beautiful timbered mountain trails, horse

and Jeep pack trips in the spectacular red rock

canyons of Southeastern Utah and exploration

of ancient Pueblo ruins.

Everett § Betty Schumaker
Box 963, Moab, Utah Alpine 3-6801

See page 24 for Nell Murbarger's account of an M-4
Ranch pack trip over the Tavaput Mountains
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On the Road to Sahuaripa

m ~*

TINY CRAFT AFLOAT ON YAQUI RIVER IS A
"PONGO," WHICH FERRIES VEHICLES MAK-

ING TRIP TO AND FROM TOWN OF SAHUARIPA

The author discovers a new back-road in Sonora
when he helps his new friend get to
Sahuaripa for a fiesta . . .

By C. R. APPLEBY

IN SONORA the great Mexican
mountain chain of the Sierra Madre
Occidental begins. Along its west-

ern slopes lies a high desert country
of dwarf forests, scattered pueblos and
placid rivers flowing south. It is a land
of ocotillo, pitahaya, mesquite and

8

acacia; a rugged land whose people
are supported by cattle and mines.

Recently my wife and I traveled
this part of Sonora in our pickup
truck. From Douglas, Arizona, we
meandered south 233 miles to Sahua-
ripa, then made a right angle turn

west to Hermosillo and the Gulf of
California.

The Mexican part of the trip began
at Agua Prieta, the border town which
adjoins Douglas. Here we picked up
our tourist permits ($3 per person),
car permit (gratis) and auto insurance
(nominal, with rates depending upon
the length of time the insurance is to
be in force).

The first settlement that we met
below Agua Prieta was Fronteras. It
holds a small place in history as So-
nora's first permanent military post.
It was established in the late 17th
Century to keep the frontier against
the Apaches. In 1739 the captain of
the Fronteras presidio was killed by
these Indians, leaving to a son his ex-
ample of courage and his name—Juan
Bautista de Anza. Thirty-six years
later the younger Juan Bautista de
Anza led the first band of California
settlers across the deserts and north to
San Francisco Bay.

This historical digression is my sole
excuse for mentioning Fronteras. To
the traveler it offers only a glimpse of
adobe houses clustered on the plain.

At the next settlement along the
route, the dun and dusty Esqueda, we
turned east for a side trip to the Ba-
vispe River. The first 10 miles of this
road was a delight. The last eleven
was as bad as anything I have been
over in Mexico and should not be
attempted except in a vehicle with
plenty of road clearance. The road
ends at a spot called La Playa, where
the Bavispe spreads out in a long nar-
row lake behind Angostura Dam.

The lake is famous for the huge
black bass that abound there. Across
the water lies a ranch and a lodge of
sorts built to house visiting fishermen.
We camped on the west bank where
we learned just how cold the Sonora
hills can get with a night-long wind
whistling over our sleeping bags.

Returning to Esqueda, we drove
south again along the channel of a
stream called the Fronteras or Naco-
zari. The road crosses rolling hills
studded with scrub oak. Dove and
quail are plentiful. Sleek Sonoran
jackrabbits showed their buff-white
hindquarters as they scattered ahead
of the pickup.

We passed through Nacozari in
midafternoon. Here as in many cop-
per mining towns the houses cling to
the sides of a gulch. Across the roof-
tops the lowering sun struck the ter-
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races of what might have been some
Assyrian ruin, but which in actuality
was the remains—huge concrete steps
along the hillside—of a copper re-
finery.

The road winds south along a river
gorge, then out into the plains and
through occasional pueblos of drab
unplastered adobe. Vaqueros in twos
and threes, their long chaps dangling
below the stirrups, reined their horses
from the road to let us pass. We
picked up gas in Cumpas. By the last
light of sunset we entered Moctezuma.

Moctezuma is a town that never
quite recovered from the revolutions
that swept Mexico early this century.
Its population (around 2500) is today
what it was 70 years ago. It is a
colonial town with some fine old build-
ings, but an air of somnolence and
decay pervades the place.

Hotel Moctezuma faces the plaza
and adjoins the church. Clean, inex-
pensive and quite elementary, I rec-
ommend it only to those who are
familiar with Mexican country hotels.
Meals are served here.

Dinner was finished and my wife
had retired weary from the day's long
drive. I sat chatting with Moctezuma's
24-year-old physician and its 28-year-
old dentist.

The young dentist was depressed.
His wife was off with her parents in
the remote hill town of Sahuaripa. His
pickup truck had broken down. An
important fiesta was only a day away.

Was I, by chance, going to Sahua-
ripa?

Sorry, I told him. Our plans were
to slant southwest into the Sonora
River valley and proceed to Hermo-
sillo by way of the old capital of Ures.

Ah! But we could go to Hermosillo
by way of Sahuaripa, he said. A little
longer, perhaps, but Sahuaripa was a
fine town. Very old, very isolated.

I studied my maps. Sahuaripa lay
south over a couple of mountain
ranges and near the upper reaches of
the Yaqui River. The distance was
only 110 road miles, and we were out
to see eastern Sonora, I reasoned. Our
time was our own.

Sure, I told the dentist, we would
go to Sahuaripa.

He was elated. He paid our hotel
bill (something less than a dollar,
U.S.) over my protests. We would
leave early the next morning.

How long would it take us to drive
from Moctezuma to Sahuaripa?

"Diez horas," he answered.
Ten hours to cover 1 10 miles?

Either he was mistaken or the road
was miserable. It was too late to back
down on my promise.

The dentist was not mistaken. We
left at eight the next morning and

arrived at our destination at six in
the evening.

I advise those traveling in conven-
tional vehicles to take the southwest-
bearing route out of Moctezuma. It
offers a far easier way to Hermosillo.

Our trip to Sahuaripa was a rugged
one. It led through only one small
pueblo, Tepachi. The hills over which
we climbed were thickly forested with
mesquite and acacia. Here and there
the sunlight was caught in hundreds
of white blossoms resembling morning-
glories. These delicate flowers sparkled
on the otherwise bare limbs of the
palo santo or tisusan tree.

