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Another New Desert Magazine Feature ...

MONTHLY SOUTHWEST PHOTO CONTEST

The Southwest is a land of changing moods . . . a land where contrast is the
keynote and where the blazing desert in the afternoon turns into pastel shades in
the evening . . . where rugged mountains change their shapes from dawn to dusk
and where wildlife just for a fleeting instant can be captured on film.

In many of these instances Desert Mazazine readers are there . . . at the right
place at the right second. In order to bring Desert readers these captured moods
and moments we are resuming the Photo Contest started years ago by Randall Hend-
erson, founder of Desert Magazine.

FIRST PRIZE WILL BE $15; SECOND PRIZE, $8. For non-winning pictures ac-
cepted for publication $3 each will be paid. Although not part of the contest, Desert
is also interested in viewing 4x5 color transparencies for possible front cover use.
We pay $25 per transparency. Both black and white and color are for first publi-
cation rights only.

Jack Pepper
PUBLISHER

HERE ARE THE RULES
1—Prints for monthly contests must be black and white, 5x7 or larger, printed on glossy

paper.

2—Each photograph submitted should be fully labeled as to subject, time and place.
Also technical data: camera, shutter, speed, hour of day, etc.

3—PRINTS WILL BE RETURNED ONLY WHEN RETURN POSTAGE IS ENCLOSED.

4—All entries must be in the Desert Magazine office by the 20th of the contest month.

5—Contests are open to both amateur and professional photographers. Desert Maga-
zine requires first publication rights only of prize winning pictures.

6—Time and place of photograph is immaterial, except that it must be from the desert
Southwest.

7—Judges will be selected from Desert's editorial staff, and awards will be made im-
mediately after the close of the contest each month. If entries are not judged to be of
sufficient quality one month, the second prize of the preceding month will be first next
month.

ADDRESS ALL ENTRIES TO PHOTO EDITOR

THE _
PALM DESERT, CALIF. 92260
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FAMOUS EXPLORER AND MAN-OF-MANY-TALENTS MURL EMERY DISCOVERED THIS GIANT NATURAL
ARCH IN A RUGGED AND ROCKY AREA NEAR HIS HOME IN NELSON, NEVADA. AFTER A MILE
HIKE FROM THE HIGHWAY, YOUNG TRENT PEPPER NAMED THE MONUMENT "EMERY'S ARCH."

THE SOUTHWEST IN OCTOBER By JACK PEPPER

TWO WAYS TO THE TRAMWAY. Postponed from its original open-
ing date in August, the $7,700,000 Palm Springs Tramway was sched-
uled to open September 14, after the October issue of DESERT is on
the press. In line with its policy to report not only the surface facts,
but also the background and beneath the surface material on hap-
penings in the Southwest, we have presented the views of the con-
servationists who have done so much for the preservation of our
wilderness areas, along with the feelings of the Tramway officials.
The spectacular color photograph on Page 20 is through the courtesy
of Tramway Land and McFadden and Eddy Associates.

WALK-IN CAMPGROUNDS. Along with the same controversial sub-
ject of how to keep the "wilderness areas" in their natural state, a
proposed new plan by Edward F. Dolder, chief of the California Di-
vision of Beaches and Parks, may be the solution, at least for some
areas. Under the proposed plan a family would drive to a designated
area where their camping gear would be picked up by rangers who
would truck it over a service road to a remote area. The campers
would then hike to the area. Dolder explains that many areas are
fine for camping but would be ruined by roads and parking areas.
The campers would have water, sanitation facilities, tables, etc., but,
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BOTTLE COLLECTORS
"CHIPS FROM THE PONTIL"

by J. C. Tibbitts, first president of the
Antique Botle Collectors Assn. and edit-
or of "The Pontil." Just off the press
and available from the author. Many
pertinent facts and interesting informa-
tion about bottles and bottle collecting.
Full color group photo on cover. 17
black & white photos with full descrip-
tions. Autographed if requested.

Price $3.00 plus 25c handling—$3.25
postpaid. Calif, residents add 12c tax.

THE LITTLE GLASS SHACK
3161 56th Street • Sacramento, Calif. 95820

NOW AVAILABLE
New guide to over 100
California Ghost towns

California Ghost Town Guide
Unique and authentic guide to over 100
ghost towns in California's deserts and moun-
tains with complete directions on how to
reach them. Shows you the way to little-
known and intrigue-filled towns that provide
hours of interest for those seeking buried
treasures, old guns, western relics, purple
bottles aged by the sun, and antique objects.

Satisfaction guaranteed or money back.
Only $2.00

SPECIAL GIFT OFFER:
3 copies for So.00

A. L. ABBOTT
Dept. D.

1513 West Romneya Drive — Anaheim, Calif.

REMEMBER BIRTHDAYS with
a DESERT subscription . . . $4.50

COMMON

EDIBLE

and USEFUL

PLANTS

of the WEST

A New & Useful Book by
MURIEL SWEET, Botanist

More than 115 line-drawings . . .
every plant illustrated . . .

Factual Guide to Plants Which
Gave the Western Indians Food
ir Healing . . . From the Deserts
to the Highest Mountains . . .

only $1
post and tax paid

ORDER FROM:
DEPT. D310
NATUREGRAPH CO.
HEALDSBURG, CALIF.

Dolder explains, elimination of the automobile will preserve the land-
scape, provide more outdoor experience for campers . . . and save
the state money since the cost of roads is one of the prime expenses
in camping areas.

HOUSE HUNTING? This one probably won't suit you, as it is 4000
years old. UCLA archaeologist Christopher B. Donnan announced
the house was discovered on a site 70 miles south of Lima, Peru.
Radiocarbon dating established the age. The early inhabitants date
back as far as 6000 years ago and had a rather advanced civiliza-
tion with cotton textiles, adobe architecture, domesticated plants and
animals and ceramics. The excavations are being conducted with
the University of La Molina in Lima where the house will be recon-
structed.

NEW NEWSPAPER. Charles Shelton, former owner, and Eugene Con-
rotto, former editor and publisher of Desert Magazine until it was sold
last June, are now associated in the publishing of a new weekly
newspaper, the Palm Desert Post, for residents in the Coachella Valley.
Shelton also continues to operate the Desert Southwest Art Gallery
and Desert Printers, ail located in the same building in Palm Desert.

ROCK HOUND BOOK. More than 2000 copies of "The Rock Hobby"
have been distributed by the American Gem & Mineralogical Sup-
pliers Association. "The big increase in demand is a very healthy
sign for the lapidary industry, since it indicates greater interest in the
hobby," according to Webb Morrow, president. Non-members can
obtain a sample copy by writing to Webb Morrow, MK Diamond
Products, 12600 Chadron, Hawthorne, Calif. Next month DESERT will
start a two piece article on the use of metal detectors and how they
provide value and fun for the entire family.

