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TSE-LANI First Prize #
Charles Supplee

GANADO, ARIZOMA

Tse-Lani is an area ol beautifully sculptured rocks and
canyons on the Navajo Indian ~ Reservation. Tse-lani
means “many rocks” in Navajo. Photographer Supplee
waited [or two hours to capture the shadows at the right
moment. Data: 4x5 Super Graphic, (16 at 1/50, Royal
Pan, dark red [ilter.

ADOBE MAKER
Ken McVey

TORRAMNCE, CALIFORNIA

This desert design was taken
north ol Nogales, Arizona on a
summer morning. Data:  4x5
Speed  Graphic, [11 at 1/100,
Kodak Super XX.
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A Rising
To the Editor: A friend of mine recently
returned from Lake Powell and told me
the level of the water was lower than it
had been and that it is still going down.
I read, too, that they were letting water out
of Glen Canyon Dam because Lake Mead
is so low. I am planning a trip to Lake
Powell this summer as a result of your
story in the April issue of DESERT. Could
you give me information about this, or
where to write?

VICTOR FORCE,
Beverly Hills, California

Mr. Force's letter is similar to more
than a dozen received by DESERT asking
for information on the water level of Lake
Powell. To separate rumor from fact we
queried both government officials and con-
cessionaires on the lake. As of press time
(May 1) here are the facts:

1. It was necessary to let water through
Glen Canyon Dam to fulfill the com-
mitments of Lake Mead's Boulder
(Hoover) Dam. Lake Powell is down
approximately 11 feet from its interim
crest. But the lake presently extends
for 135 miles above Glen Canyon
Dam. It is still one of the largest lakes
in the West.

2. Continued cold weather (which may
break by the time you read this) has
delayed an anticipated runoff which
would have brought water down the
Colorado into Lake Powell and at
least kept the water level even by
counteracting the planned release of

Question

water to Lake Mead. Reports indicate
a healthy runoff, once it starts.

3. Boats are still being launched from
Wahweap Creek and will continue to
be unless the water drops another six
feet, which is unlikely. If it does, a
temporary launching site will be put
up at nearby Kane Creek. Bill Greene,
of Art Greene's Wahweap Lodge and
Marina, reports the water will tempor-
arily delay launching boats at their
new million dollar Marina, but they are
continuing business as usual at Wah-
weap Creek and their motel, restaur-
ant and marine facilities are operating
as usual. Boats are also still being
launched at Hall's Crossing under
Frank Wright. The delayed rise in
the lake has temporarily prevented
launching at Castle Butte (Hite) but
Concessionaire Gaylord Staveley will
be open for business as soon at the
water reaches his area.

4. For last minute information relative
to the level of the lake and launching
sites write or call the following: Glen
Canyon National Recreation Area
Headquarters, Page, Arizona, Area
Code 602, 645-2472; Art Greene Can-
yon Tours, Wahweap Lodge and Mar-
ina, P. O. Box 1356, Page Arizona,
Area Code 602, 645-2761; Frank
Wright, Lake Powell Ferry Service (at
Hall’s Crossing), P. O. Box 665, Blan-
ding, Utah, Phone 678-2281; Gaylord
Staveley, Glen Canyon Boating (Castle
Butte, Hite) P.O. Box 156, Mexican
Hat, Utah, Phone Mexican Hat 43,
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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 relies, purple
bottles aged by the sun, and antique objects.

Satisfaction guaranteed or money back.

Order Now! Only $1.95
A, L. ABBOTT

Dept., D-16
1513 West Romneya Drive — Anaheim, Calif.

AUTHORS!

If you have completed a book-length manu-
script, you may be interested in our special
publishing plan. Under this program, many
lawyers, executives, teachers, scholars and
even housewives have seen their work pub-
lished, promoted and marketed on a digni-
fied, professional basis, All subjects con-
sidered — non-fiction, fiction, poetry, ete.
Send for our free 40-page illustrated bro-
chure today. Ask for Booklet, D,

VANTAGE PRESS, INC.
120 W. 31st St.. New York 1, N.Y.