No game was visible, though it
could easily have hidden in the dense
stunted forest. We asked our traveling
companion about it. There, was plenty
of game in the hills, he said. Deer,
lion, tigre, fox, wolf, javelina, wild
turkey and partridge.

Coming to the edge of a cliff we
got our first stunning look at the Yaqui
River. It was near a ranch aptly
called La Ventana—"the window." A
broad blue ribbon uncurled through
gorges and slopes clad in organpipe
cacti and ocotillo. We crossed on a
pongo or small ferry. A final line of
mountains separated us from Sahua-
ripa.

The reunion was a happy one for
our dentist friend. His pretty wife and
baby daughter, his wife's parents, Don
Carlos and Dona Antonia, and a covey
of in-laws gathered to greet him. My
wife and I were given buckets of hot
water to bathe with and a welcome
dinner. Later the dentist and his
spouse went off to the dance that cli-
maxed the fiesta. Declining their invi-
tation to come along, we toppled into
our beds at the Hotel Las Palmas.

Las Palmas is Sahuaripa's premier
hostelry, although there is no sign to
advertise its name or even to indicate
that it is a hotel. It can be found on
the Avenida Cinco de Mayo, next door
to the Jardin de los Ninos. The room

rate for two is 10 pesos per day—80c
in U.S. currency. The price is a fair
one.

We ate all of our meals, save one,
with the family of Don Carlos. The
exception was when we sampled the
local restaurant (Las Palmas serves
no meals) and found the food quite
good.

The day following the fiesta was a
day of rest. We passed it sitting in
the outer doorway of our room and
rambling through the sunlit streets.
We left for Hermosillo early the next
morning.

Back across the river ferry we went
and bore west to the rich valley where

TOLOROSBURG
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CHURCH AND FORTRESS WERE COMBINED
IN THIS ANCIENT MISSION AT TEPUPA.

THERE ARE FIRING PORTS IN THESE ROOFLESS
ROOMS WHICH LOOK OUT OVER THE VALLEY
OF THE MOCTEZUMA NEAR YAOUI JUNCTION.

the Rio Moctezuma empties into the
Yaqui. We passed through the village
of Suaqui. Spray engulfed us as we
made a running ford of the Mocte-
zuma. Ahead in the place called Te-
pupa lay a splendid ruins that Don
Carlos had told us about.

The ruins, terraced on a hillside that
commanded the valley, were of a
church three centuries old. Pioneer
Jesuits located a mission here in 1629.
The edifice was probably raised during
the middle years of the century, around
the time that the Puritans were ex-
tending their log towns on the Massa-
chusetts shore and the Sun King, Louis
XIV, was building the palace walls at
Versailles. That portion of the mis-
sion containing the altar is in decent
repair and is used for worship by the
residents of Tepupa. The arches and
roofless rooms of the east part are
frequented by courting couples and
village idlers who gaze by the hour
on the brocaded green of the Rio
Moctezuma valley below.

A few miles north in Batuc is an-
other church, of later vintage but still
ancient, and near it a lovely empty
capilla, unused except by the vultures
that crowd its tower.

Now the road wound monotonously
between peaks and across high ridges
and at last descended into the wide
coastal plain. At dusk we reached
Hermosillo, which to us, after five days
in the backlands, sparkled like a
metropolis.

We had been through country that
is quite accessible but rarely visited,
a place where tourists seldom tread.

TODAY ONLY VULTURES USE THE CAPIILA
AT BATUC, ONE OF SEVERAL OLD AND

HANDSOME CHURCHES IN MOCTEZUMA VALLEY

The area, though, is not without charm
for the mildly adventurous. Its climate
is salubrious, its history fascinating
and its people kindly and hospitable.

If you have an appetite for new
kinds of desert country, try foraging
in eastern Sonora.—END

True or False These ques-
tions cover a
wide range of

Southwest subjects—botany, geography,
history, Indians and mineralogy. A fair
score is 12 to 14 right answers; 15 to 17
is good; 18 or over is excellent. Answers
are on page 38.

1. A rattlesnake adds a new button to
its tail once a year. — True
False

2. Sotol was one of the food plants of
desert Indians.—True False

3. Capitol Reef National Monument
was set aside to preserve Nevada's
first state capitol at Carson City.—
True... False .

4. Billy the Kid played a prominent
role in the Curry County War.—
True . False .

5. The mineral cinnabar yields quick-
silver.—True . False ....

6. Badwater is a famous waterhole in
Death Valley.—True . False .

7. According to legend, the Enchanted
Mesa of New Mexico is the ancient
home of the Acoma Indians. —
True . False .

8. The Phoenix Dons was a vigilante
group that kept law and order in
the city in the 1880s. — True .
False .

9. One of the most popular mineral
collecting locales with rockhounds
is at Wiley's Well, Calif.—True--.
False .

10. The kangaroo rat carries its young
in a pocket in its skin. — True.—-
False .

11. Ironwood trees have thorns. —
True .... False .. .

12. The padres Kino and Garces made
many trips of exploration together.
—True . False

13. In locating a mining claim, the no-
tice of location should be placed
at all four corners of the claim.—
True . False. - .

14. Tombstone, Ariz., was once a great
silver mining camp. — True
False.. .

15. Blossom of the saguaro cactus is
crimson.—True . False .

16. Author of the famous stories about
the frog that never learned to swim
was Dick Wick Hall. — True
False

17. The stream which Major Powell
called the Dirty Devil is now known
as the Little Colorado. — True -..
False ....

18. The date palm tree is not a native
of North America—True—. False.—.

19. One of the nation's largest buffalo
preserves is in Monument Valley
on the Utah-Arizona border. —
True.... False..-.

20. Baja California's Laguna Salada is
one of the best sport fishing grounds
on earth.—True False

10 DESERT MAGAZINE



HE HUNTS LIONS

HOLT, STORMY AND SHEBA
ON A RABBIT HUNT

Milt Holt "Brines "Em Back Alive"

—the hard way

By FRANK JENSEN

MILT HOLT, professional guide and lion hunter from
Gunlock, Utah, does most of his "hunting" with a
lariat. He's more interested in bringing back the

big cats alive.

