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AN OPPORTUNITY FOR
YOU TO FURTHER THE
STUDY OF ARID LANDS

The University of California at
R i verside is embarking on an ex-
tensive research program on arid
lands, and DESERT readers can
contribute to this significant proj-
ect. Scientists at Riverside are in-
tensively studying the fauna, flora,
geology, climatology, geography,
soils, agricultural and economic
lea lures of arid lands. These
studies also include man's adap-
tation to a desert environment by
anthropologists and archeologists.

The establishment of the Philip
L. Boyd Research Center in Deep
Canyon near Palm Desert has pro-
vided "a living laboratory of des-
ei i plants and animals." Research
is now underway on the desert big
horn sheep; an old Indian trail;
the behavior of frogs and toads
when the desert streams dry up;
and numerous other studies of
pi int and animal adaptations to
desert conditions.

En addition, the world renown-
eil Citrus Research Center and
Agricultural Experiment Station
(formerly Citrus Experiment Sta-
tion) is conducting research on
di sert soils, agricultural use of
a: id lands and plants and animals
suitable for agriculture in these
ai eas.

II these and other research pro-
g: .uns are to be supported prop-
ei ly, a large expansion of library
resources is required. Items of in-
terest are diaries of persons who
hive spent some time on the des-
ei t, reports of government and sci-
entific agencies, accounts of early
travelers and voyages to arid and
oiher regions, archeological and
anthropological studies of the civi-
li,ations and peoples, and the ag-
ricultural and economical devel-
opment of arid lands.

The University of California
Riverside Library has benefited
from many valuable gifts in the
p ist. DESERT readers who have
m.iterial which falls within the
cl issifications of the preceding
paragraph may further the research
programs by contributing materi-
als to the library. Readers should
contact: Edwin T. Coman, Jr.,
University Librarian, University of
C tlifornia, Riverside, California.

Prospective donors should give
some indication of the material
they wish to give. Coman requests
that gifts not be sent in without
fiist communicating with him.

Magazine of the Outdoor Southwest

CHARLES E. SHELTON EUGENE L, CONROTTO EVONNE RIDDELL
Publisher Editor Circulation Manager

DESERT, now in its 25th year, is published monthly by Desert Magazine, Inc., Palm Desert,
Calif. Re-entered as second class matter July 17, 1948, at the postoffice at Palm Desert, Calif.,

under the Act of March 3, 1879. Title registered No. 358865 in U.S.
^\ i E ° * Patent Office, and contents copyrighted 1962 by Desert Magazine, Inc.

SUBMITTING MANUSCRIPTS: unsolicited manuscripts and photographs
cannot be returned or acknowledged unless full return postage is en-
closed. DESERT assumes no responsibility for damage or loss of
materials submitted, although due care will be exercised. REPRODUC-vo LftA ING CONTENTS: permission must be secured from the editor in
writing. SUBSCRIPTION PRICE: $4 per year (12 issues) in the U.S.;

$4.50 elsewhere. CHANGE OF ADDRESS: subscriber should send notice of new address by the
first of the month preceding issue month. DISPLAY ADVERTISING: address all correspondence
to Aaron D. Viller, 8217 Beverly Blvd., Los Angeles 48, Calif. Phone: OL 1-2225. CLASSIFIED
ADVERTISING, EDITORIAL, CIRCULATION: address all correspondence to Desert Magazine,

Palm Desert, California.

Volume
25 Contents for February 1962 Number

2

COVER: A young explorer at Carlsbad Caverns, New Mexico.
Western Ways Photo. For more on "caving" see page 14.

8 TRAVEL: Sonora Trails to the Missions of Kino
CHARLES W. POLZER, S.J.

14 ADVENTURE: Southwest "Caving" Enters Its Golden Era
JOHNS HARRINGTON

18 FOUR-WHEEL-DRIVE: To the Hohokam's Land of Painted Rocks
CLOYD SORENSEN, JR.

20 NATURE: The Solitary Wasp: Desert "Cow-Killer"
EDMUND JAEGER

22 HISTORY: Plank Road Over the Sands of Algodones
HELEN M. GILBERT

26 FRONTIER JUSTICE: Gold, Greed and A Grave
CLYDE FORSYTHE

30 MINING: How the Rich Lodes of Oatman Were Developed
MARGARET EDDY WARD

31 PERSONALITY: "Desert Steve" Ragsdale of the Chuckawalla
RANDALL HENDERSON

35 WILDFLOWERS: A Great Year—If We Get One More Storm
LUCILE WEIGHT

DEPARTMENTS: Desert Detours 4
New Products 5
Poem of the Month 36

Editorial

Trading Post Classifieds ... 38
Readers' Letters 4J
Calendar 41

42

Desert Magazine
ART GALLERY

•
Special Exhibits

•
Jan. 18-Feb. 8
BILL BENDER

•
Feb. 8-28

BURT PROCTER
•

in Palm Desert
(see map at right)

FREE ADMISSION
•

Gallery Hours: 9 to 5
every day of the week,
including Sundays, during
the winter season.
New in Desert's Pueblo
Building: Harry Cubbage's
Gem and Gift Shop.

BARSTOW

February, 1962 / Desert Magazine / 3



As a private research I asked 100 desert dwellers to name
10 species of cacti (of which there are some 1500). Eighty-
eight of them couldn't do it. And seventy-one listed yucca,
century plant and ocotillo, which aren't cacti at all. Best
informed was a 90-pound ex-school teacher from Milwaukee
taking a TB rest cure. Unlike most, she had no television set;
she was an eccentric, she read books.

*
Desert climate is perfect, thermometers to the contrary

notwithstanding (you can't trust these fool inventions). "Even
the blows are beneficial," Bob Tucker told me from his ranch
house porch. "I never have to de-horn my cattle; just drive
them through the windy Pass. Wind and dirt quickly sand-
paper off their horns."

/ cannot condone those silly, shallow persons who go nuts
about rock hunting on the desert. I only go half nuts.

Nowhere else on earth is Night as impressive as when
enjoyed from the top of a desert mountain. There, the earth
turns velvet, the sky hovers close. Stars are almost intrusive
with their brilliance, sparkling like bits of splintered glass.
And the moon? A miracle—not for human colonization, but
for human dreams!