In Calif.: 6253 Hollywood Blvd., L.A.
In Wash., D.C.: 1010 Vermont Ave., NNW.

Give an interesting gift
Give DESERT
only $4.50 a year

Books By
Erle Stanley Gardner

THE DESERT 15 YOURS $7.50
THE HIDDEN HEART OF BAJA $7.50
HOVERING OVER BAJA $6.00
HUNTING THE DESERT WHALE $6.00
NEIGHBORHOOD FRONTIERS $5.00

MANY OTHERS. Write for complete list,
Postage prepaid if paymer.r enclosed with
order. In Calif. add 4% sales tax.

PINON BOOK STORE

206 North Main St. Bishop, California

In the Heart of the Eastern High Sierras

" MARKET BASKET
PHOTO CO.

P. O, Box 2830, San Diego 12, Calif.
Low priced photofinishing; film,
cameras and Kodachrome
processing.

Developing & 12 jumbo prm?s
from Kodacolor film . $2 42

Developing & 12 |umbo prints from
Kodacolor film — including a

new roll of Kodacelor .. $3 30
Kodacolor reprints iumbo,
SRCHRWIINE 8 l6c
B8mm Movie Processmg,

color $ 1.05

Other photo prices comparably low

Send for free mailing envelope
MARKET BASKET PHOTO CO.
P. O. Box 2830, San Diego 12, Calif.
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THE OLD CHISHOLM TRAIL

By Alexander Chisholm; Edited by
Kathryn Kay

Sort of a Dangerous Dan McGrew
that just didn’t stop, this raucous tale
of singing cowboys goes on for 570
pages, all in rhyme,

Based upon a bibliography exceed-
ing 300 volumes, author Chisolm, a
descendant of the Cherokee scout for
whom Chisholm Trail was named, in-
cludes in his saga facts and legends
about Sam Houston, Sitting Bull,
Buffalo Bill, Davy Crockett, Will
Rogers, Teddy Roosevelt, and a mul-
titude of other famous and infamous
persons whose paths crossed the old
Chisholm Trail.

Nor does he stop with persons. Buf-
falo, mustang, and longhorn roar,
stampede, thunder and die on his
pages. Delightful Seuss-like descrip-
tions, such as:

A most odd and distinctive design of
of a beast
Was the buffalo, from head to heels,
With long front hair as coarse as the
tail of a horse
And fine rear hair as soft as a seal’s.

change to blood and gut drama such
as:
In the wanton slaughter that history
knows
Buffaloes by the millions were shot,
They weve shot down in tides, and
then stripped of their hides
And left there on the Great Plains
to rot,

Every chapter produces a surprise,
in this [resh new book. Those who
like to read aloud will find enough
gripping historical material in THE
OLD CHISHOLM TRAIL to keep
an audience mesmerized for weeks.

Published by Handkraft Art and
Publishing Company, Los Angeles,
this thick hardcover book is nicely
illustrated with black and white
sketches by Jim Pratt. Publication
date is June and the price is $6.95.

BEACHWALKER'S GUIDE
By Dick Smith and Frank Van Schaick

After a lengthy dissertation about
the joys of beach walking, presumably
already understood by anyone buy-
ing this bright citrus-colored paper-
back book, its authors finally get

down to the business of imparting a
limited amount of information, slant-
ed toward the proverbial 14-year-old
mentality, However, 1 suppose the
authors should be forgiven for this.
It may be hard to write about hermit

crabs, sea hare, and other strange
fellows ol the sea without it sounding
like a children's book.

Beachwalkers are warned against
eating the vivid, red-orange meat of
mussels in summertime, as warm
water encourages microscopic organ-
isms poisonous to humans which the
mussels eat. Edible clams are de-
scribed, but with no instructions as
to how to dig for them. But, as the
authors say, this book is merely an
introduction. Those desiring deeper
knowledge will seek it elsewhere.

Superb black and white photo-
graphs and line drawings make for
clear identification. Published by Mec-
Nally and Loftin, the soft cover book
sells for $1.95.