"It's like lassoing a steer—with one difference," says

M A R C H , 1 9 6 0

WITH A LASSO
Holt. "With mountain lions you've got 200 pounds of live
fury on the other end of the rope."

Holt has an intuitive knowledge of wild animals and
their ways that has put him in a class by himself. Genial
and mild-mannered to the point of being easy going, he is
a far cry from the stereotyped rugged outdoorsman. In his
own element, however, he can outstalk the mountain lion
at his own game—and that takes quite a bit of doing, for
these creatures are one of the few predatory animals that
have survived the infringements by civilization on the
mountain wildernesses of the West. The big cats are
cagey, seldom allowing themselves to be seen. A pack of
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LION HUNTER-

SHEBA "NEARLY ALWAYS COLLECTS
- A CROWD" WHEN SHE STROLLS DOWN

ST. GEORGE, UTAH, M A I N STREET

well-trained dogs as well as horses are almost a necessity
for any hunter who expects to tree a lion.

Holt's personal twist—roping the lions—adds danger
and excitement to this "game." A few years ago any
hunter in this business would have said bringing in a live
mountain lion on the end of a rope was an impossibility.
Milt Holt's secret lies in drugging the animal once he can
get a needle past the flailing claws. "Otherwise a cat would
beat himself to death against the bars of a cage," he
explains. The easy-going hunter, who guides dudes into
some of Southern Utah's best mountain lion country, hopes
to make his collection of big cats pay off. He has already
used his dogs and lions in a Disney film as well as several
television shorts.

Holt was born and raised in the Mormon hamlet of
Gunlock, a farming and ranching community 20 miles
northwest of St. George. The town was named for William
"Gunlock Bill" Hamblin, a Mormon scout who was one
of the best marksmen of his day. It was Hamblin who
split the bowl of an old Indian pipe at 50 paces to give
Pipe Springs and its century-old fort on the Arizona-Utah
border its name. Milt Holt, like Gunlock Bill, is also
something of a "tamer" of the Wild West. Holt maintains
his own private zoo right in the middle of Gunlock—at
present he has six full-grown mountain lions, a black
bear and a bear cub in the menagerie, along with a pack
of hunting dogs and horses.

Star of this wild animal troupe is Sheba, a year-old
lioness who is as playful as a kitten—but packs the wallop
of a prize-fighter. Holt takes Sheba along when he goes

12

hunting for jack rabbits, a mainstay of a mountain lion's
diet. Sheba not only retrieves the rabbits, but will run
down wounded jacks like a hunting dog does, says Holt.

Sheba's companion on these hunts is Stormy, a com-
bination "black and tan" and "blue tick" hound. The
lion was adopted by Holt when she was a cub, and Sheba,
in turn, adopted Stormy who is one month her junior.

"The pair are inseparable," says Holt. "They eat to-
gether, play together and even sleep in the same pen." But
on the trail, Stormy becomes a ferocious hunting dog.
"He'll even climb a tree after a cornered lion," reports
Holt. "That kind of dog doesn't last long."

In the wild ruggedly scenic slickrock country around
Gunlock, both Holt and his lion are attuned to their sur-
roundings. In mock "warfare" the pair will stalk one
another until Sheba, tiring of the game, streaks for her
"prey." These big cats, like any house cat, will purr when
content and hiss when provoked—and when excited emit
a shrill squeak nearly inaudible to the untrained ear, but
a sound that the hunter recognizes.

Sheba, who has become something of a local celebrity,
accompanies Holt on his periodic trips into St. George for
provisions. The sight of a lion in the streets nearly always
collects a crowd (a gross understatement). Once Holt
and his pet created near pandemonium at the local court-
house when a woman employee spotted Sheba and went
screaming through the building that a wild lion was on the
loose. On another occasion Sheba realized a clear profit
while "mooching" at a meat market counter. A customer
dropped a dollar bill on the floor, and the lioness, mis-
taking the floating bill for another morsel of meat, slapped
her paw down on it at the same time the man reached
to pick it up.

"That fellow nearly went through the ceiling," recalls
Holt. Before beating a hasty retreat, the unnerved man
told Sheba to keep the money.

The capture of Sheba's mother and her two cubs was
a comedy of errors that Holt relates in an oft-hand manner.
It seems the lion was cornered in a cave by the unsuspect-
ing hunter who thought he only had the cubs. Holt fash-
ioned a noose on the end of a long stick and crawled in
after the "cubs." The instant he realized his mistake, he
flipped the rope over the big lion's head and then backed
out of the narrow crevice at full speed. The lion charged,
and Holt, still holding on to the other end of the rope,
headed through the thick junipers at top speed. Luckily,
a tree branch snarled the rope, throwing the lion to the
ground.

"I went back the next day to retrieve the cubs," related
Holt. "I needed one day to get back my breath."—END

HOLT HOLDS A BLACK
BEAR CUB.
THESE ANIMALS ARE
DIFFICULT TO
KEEP IN CAPTIVITY.



Desert Magazine takes pride
in presenting to its readers

the first in a series of
previously unpublished articles

by one of America's most
distinguished - and sensitive--

authorities on the culture
of the Navajos:

Laura Adams Armer
author of WATERLESS MOUNTAIN, DARK CIRCLE OF BRANCHES,

SOUTHWEST, CACTUS, and THE TRADER'S CHILDREN

Based on her 1923-31 experiences

Navaiolandin lNavajoian

On January 12, 1960, Laura Armer entered her 87th year. She was born in
Sacramento, Calif., the youngest of three children.