OCTOBER CALENDAR. Oct. 3-13—Fresno District Fair, Fresno, Calif.
5_6—Miners' Show and Convention, Burton's Tropico Gold Mine, Rosa-
mond, Calif. Apple Days, Julian, Calif. 5-7—Santa Cruz County Fair,
Sonoita, Ariz. 7—Fall Flower Show, Sedona, Ariz. 8-13—75th Anni-
versary Celebration, Escondido, Calif. (Special parade on the 13th in
which each unit will represent a year in the history of Escondido.)
12-13—Searles Lake Gem and Mineral Hobby Show, Trona, Calif.
13-14—Butterfield Stagecoach Fiesta, Gila Bend, Ariz. 17-20—Pinal
County Fair, Casa Grande, Ariz. 18-20—Annual "Helldorado," Tomb-
stone, Ariz. 26—Special Centennial Opening Celebration, Wicken-
burg, Ariz. 26-27—Annual Rex Allen Days Celebration, Rodeo, Will-
cox, Ariz. Nov. 9-10—Twentynine Palm Gem and Mineral Show,
Hayes Auditorium, Twentynine Palms, Calif. Ill

r
DESERT Subscription Service

\ (Enter a Subscription •

%, \ Address Change Only •

To Change Your Address
Magazines are no longer forwarded by the post
office when you move. To insure uninterrupted
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WESTERN CHRISTMAS CARDS
IN FUU COLORGREETINGS .. .from our outfit to qo

•fcSC . , 4 3 * *

Graftings from our outfit to yours—With
Best Wishes lot Chnslmas and all the New
Year

tart Trai l i-May the warmth and friend
sss of the Christmas Season be with you

through the Coming Year

mmm
^ • • 4 Marry Christmat-and Best Wishes for a

I Happy Holiday Season

Friendship at Chmtmai — A friendly wish
for a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year

Whan winter chores art dona—May the
Spirit of Christmas Abide With You Through-
out the Coming Year

. . . from the two of ui!-With Best Wishes
at Christmas and through all the New Year!

Waitin' out the Storm-Best Wishes for a
Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year

Girl and Fritndi-Merry Christmas and a
Happy New Year

1 Candelabra— May (he Spirit of
Chnslmas be with you and Happiness be
yours throughout the Coming Year

A friendly Christmas Creating- With Best
Wishes for the Season and a Prosperous
New Year

he Lord's Candlos— May the wonderful
Spirit of Christmas be with you through all
the Year

"They presented unto Him gilts- -May
the Peace and Happiness of Christmas abide
with you through all the Coming Year

Cowboy Santa-Greeting is a humorous
verse describing this color photo of an
original wood carving.

Thinkin' of you at Christmas-With Besl
Wishes for a Happy Holiday Season

Cathedral of the West M.u HIP Spin! of
Christmas Abide With You Throughout the
Coming year

tor Chores—Appropriate western verse
n front of card. Merry Christmas and

ppy New Year

Christmas Dawn—To wish you .i Blpsspd
Christmas and a New Year of Happiness

Frosted Steam —Merry Christmas and a
Happy New Year

Greetings, Neighbor!-With Best Wishes at
Christmas and a Happy New Year from Our
Outfit to Yours!

All new and different for 1963. Beautiful full-color reproductions of original paintings by top
western artists—featuring Lorenz and including Kleiber, Fogg, Hilton, Eggenhofer, Harman,
etc. Finest quality, heavy-grade paper single folds to 43/4" x 63/<" with matching white envelopes.
We always include a few extra envelopes with each order. Cards can be ordered with or without
your name custom printed in red to match greetings. These exclusive cards available by mail
only. Your order carefully filled and shipped within 24 hours right up 'til Christmas.

H O W T O O R D E R : Write quantity of each card you want in box below illustration.
Cards may be assorted at no extra cost. Order all of one kind or as many of each as desired.
Circle total quantity and cost on price list. You may order by letter or fill out coupon and mail
this entire page with cash, check, or money order to:

TOTAL QUANTITY

WITHOUT NAME

WITH NAME

15

$2.75

$3.75

25

3.65

4.65

Canada residents remit in U.

Names to
be printed
on cards

50

7.25

8.75

75

10.85

12.85

S. dollar values.

100

13.45

15.45

150

19.75

22.45

200

25.95

29.45

300

38.25

43.45

500

62.45

69.95

. Colorado residents add 2% sales tax

The LAZy RL RANCH Box 1500
Boulder, Colo.

SEND CARDS TO : _

Rte., St., or Box No._

City _Zone State

FULL COLOR • MONEY BACK GUARANTEE • WE PAY POSTAGE



UNDERGROUND EXPLORATIONS • Box 193 • Menlo Park. California

A HOBBY THAT PAYS

OPALS and SAPPHIRES
Direct From Australia

This Month's Best Buy

SPECIAL OFFER
MINE RUN SAPPHIRES

Blue, Green, Parti-Colours, Black Stars,
Blue Cabochons — Mixed Lot, Ungraded
1 Whole Pound $10.00 FREE SEAMAIL

Send personal cheque, international money
order, bank draft. Free 16 page list of all
Australian Gemstones.

AUSTRALIAN GEM TRADING CO.
294 Little Collins Street

MELBOURNE, C.I. AUSTRALIA

DESERT BINDERS

Keep your Desert Magazines for
years as a reference and guide to
future trips. Special 12-issue bind-
ers only $3.50 (inc. tax & postage)

DESERT MAGAZINE
Palm Desert, Calii. 92260

. . . your headquarters for a
Southern Utah vacation

San Juan
TRADING POST

ON PAVED HWY. 47
MEXICAN HAT, UTAH

22 Modern Motel Units . . . Guided Scenic
Tours to Monument Valley and Fabulous San
Juan County . . . Curio Shop, Navajo Rugs,
Indian Jewelry . . . Cafe . . . Film, Camping
Supplies . . . Service Station . . . Licensed
Hunting Guides . . . Accommodations For
Hunters During Deer Season.

Phone: 42, Mexican Hat, Utah

LAND OPPORTUNITY
4400 acres of level land located
within one mile of a thriving, pro-
gressive community of 7 5 0 0
people. U. S. Highway 91 and In-
terstate 15 traverse property. 10
second feet underground water
rights, power and telephone lines
on property. For further informa-
tion contact:
D. W. CORRY REAL ESTATE CO.

25 EAST LINCOLN AVENUE
P. O. BOX 903 — TEL. 586-6162

CEDAR CITY, UTAH

NEW IDEAS for DESERT LIVING
By DAN LEE

Portable Cabana—
Need a back-yard pool cabana or garden

tool storage room? Then inspect one of
the new models from BACKYARD CA-
BANAS. Made of Homasote board, sold in
ready-to-assemble sections, or in complete
packages from lumber yards and building
supply dealers. A complete line of BACK-
YARD CABANAS with many models to
choose from is available. For more data,
write Desert Magazine.

Roof Top Car Camper—
They call it KAR KAMPER, and it

fastens to the roof of the family car. In
minutes, it can be raised to form a roomy,
rooftop hideaway, suitable for sleeping and
changing clothes. Works on anything from
the larger compact cars to station wagons,
says the maker. Folded down dimensions
are 6Vi feet wide by 12 feet long by 1-foot
high. Top cover is of aluminum, with
fabric side curtains. Easy to attach. Priced
from $495. For more data on KAR KAM-
PER, write Desert Magazine.

Portable Fluorescent Light—
"PORTA-LITE" is a new small-size port-

able fluorescent light for use by sportsmen
and travelers, home and cabin owners. This
new unit provides a light equal to three
50-watt bulbs, yet it uses only a 15-watt
standard fluorescent type tube. Operates on
6-volt or 12-volt battery source. Plug it
into the lighter receptacle of your car,
boat, or trailer for large amounts of bright
light. The PORTA-LITE weighs only three
pounds, sells for just $17.95. For more
information, write Desert Magazine.

