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DESERT is one of the few magazines people save and have bound—and

there’s a good reason for it: ACCURATE INFORMATION on the fascinating

Desert Southwest’s places of interest, flora and fauna, human inhabitants,

history. back-country trails and modern highways., gem fields, and lost

treasure areas. These back issues are complete and in good condition.
Orders promptly filled and mailed postage-paid.
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FIELD TRIPS |

Mar 55—Gems of Monte Cristo Mts. (Nev)*
May 55—Bell Rocks of Big Sandy Valley (Ariz.)*
Jul 55—Gems in Trinity Range (Nev.)*

Aug 55—0pal Miner of Rainbow Ridge (Nev.)*
Sep 55—Trilobite Fossils Near Amboy (Calif.)*
Oct. 55—Day in Greenwater Canyon (Calif.)*

FIELD TRIPS 11

Nov 55—Rock Trails in Chemehuevi-Land (Calif.)*

Dec 55—Saddle Mountain Chalcedony (Ariz.)*

Feb 56—Red Rock Canyon Gem Trails (Calif.)*

Apr 56—Serpentine Miners of Salt Creek Canyon (Ariz.)*
Jul 56—Petrified Palm Near Ogilby (Calif.)*

Mar 57—Jasper in Barstow Badlands (Calif.)*

DESERT PERSONALITIES

Jun 55—Ace Gardner on the Trail

Nov 55—Charles Kelly of Capitol Reef

Mar 56—Saga of Frying Pan Ebbens

Jan 57—The Huntingtons of Saw Tooth Ridge (Nev.)*
Mar 57—Prospector Ed Smith of Marietta (Nev.)*
May 57—The Mantles of Castle Park (Utah)*

GHOST TOWNS

Oct 55—They Found New Wealth in Fairview (Nev.)*

Apr 56—Jerome—Mingus Mountain Ghost (Arix.)

Jan 57—Boom and Bust at Leadfield (Calif.)*

Apr 57—O0Ild Dale and New Dale (Calif.)*

Oct. 57—Vanderbilt and Manvel (Calif.)*

Nov 58—Chinese Ghost Town in the Humboldt Range (Nev.)*

WILDLIFE

Jun 55—Diving Owls of Borrego Valley
Jun 56—Wild Burros on the Desert

Oct 56—Midgets of tha Desert World
Mar 57—The Busy World of Desert Ants
Jun 57—King Snake Is Immune to Poison
Sep 57—I1 Was Bitten by a Gila Monster

LOST TREASURE |

Apr 55—Lost Hardin Silver (Nev.)*

Jun 55—Hidden Gold of Bicuner (Calif.)*

Jul 55—Dark Gold on the Tabaseca Trail (Calif.)*

Sep 55—We Lost a Gold Ledge in the Panamints (Calif.)*
Oct 55—Lost Gold of the Algodones (Calif.)*

Nov. 55—Lost Gold of Jarbidge (Nev.)*

LOST TREASURE NI

Feb 56—Treasure Canyon of the Coso Ancients (Calif.)*
Mar 56—Lost Gold in the Chocolate Mts, (Calif.)*

Oct 56—Lost Jesuit Mine with the Iron Door (Ariz.)
Jan 57—Lost Apache Gold in the Little Horns (Ariz.)*
Mar 57—Pegleg Mine—Fact or Fable? (Calif.)

May 57—Lost Silver in the Trigos (Ariz.)*

TRAYEL

Mar 55—Camper’s Tour of Mexico (Murbarger)*

Aug 55—Devil's Canyon, Baja Calif. (Henderson)*

Jul 56—Boat Trip in Canyon of Lodore, Utah (Henderson)*
Nov 56—Utah's Rugged Needles Country (Carroll)*

Jun 57—Vacation in Baja California (Appleby)*

Jul 57—New Mexico’s Back Country (Murbarger)*

DESERT GARDENING, BOTANY |

May 55—When the Palo Verdes Bloom

Jun 55—My Bamboo Was the Traveling Kind
Jul 55—When the Rains Fail to Come

Aug 55—Flowers That Blossom in August
Sep 55—What Grass for the Desert Lawn?
Oct 55—Planning a Winter Garden

DESERT GARDENING, BOTANY I

Nov 55—Tamarisk in the Back Yard

Dec 55—Valiant Is the Ironwood

Mar 56—0Olive Trees for Shade and Beauty
Apr 56—It's Perennial Planting Time

June 56—Summer Garden Zinnias, Marigolds
Jul 56—Landscaping with Native Plants
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Artist's Lament

Once in a blue moon

The desert has snow.

Once in a blue moon!

How, then, could I know

It would cover the ground
While I was away?

Since my return

I have watched every day
For a glimpse of the falling,
Feathery fluff,

Patting the ground

Like a powder puff .

They tell me the desert

Was candlewick white—

I could weep to have missed
Such a paintable sight!

—Helena Ridgway Stone
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LETTERS

...FROM OUR READERS . ..

Right Man For the Job . . .

To the Editor: Professor Lister’s article in
the December issue (“Plugging the Cultural
Gap”) is quite a feather in Desert Maga-
zine's cap. Such a clarification was needed
for a long time, and Lister was the man to
do it.
PAUL HULDERMANN
Scottsdale, Ariz.

Confirming a Prediction . . .

To the Editor: In appreciation of your ex-
cellent article about the young artist Bill
Bender appearing in your November issue,
I am taking the liberty of sending to you
a photo I made in Death Valley eight years
ago.

I was attending the annual encampment
of the 4%rs and was camped at Texas
Springs, when along came a young man

BENDER'S CLOSE SHAVE AT TEXAS SPRINGS

in a station wagon looking for a campsite.
I motioned him to the spot next to me
which was rather secluded, and there we
spent the better part of three days and
nights using a common campfire.

We were both alone and as we seemed
to enjoy the company of one another, I
learned enough about Bill to assure myself
that this fellow was an artist at heart,
although he did not confess to me until the
second day that he was then painting and

had with him a picture for the art exhibit
at Furnace Creek Inn.

I appreciate your story on Bill as it con-
firms my predictions made at the time of
our meeting. I have seen him only once

since. The photo I made was taken with-
out his knowledge at a time he was
shaving.

I thank you for your support of this very
promising artist.
HENRY M. FORD
Yucaipa, Calif

The Desert Revisited . . .

To the Editor: At 86 1 can no longer go
to our beloved desert, but can relive it
with Dr. Jaeger's articles in your publica-
tion.

Formerly, if time permitted, it was a
camel trip in North Africa, an elephant
jaunt in the Hindustan desert, or a visit
to Peru.

Dr. Jaeger's November article, “Deer on
the Desert,” recalls tracks on the Mojave
after a rain: the big pad of a mountain
lion . . . the hoof marks of a doe . . .then
a blur which must have been the death . . .
beyond—only lion trail.