•
Strangers have weird misconceptions about the cli-

mate on our desert. All they can envision is heat. It
does warm up some, but the main manifestation is lack
of moisture, an extreme dryness. Also it can get very
cold indeed. Last January, 19 inches of ice formed all
over Lake Mead. Dry ice, of course.

It happens that I live in the world's greatest oasis (and
shame on you if you don't know its name) where private
swimming pools are as common as bird baths, which they
often serve as. "Here," says my banker neighbor Herb Leg-
gett, "we desert rats have learned that pool water not only
gives people (i.e. guests) ravenous appetites but stimulates
their thirst—for everything except water. The poolside con-
sumption is unbelievable. After serving as bartender, life-
guard and mopper upper, you conclude that a swimming pool
is a thing of beauty and a joy for others."

Seems that Red Baines, who lives in a cactus forest north
of Tucson, was having a little domestic trouble. He walked
into town and asked a lawyer if there was any way to avoid
paying alimony. "Yes sir, two ways," the attorney answered
him. "One—stay single. Two—stay married."

/ get bored with people who keep saying the United States
was founded on Plymouth Rock. Fact is, our Southwestern
desert region had white towns, schools, taxes, churches, ju-
venile delinquency, all the glories of civilization at least 80
years before the Pilgrims sailed.

"I wouldn't mind putting away something for a rainy day,"
avows my desert-rat friend Ladd Hayworth, who lives Back
of Beyond, "if only I could find a clear day in which to do it."

The USA now has 185 million people—a new citizen every
11 seconds. Unless we have devastating war or equal, by the
year 2,062 America will be one solid city from coast to coast.

(That's no exaggeration.) I'm thankful I live in this century.
My great grand-kids won't even have a desert to flee to.

•

Here's an advertisement I saw recently, seeking men to
work in our desert regions: "Wanted—young, skinny, wiry
fellows not over 18. Must be expert riders, willing to risk
death daily. Orphans preferred. Wages $25 a week." It was
in a San Francisco paper dated 1860, trying to build up the
Pony Express.

"Collector of Internal Revenue" is correct for a cer-
tain gent of importance in April. But an edge-of-the-
desert citizen in Arizona, who operates a car washing
business, has this sign out: "Collector of External
Residue."

•
"I ain't heard much about Frank Sinatra since Kennedy

went into office," avers Bedrock Tucker, up in Nevada. "This
I figger is one of the solid accomplishments of Jack's admin-
istration."

Somebody in Buffalo, N.Y., mailed a letter addressed
simply: "Scorpion-Selling Place, Arizona." That was good
enough; it went directly to my good friend Dr. Herb Stahnke,
Arizona State University's famous poisonous animals expert.

•
Along about now I have an impulse to hide my head under

the desert sand. That's an ominous cloud boiling up over the
horizon, a horrendous smoke cooked up by bureaucrats back
in Washington half a century ago. It gets bigger and blacker
every year. It wasn't meant to be like this. In fact, when it
was first started a very astute but erroneous prophet said, "The
income tax will never affect anybody except the very rich."

Him who has, gits. Uncle Sam, for instance.
•

What can we do about the outrageous national debt, about
inflation, bureaucratic waste and confiscatory inflation? Old
Man Give-A-Damn Jones, aging rockhound who is wiser than
he looks, came up with this answer: "We can raise such
high-hoppin'-hell with our Senators and Representatives that
the noise will echo all over the nation. Pretty soon we'll have
a parade of protests that'll force reform!"

Okay, let's start! I'm writing three powerful desert neigh-
bors about it today—Goldwater, Hayden and Rhodes.

Spring on the desert? . . . Spring, with flowers? . . . As
nowhere else in the world! A magnificence! A contrast. A
fantasia of color and form. A Persian carpet of beauty and
inspiration. Thank You, Lord. Ill

Unidentified tourists. Bearing, two seven zero.
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NEWTRAIL BIKE FROM
JAPAN: You can't really call
the Honda Trail 50 a power
scooter in the strict sense of
the word. Wheels and tires at 17-
inch diameter are much bigger than
average lor a scooter. Yet, the ma-
chine is definitely aimed at the
buyer who wants an off-trail climber.
It has several interesting features.
For example, the three-speed manual
transmission can be locked in any
gear. It has a complete electrical
system, from turn-signal indicators to
a tiny light that glows when the
ignition key is turned on. Starting
is by a kick-lever. Hydraulic shock-
absorbers are mounted front and
rear.

The 5 - horsepower engine starts
easily; fuel tank capacity is one gal-
lon. The low-gear ratio is a fantastic
82- to 1! Top-speed with this low-
geared ratio is about 25 mph. You

I can literally stand this bike on its
tail, and it keeps right on climbing.
The Honda Trail 50 has both front-
wheel brake, operated off the handle
bar, and a foot-pedal control for rear-
wheel brake.

I tested the Honda in some of the
toughest desert country around. My
first impression was that it rides
super-soft for a trail machine — yet
when you give it the gas, it zips right
up steep grades and over small rocks
and bushes with ease. Low gear has
all the power you'll ever need, be-
lieve me. Steering response is good.
My only complaint here is that I
could not turn the Honda sharply.

Only serious drawback to the
Honda as a trail machine is, of course,

NEW IDEAS for DESERT LIVING
By DAN LEE

••, i ;\s:rf

the overall size. It is quite a bit
longer than other trail bikes—which
may be a problem when packing the
bike in sedan or station wagon—or
when packing in over unridable
places on the trail. All in all, though,
the price tag of $275 is amazing when
you consider the extra equipment
that is standard on the Honda Trail
50. Literature can be obtained from
American Honda, Dept. 62-1, 4077
West Pico Blvd., Los Angeles 19, or
from Honda of Arizona, Dept 62-1,
1333 E. Camelback Road, Phoenix.

COMPACT, PORTABLE
HEATER: Rustling up drift-
wood for a fire gets harder
every year. And without a
fire, winter nights in the desert can
be as cold as they are anywhere else.
After looking over just about every-
thing in the small portable-heater
class, I ran across the Tilley. This
handy little unit burns kerosene, and
is actually a radiant-type heater. It
is available in many sizes, of course,

HONDA TRAIL 50

but my favorite is the R-55. This size
holds a full gallon of kerosene —
enough to put out a solid 3000 Btu's
of heat lor 48 hours—about equal to
two or three butane burners in a
small trailer, all going at once. We
tested this heater at home in large
rooms, outdoors in a big tent, and in
the garage on a cold night.