"Nothing turned to gold for father," she recalls, "but we did have food and
drink and books." Her early life in San Francisco centered around an

education in art—but the beauty around her was
"elusive." After six years in art school, she opened a photography studio. "I was

successful," she writes. "1 photographed celebrities from all over the world
—still I was not satisfied with my medium or with what I was

trying to express. Then one day I received an inspiration—
as if a voice had spoken. 'Don't worry,' 1 found myself saying out loud,

'when you are an old woman you will write what you fail to paint.'
So I began life over."

In 1923 Laura Armer made her first visit to Navajoland (see following page).
A decade of dedicated work followed. "Waterless Mountain,"

written in 1928. was the first great book to come from her experiences in the
Four Corners Country. When it was awarded the New berry Medal,

the prophesy was fulfilled.
Mrs. Armer and her artist husband. Sidney, are "spending our last days

surrounded by the groves of beautiful redwoods in northern California." RECENT PHOTO OF LAURA ARMER

TURN PAGE FOR "NAVAJOLAND IN 1923 " •
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. . . see preceding page for
introduction to this series

Navajoland In 1923
My Laura Adams Armer

THE author-to-be of "Waterless Mountain"
makes her first trip to Navajoland

and meets the "shy denizens of the desert"
in the harsh beauty of their arid empire

. . . Despite the relative recentness
of this first contact with the Navajos, it

might well have taken place five centuries
earlier, for by 1923 there had

been but little contact between these
tribesmen and whitemen . . .

IN THE ARID region of Northern
Arizona, the Navajo Indians have
lived for centuries. Their environ-

ment is dramatic in the extreme. The
Grand Canyon of the Colorado River,
with its strata showing from the top
soil to the bedrock of granite, presents
a mile-deep record of the physical his-
tory of the earth. Human drama
staged amid such stupendous land
sculpture naturally is affected by its
grandeur. The early Navajos, fight-
ing their way from the north, were
over-awed by this land in which they
found a haven.

Legend tells that at one time they
planted crops and lived in stone
houses. Today the Navajos are shep-
herds with small log and dirt hogans
for homes. During their wanderings
they absorbed some of the culture of
the Pueblo people descended from the
Cliff Dwellers. Navajo myths are
tinged with Pueblo coloring, but al-
ways they retain a character of their
own. The imagination of these pre-
cocious stragglers peopled the aban-
doned cliff dwellings with supernatural
beings. The San Juan River they
named the Old Age River, of which
they have never ceased to sing:

"That flowing water!
Thai flowing water!

fy mind wanders across it.
That broad water!

That broad water!
My mind wanders across it.
That old age water!

That flowing water!
My mind wanders across it."

Through the years the Navajos

roamed the mountains, hunting and
gathering seeds, learning to respect
the thunder and the rattlesnakes. They
made songs as they traveled. These
are sung inside the medicine lodge in
winter when the thunder and the
snakes are asleep. They are part of
the healing ceremonies. Medicine men
memorize but do not understand these
archaic words. They chant and shake
their rattles in great earnestness, con-
vinced that the songs of their uncles
have power to heal. With the songs,
the sandpaintings are made. The two
are inseparable.

Paintings in dry color on the floor
of the medicine lodge illustrate the
myths. In them live historic episodes,
poetic conceptions and symbolic de-
signs. They are not emotionally con-
ceived expressions of any individual.
They are traditional tribal symbols
that must not deviate from the pre-
scribed pattern. Only in the decora-
tions of the skirts and tobacco pouches
of the gods may the pourer of sand
express his personality in patterns of
stars, crosses, triangles, feathers or
whatever his fancy dictates. The Nav-
ajos do not think in aesthetic terms
when making a sandpainting. Power
lies in symbolic verity. The pourers of
sand do not doubt that deity is por-
trayed in manifold phases, nor do the
many men, women and children doubt
as they come riding from far canyons,
some in old wagons drawn by decrepit
horses, many on horseback and a few
in wheezing Fords. They come riding
to hear the songs, to gossip, to meet
old friends and to revel in the stories
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of ancient times when their forefathers
dwelt near the Old Age River.

It was Washington Matthews who
first recorded some of the sandpaint-
ings and songs of the Navajos in 1885.
These were published in an Ethno-
logical Report. In 1887, the Ameri-

can Folklore Society brought out his
Navajo Legends, a precious volume
of understanding of the tribal life of a
virile people. He was the first scholar
to become aware of the poetry of the
Navajos. It is to him that I owe the
inspiration that sent me among them;

to him and to the Franciscan Fathers
of St. Michaels, Arizona, who pub-
lished An Ethnologic Dictionary oj
the Navajo Language.

I went first as a painter, trying to
express the inner-longing for the in-
tangible in a land that is cruel and

LAURA ARMER WAS ALREADY WELL-KNOWN FOR HER WORK IN PHOTOGRAPHY WHEN
SHE WENT TO NAVAJOLAND. THIS PENETRATING STUDY SHE TITLED, "FOUR GENERATIONS."
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"HOUSE OF DAWN AND OF EVENING TWILIGHT"

impersonal. As the years passed, I
found myself studying folklore and
religious ritual of sandpainting. It is
necessary to tell how physically diffi-
cult it was to enter the Navajo domain.
Only through the kindness extended
by various white traders was I enabled
to work. They helped me in a part
of my own country where it was im-
perative to obtain a permit from the
United States government, allowing me
to live on an Indian Reservation.

Among the Navajo songs translated
by Washington Matthews was one of
Dawn Boy telling of a Child of the
White Corn wandering in the house of
happiness, in the house of long life,
with beauty all around him. It was the
song of Dawn Boy that decided the
route of our vacation in June, 1923.
We left Berkeley in a Buick touring
car, Sidney and I, our twenty-year-old
son, Austin, and Paul Louis Faye, a
friend who had lived among the Nav-

ajos studying their language and cus-
toms. We were prepared to camp-out
in a dry country. The running-board
of the car held canteens of water and
a lunch box. A trunk on the rear
stowed a gasoline camp-stove with
pots and pans. Sleeping-bags and
ethnological reports filled half of the
back seat. Cameras and canned goods
reposed at our feet. The baggage was
not a complete index of our activities,
as paints and brushes were left at
home and in my husband's San Fran-
cisco studio of commercial art. Lug-
gage all around us, with it we wand-
ered. Austin drove the car, achieving
Grand Canyon which we left without
taking one snapshot, proving proper
restraint and reverence in the presence
of majesty.