Portable Bucket Seat Cushion-
Here's the way to get that "bucket seat"

comfort, with regular sedan seats. The new
WILSON SEAT is an upholstered cushion
shaped and contoured like the most luxur-
ious bucket seats. Just place it over the
top of your present car seat. Driving com-
fort is increased on the two-inches of ure-
thane foam at shoulders and under legs.
The padded side rests have belts attached to
make the seat fit even more snugly. The
unit is attached to the car seat with a "Web
Fastner." THE WILSON SEAT is avail-
able at $16.95 and $18.30, depending on
models. For more data, write to New Pro-
ducts, Desert Magazine, Palm Desert,
Calif.



Poodle S o f a -
Even the dogs want comfort these days!

The new POODLE SOFA by Decor Custom
Furniture is made of top-quality, expensive
fabrics, stitched together by experienced up-
holsterers and craftsmen who make thou-
sand-dollar sofas in the same building. Bro-
cade satin, nylon, and many other expen-
sive fabrics are used over hardwood frames,
with polyfoam cushions and quality sewing
to make POODLE SOFA a truly outstand-
ing and unusual piece of pet furniture.
Handled by quality furniture stores, or by
direct mail, the POODLE SOFA now lets
an owner give his dog the same luxury he
himself demands. Priced at $39.50 for the
standard and $44.50 for the deluxe tufted
sofas, from Dept. DM, Decor Custom
Furniture, 9702 Alpaca, South El Monte,
Calif.

New Outdoor Stove—
This new gasoline-powered camp stove

has a rugged metal housing, with a gen-
erator and fuel tank that need not be han-
dled every time stove is used. All parts
stay in place, in storage or in duty. The
stove folds neatly into its own carrying
case. Called the POLORAN OUTDOOR
GASOLINE STOVE, the new model is
priced at $26.95, for the two-burner unit.
For more data, write Desert Magazine.

Custom Made Auto Sun Shades
"Take the sizzle out of the Sun." Your car or
wagon up to 15 cooler. Blocks the sun's rays
and public's gaze yet gives excellent visibility
and ventilation. Ideal for campers, travelers,
and every day driving. Greatly improves air
conditioning efficiency. Custom made for car*
and wagons 1955 through 1963. Easy to install
with enclosed simple instructions. Write for
Free catalogue and prices. Give make and
model, 2 or 4 door. Prompt Shipment. Sidles
Mfg. Co., Box 3537D, Temple, Texas.

TWELVE MONTHS

of Desert for a friend-
only $4.50 for a thoughtful gift

Clever Key Light—
This amazing little light-maker for find-

ing locks in the dark is a combination
flashlight and key holder built into one
unit. Yet the maker claims it isn't "just
another key-chain flashlight." KEY BEAM,
as they call it, has a tiny platinum lamp,
with a silver energy cell that is supposed
to recharge itself. The user simply squeezes
the KEY BEAM, and it produces light.
This unusual item comes from MiKan's for
$3.20 postpaid. Write Desert Magazine for
more information.

Knife For Skinning Buffaloes-
There may not be any buffaloes left to

hunt, but the new BUFFALO SKINNING
KNIFE by the Great Western Company
looks handy for camp duty. Just the thing
for chopping up salads, whittling firewood,
or discouraging prowlers. This new knife is
a quality Sheffield blade of stainless steel,
with a rosewood handle and English leather
sheath. Priced at $4.95 postpaid. For in-
formation, contact Desert Magazine.

Camel Seat For Desert—
The newest and most novel casual seat

I've ever seen, the new CAMEL SADDLE
is just right for TV watching, kids at play,
or as a conversation piece at parties. Made
of rugged hardwood and upholstered with
genuine leather cushion, the CAMEL SAD-
DLE is available in red, beige, yellow, green,
black and tan. The hardwood frames come
in blond, walnut, or ebony. The CAMEL
SADDLE is an import from the United
Arab Republic. Priced at $22.85 postpaid,
from Northen Distributors. For more in-
formation, write Desert Magazine.

MACDONALD'S

YOU CAN EASILY turn our kit into a
complete, professional looking, well-built
camper in just a few hours with simple
hand tools. (Or complete line for the man
who wants one assembled).

STRONG STEEL TUBING framework and
beautiful heavy aluminum cover, scored for
strength. Extremely light.

FEATURES LARGE WINDOWS and rear
door; wide range of optional equipment
and accessories to further enhance your
camper.

Write or visit one of our 12 western plants:

Macdonald Camper Kit Co.
EL MONTE SAN JOSE EL CAJON
11015 E. Rush 1070 Elm 501 Wile

VENTURA OGDEN, UTAH
181 West Main 185 West 12th

EAST MESA, ARIZ.
9643 Apache Trail

FRESNO
1525 Blackstone

TUCSON
4952 Casa Grand* Hwy.

HAYWARD
82 W. Jackson

SACRAMENTO
4865 Pasadena

PORTLAND, ORE.
9215 SE 82nd

PUYALLUP,WASH.
207 Jovita N.E.



SIDNEY PHILLIPS

I AM painfully convinced that this
era will ruefully go down in his-
tory as The Age of Barbecuing.

From every eye-smarting recess of the
nation, the smoke is billowing. In
Los Angeles, it has been more than
hinted that the barbecuing of un-
tutored but eager brides is causing
the smog. In Chicago, the soot has
been found to be fifty percent par-
ticles from hot dogs that fell into the
coals. In New Orleans, the smudge
from singed shrimp hangs in the
magnolia-scented air.

From coast-to-coast it is impossible
to tell the barbecued steaks from the
charcoal without a chemical analysis.

But the locale which has gone the
most berserk in the matter of outdoor
cooking is the Coachella Desert, that
crescent of agreeable paradise should-
ered between the Salton Sea and the
cover charge of Palm Springs. Here
every home, ranch, homestead, cabin,
shack, lean-to and cave has some de-
vious device for barbecuing. One
foreign visitor got the impression
that Hibachi was the name for a
popular breed of houseboys. There
are more tongs in the Valley than
there were in all of China.

It is impossible to escape from this
swirling ogre. Somehow this brand
of cooking is considered integral and
native to the desert; and there is
grudging evidence to point this up.
B.C. (before charcoal) the aborigines
here cooked in open pits, and if they
wanted to be elegant they wrapped
the game in a messy coating of wet
clay.

Then some conscientious rascal
named Gimac Stove invented one,
and cooking shuffled inside and stayed
there for many centuries. The pio-
neer women, clad in those horrible
bonnets, baked bread that only a pio-
neer dared masticate. Their boiled
dinners made many a frontiersman
boiling mad. Most of the gallants at
the Alamo joined to escape home
cooking.

There was some open pit cooking
after the stove was perfected, but it
wasn't a daily rite and usually cele-
brated something gaudy such as a
revenuer drowning in a vat of sour
mash or a stagecoach coming through.
Entire sides of beef were barbecued.
Over them was poured a sauce
brought from the south and called
The Soption: it was heavy with red
pepper juice and brandy and if ap-
plied too liberally the beef had a
tendency to dissolve. In this case the
intrepid pioneers quickly drank up
the sauce; they didn't care how they
got their protein.