The big reflector throws off a start-
ling amount of heat, and even though
the mantle glows red-hot all the time,
the reflector remains cool. Even the
screen-guard stays cool! All the heat
is thrown outward, and at a distance
of six or seven feet the rays are con-
centrated.

The Tilley will heat a 16xl8-foot
room in 20 minutes, with no outside
help. It will warm a big 9x9-foot tent
in five minutes. And in anything
smaller, like a camper or trailer, it'll
positively drive you out!

This new heater burns clean with
no smoke, no odor.

The Tilley sells for $29.95 in a
2000 Btu model; $39.95 (R-55) in
the 3000 Btu model. While the Til-
ley is truly a remarkable heater, I
disliked the clumsy starting proced-
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Photo Album of
Yesterday's Southwest

. . . the New Year's
Most Talked-About Book

197 outstanding early-day pictures
of America's desert frontier as it
really was . . . in a rich black-and-
gold embossed binding.

Send for a free illustrated folder
describing this new richly-printed
200-page volume.

$15 (plus 25c mailing charges; California
residents also add 4% sales tax)

By Mail From:
DESERT MAGAZINE BOOK SHOP
Palm Desert 2, Calif.

Land Rover
4-WHEEL DRIVE

8 SPEEDS FORWARD

The only vehicle in the world you
can trust to stay out of garages.

Hall Motors
Phone OV 9-8440, Riverside, Calif.

HICKORY FARMS OF OHIO

"BEEF STICK"
"No Pepper"
"No Garlic"
"No Vinegar"
"No Pork"

• FOR SPORTSMEN •
A MUST for Fishing, Hunting,
Camping, Picnics, Boating, Pack-
ing Trips — Because of its long
lasting freshness—will keep with-
out refrigeration.

Guarantee of Satisfaction
and Safe Delivery
No Charge for Moiling

100% Pure Beef
Hickory Farms of Ohio

Western Division
P. O. Box 3306, Van Nuys, Cll.

4 Ib, beef sticks are $5.98 ea. includ-
packing and mailing. Send check or

money order.
Please ship me Beef Sticks at $5.98 ea.

New Customer Old Customer

Approx
ing all

To:

Send a gift that is "Deliciously Different"

ure. An alcohol-soaked wick is used
to pre-heat the mantle for about five
minutes. For an extra six bucks you
can have an instant-lighting attach-
ment, and I recommend it.

The Tilly heater converts to a ker-
osene floodlight by simply removing
one head and replacing it with an-
other. This lamp-head attachment
sells at $7.95, and throws off a light
strong enough to flood an entire
campground, though not as brilliant
as the white-gas variety. Tilley heat-
ers have been sold in England for a
hundred years, but in the U.S. they
are still fairly new. The sole West
Coast distributor is K. W. Klessig,
8766-D East Valley Blvd., Rosemead,
Calif.

SANITARY CAMPSITES: As
any camper knows, when a
group of people get together
in the open spaces for a
week's stay in the desert, toilet facil-
ities pose a problem. It isn't always
possible to build a permanent type
installation. The Mackenzie Com-
pany sent over a folding, tough card-
board toilet frame that can be used
with a plastic liner and chemical dis-
infectant. The unit sells for a low
$3.95. It is sturdy, well-built, and
offers a better solution than long
walks into the brush. It not only
provides the comforts of home, it
eliminates odors and the danger of
pollution to the campsite. It weighs
under 4-pounds, has a tight-fitting
lid, and inexpensive refill kits of san-
itary plastic liners and deodorants
allow re-use of the Disposamode.
From: E. W. Mackenzie Co., P. O.
Box 24-D, Fairmont Station, El Cer-
rito, Calif.

HOUSE ON WHEELS:
Campers for light trucks con-
tinue to be popular for desert
travel. Most everyone is fa-
miliar with the camper unit that
bolts onto the bed of a pick-up truck.
The new breed is called a "house-
car," the truck chassis is purchased
bare, with no bed. Foundation rails
are then welded onto the chassis and
the camper is built right onto the
new frame, making it an integral
part of the truck. The advantages
usually set forth include a lower
overall silhouette for the camper.
There is more floor space, because

ROU-A-LONG HOUSECAR - BOLTED DIRECTLY
TO FRAME AFTER TRUCK-BED IS REMOVED

TILLEY KEROSENE HEATER

the truck bed does not interfere with
design. The camper body, bolted
down securely everywhere, provides
a more rigid fixture for travel over
rough roads on lengthy expeditions.

One of the newest models to hit
the market is the Roll-A-Long Sport-
ster. This unit features complete
accommodations for five persons, in-
cluding a dinette, toilet and shower,
water system, butane stove, light, and
oven, refrigerator, and other extras.
Housecars make excellent campers.
The drawback, of course, is that with
the unit bolted down permanently,
the truck is useless for any other duty.
A housecar provides maximum com-
fort for specialized duty. The price
is $2895, from Roll-A-Long, 1242-D
N. Tyler, El Monte, Calif.

GOLFING GIMMICK: More
golf is played in the Southwest
at this time of year than any-
where else in the U.S. A brand
new item to aid the golfer improve
his game has just hit my desk, and
I'm thoroughly intrigued. For $1.25
the buyer gets a package of three
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UNDISCOVERED WEALTH!
Buried loot, coins, silver, gold,
jewelry, battle relics! Transistor
M-SCOPE detects them all. Used
worldwide by experienced explor-
ers since 1932. Exciting! Reward-
ing! tightweight 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. 2C, Palo Alto, Calif.

Next Month in

Special Issue: "Coachella Valley — the
Changing Desert"

Bill Hoy photo

Second 1962 InvWion
To boat Gentle
Colorado River.

Glen Canyon of the

125 miles in colorful Utah.

Weekly boat runs of 3 days.

MAY and JUNE 1962.

Drive or fly to HUE, Utah.

Hike to see RAINBOW BRIDGE.

Landing at KANE CREEK, Utah.

Visit more points of interest than pos-
sible on most full week trips; this due
to 23 years experience; faster boat
travel, via TURBOCRAFT.

• Visit Spanish Inscription of 133 (?)
years ago. Will be submerged by rising
lake waters in Fall of 1962.

• Visited only by our guests.

• Boating fare: $85. No tax.