C. M. GOETHE
Sacramento, Calif.

Bodie Is NOT a Gyp . . .

To the Editor: First thing 1 read in the
December issue was Merwin K. Warner's
letter calling Bodie “a gyp.”

What did he expect a real ghost town
to look like? Bright lights and a drug
store on every corner? Bodie is the best
preserved ghost town in California because
it is boarded-up. Without such protection,
it would have been carted-off piece by piece
by souvenir hunters long ago

Mr. Warner complained about the “long

"MADE BY MAC"

KAMP KING
KOACHES

The Ultimate in Campers

For your safety all Kamp King Koaches
are constructed on an all-metal covered
base. Sidewalls are 3-inch solid ply-
wood with expansion-type aluminum
sheathing over double insulation.

OVER CAB MODEL WITH SIDE DINETTE

Two Sizes

8°-6" with 4’ over cab
Approx. weight 1450  Approx. weight 1300

Width (both) 6'-8" Headroom (both) 6'-2*
Many models to choose from

10" with 4’ over cab

McNAMEE COACH CORPORATION

2501 NO. ROSEMEAD BLVD.
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dusty, rough ride” to reach Bodie. Few
true ghost towns are found alongside high-
ways. They are tucked-away in off-the-
beaten path locales.

THOMAS C. RATICAN
Los Angeles

To the Editor: May the 18 miles to Bodie
never be paved, and the curio shop interests
never find it.
ANNA MAY RATHBUN
Arcadia, Calif,

Moving A Saguaro . . .

To the Editor: In the November magazine
you had a story about a giant saguaro cac-
tus being transplanted from the wilds to
the front yard of a residence. 1 have read
that it is unlawful to remove desert plants.

A, JONES
South San Gabriel, Calif

(The saguaro was removed from private
land. The law in question protects the
flora on public land.—Ed.)

The Subject Comes Alive . . .

To the Editor: Your magazine is a ray of
Southwest sunshine which we all look for-
ward to each month. My young sons,
Faton and Gayland, peruse it from cover
to cover, and their father and I read many
of the articles to them.

Gayland's third grade class is studying
American Indians. Several weeks ago we
boxed every issue of Desert we had and
Gayland took them to school. Your many
beautiful and colorful articles on Indians
come alive in a real way to the children.
The third grade is greatly enjoying a happy
education through your magazine.

MRS. A . W. COOK, Ir.
Cooksburg, Penn.

They Still Don't Work . . .

To the Editor: Some of your readers may
remember my letter of October, 1957,
wherein I stated “doodle bugs do not work.”
After three years I still say these so-called
precious-metal locators do not work.

In response to that letter in the maga-
zine, I got replies from all over the United
States extolling the virtues of wvarious
doodle bugs. 1 was even taken to task by
some for calling these devices “doodle bugs”
rather than “locators.”

Prices of sure-fire locators quoted to me
ranged from nothing to several thousand
dollars. All manufacturers were willing to
prove to me—generally at my expense—
that their doodle bugs did work; but dur-
ing these three years all they have proven

| is that the instruments do not work.

I will grant that most operators I had
contact with seemed to be smart enough
to keep up their business or profession, and
therefore are able to make a living. By



this they must, if honest with themselves,
admit that their doodle bugs are a failure.
Even though they may tell of what riches
their doodle bugs have or can find, these
men continue to work for a living. Why?
Simply because their doodle bugs have never
proven successful. They may be alright to
play around with as a hobby—but don’t
make any plans of becoming a millionaire
by what they might locate.
HOLLIS J. GORDON
Independence, Mo.

Hero's Big Bang . . .

To the Editor: Being a railfan, I enjoyed
the article in the November Desert on Jesus
Garcia, “Sonora’s Railroad Hero.”

However, there is one point that needs
clarifying: you say Garcia’s body was
found amid the wreckage of the dynamite-
laden train; an earlier report 1 read said no
trace of the body was found after the
terrific explosion. Remember what one
truckload of dynamite did to Roseburg,

Oregon?
JOHN W. MAXON
Upland, Calif

The Prospectors’ Case . . .

To the Editor: 1 note that your July edi-
torial plugs for the prohibition of all pros-
pecting in Death Valley. Sounds like good
policy on the face of it, but let us look
more iH[O the matter, I can see¢ no reason
to prohibit Americans from prospecting
there or any other place, for the landscape
lwc}uld not be defaced if we had proper
aws.

I prospected in South Africa where they
have a mining inspector who visits your
claim periodically, measures the work done,
and publishes the names of those who hold
ground they can't work. No one is allowed
to stake a hundred claims and hold a job
in town, or turn in assessment work papers
on ground that not a tap of work was done
on.

In Africa you get a diamond claim just
30 feet square, and when you get worked
out you report this fact to the mining
inspector, who then comes out to inspect
the claim. You don't get another claim
until you get that ground worked out.
Then the ground has to be leveled off just
as it was when you found it.

In America you can go out and stake
a4 hundred claims and keep your job in
town. Look at the recorder’s books in any
mining district if you don't believe it. One
man | know has over a hundred claims and
works every day in town. If an honest
prospector wanted to stake and work one
of these claims he would be called a “claim
jumper,” and ordered off by the “paper
hanger.”

I have written to our senators about this
and received side-track answers; apparently
our politicians love confusion.

I have several uranium claims in Death
Valley. 1 made my headquarters in Balla-
rat, and I wish you could just see some of
those “understanding people who love the
desert” who come out from Los Angeles on
the weekend and camp near our old adobe.

QUICKEST WAY TO
OUTDOOR COMFORT

From the top of your car

Al
o fyane

Check these fine features:

1. Sets up quickly and easily in a few
minutes.

2. DETACHES from car in seconds—Just
push two buttons and guy rope.

3. Carrier has room for gear for four
people besides Kar Kamp. Station-
wagon models loges gear for 8.

4, Quality duck;—has floor, screened and
zippered doors ond windows. weighs
88 Ibs.

5. Fits any hard top car—large or small,

foreign cars too.

Prices $153.95 vp
Write for booklet to

Kar Kamp Mfg., 8925 E. Garvey Ave.
Dept. L, S. San Gabriel, Calif.

UNDISCOVERED WEALTH!

Buried loot, coins, silver, gold,
jewelry, battle relics! Transistor
M-SCOPE detects them all. Used
world-wide by experienced explor-
ers since 1932. Exciting! Reward-
ing! Lightweight and supersensi-
tive, the powerful M-SCOPE offers
greater depth penetration, over
200 treasure-hunting days of
battery life. From $59.50. Easy
terms, Guaranteed. Write for the
FREE illustrated booklet of fas-
cinating customer experiences.

FISHER RESEARCH LAB., INC.

Dept'E,CJPaIn Alto, Calif.