Came then, to the illimitable tran-
quillity of Coachella Desert, a rover
named William Pitt. He idolized the
outdoors; he couldn't get enough of
it; he slept under the crackling stars;
he cultivated cactus; and he came to
the conclusion that a true desertite
should eat in the velvety air, his ap-
petite ennobled by the circular con-
frontment of inspiring mountains.
He had a theory that four walls do
a prison make and that in time any
sensitive and decent stomach could
get claustrophobia.

Accordingly, he built the first elabo-
rate and fancy stone barbecue pit.
(His name was mispelled by a Mis-
sion historian who couldn't spell any
better than our children today). As
people moved into the Valley, they
admired his structure: it seemed
breezy and informal and congenial
and savored of the spirit of the tra-
ditional west. They copied the pit.
Soon there was a barbecue pit for
every inhabitant. What a stir this al-
luring statistic caused in the East.
Mill workers there, who worked knee
deep in smoke all week, yearned to
get away from it all and to stand in
a hunk of open space and breathe the
pure smoke from a barbecue. They
could feel as one with Kit Carson and
Danny Boone and the Flintstones.

Well, to get down to the present,
suppose that you live in this arid but
arcadian valley. At least twice a week
you will be invited, joyously, to a
barbecue. "Come as you are," larks
the invitation, which is silly because
no one would ever come as he was or
as he would be in twenty years.

You dress informally because you
know that before the melee is over
someone will spill something eternal-
ly staining on your clothes, and you
will be singed somewhere along the
jamboree.

When you get to the party, the
back yard is in full sway and there
are smoke signals rising from the bar-
becue. As an innocent greeting, one
of the countless children will acci-
dentally stab you with one of the
elongated forks used as part of the
ritual. First blood!



The entrees, no matter how dis-
guised, unfailingly consist of shish-
kibob, chicken halved, or bony ribs.
1 hese have been bathed and slithered
and soaked and marinated and satu-
rated in a pinkish red sauce into
which everything has gone — or, at
least, everything that is anything.

Then the meat is dangled or sus-
pended over flames (few are patient
enough to wait for the coals) and
turned either manually or by a motor
fiom a Cadillac. Occasionally a
d )wse of barbecue sauce sends forth
a new cloud.of smoke. Salt and pep-
per is applied from shakers with mile-
king handles.

A guest approaches and prevari-
cates, "Whatever you're cooking looks
divine. But, what . . . is it?"

The host, a bit ridiculous in a chef's
hat and an apron blazoned with
Whatcha Havin', says proudly, "Oh,
I m cooking ribs Apache Style. The
recipe was just unearthed from an
ancient crypt by a television cowboy.
Iastead of cooking them as a white
man would (what contempt in his
tone as he mentions the Caucasian),
I cook them . . . "

In turning one of the segments of
ribs, it comes loose and bounces to
tlie ground. An obiquitious dog

seizes it and disappears into the open
desert. First casualty!

While awaiting the meat to cook,
guests talk about outdoor cookery.
One devotee cooks ribs in pineapple
juice and soy sauce. Another zealot
cooks his seeped in catsup and chili
powder the way it's done in primitive
Mexico. One fellow has a recipe from
the South Seas and a stout woman
tells how its cooked by witch doctors
in Haiti. Finally an innovator spiels
a recipe for cooking ribs in beer.
(The beer drinkers wince.)

The chef yells, "Ouch!" An un-
guent is applied to the burn.

But all good things must come to an
end. The coals burn down and the
ribs, resembling petrified wood, are
cut apart and placed on paper plates.
Grapefruit juice in paper cups ac-
companies the entree, some with vod-
ka. Music twangs from a transistor-
western music.

The hostess missed on the potato
salad and the melange has lumps,
humps, bumps and thumps. But no
one complains. Such things are ex-
pected at barbecues.

At last the hour grows late. As
stars twinkle and the night air cools,
guests depart for home—to raid the
icebox!

X HICKORY FARMS OF OHIO

"BEEF STICK"

Approx
ing all

please

To:

"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 Mailing

100% Pure Beef
Hickory Farms of Ohio

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

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

money order.

ship me Beef Sticks at $5.98 ea.
New Customer Old Customer

'DON'T FORGET A FRIEND THIS CHRISTMAS"

WHEN YOU WRITE
. . . or phone in response to an ad in
DESERT, it only takes a moment to men-
tion where you saw it. The firm you are
doing business with wil l appreciate know-
ing how you learned of them, and
DESERT wil l be grateful for your support
and friendship thus expressed.

"Just what is it I'm supposed to come and get?"

FREE!
Helpful brochure

for rock hobbyists!

This new brochure,
fresh off the presses, is
a v a i l a b l e w i t h o u t
charge to rock hobby-
ists and readers of
Desert Magazine. Spe-
cial sections on sharp-
ening, reversing and
installation of diamond
blades for better lapi-
dary cu t t i ng . . . also
includes useful tips on
coolants, lubricants,
speeds and feeds, and
other suggestions on

how to get longer and better wear from
your cutting equipment. Compact and
easy-reading, well-illustrated. Write
today for your copy.

Please mail me your free brochure, "Do's
& Don'ts for Lapidary Cutting."

Name-

Address

City, State
Dept. D-10

MK DIAMOND PRODUCTS
12600 Chadron,
Hawthorne, Calif.

M K DIAMOND • SINCE '866
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INT this day of speed and tumult, the desert tortoise is probably the least
neurotic of all living creatures. If it's water he lacks, he falls asleep
until it rains. If his security is threatened, he burrows to safety. Loud

noise has little effect upon his insensitive ears. If there's a shortage of
food, he ceases all body functions for months at a time. And he has a
secret of longevity envied by man.

Of earth's countless creatures, the amphibious turtle is the only one
to survive more than 250 million years in its original form. The terrestrial
tortoise is no recent offshoot, however. It substituted fins for claws and
acquired horny water-tight skin long before the dinosaur lumbered across
the earth.

Unlike aquatic giant snappers capable of snapping off a man's arm,
or a smaller variety good for at least a finger or two, desert tortoise make
harmless, splendid pets. They eat little, will live outside in moderate
climes, and it's possible to leave them for respectable periods without
hiring turtle-sitters. Also, they don't bark, scratch or cackle.

What they do require is a fenced-in yard to keep them off the streets
and a few leafy shrubs or cacti to nibble.

TORTOISE by chotal pepper



Respect for the tortoise is not a
modern characteristic. Even before
recorded history, Indus children of
ancient Asia cherished stone-sculp-
tured toys in the image of tortoise
much as today's children treasure rep-
licas of Mickey Mouse. In ancient
Egypt, where the tortoise was consid-
ered sacred,wives of pharoahs studded
the creature's backs with precious
jewels. Aesop wrote three tales about
them, King Solomon praised the
"voice of the turtle" in verse, and the
Hindu diety of creation, Vishnu, is
believed to have assumed the form
of a tortoise.