• $25 check reserves a place.

• 100% refunded if cancelled.

• $5 fare credit for identifying the above
photo locale.

• Come to a Land of No Worry.

LARABEE AND ALESON
WESTERN RIVER TOURS

Richfield, Utah

little black tabs, called Spot Shot, cut
to fit the contour of both woods and
irons. Peel off the backing tape, press
the tab on the club face, then step
up to the tee, hit the ball, lift the
clubhead and examine the SPOT
SHOT tab, and you'll find a perfect
impression of the ball—at the exact
point of impact. (The soft face of
the tab retains the impression.) But
there's more! Now rub a finger light-
ly over SPOT SHOT tab and the
impression disappears! Each tab is
said to be good for up to 100 im-
pressions. For the golfer who wants
to learn why he's slicing, hooking, or
skying, SPOT SHOT may be just the
thing. An instruction booklet is in-
cluded in each pack of three tabs.
From SPOT SHOT, P.O. Box 158-D,
West Covina, Calif. / / /

SEALED - BEAM 12 -VOLT
LIGHTS: For campers, trail-
ers, or desert cabins without
commercial electricity, the
12-volt light can be a boon. One of
the best 12-volt light sources I've ever
found is the Sea-Lite. Only three
inches across and a half-inch thick,
the Sea-Lite is actually a sealed-beam
unit! Further, the light is guaranteed
for up to 1700 hours before replace-
ment is necessary, due to the long
life of the sealed - beam element.
Flush - mount or hidden - mount
models are available in six - volt,
or 110-volt. I've used the Sea-
Lite both in my trailer and in
my boat and found it excellent.
It gives more light than you would
expect from such a compact unit.
Considering their long life expec-
tancy, the price of $2.30 each seems
reasonable. From: Sea-Lite, Swein-
hart Equipment Sales, Inc., 2900-D
Olympic Blvd., Los Angeles 23. / / /

SEALED-BEAM LIGHTS

Current Rate

Dividends

Compounded

Semi-Annually

You can be safe and
sure when mailing
your Account to First
Union where all Accounts are

Insured (up to $20,000.00) by

Security Financial Insurance

Corp. Deposits postmarked

by the 20th earn dividends

from the 1st.

Write today for your free

Booklet of
VALUABLE FREE GIFTS

SAVINGS & LOAN, INC.
-I

Dept. 142
First Union Savings
6901 Belair Road,

and Loan, Inc.
Baltimore 6, Md.

Please send me free savings incen-
tives Booklet.

Name

Address

City Zone State
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THE SHRINES OP KINO
By CHARM W. POLZIR, $. I

MORNING we left Phoenix was crisp
and sunny; beneath a light cloud cover we
sped south to our Sonora destination. The
two trucks of our caravan were loaded
with a week's supply of food and water
that would enable us to tour the missions

of the Sonora River. Since 1961 commemorated the
250th anniversary of Padre Kino's death in Magdalena,
Sonora, our group from the Jesuit high school in
Phoenix felt a particular enthusiasm for what might
seem a gruelling introduction to a vacation. What we
found was a world of fascination—simple security, un-
paralleled hospitality, and intriguing history.

The quasi-expedition comprised three Jesuits: Rev.
Edwin McDermott, S.J., principal of Brophy College
Prep and mission authority; Gustavo Fernandez, S.J.,
acting interpreter; and myself, trail boss, cook, and
photographer. With us were four of our students chosen
for their resourcefulness and maturity; previous trips

had taught that the remote terrain of Sonora is no place
to tame childish temperaments. As it turned out, our
selection paid off.

Tumacacori National Monument was our first official
stop. We looked up Michael Becker, the personable
superintendent, who gave the boys a few pointers on
mission architecture and explained the workings of San
Cayetano. Without this visible introduction it would
have been more difficult to spot antiquities through the
ruins or restorations along the mission chain to the
south.

The normally unpredictable crossing into Mexican
territory is a familiar procedure to many Southwestern-
ers. Once equipped with our tourist permits we pulled
up at the check station just out of Nogales and began
the puzzling procedure of registering our trucks with
the authorities. Our Travelall occasioned a dispute as
to whether it was a station wagon or a truck; the chro-
mium series number B-100 on the hood decided the

RUINS OF CHURCH AT COCOSPERA. RESTORATION ATTEMPTS FAILED, A N D LOCAL PEOPLE ERECTED SMALL CHAPEL AT RIGHT.
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR: Charles
W. Polzer, a native of San Diego,
entered the Society of Jesus in 1952.
At present he is studying at Alma
College, Los Gatos, Calif., the the-
ologate for the California Province
of the Society. He spent 1958 to
1961 in Phoenix, where he became
interested in the history of the Jes-
uit missions in the Southwest. Fr.
Polzer worked in conjunction with
the Padre Kino memorials for about
two years: "1 hope this article will
be of some interest to your readers,"
he wrote. "If they don't stone me
and I get out from under my present
landslide of studies, I'll try to whack
out a little article on Jesuit treasure,"

RAY TANNER DISCOVERS THE SANTOS IN THE SHADOWY CORNER OF THE HUEPAC CHOIR LOFT

issue as a truck! After we explained our itinerary and
showed them some of our recently published articles on
their locale, they displayed a new interest in our adven-
ture. Graciously they ordered our papers and we were
off to greet the other Alto—Immigratio signs with a
confident "Buenos dias, senor."

Turning northeast we left Sonora's Highway 15 near
Imuris and geared down for the dusty climb up the
Sierra de Pinitos to the tiny Cocospera Valley. In the
afternoon sun the mounded ruins of Nuestra Senora
del Pilar y Santiago de Cocospera emerged before the
anxious eyes of our "explorers." This once magnificent
structure is rapidly deteriorating into the soils of time.
To this very spot over 250 years before, bands of Indians
from the Colorado and Gila rivers rode to join Padre
Kino in dedicating his new church.

For years this mission-compound was an outpost on
the Apache frontier, and consequently was burned and
razed numerous times. Today the mud-brick and plaster
facade sags precariously toward the litter-strewn ground.
Inside the eroded walls two fired-brick arches still encase
the sanctuary tinged with the bright pigment of Indian
painters. Cocospera once withstood Apache marauders
and empire builders, but now its ruins are only a
monument to the unstudied destruction of the shovel
wielded by men who believe in a myth of gold.