The Classified Ads in the
DESERT MAGAZINE'S

TRADING POST

Direct line merchandising, seller to buyer,
in the Trading Post (see pages 39, 40, 41)

They throw out garbage and beer cans and
don’t even have the decency to cover their
own filth. We had to get farther away from
“civilization” in order to live decent. If
that is the kind of people you want to take
the place of us prospectors, you will have
Death Valley all to yourself.

The prospector is the most conservative
of any man on earth. He has to be. He
lives next to nature and loves the desert.
Not so with your city beatnik. Just visit
a prospector’s camp and you will see what
I mean. In our African camp we buried all
garbage, and do the same at our Death
Valley camp.

There are all sorts of minerals in Death
Valley, free to all good Americans; but the
city beatniks lack the guts to get out and
prospect.

Up on Telescope Peak and in that area
there is gold, and I have got good readings
of uranium in several places. It is low
grade, but will be good enough to work
when the high-grade is gone.

You should plug for decent mining laws.
Prohibit anyone from holding ground they
can not work or do not work; have a min-
ing inspector (civil service) to inspect every
claim, and report those who are delinquent
in the papers—then you will see few “holes’
in the ground.”

Every prospector should be required to
have a license, the same as hunters and
fishermen. In South Africa the miners’
license costs about $4.80. No one is allowed
to dig up ground on the public domain
without this license. The license fee pays
the mining inspector’s salary and expenses.

We can work to make America beautiful
with the right laws; not by driving the
prospector off the public domain, Rather,
let us regulate the casual city weekender
and beatnik who scatter their garbage about
the desert.

These same city slickers shot up the little
burros in Death Valley and left them to
suffer and die. The burros don't bother
anyone. They get their sustenance up in
the canyons and only come out to the
springs to drink at night. I cannot imagine
the mentality of the man who would want
to shoot one of these creatures, and then
let it lay.

I have spoken to dozens of prospectors

| in Death Valley about the little burros. I
| didn’t find one man among them who has

ever shot one of these creatures.
BARNEY LEE
Gentry, Arkansas

The War Is Won . . .

To the Editor: 1 was deeply interested to
learn from Melissa Branson Stedman’s letter
published in the December issue of your
magazine that our cold war adversaries are
now carrying out their nefarious missions
by means of peyote buttons instead of
double martinis. It is most heartening. The
thought of a foreign spy approaching one
of our governmental eggheads with a candy-
sack full of peyote is intriguing, but not
frightening. If what Mrs. Stedman says is
true, 1 am sure we have the cold war won
right now, with no further effort needed.
I want to thank her for the good news.

ROBERT H. TREGO
Unionville, Nev.
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A PRACTICAL GUIDE
TO FLUORESCENCE

Fluorescence fascinates the rockhound.
Nothing in his collection brings forth such
exclamations of awe and wonder as the
gorgeous glow awakened in a drab-looking
rock when the ultraviolet light is turned on
it.

Most hobbyists are not content to stop
at seeing fluorescence—they want to know
what it is. Ultraviolet Guide to Minerals
is designed to aid them in this search for
the basic knowledge of fluorescence. The
first part of this recently published book
deals with the art of identifying minerals
by their fluorescence under ultraviolet light.
This leads to a unique set of charts for

quick and simple identification of minerals.
There also are chapters and charts on: rare
minerals, industrial minerals, surveys of
ores, fine points of prospecting, and radio-
active minerals.

Ultraviolet Guide to Minerals was wriiten
by Sterling Gleason; 244 pages; index; il-
lustrations (color, and black-and-white);
$6.95 from Desert Magazine Book Store
(see footnote below).

PAST AND PRESENT
OF TOMBSTONE, ARIZONA

Fine contemporary photographs with a
feeling for the old, highlight a paperback
square-format (11x11”) book entitled
Tombstone Picture Gallery. Tombstone, of

course, is the souvenir town in southern
Arizona which survived the Earps, Clan-
tons and McLaurys, and is now struggling
to live through the Tourist Age.

All in all, Lloyd and Rose Hamill,
husband-and-wife photo/journalism team,
do a creditable job with their “Photographs
and Drawings Plus Elegant and Moving
Prose.” The book also parades some good-
looking old type faces.

Tombstone Picture Gallery sells for $2
which, the authors point out, is “less than
the price of a good supply of snuff.” 24
pages. Can be purchased by mail from -
Desert Magazine Book Store (see details
below).

Books reviewed on this page can be purchased
by mail from Desert Magazine Book Store,
Palm Desert, California. Please add 15c for
postage and handling per book. California
residents also add 49 sales tax. Write for free
book catalog.

SOUTHWEST SHOPPING GUIDE

GEM This new tool is spe-
SCOOP cifically designed for
professional or am-
ateur "rockhounds.”
Made of strong alu-
minum alloy, 36-
inches long, the Gem
Scoop is sturdy, but
light. It can be used
to "reach” for hard-
to-get rocks; rake the
ground; or as a non-
slip hiking cane.
Manufactured by
Estwing, famed mak-
ers of the original
rock pick - hammer.
List price: $7.50.

RS o

CAMPING TRAILER
“Instant” camping is provided
by this handy and practical
camper. Tent sets up in one
minute; space for double bed,
cots, camp kitchen, luggage.
Comes in one-wheel and two-
wheel models. Tent is remov-
able to convert camper into
utility carrier.

“"Tailoring”
sunlight to
hold out
heat, glare,
and fading
characteristics is made possi-
ble by a new flow-on plastic
that tin*s window-glass in place.
Cost is about a third of that for
factory-tinted glass. Cuts down
glare, saves on air condition
costs. Available in Los Ange-
les area.

PORTABLE
SMOKER

| g Now you can

I hickory smoke
i~ /4 your own fish,
e fowl or game
with this port-
able smoker. Other uses: grill,
warming oven and food stor-
age. Can be used with or with-
out electric heater element. In-
sulated with aluminum foil.
The smoker sells for $14.95
(price includes foil roll, hickory,
heater element, and recipes).

LOADING
FRAME

"Camper's Nest' provides o
safe and stable platform for
the camper coach. Muscle
work is done by winch system.
Platform packs into easily
stowed carton. $129.50,

“The Flea” weighs 60 pounds,
but it's a rugged, dependable

mode of overland transporta-
tion. Height: 31"; length: 46".
Also available: “The Super

Flea”. Prices start at $169.

Aty ot ot
regarding Southwest
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Bu l. D, EARI,, administrative officer, Parker-Davis Project*

Do-It-Yourself Tours

AT PARKER AND DAVIS DAMS

UNiy
= ED g,
ARTMEyT oF |:zs:r1nms

ARKER AND DAVIS dams—unlike their “big broth-
P er” upstream on the Colorado River, Hoover Dam—
are not “show dams.” Hundreds of thousands of persons
visit Hoover every year, and uniformed guides are needed

to handle the crowds. But Parker and Davis are much
smaller than the spectacular concrete plug in Black Can-
yon, and they are off the beaten path of the “typical”
tourist (although Parker and Davis are right in the middle
of heaven for the fisherman, boatman, water skier and
desert back-country explorer).