Archeological excavations in West-
ern America revealed tortoise shell
rattles set with Olivella beads at both
Willow Beach, Arizona, and Santa
Catalina Islands off the California
coast, thereby providing scholars with
tangible evidence of a prehistoric
trade route. Nevada aboriginal tribes
used the shells for implements in
early turquoise mines. Mexican trad-
ers carried them alive along the Old
Spanish Trail because only a tortoise
could store food and water within
its body to provide fresh meat over
long periods of time. Even today,
primitive peoples on Mexico's Sonora
desert are said to consume the tortoise
and its eggs.

But of all functions attributed to
the tortoise, the most fascinating is the
role it played in molding the destiny
of man. During the Boxer Rebellion
in China, a number of inscribed tor-
toise shells appeared in the bazaars
of Peking where they were sold as
novelty souvenirs. Suspecting that
the writings on them might be ar-
chaic, several court officials collected
them and after the war consulted
Western scholars. As translations
came forth, it became apparent that
the writings were invocations to spir-
its for predictions concerning person-
al fortunes, crops, and hunting as
well as guidance in affairs of state.
Before use as "oracle bones" the
shells were treated by scraping and
polishing. Then heat was applied to
induce cracks which were endowed
with secret meanings and interpreted
by priests. Thus, when perplexing
conditions challenged a warring
Shang chief, he didn't consult with
his staff; he consulted with his tor-
toise.

Responsibility for the tortoise his-
toric and prehistoric importance
probably lies in the mystery which
shrouds its very existence. This rep-
tile, whose movable parts resemble a
lizard wearing turtle clothing, is un-
like any other creature alive. The
plated shells which form its torso are
firmly attached to a bony bridge at
each side. Only its head and legs are

free to extend in motion. When the
creature is frightened or asleep or
in hibernation, its head and legs-
withdraw so completely within its
shell that from a distance it's impos-
sible to detect fore from aft.

Having a shell for a body compli-
cates the normal breathing apparatus.
With stationary rib structure, there is
no way for lungs to expand and con-
tract. Thus, the tortoise devised a
unique system entirely its own. By
protruding and withdrawing its neck
and legs, a pumping action is achiev-
ed which creates a vacuum and draws
air into the lungs. This produces a
faint wheeze, like air expelled from a
toy accordian. When he is face to
face with another tortoise and ap-
pears to nod and talk, he's actually
storing up wind for the fight.

Social life is warlike when males
meet, as custom demands that im-
mediately a leader be established.
Following much head-waving, they
square-off and proceed to ram one
another with their gular shields (a
horny projection from the front part
of the lower shell) until all but one
are flipped to their backs. After pro-
longed periods of clumsy gyrations,
the defeated tortoise manage to re-
turn themselves to the normal po-
sition—until the King passes by and
flips them over again!

With male and female, however,
the action takes on a different tone.
When he rams his mate, smashing
his shell audibly against hers, he isn't
fighting. He's making love. The
young bride (she may be all of 80)
plays it cool. With the grace of a
Sherman Tank, she hobbles indiffer-
ently away, forcing him to pursue.
Not until he traps her in a corner
where there's no escape does she suc-
cumb to a honeymoon.

Fertilization of the desert tortoise
is internal. Then a large parchment
textured egg is buried in a sandy
hole where in time it is hatched by
the warmth of the earth and sun.
When the babe is born, it's a tiny
replica of its parents and able from
the beginning to forage for itself.

Considering the over-active libido
of the male, discerning sex is simple
between a mated pair. With a single
tortoise, however, Ogden Nash's jin-
gle "The turtle lives 'twixt plated
decks Which practically conceal its
sex" is quite apropos. The lower
shell of a male, called the plastron,
is slightly concave, while the female's
is flat. There is also a structural dif-
ference in length of tail and thickness
of gular shields, but this may be de-
ceiving when comparing an ancient
fully-grown female of 13-inches with
a younger male almost as large.

Three dangers threaten the contin-
ued existence of the desert tortoise.
Primary among these is the result of
steadily increasing highway travel.
The unobstructed surface of paved
roads attract the creatures, especially
ofter a rainfall when water remains
in puddles rather than being absorb-
ed into thirsty desert ground. Then
is a time for motorists to be particu-
larly on the alert for these unwary
slow-moving pedestrians.

The second danger arises from a
confusion of terms. Although in
America the land turtle is popularly
referred to as a tortoise, Europeans
refer to all members of the turtle
family as "turtles." The single
French word "la tortue" may be
translated as either turtle or tortoise
in English. This confusion has
caused many a well-meaning newcom-
er unacquainted with desert tortoise
to dunk one of the strange creatures
into a pond or pool, unwittingly be-
lieving that water is its natural en-
vironment. The creature may swim
[or a moment or two, but as soon as
water gets into its lungs it will die
of a kind of pneumonia.

The third danger is also brought
about by well-meaning humans. It is
natural that such mysterious and fas-
cinating creatures should be desired
as pets. One of America's foremost
women fashion designers, Pauline
Trigere, lives in a century-old Con-
necticut country house named "La
Tortue" where she harbors a collec-
tion of 985 replicas of turtles, along
with a few live ones. At the opposite
end of the country, in San Mateo,
California, a newsmagazine wrote of
a family who took their pet tortoise
to a veterinarian for a "turtlectomy"
last summer when an accident ripped
open its shell and exposed a lung.
Tortoise lovers from coast to coast
have adopted the reptilian creatures
for pets and cared for them well, but,
unfortunately, there are others who
capture the creatures and are not so
well-informed.

A tortoise must never be moved to
a foreign climate. Unequipped with
a natural thermostat, their cold-
blooded bodies assume the tempera-
ture of the air about them. Ten
minutes of exposure to high-noon
desert summer sun may prove fatal,
as will a deep-freeze prison under
winter-frosted, snow covered ground.
Desert dwellers are the only indi-
viduals who should rightfully main-
tain the Gopherus Agassizi, common-
ly called desert tortoise, in captivity.
There it is in its natural climatic en-
vironment and, with a well-fenced
yard where it can safely roam, pro-
tected from becoming a highway cas-
ualty. / / /



Treasures of the Badlands
by Mike Dunn

No stranger to DESERT readers is
Frank Dunn (Jan. '40, June '63) who
escaped New York during depression
days and came west to "wait it out"
on a ranch near Las Vegas. There he
harvested fruit and vegetables which
he traded for life's other necessities
at Mr. Ward's dirt-floored store, in
those days the leading market place
of Las Vegas.

It was on this desert that Dunn
first discovered the excitement Na-
ture bestowed upon stones and twigs
and thus began his incomparable col-
lection, later acclaimed by the Ameri-
can Museum of Natural History, of
which Dunn is now an associate
member.

With his pretty wife, Celia, Dunn
continually adds to his collection,
seeking nature's treasures near their
Palm Desert home as well as on field
trips afar.

A VERITABLE hoard of na-
ture's rare sculptures and one-
of-a-kind ceramics awaits the

imaginative explorer in the Borrego
Badlands. Immediately west of the
Salton Sea on both sides of Highway
99, a phenomenal deposit of concre-
tions, as these sandstone formations
are known, occurs practically all of
the way to Borrego.

Nowhere else in the country does
this freakish stone occur. At least,
we have never encountered it in our
numerous national forays.

Hunting concretion specimens is a
rather different kind of "rockhound-
ing." Whereas veteran rock collect-
ors quest for precious and semi-prec-
ious minerals with established intrin-
sic values, the concretion hunter is
interested only in texture and shape,
gratifying an esthetic desire.