Evening approached as we left the mission of "onion
mountain." Our planned stop was Cananea where
Messrs. Donohue and Velasco of the Cananea Copper
Company recommended we camp at the Ojo de Agua,
the crystal clear source of the Sonora River. Accepting
their kind offer, we discovered that the Ojo was also

the city's Country Club! Our first night was not too
rough since we had barbecue pits, running water and
a swimming pool—not to mention the huge kettle of
homemade tamales added to our provisions.

Refreshed by the cold mountain air, we departed
early for the day's drive down the valley. We twisted
across the barrancas until we saw the little church of
San Miguel de Bacoachi thrust its tower above the river
bluffs. While we Jesuits made the customary inquiries
about the church, the boys cautiously threaded their
way into the belltower and found the bronze-cast ves-
tiges of Jesuit mission history, dating back to 1689 and
1727. A wizened matrona explained that when the bells
were first hung on the mission facade each in a niche
above the other, the happy Indians tugged on the rope,
and the facade collapsed from the strain!

Having lost some 2000 feet elevation, our route now
lay along the river itself. The trucks crossed the foot-
deep water so many countless times that the brakes were
soaked beyond use. The unbroken pattern of cattle,
burros, horses, plots of corn, wheat, and beans continued
through the verdant valley until we reached Chinapa.
Although Senor San Jose de Chinapa boasted a 313
year history, the church itself was quite small, obviously
not the original structure. By now the boys had volun-
tarily undertaken the precarious job of recording the
bell inscriptions. But Chinapa offered no access to the
high-hung bells. So using a mixture of English, Latin,
perplexed looks, and pesos, they persuaded a gray-clad
peon to resurrect a log ladder, missing a few rungs
which he promptly replaced.

Erroneously we speculated that many of these bells



LOWER PORTION OF THE PAINTINGS IN THE GOSPEL CHAPEL OF ARISPE

had been transported from the mission chains to the
north and west where many bells are missing or missions
are in ruin. We noticed that seldom did the bells
register a saint's name corresponding to that of the
mission; in fact the patron of the bell had a mission
somewhere else along the frontier. But we now know
that no correlation need exist between the patron of
the bell and the patron of the church. Quixotically
though, we inquired in Chinapa if the bells of Senor
San Jose had come from another church. The little
throng answered volubly that these were their bells.
Then it dawned on us that they feared we would take
their bells and leave the village destitute of a most
prized possession.

We crunched through more river bottom until the
town of Arispe sprawled before us. By Sonoran stand-
ards this is a near metropolis. Since its historical birth
in 1646 when Padre de la Canal opened a visita here,
Arispe has played an important role in the development
of northern Sonora. Its huge stone church was erected
by Padres, Roja and Mora of the Society of Jesus, and
only 14 years after the Society's expulsion in 1767 the
church became the cathedral of Antonio de los Reyes,
first Bishop of Sonora.

Centered in a rich mining area, the church's high
altar was once adorned with solid silver. Even today
traces of the cathedral's elegance are evidenced in large
gilded paintings of Our Lady's Assumption and of the
saints of the Society. Midway in the nave rests a Span-
ish-style crucifix reputed to be that of Padre Francisco
Saeta, the first martyr of the Pimeria Alta, as Sonora
and Arizona were known in earlier days.

Arispe showed signs of real civilization with electric
lines and ice cream merchants. As trail boss I thought
the roads would improve as we drove down the sun-
drenched hill—otherwise how could this town have so
much and remain so isolated? I still can't answer that
question because the roads got worse, not better, and
things seemed infinitely far away.

Acting against the advice of my lawyer friend, Paul
Roca, an experienced Sonora traveler, we jolted down
to the river and left the camino para monies to crawl
through narrow cuts and cling to rocky buttes. Just
above Arispe the Rio Bacanuche joins the Sonora, so
our reentry into the river was wetter than before. Even
when we overshot the actual roadbed we managed to
find it later downstream.



CLOISTER OF SAN XAVIER DEL BAC, TUCSON

It was a wild afternoon, with our teenage drivers
itching for a little river-bottom drag-race. The road
worsened; we yearned for the slow but dependable
mountain road. Adhering to the tested method of stop-
ping to talk with every vaquero who clopped by, we
were progressively more discouraged. Finally, 20 kilo-
meters below Arispe, a vaquero told us that the river was
impassable. So we slithered across the sand to a couple
of adobes where we begged permission to cross a farm-
er's field onto the mountain road that happened to
drop near the river at his bean patch.

We were happy with our choice for only a quarter-
hour. Utterly distraught with the tedium of that
chewed-up goat-path (we had made far better time in
the river), we turned back to the inviting sand. One
mile more was trail's end; the jeep churned on ahead
while our truck dozed into the hot sandy ruts. Luckily,
freeing ourselves was only a 20 minute job under the
jovial surveillance of a vaquero who characteristically
rode out of nowhere. Had we been stranded without
the powerful assist of four-wheel drive, I'm sure our
vaquero would have rescued us with a team of burros—
manana perhaps, but rescue nonetheless.

The sinking sun now bathed the bright soils with
deeper shades. We scampered on to Sinoquipe via the
mountain road which had now leveled out on a plateau.
The trucks detoured into Sinoquipe just as the Mexican
housewives were stoking up the fires for supper. In a
few minutes some town's folk learned that we were
Jesuits there to visit the mission. And all that remains
of Padre Castanos' church is its graceful tower, whose
five bells tolled commandingly as we prepared to take
pictures and make preliminary checks.

Within minutes our band was surrounded with some



200 villagers who had come to say hello! Like boys
anywhere the chamacos showed our teenagers how to
negotiate the tricky passage to the belfry landings. The
castings they saw there dated back to 1687 and 1734—
enough ol a reward for a hard climb. While I surveyed
the Travelall for the evening menu, Mr. Fernandez was
conducting a small catchism class in the only standing
remnant of the mission building.

We left the smiling population of Sinoquipe after
dozens of introductions to members of its aristocracy,
which included two who proudly knew a score of
English words. With the fall of night impending, where
were we to cam])? The abundant waters of the Sonora
filter beneath the sands north of Sinoquipe and fre-
quently do not well up along the further course ol the
river. Eventually the out-buildings of Banamiclii loomed
in our headlights; by eight o'clock we threaded the
narrow avenidas lined with silent laces. Having bought
some gasoline, we embarked on what seemed a hopeless
quest lor rest. Once beyond the village complex and
past the perimeter of tequilla-fed parties, we found some
open ground and stopped. It was our hardest night,
but no one complained of cold food, mounds of ants,
or browsing cattle.