In recent years more and more people have discovered
the beautiful blue lakes in mid-desert—Havasu Lake be-

*]. D. Earl was born in Bunkerville, Nevada, on
a tributary of the Colorado River, and was raised
on an irrigated farm. He has a degree in Busi-
ness Administration from The George Washing-
ton University, end is currently working towerd a
Master's Degree in Public Administration at Ari-
zona State University. His wife, Jeanne, is a
native of Lakeside, Arizona, and they have four
children.

hind Parker Dam, and Lake Mohave behind Davis—
which provide some of the best fresh-water recreation in
the nation. It was natural that these folks would be
curious about the two facilities that back-up these large
bodies of water.

But years ago, when the Bureau of Reclamation was
planning these dams, no one anticipated this interest, and
no provision was made to let the taxpayers tour their
dams. Needless to say, many disappointed persons were
turned away.

All this was changed a few seasons ago when the dams
were thrown open to the public on a do-it-yourself basis.

A great deal of preparation went into this project, un-
der the general direction of Project Manager E. A. Ben-
son, who first suggested the idea in the Bureau of Recla-
mation. Assistant Project Manager F. G. Scussel was
assigned the job of overall coordination, particularly with
regard to the layout, and the electrical and mechanical
controls necessary to safeguard both the public and pow-
erplants.

Transmission Division Chief Otto Mangum was charged

January, 1961 /[ Desert Magazine / 7
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with obtaining and installing the necessary communica-
tions equipment so that a push-button tour could be de-
veloped, for no Bureau of Reclamation personnel would
be available at either dam to accompany visitors, answer
questions or make sure people emerged safely from the
concrete caverns inside the powerplants.

I worked with Bill Williams of our Regional Office in
the writing of the necessary scripts for the automatic mag-
netic repeating tape recordings that were installed at strate-
gic points along the tour routes. And our imaginative
draftsman, “Buz” Bacon, came up with schematic draw-
ings, cross sections and illustrated maps—all designed to
make the tour educational as well as entertaining.

In all this work, we were guided by four overriding con-
siderations:

1. The tours had to be interesting.

2. They could not interfere with the day-to-day oper-
ation and maintenance of the two dams and powerplants,

8 |/ Desert Magazine / January, 1961

3. There could be no measurable continuing expense
involved, so that no charge would have to be made to
those taking the tours.

and 4, The tours could be brief or extended, depending
upon the spectator. (Who hasn’t lost patience on a guided
tour with the inquisitive amateur engineer who attempts
to rebuild the whole dam and powerplant every time the
guide asks: “Are there any questions?”)

The actual physical work involved the preparation and
placing of directional signs both inside and outside the
powerplants; changing elevator controls to facilitate auto-
matic operation; the placement of barriers at points dan-
gerous to the public; and the installation of tape recorders
and Joud speakers.

Otto Mangum and I went into seclusion to cut the tapes.
The play-back sounded beautiful in Phoenix, but at the
powerplants the roar of the generators and turbines made
mush out of my best modulated tones. After considerable
experimenting with amplifiers, loud-speakers and squawk
deadeners, visitors can now follow what I have to say
about the various powerplant operations, If a person
doesn’t understand how the generators, turbines, rotors
and governors combine to produce power for an electric
light in some far distant city, they have but to give the re-
corder button another push to hear my voice repeat what
the electrical engineers told me to say. Frankly, I don’t
understand all of it myself. Another good point: the tapes
shut-off automatically. There’s no need to wait around
for the entire lecture, though all of them are very short.

Davis Dam is an earth- and rock-fill embankment with
a concrete spillway, intake structure and powerplant. It
was completed in 1950. The Davis Powerplant, with an
installed capacity of 225,000 kilowatts, generated its first
power early in 1951. Electrical energy goes to Southern
California, Arizona and southern Nevada.

To reach Davis from Southern California, drive east on
Highway 66 through Barstow and Amboy; or take High-
way 60-70 to Desert Center where an unnumbered high-
way takes-off northeast to Vidal Junction. Either route
will intersect Highway 95, which is followed north to a
point where Nevada Highway 77 heads east to Davis Dam.
The trip takes about five or six hours from the Los An-
geles metropolitan area. From Arizona take either High-
way 66 from Flagstaff, or 93 from Phoenix. Both will
pick-up Arizona Highway 68 at Kingman, which leads to
Davis Dam. It is a four or five hour drive from Phoenix
to Davis Dam.

Parker Dam, constructed by the Burezu of Reclamation
with funds advanced by the Metropolitan Water District of
Southern California, provides a forebay and desilting basin
for the District’s Colorado River Aqueduct, which supplies
municipal and industrial water to the Los Angeles and
San Diego coastal areas. The dam is a concrete barrel
arch structure, completed in 1938. Its powerplant, with
an installed capacity of 120,000 kilowatts, first generated
power in 1942, Part of this energy is used for pumping
water along the aqueduct.

Parker Dam is more remote than Davis. From Califor-
nia you leave U.S. 95 at Vidal Junction, head east to Earp,
and then north where an unnumbered road dead-ends at
Parker Dam. From Arizona a new partially-paved road
north from Parker parallels the Colorado River on the
Arizona side, and leads to Parker Dam. It takes between
four and five hours from metropolitan Los Angeles and
three to four hours from Phoenix to reach Parker Dam.

At both powerplants we have clean rest rooms, comfor-
table lounges and plenty of cool drinking water. Soda



pop is available from machines—but no food or gasoline
are sold at the dams. If visitors are hungry, or need gas or
a bed, or want to fish or put a boat into the water, they
can be accommodated at nearby facilities.

At Havasu Springs Resort on the Bill Williams arm of
Havasu Lake is located a concessionaire under license to
the Fish and Wildlife Service, which administers all such
facilities on the lake as part of its responsibilities in con-
nection with the Havasu Lake National Wildlife Refuge.

A concessionaire of the National Park Service, adminis-
trator of facilities within the Lake Mead National Recrea-
tion Area, is located at the Lake Mohave Resort on Kath-
erine Wash behind Davis Dam.

Both powerplants are open from 8 a.m. every day of
the year. Someone is always there because water runs and

THE DOWNSTREAM FACE OF PARKER DAM, AT RIGHT; PARKER
POWERPLANT, LEFT, IS ON CALIFORNIA SIDE OF THE RIVER

DAVIS DAM, LOOKING NORTH FROM THE NEVADA SIDE. CONCRETE
SPILLWAY AND DAVIS POWERPLANT ARE IN CENTER OF PHOTO.

turbines turn and generators spin and people flip on light
switches 365 days a year.

We’re enthusiastic about the do-it-yourself tours. And
from the many favorable comments received, it is obvious
that the public likes them too. Today powerplant per-
sonnel can devote all of their time to the important business
of generating and transmitting power and energy through-
out the Southwest. At the same time visitors are able to
poke around in the dams and powerplants (so long as they
keep on the prescribed routes) without bothering us a bit.