At one time or another most of us
have let our imaginations discover
forms in clouds or in outlines of
trees, mountains, shrubs, even shad-

ows. Very often a common snapshot
reveals a surprising form in addition
to its intended subject matter. Hunt-
ing concretions is just such an ad-
venture—an exercise of the imagin-
ation, as well as of the limb.

Desirable for conducting these ex-
peditions, but by no means a neces-
sity, is the mechanical "camel" of the
desert, the 4-wheeler. However, we've
managed for lo these last twelve years
in our half-ton pickup equipped with
oversized, partially deflated tires, to
traverse the terrain reasonably well.

Several gunny sacks, a heavy screw-
driver and a few 10-foot bamboo
poles comprise the only equipment
necessary to a concretion sortie. In
recent years we've found a newsboy's
double pouch, slung over the shoul-
ders to replace the cumbersome gun-
ny sack, a solution for freeing hands
and arms from the laborious toting
task. The bamboo poles serve to
mark a temporarily stashed cache for
later pickup and a screwdriver is the
tool perfect for scratching away sand
which sometimes partially hides a
worthy concretion.

In most instances, our best pieces
were 90% concealed. Caution may
not be overemphasized in the opera-
tion of freeing them from their beds.
It's impossible to guess where a vital
projection occurs and to amputate
this member of the whole could be
heartbreaking.

In certain spots are scattered a
profusion of "weirdies," as we call
them. Strangely enough, they are all
of similar texture, size and shape, as
if members of one big happy family.
This is more a rule than an excep-
tion. In one 50-foot circle, for ex-
ample, we found about a dozen per-
fect replicas of oysters—same gray
color, average size and grainy sur-
face — and never have we found a
similar batch since. Though they
resembled petrified mollusks, we feel

reasonably certain they were not.
Again, in a circumference of about

50-feet, the terrain was dotted with
round orbs of diamond-hard consis-
tency, sizes ranging from one-half
inch to two inches. Never will we
forget this sight, with late afternoon
sun casting undulating patterns in
brown, accented by sharp black sha-
dows on tan sand.

November through March, prefer-
ably after one of our rare down-
pours, is the ideal time for the con-
quest of these rare concretions. Auto-
mobile traction is improved on the
rain-packed sand and the pelting
force of a storm helps to expose
many of the partially buried speci-
mens and send them tumbling along
a channel. These particular func-
tions of rain are secondary, however,
to its primary function — that of
sculptor.

Composed of sandstone, the grains
of the formation vary in degree of
hardness. A pelting downpour eradi-
cates the softest parts in its first step
of sculpturing, much as the artist
first "blocks out" a model. Then
fast moving freshets come into play,
chiseling, sanding and chipping off
additional soft sections as the piece
is nudged and pushed along the path
of the storm. As soft areas disappear,
a hardcore is exposed, often in fan-
tastic or eccentric forms. Thus de-
mon erosion becomes artiste extra-
ordinaire. Our first specimen look-
ed so much like a Russian wolfhound
that I fancied hearing a growl as we
approached his lair.

I hope you'll forgive this fanciful
coma I lapse into, but that's the
way these treasures effect us and I'm
sure that once you're victimized by
this fascinating pastime you, too, will
apply for membership in our exclu-
sive dream world.

Our most outstanding find of a
ten-year plunder is the sphinx-like



PHOTO BY HAROLD WEIGHT

CONCRETIONS NEAR SALTON SEA

head and shoulders of a little old
lady we named "Tortilla Tia" be-
cause it looks like a lovable Mexi-
can mujer we knew in Zamora, Mi-
choacan, who was extraordinarily
adept at patti-caking tortillas. Dis-
played in a shadow box, she holds a
choice spot in our museum.

Of particular delight to children
is our "three bears" display. Papa,
the big bear with jaw wide open and
stentorian voice, growls, "Somebody's
been eating my porridge!" Slightly
smaller, Mom says, "So what?" and
Junior, the smallest, retorts, "Don't
mind him, Mom, he's psycho."

Some of our specimens could not
too closely be identified with any
contemporary category, so we herded
them into the realm of prehistorics.
Outstanding is a crooked-necked

crawler, a formidable critter which
might have escaped from a prop de-
partment of a mystery chiller film.
Also among the prehistorics is a clum-
sy group of dinosaurs we've set into
a replica of the La Brea Tar Pits.

Unique is a concretion molded
like a fox. The sculpturing would
seem like the work of a Dali, or per-
haps an ovalist instead of a cubist.
Its entire structure is a series of ellip-
tical sections starting at one end with
a proportionate head and terminat-
ing at the other with a well-formed
bushy tail. We think he's cute, but
"cunning" would be a foxier descrip-
tion.

What animal pops into mind at
the mention of the desert? Right, the
camel. And quite naturally we have

one replete with two lumps—but no
cream, please.

Just make one trip to the area and
spend a forenoon or afternoon tramp-
ing around this desolate terrain. Even
if you don't find a worthwhile speci-
men, you'll be well compensated by
the salubrity of this invigorating
desert land.

Like all rock-hunting expeditions,
you'll occasionally draw a blank.
We've found that with each foray,
we've become more selective—the dif-
ference between a scavenger and a
collector, perhaps. But even with a
blank, we're never without amuse-
ment and amazement as we climb
back to Highway 99 and leave behind
the treasure-laden Badlands with a
promise to return some tomorrow for
a new day of fun. / / /

DINNY THE DINOSAUR BORREGO WOLF HOUND



The Nttie Utah Bank

That Changed the Postal

Rates of a NATION

by

Raye Price

"Where d'you want 'em?" the truck driver asked.
"Want what?" countered a Salt Lake City postal clerk.
"Five-thousand bricks I've got in packages out there!"
And that's the way they arrived—5000 neatly wrap-

ped packages of bricks, each awaiting delivery to an
addressee in Vernal, Utah.

The mail clerk's most critical judgment failed to
find anything wrong. Each bundle weighed within the
required 50-pound limit and no more than 500-pounds
were addressed to any one person.

But what, he pondered, would a dozen or so people
in a remote town like Vernal want with all those bricks?
Eleven years earlier it wouldn't have seemed so incredu-
lous, when the Uintah Reservation first opened for
homesteading. But this was 1916. Things had settled
down. The last time the postal clerk had heard of Vern-
al was when some dinosaur skeletons were excavated
there four years before. So why the sudden run on
bricks?

Perplexed, he went to his map to pinpoint Vernal
within the perimeter of the second postal zone, jotted
the rate at SI.05 per hundred pounds, then re-checked

the route map and gasped. The 150-odd miles to Ver-
nal were well within the zone limit, but there were mud-
dy wagon trails for roads and mail could only be sent
by a circuitous route involving a train to Mack, Colo-
rado, a narrow gauge railroad to Dragon, Utah, and a
haul by team and wagon from there. The distance total-
ed over 400 miles.

Meanwhile, Nicholas J. Meagher sat in the cramp-
ed quarters of his Bank of Vernal and stared past the
steel counter through bullet-proof wire mesh at an emp-
ty corner lot across the street. A pot-bellied stove warm-
ed his feet and his Irish eyes twinkled with imagined
visions of a beautiful new brick bank soon to occupy
the vacant lot. In ten years the present building had
outgrown its facilities and the board of directors agreed
it was time to expand.