On a short side-trip from the Can-
yon we met Navajos repairing the
road. They were tall men with long
black hair knotted at the backs of

their heads. All wore turquoise ear-
rings dangling from pieces of string
which went through holes in the ear
lobes. The turquoise was cut in tri-
angular form with rounded corners
and sides. The blue gems glowing
against brown skin spoke of romance
of the Southwest, recalling old tales
of Spanish conquistadores who, seek-
ing gold, found turquoise; told of
Montezuma in regal splendor of tur-
quoise; told of secret desert mines
where the life-giving stone awaited the
primitive miner. As the song of Dawn
Boy had brought yearning to me, so
did the turquoise earrings. I asked
Mr. Faye if it would be possible to
buy a pair of the earrings, if so what
should I pay?

"If they are heart's desire, pay what
equals heart's desire."

The bedecked Indians could speak
no English. They were about to re-
turn to their camp for the noon meal.
We went with them. Their women
were roasting mutton ribs and frying
bread in a Dutch oven of sizzling fat.
We silently held their proffered hands.
We did not shake hands, just clasped.
No word was spoken. After a long
silence I asked what to do next.

"Offer the price of heart's desire,"
said Mr. Faye.

I took from my purse a five-dollar
bill, held it toward a shy denizen of
the desert and pointed to his greenish-
blue earrings. From the alacrity with
which he removed the pendants and
grasped the five dollars, it was evi-
dent the price was sufficient. Thus
began the turquoise trail which was
to lead to the house of happiness
among the cliffs.

At Flagstaff, where we were to
leave the highway and plunge into
terra incognita, Mr. Faye gave us ex-
plicit directions as to behavior among
the Navajos for whom he had con-
ceived a wholesome respect. I was
advised not to wear knickers but to
don a skirt for the approval of modest
Indians. I complied, adding whatever
touch of femininity I could muster
from my suitcase. Filling our canteens
with pure mountain water, we started
north. Mile after mile we rode over
a land without perceived beginning or
ending; a land indifferent to humanity
or to anything less magnificent than
the sky above. Flat places lay dazzling
in sunshine. Rocks pointed prophetic-
ally upward. Placidly the waterholes
mirrored the sky, into whose blue
merged the snowy peaks of the west-
ern mountain. Dust in the distance in-
dicating a flock of sheep bore a sense
of human insignificance. It was power-
fully lonely.

We reached Red Lake Trading Post
set upon a rise of ground in the midst
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of sand. Made of stone, and octagonal
in shape, the building suggested a fron-
tier fort, especially as the windows
were barred with iron. Inside the for-
bidding walls we met Trader O'Farrell.
Groups of Indians bartering woolen
rugs for flour and sugar, leaned leis-
urely upon high counters. We liked
the rugs. We liked the odor of smoke
and mutton woven into them along
with zigzag patterns of white, black
and gray. Barbaric silver jewelry set
with turquoise dazzled us by its pro-
fusion. We learned that it was pawned
wealth to be redeemed by the Indians
when money was not needed for soda-
pop or canned tomatoes. Some of the
pieces were for sale. Holding a string
of turquoise and white shell in my
hands, I forgot that I should be pre-
paring the noon meal. Later, while
I opened cans of food outside the
store and tried to shelter my cooking
from the whirling sand, Mr. Faye pre-
sented me with an antique silver brace-
let set with one blue stone. I placed
it upon my right wrist and continued
to stir the soup.

Among juniper-dotted hills we met
a woman on horseback. Sure and
strong, with calico skirt flapping about
her moccasined feet, the desert beauty
passed, smiling a welcome to Navajo-

land. Austin slowed the car that we
might watch the personification of all
that was lovely in the midst of auster-
ity. An apple-green plush jacket
served as background for masses of
turquoise and coral beads. The rider
disappeared among the junipers which
seemed to bow in obeisance to her
beauty.

At the top of Marsh Pass we camped
for the night. Distant mesas broke
into terraced cliffs whose rocks rose
from the banks of a winding river far
below us.

It was good to awake to a world
of turquoise sky. Every breath of air
added zest to existence. Mr. Faye
smiled, Austin laughed uproariously
at some joke of his father's, a blue jay
screamed in appreciation, and the cof-
fee bubbled over. Full of the joy of
the morning, down to Wetherill's Post
we wandered. It was the Wetherill
family that had discovered the ruins
of Mesa Verde, in Colorado. We
talked of a possible route to the Na-
tional Park, and were told that Mr.
Wetherill was driving cross-country in
the afternoon to some point in that
direction.

No automobile had been over the
route he intended to travel!

N E W SMITH, TRADER AT SUNRISE POST, 1923

Next morning we filled the car with
gasoline, piled an extra 10-gallon can
among the ethnological reports and
followed Mr. Wetherill's trail across
the desert.

At Mesa Verde, high in the cliffs,
rest ancient rock homes, long since
abandoned by the builders. Visitors
wonder why human beings sought shel-

Continued on page 34

"WHEN WINTER COMES, THE THUNDER AND THE SNAKES ARE ASLEEP"
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By
WILLIAM E. WARNE

This is the second in a series of
articles by Mr. Warne based on
his observations in Iran during his
work there as Point 4 Administrator.
"The Ghanat" (horizontal well of
Persian antiquity) appeared in
Desert Magazine's February issue.

POMEGRANATE JUICE, chilled with ice, is a favorite
summer drink in Iran. Anyone who tries it in the
noonday heat, hot as only a dry desert country can be,

will readily appreciate the tastes that from ancient times
have made this drink popular. Cold pomegranate juice
titillates the taste buds, soothes the throat and quenches
thirst.

But, where do the people get the ice to frost their
drinks?

Only in a few cities is there power service that could
operate electric refrigerators, and even in these places
refrigerators are rarities, seldom found outside the houses
of foreigners in residence there.