ARIDITY AND MAN
Edited by Carle Hodge

In a preface to ARIDITY AND
Man called “Lands of Little Water”
Dr. Luna B. Leopold nicely sets the
tone for the book. He concludes:

“In the many lands where people
still must fight for the very necessi-
ties of life, there is little room for
protection of purely esthetic values.
But the time comes soon enough, with
population expansion, when some at
least will look back and wish that
thought had been given to the pro-
tection of rare species, unique history,
and exceptional scenery. This lesson,
particularly, is one that is manifestly
applicable to the arid zones.”

This meaty volume was originally
prepared as part of our country’s con-
tribution to the Scientific Conference
on the Arid Lands of Latin America
held in Buenos Aires last year to aid
Latin Americans in the intelligent use
ol their lands. It presents a terse and
thought-provoking account of the suc-
cesses and failures we have had in
our attempts to exploit, as well as
wisely use, our “lands of little rain.”

Among the seventy-four contribu-
tors Irom [ourteen dilferent states are
many, if not most, of the American



scientists who are today’s authorities
on anthropology, biology, and western
political social and political institu-
tions. Particularly interesting to those
living in the Los Angeles and Tucson
areas and California’s Central Valley
should be the chapters dealing with
how various problems due to aridity
in these areas are being worked out.

ARIDITY AND MAN makes fre-
quent mention of the esthetic and
economic values inherent in the desert
lands of the West, but, unfortunately,
it does not contain a single contribu-
tion on the subject of recreation, a
subject whose vitality is gmwmg right
along with the oftcited * ‘population
explosion.”

Dr. Gordon L. Bender, Professor ol
Zoology at Arizona State University,
in his extremely interesting chapter
“Native Animals and Plants as Re-
sources”” stresses the recreational
values of game animals, of course, but
also, looking to the future, he empha-
sizes the values of desert wildlife
(again, both esthetic and economic)
to the photography and to the out-
doorsman who simply enjoys seeing
wild animals in their native habitats.
Of predators he has this to say:

“A number of other animals now
classified as predators as a result of
deep-seated but outmoded biases and
prejudices should be reclassified as
game animals, managed as a renew-
able resource, and converted into an
economically and esthetically impor-
tant component of the local scene.”

ARIDITY AND MAN is no book
for the casual reader, but it is an inval-
uable handbook for all of us whose
interest in the desert prompts a de-
sire to know all we can about it.
Great credit for the readability of the
book lies in the excellent editorial
work done by Carle Hodge, Science
Editor, The Arizona Daily Star, and
to the discriminating selection of pic-
tures, maps, and graphs by Albert W.
Smith, University of Colorado geo-
grapher.

Published by the American Asso-
ciation for the Advancement of Sci-
ence, 1615 Massachusetts Avenue,
N.W., Washington, D.C., this 604-
page illustrated book sells for $12.00.

Reviewed by
Harry C. James

[ J
& SPICE YOUR
; SPANISH WITH
DICHOS

By Richard Castillo
Interpreted by Sam Hicks

Dichos” are the pungent Spanish
proverbs which contribute so much
color and logic to the conversation—
and thinking—of our Mexican neigh-
bors. Ricardo Castille and Sam
Hicks will collaborate for the next
few months in presenting some of
the most popular for the enjoyment
of DESERT readers.

"La mala suerte y los pendejos,
siempre cndon juntes.”

Bad luck and plain damn fools
always travel together.

“"No hay mal que dure cien anos,
ni cabron que los aguante.”

There's no bad thing that can last
a hundred years, nor the son-of-a-
gun who can live wih it.

"Poco veneno no mata mucha
gente.”

A little poison never killed many
people.

"Del dicho al hecho hay gran
trecho.”

A talker isn't necessarily a doer.

Just Published . . .