But building in Vernal was no easy matter. The
nearest brick kilns were in Salt Lake City and the
closest railhead 120 miles away. Avoiding such exhorbi-
tant freight charges challenged the ingenuity of even
a bright young man like Meagher, who'd risen from a
bookkeeping job in Salt Lake City to manager of the
Vernal Bank within the span of a year.

But accept the challenge, he did. Together with the
manager of the new property, W. H. Coltharp, a unique
solution was devised. They'd cut shipping costs in half
by ordering the bricks sent by parcel post—and let
Uncle Sam worry about the transportation!

This settled, Meagher turned his mind to other mat-
ters contingent with banking in a primitive area. He'd
already decided it wise to handle only silver and gold
currency in order to thwart robbers who had to carry
the heavy loot by horseback over rough trails and
bridgeless rivers. Now it occurred to him that such
currency held additional merit. It would encourage de-
positors to unload the heavy money from their pockets
into their accounts!

As the bricks arrived and Meagher's dream became
a reality, the post office department grew increasingly
alarmed. The bank's novel method could be applied
to other transportation problems, reasoned local farmers
and soon postal service between Salt Lake and Vernal
was jammed not only with bricks, but with parcel post
shipments of tools, canned goods, and other equipment,
leaving virtually no space for regular letters.

It wasn't long before two inspectors arrived at the
depot in Dragon, Utah to investigate rocketing reports
in Washington D. C. concerning tons of undelivered
mail. Fortunately for the Bank of Vernal, its bricks
were delivered before the Postmaster General decreed
a change in U. S. Postal Regulations, setting a limit of
200-pounds on packages sent from one consignor to one
consignee in a given day.

Now, as senior bank president of Utah, Nicholas
Meagher retains the Irish twinkle in his eye as he re-
views the strategy which made postal history and built
the only parcel post bank in the land. Standing today
as sturdily as the day it was built, the Bank of Vernal
has grown with its town, participating in the agricul-
tural development of this once-arid valley which pioneer
surveyors determined useful only for the function of
holding the earth together.

You can reach Vernal on U. S. Highway 40 from Salt
Lake City or Denver, but whether you're headed for
Dinosaur National Monument or the new Flaming
Gorge Dam, don't forget to stop in the center of town
and pay a visit to the original "mail order" bank.



CANOEING ON LAKE HAVASU

By George Leetch

THE trip had been in the planning stages for weeks. When Jessie
and Roy Kniffen of San Bernardino visited at our home in the
Borrego desert, talk, as usual, revolved around past, present and

future outings. Roy declared that we shouldn't consider our desert
education complete until we'd traveled by canoe through the Topock
Gorge on the Colorado River. As Roy and Jessie had two canoes, and
Dorothy and I were willing, all that was left to do was get ready.

"Getting ready," however, took some planning. After a furious
exchange of letters and last minute "don't forgets," the day finally
arrived and we were standing with the Kniffens beside our loaded
canoes, ready to shove off for a voyage through one of the Colorado
River's most scenic stretches.

In advance, Jessie and Roy had driven to Lake Havasu with their
18-foot aluminum canoes lashed to the car top. Leaving the car at



Havasu Landing, they proceeded up-
stream to Topock, Arizona, using
small 1-HP outboard motors to pro-
pel the canoes against the stiff river
current. Here they camped in antici-
pation of our arrival the following
morning.

Our combined gear, which consist-
ed of sleeping bags, food, water and
cooking utensils, was divided into
the two canoes. Dorothy and Roy oc-
cupied one, while Jessie and I crew-
ed the other. I was instructed to sit
at the stern and steer while Jessie
took the bow position. I accepted
this responsibility with a show of
outward calm, but secret misgivings.
However, at no time did I disgrace
myself, and with the exception of one
near mishap (I gracelessly attempted
to stand up), the arrangement proved
a sound one.

The river surface was green
smoothness as we launched from the
sandy Topock beach, and the liquid
gurgling of the red-winged black-
birds from the tree-lined shore was
a sound which we would hear oft re-
peated throughout the two-day trip.
After a brief bit of serious paddling,
the river current caught the canoes
and we swept under the bridge where
Route 66 crosses the river.

Towering rock pinnacles dominat-
ed the eastern shore and Jessie said

A HANDY DOCK IN A SLEEPY LAGOON

that my guess was a good one when I
suggested that these slender spires
must be the namesake for the Cali-
fornia town of Needles. I was so
busy gawking and making vain ef-
forts to handle the canoe like an
old "riverman" that we were deep
within the Topock Gorge before I
realized it. Steady paddling was un-
necessary now and we could sit back
and enjoy the scenery.

Roy led the way, catching an eddy
here and avoiding a sandbar there.
We swept along in complete silence,
except for an occasional burble of a
riffle or our own voices.

Herons passed in stately flight and
grebes, egrets, cormorants and dart-
ing swallows had us grabbing our
field glasses to make identification
certain. Occasionally a flock of ducks
shattered the quiet, surprised by our
stealthy approach. A few beaver
and muskrat still live along the riv-
er's edge and several times we found
their lodges in areas where the reeds
grow thickest. At one time beaver
were plentiful along the Colorado,
but intensive trapping has decimated
the population.

The Devil's Elbow, where the riv-
er winds a sinuous path among sheer
cliffs of lava, is the most spectacular
part of Topock Gorge. At other
places, where it meanders into ox-
bows, we beached the canoes and
scaled rocky summits to look down
upon the button-hook turns.

Although both canoes had built-in
flotation tanks and carried inflated
innertubes for life preservers, Doro-
thy and I shifted our positions ginger-
ly. The water was far too chilly to
encourage a sporting dip.

The last major turn in Topcock
Gorge is Blankenship Bend. Through
this region sand bars protect shallow,
quiet lagoons and provide limitless
opportunities for exploration. Dense
covers of reeds conceal these bars and
small channel openings may screen
large lagoons.

It was through one of these reed
flanked openings that Roy led us to
our first night's camp. Mesquite and
flowering palo verde trees lined the
shore and behind them loomed the
rugged Chemeheuvi Mountains. As
we pulled up to an old makeshift



plank dock, three coots squawked in
protests at our invasion.

We set up camp under the spread
of a mesquite with just a short rise
of land between us and the river.
After dinner Roy and I followed a
wild burro trail up a hill to see
where we were going.

From this elevation, Topock Gorge
appeared as a dark slot in the gather-
ing dusk with the twists of The Dev-
il's Elbow a jagged line. To the
south the river widened into Lake
Havasu and the twinkling lights of
Havasu Landing marked our desti-
nation for the following day.

In the morning, after breaking
camp and stowing our gear, we set
off for Lake Havasu. Now the river
grew broader, with many quiet wat-
er-ways to explore near the shore.
Thick-bodied carp scurried away at
our approach and Dorothy saw a tur-
tle duck under the bow of her canoe.
Under no pressure to hurry, we stop-
ped frequently to explore. One small
rock promontory was especially note-
worthy. We beached the canoes and
hiked to a point known as Picture
Rock. There we saw prehistoric In-
dian petroglyphs which remain un-
deciphered even today.