Morning dawned wonderful no matter how poor had
been the night. We broke camp and backtracked to
the little town of Huepac. The mission we witnessed
was unimpressive from the exterior, but inside the or-
nate ceiling of carved mesquite beams left a distinct
impression on us. Cast off in a choir-loft corner were
several dust encrusted santos, all carved wood from an
early time. Rarely did we see many such santos reck-

lessly forgotten. Here the boys discovered a shiny bronze
bell reputed to be 500 years old, imported from an old
Spanish church.

It was nearly nine o'clock when the Travelall turned
past the field headquarters of the Mexican Nuclear
Energy Commission in Aconchi. We halted beside the
strange edifice of San Pedro de Aconchi. But even
stranger inside, we gazed on the black corpus attached
to the cross over the main altar. The contrast was so
striking against the lime-white walls that our younger
companions referred to this as "the Church of the Black
Christ."

Village legend claims that the crucifix was salvaged
from the mission alter it was razed by Apaches; the
black color is just an effect of the fire. But close exam-
ination shows this crucifix has been finished in black
and clothed in a white skirt. Whatever the true tale,
the Black Christ of Aconchi highlighted the anomalies
of our adventure.

Dryness and heat became noticeable lor the first time
as we followed the falling liver's course. Baviacora
greeted us next through the shimmering heat waves.
While Fr. McDermotl prepared to celebrate Mass, the
mission bell summoned the free Mexicans, who filed
into the narrow nave. There is something inexplicable

LEFT: SAN PEDRO DE ACONCHI, WITH ITS AUSTERE FACADE.
CENTER: THROUGH THE WEATHERED ARCHWAY OF

AN ANCIENT ADOBE WALL, THE LONELY TOWER OF SINOQUIPE
GUARDS THE SONORA RIVER.

RIGHT: THE STONE CHURCH OF LA ASCUNCION DE ARISPE
WAS BUILT AT THE TURN OF THE 18TH CENTURY.
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in realizing that Mass is again to be celebrated where
three centuries before the Indians first heard the In-
troibo ad aliare Dei spoken by a member of the same
religious order.

Having hunted up some scrawny limes (the best
thirst quencher) in a pla/a refreshment stand, we
rumbled out of Baviacora. We watched the river slant
westward as we climbed into the mountains. Once we
pulled aside to observe a ring of horses trot around a
high heap of grain. Below the Indians chanted an
unfamiliar melody to keep time with the horses' hoofs;
apparently they were thrashing the grain the same way
their ancestors had been taught by the agriculturally
minded Blackrobes.

Finally, our two trucks rolled into Masochahui, junc-
tion for Cumpas and the cities of Sonora's northeastern
sierra. Here we would have turned, but the three days
of travel over the rough terrain and sharp-stone roads
had worn down the caravan tires so rapidly that we
short circuited our itinerary for Hermosillo and eventu-
ally the Altar valley. Reluctantly we took the fork for
Ures and climbed up the mountain pass until the
Sonora was lost in its western curve.

Although the pass topped out at 4000 feet, the vista
seemed like 10,000. Everywhere drouth had scorched
leaves from trees and the brush had suffered the brittle
death of thirst. Mountain springs left chalky traces of
mordant moisture; the few hovels that clung on rocky
promontories were closed or abandoned. Relief came
with the long grade back to the valley floor—a welcome
change from the harrow hairpins of the Parajitos.

The pin-sized glint of light we saw in the broad river

delta marked Ures, our next stop. San Miguel de los
Ures, the twin towered church on the plaza, is of more
recent construction; its bells date only to 1852. But this
bustling back-country metropolis points to a mission
origin of If>36. Since we feared more trouble with river
sand if we turned north into the San Miguel Valley,
we pressed on to Hermosillo over the wide and rela-
tively level highway. It was a joy to hear the tires hum
on the pavement of Highway 15 after three days of dirt
and rock.

The first half of our Mexican adventure came to a
surprising close. Tired, dusty, and hobolike, we wand-
ered into the lobby of the plush Hotel San Alberto in
downtown Hermosillo. Our request to see the manager,
Roberto Hoeffer, was cautiously granted. Even in our
grimy attire he recognized us and his keen sense of
hospitality accurately assayed the weariness of his guests,
old and young. Immediately we were conducted to a
suite for showers, then a swim, and a dinner of biftec
Tampicano matchless for its quality. I had a hard time
explaining to the boys that we didn't have to rough it
every night!

We had visited only a dozen of the 120 missions in
Sonora. And no one who visits even a handful can
come away without realizing he has witnessed history.
For today the towers of the churches still dominate the
landscape as they did in the distant past. These churches
are still symbols of the Indians' simple faith and central
pride. The wonder will always be how those lew mis-
sionaries accomplished so much with so little. Indeed,
since they have gone, it seems that time has stopped,
awaiting their return; little has changed in this land
where so much more can be done. / / /
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A CAVE IN THE CATALINA MOUNTAINS NEAR TUCSON

Caving
Enters

Its
Goldenn

Era
By

Johns Harrington

OUR MEXICAN helper uttered
a horrified spine-chilling yell
from the depths of the cave

tunnel. My father and I stood pet-
rified, trying to decide in a few agon-
ized seconds whether to race down
the juniper - studded desert hillside
and escape, or to do battle with the
"thing" in the tunnel that had fright-
ened the laborer.

Just then, like a runaway locomo-
tive in reverse, Pedro came scram-
bling out of the tunnel on all fours.
When he reached the larger room
near the entrance where we stood,
he straightened up and dashed down
the hillside. I had been ready to
sprint, too, but the silence in the
cave was tomblike.

Then Pedro, from the security of
a large-sized yucca, peered around its
spiked leaves and began swearing in
Spanish.

In many years of archeological ex-
peditions, during which I had often
invaded the world of mystery and
eternal darkness which lies beyond
the mouths of caves, nothing had
ever happened quite like this. My
father looked at me. I looked at
Willis Evans, the Indian foreman
who accompanied us on "digs"
throughout the Southwest.