Three Paths Along a River

. . . the heritage of the valley
of the River of San Luis Rey

by Tom Hudson

lustrated from original art
by Ralph Love

e The mark of three peoples—the In-
dians, the Spanish-Mexicans, and the
Americans—along the San Luis Rey
River. Known as the “Gateway to
the West™ the valley of the San Luis
Rey has seen a dramatic march of
history. Some of the places that are
part of this authentic and inclusive
book are: Warner's Ranch, Santa
Ysabel, Pala, Pauma WValley, Julian,
San Pasqual, Santa Margarita, Gua-
jome, Temecula, Camp Wright, the
Butterfield Stage stations, Aguanga.

A round-up of history that belongs
to the beautiful “back-country” and
the seashore hills of San Diego
County.

258 pages, illustrated, indexed, bib-
liographed, hard cover. $6 plus 25¢
postage and packaging. (California
addresses add 24c state sales tax).

desert-southwest

book store

Desert Magazine Building,
Palm Desert, California

LOOKING FOR GOLD?

THESE BOOKS HELP YOU
LOCATE RICH TREASURE

If it was sunk . . .

TREASURE
OF THE
BUCCANEER
SEA

By

Harry E.
Riesberg

Exact locations where
many rich cargoes
are known to have
been sunk in the Caribbean . . . and thrill-
ing accounts of the author's own deep sea
searches in dangerous waters. $4.95

If it was buried .

DIG HERE!

By
Thomas
Penfield

For a modern gold
rush to the desert
4 - . here are the
loutmns and reputed value of some 100
lost mines and buried treasures. Some may

be legend . . . many are true. $3.95
‘ If it was lost . . .
[
|
GHOST GOLD

By
Oren Arnold

Search goes on for
Lost Dutchman Mine

. here’s the story
of many unsuccessful ciio'rts to find it with
advice for making your own trip into the
maze of canyons, Get ready! £1.95

ORDER FORM

THE NAYLOR COMPANY
P. O. Box 1216

Palm Desert, California 92260

Please send me:

1( ) Treasure of the Buccaneer Sea @
$4.95

( ) Dig Here @ $3.95

( ) Ghost Gold @ $1.95

Name

Gty oo e
(Please add sales

—State .
tax \\hcre .tpphcable}




JEWELRY CRAFTS CATALOG

FREE /9 5cge

Lapidary —rockhounding — jewelry making...
add up to a fascinating creative art!

GET CRAFT'S BIGGEST CATALOG

World’s largest selection—over 10,000 items

offered...imports from all parts of the world.
STONES —JEWELRY MATERIALS

MOUNTINGS — BOOKS — CRAFT TOOLS
MACHINERY — SUPPLIES — ETC.

SEND FOR FREE CATALOG

GRIEGER'S, INC.
Dept 30 ~1633 E. Walnul —Pasadenc, Callf

Metal Detectors

BOUGHT — SOLD — TRADED
Dealer For
Detectron, Fisher, Goldak,
Rayiron, GeoFinder, Metrotech
Repair Service

WRITE FOR FREE 24-PAGE BOOKLET
OMN DETECTORS, BOOKS AND MAPS.

BILL'S SERVICE CENTER

15502 So. Paramount Blvd.
Paramount California

A Perfect Gift

Desegdl. Vagazine

ONLY $4.50 A YEAR

You'll be Remembered
12 Times a Year.

Send In Coupon
On Page 5

Direct From Australia

OPALS and SAPPHIRES

This Month's Best Buy

SPECIAL OFFER
1 Qunce Andamooka Opal
1 QOunce Coober Pedy Opal
1 Ounce Opal Chips
All 3 Ounces $18.00 Free Airmail

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

AUSTRALIAN GEM TRADING CoO.

294 Little Collins Street
MELBOURNE, C.1. AUSTRALIA

Jeep and Scout Owners
ROLL BARS-TOW BARS
_ V-8 ADAPTORS
HI-COMPRESSION HEADS
 SALES - SERVICE
Write for FREE information
 BRIAN CHUCHUA'S

Four Wheel Drive Center
1625 S, Harbor Blvd., Fullerton 7, Calif.
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T WAS AN exhilarating morning

for our trip into Hell's Hole, a

secreted Arizona canyon reached
by a treacherous drive over forest
roads filled with switch-backs. Our
destination was a hole at its bottom
where we hoped to relocate an emer-
ald that Ben Scott, a prospector, guide
and wranger who accompanied us,
had seen on a previous trip.