The tours are becoming increasingly popular. Last
Easter week, some 3000 persons went through Parker
Powerplant. In a period of five months, visitors from 33
states, eight foreign countries and four provinces of Canada
signed the register at Parker Dam. Quite a contrast to
a few years ago, when someone likened the two dams to
“gray fortresses on the lower Colorado River.” /17
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IKE EARS, the “beaver” you wear
L is an extension of your personality.

And because of this facet, no two
men Or women ever crease or wear a
hat alike—or at least shouldn’t.

In the Southwest, the primary con-
sideration for wearing a hat was and
is to obtain shade or warmth. After
this is achieved comes the instinctive
urge for variation and self-expression.

We are all familiar with the clown-
ish hats worn at county fairs, or on
New Year’s Eve; the “cocky” hat pull-
ed down over one eye; the jaunty or
“sporty” hat worn on the back of the
head; and the flamboyant adventurous
hat turned up in front. But all these,
wrapped in one, cannot approach the
midget-brim monstrosity that style-
happy men are wearing today. How
the Shade of Bat Masterson must
wince! But even old Bat would be
the first to admit that there are as
many hat shapes and styles extant as
there are human personalities, and that
change in hat style is inevitable.

Few give any great thought to the
extreme roles hats can play in people’s

lives; that one hat can be worn in
fun only at a sporty angle, and the
same hat, shaped a little differently,
can complement a square jaw and a
pair of deadly serious eyes.

Hats have saved lives; and hats have
triggered deaths. With joy, hats are
thrown into the air; upon challenge,
tossed into the ring.

The hat had a major role in the
building of the West, and the South-
west in particular. Both were created
by virile young-in-heart men and wo-
men (and young people are fond of
flaunting their personalities through
their headgear). The angle at which
a man wore his hat, or the shape of
that hat, could stir up an instant fight.
And the bolt of controlled lightning
a dark-eyed blonde, sitting demurely
on the seat of a covered wagon, could
pour on some young unsuspecting male
wayfarer from under the brim of a
pert (black) sunbonnet, was some-
thing to tell your grandchildren about!

Rationally, you would never expect
to see a college boy—who should be
wearing a beanie—stroll to his classes
in a homburg; or a statesman in
striped pants and a claw-hammer coat
wearing a turned-up floppy-brimmed
felt @ la Errol Flynn just in from the
Australian Bush.

Frederick Remington depicted the
Spanish-American War and Western
soldier wearing a gray felt, crown
creased fore and aft, pinched a bit
in front, with both back and front
brims turned up to a 45-degree angle.
This was authentic Western for al-
most a century, with many civilians
affecting the style.

The hat type worn by mining and
civil engineers, geologists, mineralo-
gists, surveyors and forest rangers
seems to have originated with the
cavalry officer. General John J. Per-
shing wore it in Mexico in 1916. It
has a fairly flat brim, comes in black,
pearl-gray or dark green, with a mod-
erate four-dented crown.

Younger men on the Western deserts
and cow country wore, in general,
brims pulied down in front to shade
their eyes from the brilliant light.

Wm. F. “Buffalo Bill” Cody in his
younger days wore a hat with the brim
up on front and a little to one side,




held in place with a pinned ornament.
He changed styles as he grew older.

Many Southwestern hat types, espec-
ially those of the Navajos, had bands
of braided vari-colored horse hair
with silver, beads, or polished tur-
quiose ornaments. The Navajo, in-
herently conservative and deeply re-
ligious, generally wear flat brims and
undented crowns.

Wyatt Earp wore a flat-topped “tele-
scoped” “toughnut” type dark felt,
with a fairly flat brim. This hat still
has a wide vogue over the desert and
cow country, and dates back to long
before the turn of the century.

Billy the Kid wore a characteristi-
cally nondescript black slouch felt,
pulled down in front, with a careless-
ly pointed high crown. Dudes and
those who were inclined to be “tony”
wore derbies or small felts, sometimes
with the brims curled up all the way
around, with uncreased crowns. Real
“dressers,” even in the mining and
cow towns, wore silky velours in
winter, and “sailor” straws in summer;
women wore ‘‘sailor” or Leghorn
straws, both held in place with long
hat pins with which, if needed, they
could quickly trim a “badman” down
to size.

Like Will Rogers, Death Valley
Scotty wore a standard slouch type
Stetson pulled down in front. Many
Westerners habitually wore rattlesnake
skins for hat bands.

Hats can have a utilitarian use also,
as was illustrated by a story that went
the rounds in the early days about the
Arizona range rider who got a bullet
through the crown of his hat in a
saloon gun fight. Unconcerned at his
own close call, he yelled at his op-
ponent, “Now how am I a-goin’ to
water my horse out in the sticks!”

Mexican vaqueros were addicted to
wide-brimmed small-crowned sombre-
ros, with chin straps. The bigger the
hat, the more shade for their noon
siestas.

The Panama in all shapes came into
general use about the first decade of
the present century.

Some men even today go so far as
to wear a rainbow-colored feather un-
der their hatbands, imitating in small
fashion the Indian’s ornate headdress
—which, after all, is just a hat with a
lot of feathers stuck in it!

But be that as it may, one thing you

200 Ilustrations On Back Cover

could be sure of in the rich old days—
no man or woman would ever think
of appearing in public without a hat!

Sporadic attempts have been made
to introduce “pith” helmets to the
Southwestern deserts, especially when
movies were made in such locales as
the rolling Algodones west of Yuma,
but somehow the style doesn’t seem
to catch on, probably not fitting the
American personality. One thing that
does last though, is the “peaked” cap
of the rockhounds, which is comforta-
ble to wear in a car and in the field.

The vogue of the high crowned “ten
gallon” hat was ushered in by Tom
Mix, Buck Jones, Hoot Gibson and
other Western movie stars shortly after
the First World War. This hat had a
wide low-curled taped brim, and was
generally worn turned down slightly in
front. It came in many colors, includ-
ing snow-white.

None of the old timers ever wore
the brim of their hats rolled up on each
side as we see so much in evidence to-
day at rodeos, and which, apparently,
originated in recent years with the
riders of the King Ranch in Texas. The
style is prevalent throughout the Pan
Handle of Texas and Oklahoma, and
has been for some years. Go to any
roundup today, and you will observe
headgear atop both male and female
as alike as the rows of peas in a pod.

A study of hundreds of hat pictures
of old-timers throughout the Southwest
showed but ene (and a feminine one at
that) wearing this side-brim roll. This
one exception was Annie Qakley, “Lit-
tle Sure Shot” of the Buffalo Bill Wild
West Show in the 1890s. On her,
with a little chin strap, it looked real
cute.