Shortly after reaching Mohave
Rock, which marks the edge of Lake
Havasu, we attached our small mot-
ors to the canoes and moved rapidly
across the several miles of open water
between us and Havasu Landing —
the end of our trip.

Although the river-run from To-
pock to Lake Havasu is less than 18
miles and a power boat may cover it
quickly, we enjoyed our leisurely trip
by canoe. Besides its refreshing si-
lence, which permited a closer view
of wildlife, we were able to poke in-
to shallow inlets where other boats
won't go.

But above all, to me, the greatest
pleasure in canoeing was the fact
that our travel was accomplished un-
der my own power and energy. Inde-
pendent of any mechanical gadget or
fuel, I reveled in a feeling of self suf-
ficiency. Nevertheless, I'd surely hate
to have to paddle upstream, self-suf-
ficiency to the contrary! / / /

AUTHOR CLIMBS CLIFF TO EXAMINE PETROGLYPHS.

CANOE PARTY PICNICS UNDER SPREADING MESQUITE.



HARRISON DOYLE

(The ancient Indian staple, Chia, believed by many to
increase physical vigor and endurance, has been virtually
unobtainable due to difficulties of gathering in its wild
state. Harrison Doyle, remembered by DESERT readers
for his three-part feature which won the medallion award
at the 1960 California State Fair, believes it could be cult-
vated in quantity great enough for popular consumption.
Here, exclusively for DESERT, is his report on a five-year
experiment.)

I FOUND Chia so easy to domesti-
cate that I was not a bit surprised
to find, when researching it, that

the plant had been cultivated and
used for a staple food for hundreds
of years by the aboriginees of An-
cient Mexico.

In addition, I raised and harvested
it so easily, obtaining such amounts
of the tiny seeds, that I believe it can
become a boon to agriculturists to-
day, especially those who dry farm
in the winter rain areas of Southern
California, or even irrigate in the
desert valleys. I believe the day will
come when all health food stores and

even community markets will carry
it.

I have been interested in Chia for
many years, and in what certain old
limers had claimed for it. As a boy
in Needles around the turn of the
century (See DESERT Nov. '59, fan.
'60, and Nov. '60) . I played with 'Mo-
have Indians of my own age — ran
long distances, rode colorful Indian
ponies bareback, and whacked a tin
ran around the yellow Silt Flats back
of the old Santa Fe Roundhouse with
a gnarled cottonwood or willow club,
in the ancient game of "Shinny."

One of the Indian boys with whom

I played was named Pete Homer. I've
been told he still lives at Parker. I
remember Pete telling me when we
were youngsters that Indian runners
sometimes went all the way in to the
Coast on trading expeditions. "They
run most of the time," he said, "eat
seeds and carry water gourd shells to
keep themselves going."

I haven't seen Pete since that day
in Needles sixty years ago, but that
"eat seeds . . . to keep themselves
going," has always stuck with me.
There are few screwbean mesquites
out on the open desert. I have
thought many times that possibly it
was Chia that Pete spoke of.

CHIA



Anyway, I had seen the Chia plant
on many prospecting trips with my
Dad out of Needles. These plants
were especially profuse up near
Granite Well, in the Mid-Hills area
between the Providence and New
York mountains.

When I read the article on Adolph
Bulla and Chia in the April, 1958
DESERT, and resulting publicity in
the Los Angeles Times, I went out
to Randsburg and interviewed Bulla.

As stated in Eugene Conrotto's
DESERT article, it was indeed as-
tonishing to find a hard rock miner
in his 70s drilling, blasting, mucking,
hauling and putting in a full day's
work six days a week. Besides that,
Bulla looked and acted a good 20
years younger.

Crediting his remarkable physical
stamina to Chia, which grows up and
down the sandy hills of his desert
home, he generously presented me
with some of his seeds and explained
how he mixes a teaspoonful into

Mary Elizabeth Parsons, in WILD
FLOWERS OF CALIFORNIA,
(Payot, Upham Co., San Francisco,
1900, wrote of Chia: "Its small
bright blue-white flowers are borne
in an interrupted spike, consisting of
from one to four button-like heads
. . . After the blossoms have passed
away, the dried stems and heads re-
main standing all over the hills,
shaking out little grey seed in abun-
dance. These seeds have been for
centuries an article of economic im-
portance to the aboriginees and their
descendents."

Dr. Rothrock writes that among
the Nahua races of ancient Mexico
the plant was cultivated as regularly
as corn, and was one of their most
important cereals. Quantities of the
seeds have been found buried be-
neath graves which must be at least
several hundred years old. It was
in use among the Indians of Californ-
ia before the occupation of the coun-
try by the Whites, being known to
them as "Chia."

quently commands six or eight dol-
lars a pound.

"When added to water, the seeds
make a cooling drink, which has the
effect of assuaging burning thirst—
a very valuable quality on the
desert."

Dr. Edmund C. Jaeger, in DES-
ERT WILD FLOWERS, (Stanford
University Press, 1940), says: "The
seeds once formed a staple diet
among the Indians." He too, identi-
fies the Chia as Salvia Columbariae.

In A MANUAL OF FLOWER-
ING PLANTS OF CALIFORNIA,
(U. of C. Press, 1951), Willis Linn
Jepson says about Chia: "An infusion
of the seeds was valued by the Mis-
sion Fathers as a remedy for fevers;
the seeds also furnished 'the finest
poultice for gunshot wounds . . .'
The Pomos roasted the seeds and
ground them into meal for food . . .
There was a lesser variety called Ber-
nardino,."

All of which brings us to my
humble experiments. Last year I

hot cake batter, sometimes a little
more for an especially hard day, and
this fortifies him all clay without
another meal.

Impressed, but not entirely con-
vinced, I determined to conduct some
experiments of my own. Back home
in Vista, I planted his seeds in a plot
of our garden. The plants grew and
thrived and that June I harvested a
nice little batch of seeds, putting
them away for the next year's plant-
ing.

Meanwhile, I began researching
the plant. I found it to be Salvia
Columbariae, with its distinctive
stems carrying from one to three
equally spaced seed "buttons."

Dr. Bard writes of these seeds: "They
are roasted, ground, and used for
food by being mixed with water.
Thus prepared, it soon develops into
a mucilaginous mass, larger than its
original bulk. Its taste is somewhat
like that of linseed meal. It is ex-
ceedingly nutritious, and was readily
borne by the stomach when that or-
gan refused to tolerate other aliment.
An atole, or gruel, of this was one of
the peace offerings to the first visit-
ing sailors. One tablespoonful of
these seeds was sufficient to sustain
for twenty-four hours an Indian on
a forced march. Chia was no less
prized by the Native Californian, and
at this late date (the 1890s?) it fre-

again put in a planting of the Bulla
stock. Again, I got good results, and
now had enough on hand to make a
food test with them.

I put a teaspoonful of the Bulla
stock seeds into each of three un-
marked envelopes, with slips inside
identifying them. Using three other
envelopes, I then did the same with
some seeds I had purchased which
closely resemble Chia and are, in-
deed, a distant relation, but still a
different plant. Then I shuffled the
six envelopes so I couldn't tell them
apart.

Each night I took one of the en-
velopes at random, soaked the seeds

(continued on page 33)