But here in Ghezvin, or there in Dastgard, the hand of
welcome extended an ice cold drink.

"It is the custom," the host explains. "In summer our
people have always welcomed their guests this way."

Where I was born, on the banks of the Tippecanoe
River north of the battleground in Indiana, ice froze in
winter to a thickness sufficient so that it could be sawed
in blocks and snaked off the river to be stored in sawdust
in a cellar. My father had such an operation in connection
with an ice cream factory that he ran. In the first grade
this gave me great prestige. But we left Indiana when I
was so young I scarcely trust my memory concerning any
details. We moved to the Colorado Desert of California,
albeit the irrigated portion thereof, and I began at once
to gain the experience that made it seem so wonderful to
have iced drinks in summer in Iran. That Middle East
country seemed in 1951 more primitive so far as facilities
for living were concerned than the Imperial Valley was
in 1914 when I first saw it.

The only cooling agent in general use at that time in
the Imperial Valley was an olla, hung in the shade outdoors
and jacketed thickly with burlap sacking. By keeping the
sacking moist (which could be done by pouring a tin dipper
of water around its top and letting it soak down) the water
in the earthen jar was kept cool by evaporation. These
ollas were of a capacity of about five gallons and were of
relatively porous clay baked red. There was enough natural
seepage through the jar when it was full to provide a moist
appearance part way up the side. The wet sack intensified
the cooling process.

The olla had a broad flange 10 inches or a foot across
at the neck, and the great jar was suspended by a wire
tightened under this flange. Usually the wire connected
in four strands, with a hook in a rafter. The circle of wire
at the neck made it easy to fashion a hook on which to
hang the tin dipper. Usually the olla was covered with
a wooden lid and often a chair stood beside it so that a
child might climb up, stand on his tiptoes and dip himself
a drink.

Technological improvement comes rapidly in America,
however, and very soon in our valley some inventor intro-
duced an olla with a push-button spigot near the bottom.
All the jars began to have a standard symmetry and uni-
form appearance that spoke of mass production—and some
of the flavor went out of our pioneer life. Even so, we
had no ice. That did not come until later when trucks
began to traverse routes along our dirt roads collecting
cream for the cooperative creamery in Holtville. The milk
truck brought ice from town and we put it down in a big
insulated box. Butter could be set on the dwindling cake
and, though it sometimes got a little moist looking, it would
keep its shape. That was real progress, but, of course, we
paid for it. The irrigation water had to be watched more
closely, for if the road flooded the milk truck could not
get through. If it got stuck, there was Old Ned to pay.
The engine would roar and the wheels would spin and
literally plaster mud over everyone trying to help. The
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milk truck would dig itself in so deeply that even Big'un
and Beaut, when they were finally hitched on, would have
great difficulty pulling it out, and as likely as not would get
to jumping in the harness and break the doubletree.

There were no trucks serving routes and collecting
cream in the Iranian countryside. Ice could not be carried
that way. But here was ice, and on further observation
and deeper understanding here were other trimmings pro-
duced in a subsistence economy in response to sophisticated
demand. Great ingenuity had been brought to bear in order
to satisfy these needs.

The inventiveness of the people is well illustrated by
the ice factories on the Persian desert. In their design and
in the process of making and keeping ice, they employ
many technologies. I found no one who could say when
these plants were first used. The literature would indicate
that the Persians had ice throughout history, so it is prob-
able that similar ice plants have come down from olden
times.

The weather in winter on the Iranian plateau, which
averages about 4000 feet in elevation, is cold at night and
clear and bright during most days. The direct sun is hot
on any day. It may snow during rare storms, but the snow
melts off quickly once the sun comes out. On the north
side of walls, snow may lie for some time. Since all houses
and gardens are surrounded by walls, in winter most gar-
dens will have a crust of dirty snow bordering the north
wall. Flowers may be blooming on the opposite side where
the sun beats down. Perhaps observing some duplication
of this phenomenon, the inventor of the natural ice factory
simply designed a mud wall of sufficient height and run-
ning in precisely the right direction so that it is at all times
shaded on the north side. At the base of this wall is a strip
of ground of sufficient width to provide an efficient freez-
ing vat, usually 10 or 12 feet wide and as long as the wall
—150 feet or more. This strip is excavated to a depth of
about a foot and then flooded with water from an irrigation
ditch or a ghanat (horizontal well, Desert, Feb. '60). For
several months in the winter, ice can be frozen in this
outdoor vat, and blocks of a thickness of from four to eight
inches repeatedly sawed from it. These are floated to a
conveniently-placed portal and chuted to an underground
pit to be stored until summer. I have seen pits being served
by a series of three or four of these vats that could store
hundreds of tons of ice, and, indeed, had such quantities
in them near the close of the freezing season.

ICE THESE MEN CHIP FROM TROUGH IS
CHUTED TO UNDERGROUND STORAGE FACILITY

Sawdust is not readily available in Iran and the blocks
cannot be kept separated in storage. They tend to freeze
together and form one great chunk of ice in the pit of the
ice house. This means that the ice vendors who peddle
their goods from donkeyback up and down the alleys of the
cities, calling their commercials in quavering high-pitched
sing-song, do not have nice square blocks to sell. The stuff
they get at the pit is unevenly broken in odd and grotesque
shapes. Sometimes the donkeys have an unbalanced load
and develop a list. In hot weather I suspect the patient
animal enjoys carrying ice, for some of it is sure to melt
and soak through the blanket under the saddlebags and
even send cool little rivulets down his legs.

Teheran is a great city, with more than 1,500,000 popu-
lation. It has a central station power system and several
modern ice plants, usually producing long sticks of ice
shaped like hollow fence posts. Still there are scores of
natural ice factories operating there. South of the city is
a wide area where these ice house walls are the most
prominent features of the landscape. They appear on
every hand. Such ice houses are seen in many places on
the plateau.