Our trek carried us along precipi-
tous cliffs, through cacti, and past the
ghost town of Bumblee Bee where
“diggings” dotted the mountain sides.
At Cleator we paused to visit Phil and
Audrey Reasoner’s rock shop and ob-
tain information about specimens
found in the nearby Bradshaw Moun-
tains.

The higher we climbed, the taller
grew the trees and the worse grew the
road. Part way up to Crown King
we parked in an alcove formed by
an old railroad tunnel near the Hell's
Hole trail sign.

Carrying lunches, chisels, and rock
hammers, we followed a faint trail
down hill. Within 20 feet we had
dropped below the road. Manzanita
and catsclaw crowded a few scattered
pines. At the halfway point stood a
mahogany tree. On we went, pausing
only to note the changing varieties
of growth at various levels.

Unexpectedly, the narrow footpath
reached an end. Opening up, it re-
vealed a beautilul oasis in a hidden
hollow. Our eyes had been so busy

watching the placement of our feet on
the drop from 5600 feet above to Hell's
Hole at 2400 feet that we had over-
looked a ribbon of water cascading
down the west side of the basin. The
falls originated at<the Horse Thief
Basin lake 300 feet above our heads.

After a short rest, we located Ben’s
emerald on the other side of the
oasis, but even though he worked an
inch away from the stone to avoid
breaking it, an unfortunate percus-
sion shattered it beyond salvage.

Searching for another produced no
results, but we did find a bonanza
in garnets. These were large, trans-
lucent stones stained with a dark min-
eral which we peeled from the mus-
covite that impregnated the pegma-
tite rock.

After lunch we inspected the ruins
of a silver mine at the other end of
the pool and marveled at the men
who had packed machinery piece by
piece into this almost inaccessible
region and packed the ore out on
their backs. Bill was very interested
in the equipment and tailings left
behind.

I would like to issue warning that
the trip up the canyon is not the
easy trek down. Do not take this trip
alone or if you have breathing diffi-
culties,. For those who cannot go
down to Hell's Hole, let me suggest
you stop at any of the switch-backs
up the grade, park your car and hunt
around. This is Beryl country. My



POLAND [*REEK TRAIL
«— LOWER POLAND CREEK
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GARNETS IN
HELL'S HOLE

by Kathleen Powers

collection from this area includes all
of the colors; some are pieces, others
are perfectly clear crystals. The small-
est is a light pink and the largest—an
inch in diameter—is mottled with milk
white spots. Also, pegmatite minerals
and crystals may be found in abun-
dance.

Upon close examination, the gar-
nets we brought up from Hell's Hole
puzzled us, so we took them to the
University of Arizona for identifica-
tion. They proved to be spessartite
garnets, some a transparent red and
able to be cut. Others contained fiery
amber colors.

Our big surprise came two-fold.
Some were shaped like garnets, but
were actually a compact conglomera-
tion of crystals—micromounts. From
one alone we had perfect crystals of
golden beryl, pink beryl, green tour-
maline, and amethyst and what the
professor believed were several zir-
cons. The second surprise was the
finding of a micromount that must
be viewed under at least a 25 micro-
scope that to date has defied inden-
tification. The university is still
working on this.