Many present day movie and TV
stars affect the modern side roll style,
even when depicting Old West charac-
ters, in which, of course they are in
error. They are as “out of character”
as their galluping horses are when pull-
ing vehicles. (A galluping horse is a
run-away horse). Most of the old-
timers spent quite a bit of their time
keeping their hat brims flat. Like the
“ten gallon” crown, the rolled effect

! . T —
THE WAY BILLY THE KID—HAT AND ALL—REALLY
LOOKED. COPIED FROM OLD DAGUERREOTYPE.

can be carried to an extreme where it
becomes a caricature.

Yes, I think you will agree, hats do
make the man, as many old-timers
learned the hard way to their great
regret, trying to live up to the shape
and angle they sometimes so innocent-
ly chose. /17

hat Won The West . oo

January, 1961 / Desert Magazine / 11




Desert Stream
Now You See It . . . Now You Don't

A marvelous spring
above the ghost town of
Bumblebee, Arizona,
feeds the thirsty sands
of a desert wash

BY ELIZABETH RIGBY

HE DRY WASH—a wide streambed with not a drop
T of water in sight—is a hallmark of American South-
west desert and semi-desert areas. Yet every desert

rat worth his alkali cocktail knows better than to pitch

h-? o
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his tent in an arroyo during the cloudburst season lest he
be drowned by a flash flood in that same dry wash. He
knows also that if his canteen is empty he is likely to find
the wherewithal to quench his thirst by digging into the
floor of the wash where the sand shows signs of being
damp.

Plant roots know this secret too. That the water table
is frequently very close to the surface in a desert wash
is attested by the surprisingly lush growth of trees, shrubs
and other vegetation on its banks. It is not often, however,
that the phenomenon is as clearly demonstrated as it is
at Government Springs in the foothills of the ore-rich
Bradshaw Mountains near the ghost town of Bumblebee,
Arizona, some 60 miles north of Phoenix.

This remarkable spot (not to be confused with another
Government Springs farther north, near Prescott) is lo-
cated at the head of a small box canyon at an altitude of
2500 feet, and can be reached only by four-wheel-drive
vehicle, on horseback or afoot from the takeoff point,
which is 3%2 miles north of Bumblebee at the edge of the
graded dirt road between that settlement and the once-
active sheep-shipping center of Cordes.

On our last visit to Bumblebee we prevailed upon
Charles Penn, present owner of the town who moved from
the East Coast to find his destiny and happiness in a wild
Southwestern desert valley, to take us on a grand tour of
the history-haunted hills. It didn’t take much prevailing,
since Charley likes nothing better than guiding interested
visitors through the rugged country he now calls home.
Government Springs is a must on his roster of places to
show visitors, and he had told us something of its story in
advance. Yet as it turned out he had withheld its most
startling feature for a bizarre grand finale.

It was a raw and windy day, and only the saguaros,
ocotillos, paloverdes and stunted mesquite which attempted
to obstruct our progress, suggested a desert climate—and
they were belied by the gray sky and the chill blow.

Charley knew all the roads, trails and burro paths—
and it seems he drove the four-wheel-drive vehicle over
considerable stretches of the latter. After we descended
a washed-out track winding down the steep flanks of a
deep gully, we hit the broad level bed of Government
Springs Wash which seemed a true King’s Highway com-
pared to the high road.

We had had a comparatively wet rainy season for this
part of the world, yet the wash was bone dry As we
rounded the final turn I was completely unprepared for
the sight which greeted us—there, from an imposing wall
of granite, issued forth a tiny sinuous stream.

This was Charley’s O’Henry punch line to the tour.

“The Springs,” he announced succinctly, “As I've told
you, cavalry troops from Fort Whipple near Prescott



camped here in the old days. Before them the Indians.
Now ranchers drive their cattle in here sometimes because
of the water, and because the critters can’t go beyond the
box. The Springs are in the public domain, though, as
you'll see if you look for them on a map. Anyone’s wel-
come to come here. That is, if they can find the place.”
And Charley Penn chuckled with the gleeful triumph of
the successful explorer.

Leaving the car at our guide’s suggestion, we started
clambering up the step-like boulders at the foot of the
granite wall.

“Something up there might surprise you,” Charley mur-
mured.

It didn’t take long to discover what he meant. Indians
had once used this place as a campground, no doubt of
that. We could see the smoke-blackened walls and roof
of the natural rock enclosure where they had done their
cooking. More interesting yet were the shallow grinding
pits, the metates, they had scraped out of the flat-surfaced
granite. And when we leaned over the edge of the boulder
we found ourselves looking down on a deep limpid pool.

It was the water from this spring-fed source which,
spilling over the rim of its narrow stone basin, fed the
ephemeral little stream which had so astonished us upon
our arrival.

Charley scooped up a cupful for us to sample. It was
cold and delicious.

With its ample supply of pure water and its shielding
rampart of rock, what a perfect hideout this spot must have
made for Apaches avoiding white Americans, for prospect-
ors fleeing Apaches, for horse thieves in fear of the law

Oldtimer Bill Black and
his horse Sugar
know all about

Government Springs.
Often, prospecting in the
hills, they've stopped
their thirst at the cocl
pool at the head of the
disappearing stream.

Here Bill, looking north,
recalls an early

adventure for Charley
Penn's benefit. “Yes,” he
says, "hadn't been for
those springs, we'd

like to've died that day,
hot as you know what.
But here we are.

Got a Coke in there at

the store?”

(a glen high on the mountain above still bears the name
Horse Thief Basin), for high-stepping horsemen of the
United States Cavalry on the trail of red warriors or side-
winding bandits alike—unless, of course, all should have
happened on the refuge simultaneously.

Then Charles Penn, who had implanted the seeds of
such retrospective reverie in our minds, brought us back
to the eternal verities. There were more springs, he told
us, around the corner on the far side of the granite wall,
and so far as he knew they had never failed to flow copi-
ously. This made it the more amazing that the snakelike
rivulet which owed its life to their bounty should, within
a few hundred feet, vanish abruptly, swallowed up without
a trace, by the thirsty sand.

“Strange, isn't it?” said Charley. “But then that’s the
way with many a desert stream. Now you see it, now you
don’t. Just another of nature’s marvels.”

The early history of these Yavapai County places is
written into their names. You need only know how to
decipher the code. In Territorial days it was customary
to apply the word “Government” to any locality used by
Federal troops, and the use of the springs near Bumble-
bee by cavalry detachments sent out from Prescott to
protect miners, pioneer settlers and stagecoaches traveling
the risky route from Prescott to Phoenix over the original
Black Canyon Highway, is affirmed in an old manuscript
discovered recently by Charley.

According to this document the first known use of the
Springs by the military was in 1863. In that year a group
of United States soldiers under a Colonel Powers was
stationed there on outpost duty against the Indians who
lived in the valley; and until the redmen had finally been

s’ .
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subdued, this place continued to serve as intermittent head-
quarters for the U.S. Cavalry.