Today's tourists marvel that George Washington had
an ice house facing the Potomac River, thinking it wond-
rous that the "modern age" has so deep a root in the past.
There was ice for Mount Vernon when the river at the
foot of the hill was frozen, though I suspect there were
some years when the ice there scarcely got thick enough
to cut. The Persians, having no rivers on the arid plateau
to freeze, developed a means of providing themselves with
ice centuries before George Washington enjoyed his first
glass of iced tea.—END

LONG WALLS OF AN ICE FACTORY NEAR TEHERAN
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A BARBECUE and chicken place
near the desert community of
Cathedral City, California, urges

its customers to: "Use your fingers—
Emily Post never comes here anyway."

Perhaps the statement is true—but
that doesn't mean Emily Post is un-
familiar with the desert country of the
Southwest. In fact, some of her pre-
etiquette writing is about the Great
American Desert.

Emily Post traveled by "motor-car"
through parts of the Southwest in 1915
—when going long—or even short—
distances in an automobile was an
adventure. She told about her South-
western trip in a book, By Motor to
the Golden date, published by D.
Appleton and Company the following
year—long before Emily Post's name
became synonymous with good man-
ners.

It all began on a Thursday in April,
1915, when Emily Post was in her
servant-attended home in New York
City with her son, E. M. Post, Jr., a
student at Harvard. They were rem-
iniscing over various trips Mrs. Post
had made by "motor-car" in Europe
since 1898—and how their own land

was an unopened book except from
the windows of a Pullman car.

On the spur of the moment, Post,
mother and son, decided to "open the
book" by driving to San Francisco via
Chicago, south into Las Vegas, New
Mexico, across the desert to Southern
California and then north to the
Golden Gate. That Saturday they
were on their way, accompanied by a
friend, Celia, who insisted on wedging
herself in amongst the bulging baggage
in the back seat.

By the time the adventurers reached
Las Vegas, New Mexico, they realized
that their choice of an auto had been
a bad one. The vehicle, a heavy "for-
eign make" job with but eight inches
of road clearance, was not meant for
the deep-rutted roads of the South-
west. Because of the car's low clear-
ance, E. M. spent a good deal of his
time shoveling earth and stones into
the road ruts so the car's underside
could clear the high center humps.

One thing in their favor was the
car's tremendous gasoline tank. It
held 35 gallons or enough for 350
miles of travel—10 miles to the gallon.

Emily Post described the 73-miles

between Las Vegas and Santa Fe—a
lap that took nearly six hours to nego-
tiate—in these words:

"Washed-out roads, arroyos, rocky
stretches, and nubbly hills. We just
about smashed everything, cracked
and broke the exhaust, lost bolts and
screws, and scraped along on the pan
all of the way."

After stopping at the Harvey Hotel
in Santa Fe, the travelers went on to
Albuquerque, a distance of 63 miles.
It was an easy drive over a smooth
road, attested to by the fact that it
took "less than three hours." This
was remarkably fast speed in those
days.

In 1915 the Indians at Albuquerque
were already tourist-wise. The noble
Red brothers allowed their pictures to
be taken by the visitors for the stand-
ard price of a quarter. Emily Post ar-
ranged with an Indian father and
mother to take a picture of their baby
tied to a swaddling board—and trouble
followed:

"The shutter of my camera had to
be set first and then released which
made two clicks. When I paid the
regulation quarter, he was furious and

EMILY POST'S GRAND
Before she
gained fame
as an
authority on
etiquette,
Emily Post
was a "travel
writer."
In 1915 she
made a trip
by car "to
the Golden
Gate"
via the
desert, a
memorable
motor tour
over rough
Southwestern
trails . . .

By WELDON D. WOODSON

Emily Post titled this photo:
"Across the real desert."
Mrs. Post is in the rear seat. Her
son, E. M. Post, Jr.,
is at the wheel.
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demanded double pay. I, on my side,
thought I was being imposed upon as
he had himself volunteered to hold
the baby for me for twenty-five cents.
E. M., who divined the difficulty,
quickly took the film pack out, and
holding it open against the light, ex-
plained to the Indian carefully, 'Little
click no picture.' And the Navajo,
being quite satisfied with the quarter,
I then gave him the second one—a
senseless, but commonplace proceed-
ing."

From Albuquerque, the battered
New Yorkers aimed their battered car
in the direction of Gallup. They could
have stayed for the night at a small
frame hotel of the "frontier type of
building," but preferred to sleep under
the stars. It would not be on the
ground, however, for Emily Post re-
ported having an "abject terror" of
snakes, although she granted that there
were very likely none within a hundred
miles. Bundled up in fur coats and
steamer blankets over them, they slept
in the seats of their car, which" were
as comfortable as an upholstered
steamer chair with the footrest up.

For Emily Post's part, the night was

too beautiful out under the "star-hung
sky" to willingly shut her eyes and
blot it out. "Overhead was the wide
inverted bowl of purple blue made of
an immensity of blues overlaid with
blues that went through and through
forever, studded with its myriad blink-
ing lamps lit suddenly all together, and
so close I felt that I could almost reach
them with my hand."

The next morning, she and Celia
tried to find a stream in which to wash
their faces. "But, failing in our search,
we shared the water in our African
bags with the radiator. The hot water
in the thermos bottle poured over
George Washington coffee did not de-
lay us a moment in our breakfast-
making, and it could not have been
later than five o'clock when we were
well off on our way."

They headed for Winslow across
the state line in Arizona—a stretch of
desert rarely traversed by auto. Even
so, the motorists felt adequately
equipped for the journey. Emily Post
explained:

"Without doubt we can get motor
supplies somewhere, but that is the
one risk E. M. refuses to take and so

we are starting off like a young Stand-
ard Oil agency, with 45 gallons of
gasoline, 35 in the tank and 10 extra
in cans. Also extra cans of oil. We
have plenty of water for ourselves and
some, too, for the car although we
doubt whether alkali which ties the
human stomach into a hard knot of
agony at a taste would give the radi-
ator a pain."