If you should take this trip, enjoy
it as we did, but remember the rules
for driving mountain roads and, if
you wish to be welcome in these parts,
do not disturb any “diggings.” They
are not abandoned. All are being
worked or are patented. /17
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AT CALIFORNIA'S FINEST MOUNTAIN RESORT. FAMOUS

MHammott Mountain Tun

ROOM PLUS BREAKFAST AND DINNER

ADULTS . . . $14 50 PER PERSON
CHILDREN UNDER 16 OCCUPYING
CHALET ROOM WITH PARENTS

1sT CHILD .. . HALF PRICE
(Effective May-July)
RESERVATIONS:

8907 WILSHIRE BLvD., SwITE 302 D, Bev

Summer Fun For Everyone
SWIM, FISH, WATER SKI ...
Ask For Free Summer Fun Map

FREE 2nd & 3rd Children
No Charge for Room or Meals

ERLY HiLLS, CaLIF. * PHoNE 655.6574

"Ry Rogons

DATSUN

$269% ‘ | e

SOFT TOP ﬁ

E

! : o
“THIS BIG, TOUGH POWERFUL 4-WHEEL DR!VE TAKES ME WHERE
THE HUNTING AND SPORTS ARE BEST!"

“I've driven them all . . . but nothing
beats the DATSUN PATROL for pow-|
er, convenience and ride. It's built for|
Sportsmen, like me, to take the rough-|
est terrain, yet it's still engineered forl
smoothness with double action shock
absorbers and torsion-bar stablhzersl
front and rear, to take seven adulis
anywhere in real comfort, Available in

Lockable Hard Top or Soft Top Models. e

Send me literature on the Datsun Patrol and name of nearest
dealer.

Mail ta: NISSAN MOTOR CORF, IN U. 5. A, DEPT. DM-6&
137 E. Alondra Blvd., Gardena, Calif.

Name
Address

City State

DATSUN PATROL Dealer Franchises are available
in certain areas. Write for details.

TAKE A TIP FROM ROY ROGERS — TEST DRIVE IT AT YOUR DATSUN DEALERI
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RACIAL UNREST AT

BELMONT

By Lambert Florin

in 1865 when a rich strike of

silver was made in the Toquima
Mountains. A tent city almost ex-
ploded in the foothills, soon to be
replaced by a more substantial col-
lection of brick and stone buildings.
Growth was so rapid that the new
camp was made seat of Nye county,
an honor removed [rom neighboring
Ione, original seat of the then newly
formed political division. Belmont
built its courthouse of brick, and so
solidly that the structure stands de-
fiantly to this day, one ol the best pre-
served relics from the heyday of Ne-
vada’s mining era.

BEI.X-IO]\'T'S STAR began to blaze

While the town flourished it num-
bered among its businesses an oyster
house, a jewelry shop, bakery, fruit
store, drugstore and doctor's office.

Belmont in 1867 had the usual
quota of “Cousin Jacks,” but the Cor-

nishmen were outnumbered by min-
ers from old Ireland. They were,
however, preferred by mine operators
because they were willing to work for
less wages. While this made for con-
stant friction, real trouble didn’t de-
velop until an announcement was
made that the big Silver Bend Com-
pany operation would be closed. The
mine was paying well, there was still
plenty of good ore, so what was the
reason? Was it that the New York
owners were closing down so the
Irish would move away and then
planning to reopen with Cornish
only?

With this conclusion reached, the
sons of the old sod took action. At
the mine office they siezed the super-
intendent, R. B. Canfield, placed him
astraddle a rail and headed for the
outskirts of town. Stopping at bistros
along the way for a shot of Belmont
Lightning, they left Canfield guarded

MOCCASINS

Fancy Westorn Footwear

Located in"The Center”, long a Palm Springs landmark (across from the Desert Inn), the Grone's
MOCCASIN SHOP offers over 100 choices for foot comfort. Moccasins with beautiful bead work,
velvety-soft imported deerskin, rugged rawhide, durable full-grain cowhide—Some for riding,
some for flying, all for just plain walking comfort. Look for us on your next desert trip.
WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG

gﬂﬁﬂ”
MOCCASIN SHOP

174 NORTH PALM CANYON DRIVE
PALM SPRINGS, CALIFORNIA PHONE 325-6425

COWBOY BOOTS

by the mob leader, Pat Dignon, who
had already reached his drinking ca-
pacity.