Willis looked solemn, but then
grinned slowly. Here was the answer.
If Willis smiled like that, the "thing"
in the cave was no slithering monster.
The tunnel in which Pedro was hor-
rified had been dug by Willis, who
had moved every inch of earth with
a small trowel in his search for pre-
historic remains.

Curious and a little apprehensive,
my father crawled in the tunnel.
Moments later, he reappeared and
motioned me to enter. What I saw
explained Pedro's horror.



It seems that Willis had followed
a large crevice filled with dirt as he
dug into the side of the cave. Ab-
ruptly, it opened into a tiny room,
six feet long and possibly four feet
wide. There, staring at intruders of
his death chamber, was an open-
mouthed wild boar—quite dead and
quite mummified.

What the poor Mexican said to
Willis when he was finally persuaded
to return to the cave is not for this
record.

Meeting a mummified boar is
hardly part of the average day's work
of the modern cave explorer, but
sleuths of the eternal darkness inside
the earth are today in their Golden
Era, and real adventure is very much
a part of it. Thanks to modern
equipment and methods, and pool-
ing of knowledge, the followers of
Huck Finn and Tom Sawyer are each
weekend and holiday finding new
dark worlds to conquer. Naturally,
this new fraternity includes a grow-
ing number of motorists and other
vacationers. The clan can be rough-
ly divided as follows:
SPELUNKERS, or pure adven-
turers, who investigate caves for
the thrill of descending a pit or

entering a tunnel in search of the
unknown; and
SPELEOLOGISTS, who also love
the quest into the subterranean
world for adventure's sake but who
study geology and plant and ani-
mate life underground on a scien-
tific basis.

In addition, of course, are archeolo-
gists like my father, Dr. M. R. Har-
rington of the Southwest Museum,
who spent a lifetime on the under-
ground trail of ancient men. To this
kind of cave hunter, caverns and rock
shelters which are dry prove to be of
primary interest because it is here
specimens are best preserved.

Incredibly, there are now approxi-
mately 2000 red-corpuscled men and
women of all three "brands" in a
unique organization with a two-bit
name—the National Speleological So-
ciety, established in 1939 with head-
quarters in Washington, D.C. These
adventurers seeking new underworlds
to conquer are scattered in chapters
(known as "grottos") throughout the
U.S.

For the sake of science and to
comply with the Federal Antiquities
Act, which protects prehistoric Indi-

an remains, the job of digging up
ancient treasures is left to the arche-
ologists who are granted permits from
the government. But, each group of
cavers helps the other. Spelunkers,
fjr example, locate caverns that may
contain prehistoric finds and report
them to museums. Also, they help
map, photograph, and protect other
types of subterranean areas. Caverns
which contain stalactites and stalag-
mites seldom yield signs of ancient
man; and yet they possess geologic
and other wonders that can also be
destroyed or damaged by vandals,
unless safeguarded. To help protect
this underground beauty, cavers must
obtain a permit from the superin-
tendent if they wish to investigate
caves in national parks or monu-
ments.

Speleologists get much help in lo-
cating new underground paradises
from bone-digging scientists as well
as from spelunkers. All members of
the national society, no matter what
their special interests, contribute to
central files which comprise a preci-
ous source of information. This busi-
ness of cavern sleuthing has been
made all the more remarkable by the
introduction of modern inventions
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UPPER; STALACTITES IN MITCHELL'S CAVERNS
STATE PARK, CALIFORNIA

LOWER: ARCHEOLOGISTS AT WORK UNDER-
GROUND IN GYPSUM CAVE, NEVADA

ranging from light steel ladders to
Army field telephones.

Just as fishing, hunting, and even
hiking can be dangerous as well as
unpleasant if enthusiasts do not fol-
low the rules, experienced "cave
men" have valuable words of advice
for beginners:

1. Never go "caving" alone.
2. Always leave information about

your trip with local ranchers or
other citizens in case a rescue
party is needed.

3. Wear coveralls, cotton gloves,
and tennis shoes.

4. Watch out for rattlesnakes, espe-
cially in cave entrances.

5. Carry several sources of light, in
case one fails. The old standby
is a miner's carbide head lamp
because it leaves the hands free
for climbing or carrying equip-
ment.

6. Smoke arrows on the cave walls
which always point to the en-
trance from xohich you came.

7. Stay away from wooden ladders
which you may find in a cave.
Too often these have rotted, or
were insecure in the first place.

"Never attempt a cave exploration
that cannot be done easily and safely,"
emphasizes Dr. William Halliday, a
leader in the National Speleological
Society. "Also practice rope work and
rock climbing in advance if you ex-
pect to investigate a difficult under-
ground area."

One compensation of cave-hunting
is the fact that only a fraction of the
caves in the U.S. have thus far been
inspected. Dr. Halliday points out
that there are virtually thousands of
caverns in the Southwest alone which
have not even been touched.

Dry caves (those most likely to ap-
peal to the archeologist) are rare in
the East. They begin to be more
frequent in the limestone areas of
Kentucky, and become abundant in
the Ozark country of Arkansas and
Missouri; they are most plentiful in
Texas, New Mexico, Arizona, Colo-
rado, and Nevada. While limestone
provides the most and best caves,
underground rooms and passages can
also be found in sandstone and lava.
These latter caverns, however, are
usually less interesting to the spe-
lunker and speleologist because they
are less colorful.
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LOOKING FROM MOUTH OF A WESTERN CAVE

"Limestone caves are favorites of
'cave people' who go underground
primarily for adventure," stresses Lil-
lian I. Casler, a veteran "cave lady"
from Altadena, Calif., "because caves
of this type usually are larger, and
contain stalactites, stalagmites, flow-
stone, rimstone, and other interesting
formations.

"On the other hand, lava tubes,
formed when lava cools on the out-
side and leaves a hollow shell, con-
tain no formations whatsoever, al-
though the tubes may be miles long
and rough going."

In their search for sport and for
increased knowledge, modern "cave
men" have remarkable and spine-
frosting experiences. My father will
never forget being temporarily trap-
ped in a cave with a tattooed mummy.
And I'll always remember being low-
ered on a rope into what was reputed
to be a rattlesnake den, but turned
out to be a hiding place for the
bodies of murdered pioneers.

All self-respecting cavers will want
to admire the beauty of Carlsbad
Caverns, but who ever heard of ex-
ploring by elevator? A little more
primitive is Lehman Caves National
Monument in northeastern Nevada.
And there are many more which are
unnamed.