That day they lost their way sev-
eral times and saw no persons other
than occasional Navajos on the "Res-
ervation." They finally reached Hol-
brook, then drove without any adven-
tures over a "traveled road" to Wins-
low.

Beyond lay the Painted Desert, the
high country of Flagstaff, the miles
upon miles of sand of the California
deserts. The Posts took one look at
their grand touring car and ordered
it freighted by rail to Los Angeles.
They themselves booked passage on
the train and viewed the remainder of
the Southwest through a Pullman car
window. It would be best to leave a
part of America's Great Desert for
future motorized explorers to discover.
That, after all, would be the courteous
thing to do.—END

TOUR OF THE DESERT

.

"Sometimes we struck a bad
road" is the caption
Emily Post gave to this picture.
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THE MIRACLE OF
AN EMINENT NATURALIST EXAMINES ONE OF NATURE'S
MOST DELIGHTFUL WONDERS—SPRING WILD-
FLOWERS ON THE DESERT . . .

By Edmund C. Jaeger

DESERTS THE world over have
a peculiar way of bringing sur-
prises to us through their spo-

radic way of producing a sudden and
amazing abundance of choicest color-
ful wildflowers after often long periods
of drouth and barrenness. The casual
desert visitor seeing the usual dearth
of greenery on the enormous stretches
of land mantled only with gray brush
and stones, sand and gravel is certain
to wonder as to what strange combina-
tion of mysterious forces and events
brings about the sudden reversal.

Chief factors limiting or encourag-
ing growth of both desert plants and
animals are heat and the unpredictable
seasonal rains. If these rains are spaced
correctly, i.e., come just at the right
time, if they are not too light or not
too heavy, a good wildflower year is
inevitable. The relationships are in-
deed very critical, the possible compli-
cations involved unusual.

When "spring" (January, February,
March and April) and summer come
on the North American deserts, there
are two kinds of plants with showy
flowers: the ephemeral annuals and the
perennial hardy shrubs and trees. The
annuals are the ones most people think
of as wildflowers. They grow, bloom
and produce seed in a few weeks then
almost suddenly die at the end of the
season of rains. Most of them are
very heavy seed producers and it is
in the dormant seed state that they
hold over, sometimes from one to
several or even many years, until the
next favorable rains come. Thus they
avoid drouth instead of withstanding it.

Extensive seed germination takes
place only when the first rains pene-
trate several inches of soil. The young
plants may then suddenly appear in

The past winter's ruins have been gen-
erous and hopes cue high for an outstand-
ing wildflower display this spring. For a
report on the most promising locales to
visit on the California deserts, see page
35.

such numbers and be so close together
that they form a veritable green "felt"
on the surface of the sands. If no fur-
ther good rains come, these seedlings
still survive a short while and rush at
ridiculously fast pace to a state of
dwarf maturity. What small bits of
water they have they determine to
utilize to the maximum. They may
have only a leaf or two, produce only
a few flowers and seeds, then wither
and die.

Seeds of many of the wildflowers
produce growth-inhibiting substances
on their surfaces. If the rains are
meager, these substances are not re-
moved and the seeds will not sprout.
It is a very wise provision Nature has
made for saving her seeds until there
is really a chance that her plant chil-
dren may grow and produce more
seeds.

There are also growth - promoting
substances made by the seed. If rains
are too heavy, as in a cloudburst, these
growth - inducing substances are re-
moved, and again no germination takes
place. Nature wants things just right
or she will not cooperate to produce
flowers.

Pectis papposa (there is no English
name for it) is a pungent turpentine-
odored low-spreading annual appear-
ing from June to August after summer
rains. In the eastern Mojave Desert
and in southern Arizona I often see it
making conspicuous broad carpets of
yellow in an otherwise barren desert.
It seems to thrive with the very mini-
mum of rain. Dr. F. W. Went reports
that the seeds of Pectis very rapidly
produce inhibitors that prevent it from
growing in winter no matter how great
the rainfall. In the high temperatures
of summer the rate of germination so
far exceeds the formation-rate of in-
hibitors that the young plants appear.

Many of the winter and spring an-
nuals suddenly appear while the nights
are still quite cold. These flowers grow
very slowly until the warm days and
nights appear. Then they rush to ma-
turity in a matter of a few weeks. On
the Colorado and Yuman deserts the

wildflower season may be at its height
as early as late February; on the higher
Mojave Desert the flower season is a
month to six weeks later.

Of the ephemeral wildflowers there
are three kinds: the spring annuals,
the summer annuals and those that ap-
pear at either season, asking only that
there be sufficient moisture for their
needs. To the last group belong the
sand verbenas, Spanish needles (Pala-
foxia), spiderworts, low mat-like mil-
ky-juiced euphorbias known as rattle-
snake weeds, and two species of Jim-
son weed. Most of the other wild-
flowers have seeds that germinate only
at one season or the other. In south-
central Arizona there are two very
showy flower seasons, but even a su-
perficial observer will discover that
the plants which flower in the spring
are quite different than those which
appear in July and August during the
season of summer rains. This is be-
cause the seeds' period of coming to
maturity and the germination require-
ments of the two are totally different.

The fine gravelly or sandy soils gen-
erally produce the best crops of wild-
flowers for there the rains penetrate
easily. Since sands and sandy loams
are such common constituents of des-
ert soils over widespread areas, espe-
cially in the broad valleys and basins,
we see there those often enormous
spreads of color for which deserts are
famous. In the spring of 1957 I saw
on the floor of scenic Panamint Valley
an almost solid spectacular sheet of
rich yellow some three to 10 miles
wide and at least 15 miles long, all
produced by the handsome sweet-
smelling desert sunflower (Garraea
canescem). How many tons of seeds
were produced here is hard to estimate.
Last year, with its shortage of rain,
saw the same broad area wholly de-
void of flowers—a barren waste.

Once I collected 20 pounds of soil
from under a creosotebush. Using a
fine-meshed screen and a binocular
microscope I separated and counted
more than 900 seeds. I am certain
there are places where I could have
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