It was in 1863, also, that a party of venturesome pros-
pectors attempted to rob a honey-filled beehive in the
cliffs above the creek which runs through the valley. In
normal bumblebee fashion, the bees objected; and the
badly stung prospectors magnanimously decided to mem-
orialize the occasion by naming the creek in honor of their
determined winged attackers.

As it happens, 1863 was a banner year in the history
of mining in Arizona’s Yavapai County. It was in that
year that the fabulous strikes at Weaver Gulch, Antelope
Hill, Richmond Hill and Wickenburg were made. Three
years later, after visiting the region, the celebrated mineral-
ogist Hermann Ehrenberg wrote that the country contained
“a continuous range of gold-bearing rock . . . embracing
an area of at least 1000 square miles.” And of one district
in the general vicinity of Bumblebee another early account
stated, “every hill is . . . mineral-bearing.”

By 1876 the Bradshaw Mountains and Bumblebee Val-
ley were literally honeycombed with mines and with pros-
pectors’ hopeful diggings, while mines throughout Yavapai
County as a whole, both gold and silver, were more num-
erous than in all other parts of Arizona Territory com-
bined. Richard J. Hinton, whose Handbook to Arizona
appeared in 1878, declared this was largely because the
region was not vulnerable to Mexican depredations as were
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the southern Arizona mines, and was more easily pro-
tected against marauding Indians.

Yet Indians roamed Yavapai County in considerable
numbers, and Bumblebee Valley, because of its creek and
its springs of clear cool water, as well as because of its
mountain fastness, was one of their favored haunts. As
did Indians elsewhere the Yavapai Apaches resented the
coming of the miners and white settlers, and did what they
could to dissuade the freight and passenger coaches from
passing through their homeland.

The town of Bumblebee, once a bustling way-stop on
the only north-south route through this part of the state,
is now privately owned by the Penns. It has fewer than
20 inhabitants, most of them friends or relatives or em-
ployees of the Penns. It has a postoffice which serves a
wide surrounding area, in which live ranchers, miners and
prospectors. The store is operated (at a loss) by the
Penns for the accommodation of travelers and neighbors.
It is possible to buy the basic foods in limited amounts
(canned goods, bread, dairy products, some meat, soft
drinks and candy), but anyone planning an extended stay
in the area would be wise to stock-up ahead of time. Gas-
oline, oil and air for tires are available.

A visit to Bumblebee may be conveniently made by
anyone planning a trip to the recreational areas in the
Bradshaw Mountains beyond Crown King and Horse Thief
Basin. It is sometimes possible to rent one of the old
miner’s cottages (which have been moderately modernized,
and are housekeeping units) at Bumblebee, but arrange-
ments for this should be made in advance. In the absence
of the Penns, or if none of the cottages are available (their
rental, like the store, is simply a matter of accommodation,
since the Penns are not in the motel business) camping
out is the order of the day. 11/
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A Desert Cabin
Called “Second Chance”

By MARGARET ARENSBERG

HE OLD MINE was abandoned

because it didn’t pay off. Nestled

in the nearby rocks was an old
prospector’s cabin that looked more
like a frontier jail than it did a home.
It had iron bars on its narrow win-
dows and big locks on its two iron
doors. But, to our city-weary eyes,
these 40 acres in the dry hills of east-
ern San Diego County, California,
were a dream come true. We bought
the property for a vacation home.

The house was built of rocks and
cement. It had but two small rooms,
a porch to protect and give dignity to
the front doorway, a tiny entrance hall
and a big fireplace of red brick. The
iron doors were thick and heavy, dec-
orated with eclaborate hand-wrought
iron hinges. Each door had two trick
locks, and the windows had one-inch
iron bars sunk into six-inch cement
walls. The kitchen windows were
boarded over, closing out a distant
view of Palomar Mountain. Holders
for guns, a niche for a bootjack, and
corner shelves for lantern and crucibles
made up the cabin’s “furnishings.”

The old prospector who built this
home must have been afraid of both
the elements and chance passersby. We
learned later that he was an elderly
Swiss gentleman, a lace designer and
world traveler who turned to prospect-
ing and mining in his old age. The
house expressed qualities of his per-

sonality — the touch of the lace de-

signer appeared in iron trimming on
the windows, and fancy designs were
on corners of the house and on arch-
ways. This was not the typical desert
miner’s cabin,

First thing my husband did was to
cut and clear away the undergrowth
that swarmed around the cabin. This
was our “fire insurance policy.” Next
he repaired the mile of dirt road that
led from the paved highway to our
place. I took over the task of making
the cabin clean and livable. This was
the only time I was glad the place was
so small.

For furnishings I resorted to pieces
unwanted by other people — an old
office desk cut in half served as a table,
a camp butane stove became my kit-
chen, and an old ice box kept food
safe from rodents (although it didn’t
do much to keep it cold). I painted
the inside walls a cheery yellow, and
my discarded blue checked gingham
house-coat was converted into ruffled
curtains and cushion covers. For foot
stools I used a pair of wooden buckets
rescued from a painter.

It seemed significant to us that these
old discarded furnishings were being
given a second chance to be useful—
a “place in the sun.” The old cabin
itself was receiving its second chance,
too. It was a natural. We named our
desert place, “Second Chance.”

The years have brought many
changes to Second Chance. The or-
iginal 40 acres of canyons and hill-
sides have been increased to 120. We
added three rooms and a bath, cement
patios for outdoor living. Knotty pine
walls left in natural tones are a con-
genial background for the second-hand
furnishings. The marble top from a
bureau of Gay '90s vintage has a sec-
ond chance to show its beauty as a
desk top. An old clock now chimes
away in a pleasant homey manner,
glad again to show its face after years

spent in a dark attic. A handmade
wooden potato masher and butter pat-
ters, over a hundred years old, are
kitchen decorations. A stone fruit jar,
the kind used before glass jars were
invented is now a prized flower vase.
The vinegar jug of the past, a candle-
holder, a coffee grinder and iron tea
kettle have been restored to usefulness.

The point is this: the cabin has
character. Our desert home exudes
desert atmosphere.

This is Indian country. The tribes-
men here believed that a person re-
turning to his wickiup would have good
luck if he brought something in hand
to enhance the premises. For that
reason, each guest who wanders over
Second Chance’s desert grounds is en-
couraged to return to the cabin with
a rock—small or large—for my friend-
ship wall. The rock fence grows longer
and higher each year—and each rock
in it brings to mind a friend or a happy
incident.

But, life in this yucca-studded land
is not all peaceful and serene. We
have had our thrills and dangerous
experiences. Once a glass of cold
water saved my husband from being
crushed to death. He was digging for
water and had climbed out of the well
for a drink. No sooner was he out of
the hole when a boulder caved in our -
precious spring. A heavy downpour
of rain—three inches in an hour—sent
a wild thundering wall of water down
a nearby “dry” wash, tumbling bould-
ers over young trees, washing out
bridges and road, breaking water pipe.
A big night-prowling cat left his five-
inch paw track by the bird bath.