Some would-be cave navigators
register mixed feelings. I'll always
recall stumbling upon a little dome-
shaped chamber 1000 feet up a can-
yon wall in a lonely and forsaken
corner of Nevada, only to find this
note under a rock:

Date March 1924 . . . to eneybody:
I think there must be a lot of gold
some where around her but I dont
want it. I have rimed a good pair
of shoes now dont know how I will
get down of here.
With love,

Axel Swcnsen
Am. Fork Utah

Any veteran caver will agree that
this strenuous occupation has its
bleak moments. But they'll also
hasten to add that Mr. Swensen or
any other dauntless cave detective
will soon be on the trail again despite
temporary disillusionment. That
craving for the mystery and the
beauty below ground is just about
incurable. For some time there will
be new "underworlds" to conquer.

/ / /

An explanation . . . and an invitation:
Johns H. Harrington
7615 McGroarty St.
Tujunga, Calif.

Dear Johns,

I will be glad to give you a list of all the commercial caves I
! know of open to the public and their locations, but publishing locations
of undeveloped and unprotected caves runs counter to National
Speleological Society policy.

There are two reason for this—first, most of our Western caves
are deep, nearly vertical and therefore highly dangerous to inexperienced
persons, who could easily find themselves sliding down a steep mud slope
that ends in a vertical cliff of 30 feet or so, for example. Most of these
caves are not negotiable at all without climbing ropes and ladders.
Second, the vandalism in caves that have become known to the general
public has reached staggering proportions in the last few years. Entire
rooms in some of our most beautiful caves have been completely stripped
of all formations within a few weeks when mineral collectors heard of the
good specimens to be found there. Protective gates have been broken open
on several local caves and irreparable damage done to the caves
themselves. We have found through sad experience that preaching cave
conservation to the public doesn't protect the cave. There are always a
few who disregard the appeal—and that's all it takes to spoil a cave.

However, we would be happy to welcome any interested readers of
DESERT who would like to try caving for themselves to our trips and
meetings. We meet on the first Tuesday of every month at the Pasadena
Public Library lecture room, at 7:45 p.m. Any inquiries could be directed
to Dick Reardon, 317 S. Fifth Avenue, Arcadia, HI 6-3043, Erlon Porter,
6115 Pinecrest Drive, Highland Park, CL 7-4851, or myself.

Sincerely,
LILLIAN CASLER

2041 Meadowbrook Rd.
Altadena, California

—Sll
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ON THE HOHOKAM TRAIL
By
Cloyd Sorensen, Jr. JL OR THE past four winters there has been

feverish archeological activity in the desert country
above the new Painted Rock Dam in southwest Arizona.

Archeologist W. W. Wasley and his
assistants are racing against time and rising

waters of the normally dry Gila River, to save all of
historic value that can be saved.

This area
is the site of many ruins of the mysterious

Hohokams ("Those Who Have Gone"), whose
civilization developed around Christ's time and lasted

for some 1400 years. Declining, it apparently
evolved into the culture

of the present-day Pimas and Papagos.

Just north of Gila Bend
is the site of the Hohokam Pyramid—

the only such structure in Southwestern U.S.

The graded road
runs beyond the Pyramid and the ruins of a stage station

to a gravel pit (see map). From
here you must put your desert buggy into

four-wheel-drive. A recently bladed road runs through
several Hohokam village sites, and on to

"Jumpoff Mountain," which towers over the desert
plain. A still-visible Hohokam trail leads to the

Fortified Village atop the hill.
Ruins of this 700-year-old stone fortress are extensive.

Climax of a
four-wheel-drive outing to Dendora Valley is Painted

Rock Dam and the nearby
boulders literally covered with Hohokam petroglyphs.

It is a 70-mile
roundtrip from Gila Bend to the Dam. All the

precautions of desert travel should be observed. / / /
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DR. W. W. WASLEY, FIELD ARCHEOLOGIST FOR ARIZONA STATE
MUSEUM, LECTURES ON A HOHOKAM CEREMONIAL
VILLAGE DURING A RECENT TOUR OF DENDORA VALLEY. THE
HOHOKAMS HAD EXTENSIVE IRRIGATION CANALS
AND A "MEXICAN TYPE" PYRAMID.

HOHOKAM STONE FORTRESS ATOP JUMPOFF MOUNTAIN. MESA IS
COVERED WITH RUINS OF MANY

HOME AND FORT SITES. ALONG THE WINDING TRAIL LEADING
TO JUMPOFF SUMMIT ARE PETROGLYPHS

AND A GREAT MANY ONCE-OCCUPIED CAVES.

THE DENDORA VALLEY OUTING PROVIDED SOME DUSTY AND LIVELY
JEEP ACTION. THIS AREA IS STILL THE HOME OF A
SMALL HERD OF MUSTANGS AND SOME FERAL BURROS.

EARLY SPANISH EXPLORERS FIRST DESCRIBED THE "PAINTED
ROCKS." LATER, AREA WAS A STAGE LINE REST STOP,

AND PASSENGERS WERE ALLOWED TO INSPECT THE "PICTURE GALLERY."
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THE SOLITARY COW-KILLER
— By EDMUND C. JAEGER —

ONE DAY of a long-ago autumn
I found myself almost instinc-
tively journeying toward the

hill pastures to make my animals
ready for travel. Next morning,
while the aroma of the greasewood
and sumac was heavy on the air, I
was on my way, bound for the desert
mountains of Southern California.

As I rode along I came upon little
parties of Indians. Some were camp-
ed on the roadside, others were
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trudging along on ponies or in wag-
ons toward the hill country where
there was to be a fiesta at San Ignacio.
These Indians, happy as jays, were
dressed in bright colors of calicos and
woolens.

As they traveled, the old men sat
on the wagon seats and the women
and children on straw in the wagon
beds, while the bigger boys and
young men rode alongside on ponies.
Never will I forget that brightly

dressed, laughing-eyed little girl who
chewed corn on the cob and kept
smiling at me.

For making a journey interesting,
there is nothing like having a definite,
worthwhile destination. Up to this
time I had had none in mind,
and I decided that I, too, would go
to the fiesta.

As I neared the reservation at Ca-
huilla, a splendid looking young In-
dian boy of about 16 rode up and