The evening silence brings a special
peace of mind that is good for city
nerves which have been under tension
and pressure. No tranquilizer pills are
needed after working all day as a
plumber’s helper or a very amateurish
stone mason. /17
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The story of a
distinguished mon ond his
life-long interest

in a band of

native Southern Californioms

By NINA PAUL SHUMWAY

E CAHUILLA



and military authority, the late General David Pres-

cott Barrows, was a sequence of exciting and illustri-
ous chapters. But when I knew him, during the closing
years of his long and notable earth-span, his liveliest interest
still centered around his friendship with the Cahuilla Indi-
ans. The remarkable adaptation to a hostile environment
of desert and semi-arid mountains by these people had in-
spired General Barrows’ early study, The Ethno-Botany
of the Cahuilla Indians of Southern California, published
in 1900, the first authoritative study of the Cahuillas and
still the definitive work in its field.

His acquaintance with the Cahuillas began in 1891 at
Paui—a little Indian settlement near a warm spring in
Cahuilla Valley not far from the present site of Anza
through which the motorist now passes as he drives over
the paved link between the Palms-to-Pines highway (state
74) and the coast.

On that long-ago August day, some 275 Cahuillas and
as many Indians from neighboring tribes had gathered to
celebrate the annual fiesta of San Luis Rey. Among the
natives were a few white settlers—all wearing guns on their
hips.

THE CAREER of the distinguished scholar, educator

About mid-afternoon David Barrows, a tall youth of
17 and one of the first two students to enroll at newly
founded Pomona College, arrived driving a team of fine
horses to a light Concord wagon. With him was Frank
Brackett, a professor at Pomona. Having learned through
the grapevine of the fiesta, the two had driven over from
their summer camp at Strawberry Valley (subsequently
named Idyllwild) to gain first-hand knowledge of what
promised to be an interesting and novel event.

The center of festivities was a grassy swale where booths
and a large ramada of poles covered with leafy branches
had been built near the hot spring. In some of the booths
meals were served at 25c¢ a plate, and these rustic cafes
were popular with both Indians and whites. After pitching
camp nearby, the newcomers mingled with the crowd,
young Barrows raptly absorbing every detail of the native
games and sports which made up the afternoon’s entertain-
ment.

At night came the big campfire, the tribal songs and
dances—the Whirling Eagle dance, the Fire dance, the
War dance, He-no-tera-toma and others—in some of which
David took part with enthusiasm.

The interest of the lad who entered so zestfully into
the celebration that August night must have been com-
pletely captured by his initial experience, for in the follow-
ing years he came back again and again to camp among
the Cahuillas, observe their way of life, learn many words
of their language, widen his acquaintance and make new
friends. Foremost among the latter were members of the
Costo family—Juan Maria, the eldest, Gabriel, Ignacio,
Isidore and Martin; also a daughter, Rosa.

In 1895, after graduating from college, he brought his
bride, Anna, into the Indian country on their honeymoon
journey. For six weeks they camped at various Indian
rancherias. Then as the time for the annual fiesta of San
Luis Rey approached, they drove to Cahuilla to witness the
event and enjoy a visit with their friends there.

During their stay they tried to promote a horseback
trip to the Cabezon (nmow Coachella) Valley—home of
the Desert Cahuillas; but none of the mountain Indians
was willing to take a white woman on such a hazardous
journey. The newlyweds had to be content with the trails
of Santa Rosa Mountain and Torres (Toro) Peak. Over
these primitive routes they were guided by the youngest
of the Costo brothers, Martin.

This lad, described in General Barrows’ memoirs as “a
beautiful boy,” they found to be not only an excellent guide
but a young man of fine character. Martin’s qualities so
appealed to the esteem and affection of Anna and David
Barrows that when asked by his family to take the lad
back with them, that he might gain more education than
was provided by the little Indian school of the district, they
gladly consented.

Thereafter the young Cahuilla became a loved member
of the Barrows household. He remained with them several
years, first in Claremont, then in San Diego where Dr.
Barrows was professor of history at San Diego State Teach-
ers College.

Meantime, scholarly interests had not superceded the
cherished project of a trip to the rancherias of the Desert
Cahuillas. In August, 1897, while vacationing in Cahuilla
Valley, Dr. Barrows learned that an acquaintance, Celes-
tino Torte, who lived in old Santa Rosa village, had been
over the frail earlier that summer.

Dr. Barrows went at once to see him and they discussed
the matter for some time. Finally, Celestino agreed to
provide horses that “savvied” the desert, and to guide the
expedition.

Next day the two men met at the foot of Torres Moun-
tain, and their adventure began. As if in salute, a summer
thunderstorm sent out crashing volleys as it broke on the
peak high above them. But no rain fell on the lower slopes.

The black broncos Celestino furnished were small and
tough—desert-wise and inured to the hardships of the trail.
Their ridgepole backs were scarred by many a saddle gall;
their unshod hoofs were hard as flint.

The route they followed across Pinyon Flat from Van-
deventer Flat and thence down the steep and rocky eastern
face of the Santa Rosa Mountains below Asbestos Peak,
was not actually a peer (trail), but simply a tortuous way
through rocks and gulches.

As they went they botanized, Celestino discovering
every few rods a specimen of fresh interest, the native uses
of which he described.

Toward sundown they crossed Pinyon Flat and camped
that first night above a gorge which held a spring. Here
on the mountainside had been a Cahuilla village called
Ku-a-le-ke, occupied, Celestino explained, in the days when
the Cahuillas were a strong people. Now their numbers
were diminishing, the old trails had grown dim with disuse,
and a few grinding holes and cooking stones were all that
was left of the village.

At dawn the two men were mounted and on their way.
An hour’s ride brought them within full view of Cabezon
(Coachella) Valley. From their perch on Cawish Wa-wat-
acha (Mighty Mountains) Celestino pointed out on the
opposite range the Cawish Po-po-hu-ut (Mountains of Tule
and Mesquite Bushes—today known as the Little San
Bernardinos), hunting terrain of the Chemehuevi Indians

Nina Paul Shumway of Palm Desert (in winter) and
“The Tors,” her mountain homestead (in summer), is a
member of a prominent pioneer family who came to the
Coachella Valley of California in 1909. In 1925, follow-
ing a seven-year absence from the desert, she gave up a
secretarial position at Stanford University and returned
to the Valley to devote herself to writing. After several
modestly successful years in her chosen field, her father's
death left a date garden and mail-order business which
required most of her energies. But, early readers of
Desert Magazine may remember her occasional contribu-
tions to these pages. Her book, “Your Desert and Mine,”
the revealing first-person account of the victorious struggle
which made a blazing wilderness one of the richest valleys
in the world, recently was published. ($6.75, Desert
Magazine Book Store).
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