About this time along came Lewis
M. Bodrow who, although he had no
official status in Belmont, had for
years been city marshal in Austin and
looked with disfavor upon displays
of violence. While attempting to in-
tervene in Canfield’s enforced ride,
he received a blow in the face from
Dignon. At this point the men in
the saloon poured out with flaming
guns. When the smoke cleared, both
Dignon and Bodrow were dead, but
Superintendent Canfield had escaped.

Belmont wasn’t all business, nor
even violence, however. The other-
wise raw camp paid some atttention
to culture in building an Opera house,
the Cosmopolitan. Here were shown
programs to please the “most chaste,
fastidious or squeamish,” such as
plays titled Maid with the Milking
Pail, Female Gambler and Uncle
Tom’s Cabin.

By 1895 Belmont had produced a
staggering $15,000,000 in silver and
lead, but after that year values drop-
ped, and by 1900 the town was barely
alive. The big, new strikes then made
at Tonopah drained Belmont of what
little blood she had retained and the
camp in the Toquimas was dead—an-
other ghost town in the shadowy
roster of Nevada's boom camps. ///

ALL NEW!
Dawson Camper Lift

10 Minutes . . .

Is all it takes for one person to load or un-
load your camper from vyour pickup. At-
tached to your camper it is always ready
for use. Fits all campers, easy to install.

ONLY $124.95 F.O.B.
Shipping weight 150 Ibs.
Write for free Brochure

DAWSON ENTERPRISES

2874 Unaweep, Grand Junction, Colorado

PIPCO SPRINKLER SYSTEM

Insert heads in plastic hose, connect to gar-
den faucet. Low pressure penetration, mini-
mum run-off. Proven by 12 years of agricul-
tural usage, ideal for slopes, problem areas,
in mobile home gardens. 4 Head Kit for use
with your 25-foot hose $4.95, includes all 4
half heads, stakes, tool and hose cap. Order
ppd. PIPCO SPRINKLERS, Box 609, Dept. D,
MONROVIA, CALIF., brochures or the dealers
name in your area. (Add 4% tax in Calif.)




The Ladybug £arm

By Tim St. §eorge

ITH A BEST-SELLING book
W calling attention to the dan-

gers of indiscriminate use of
pesticides, ladybugs are assuming a
prominent place in pest control. In
a liletime of eating, the so-called
“ladybug” (Hippodamia convergens)
may devour more than 7,000 aphids.

“Ladybugs are far more effective
than insecticides)” says Marcella Nel-
son, who sells more than three-fourths
of all ladybugs sold in the United
States. Last year, the “Ladybug Lady”
shipped more than one billion bright-
ly colored ladybugs to all of the Uni-
ted States, Canada and Mexico, from
her Gridley, California headquarters.

These ladybird beetles, which have
a londness lor aphids, mites, scales,
mealybugs, bollworms, and a host of
other soft-shelled insect larvae, are ga-
thered in shallow gold pans in Janu-
ary through March and, during the
hot months, from the high Sierra can-
yons where pickers earn $50 to $60
per day picking them. The “Ladybug
Queen” oversees a crew of nearly 100
pickers, plus the packing and refrig-
erating of ladybugs for later shipment.
Miss Nelson has been in the business
since 1938,

To prove that effectiveness is more
than a green-thumber’s superstition,
the Mexican Department of Agricul-
ture purchases about one-half of Miss
Nelson's annual harvest, having found
the use of Ladybugs less dangerous
than pesticides and overall farm pro-
duction increased 10 percent. The
city of Los Angeles is another large
user of ladybugs, where they are freed
in the sunken rose gardens of Exposi-
tion Park.

Despite the fact that a critical eye
is occasionally cast on claims made for
these bug-eaters, their value was estab-
lished in medieval Europe when the
dainty, shell-backed insects were de-
dicated to the Virgin and called
“Beetles of Our Lady,” hence the
term “Ladybird beetles.” Swedish
countryfolk still sometimes refer to
them as the “Virgin Mary's golden
hens.” Generations ago, it was widely
believed that a decaying tooth could
be made to stop aching by placing a
crushed ladybird in its cavity. In Eng-
land, a superstition still lingers to
the effect that the presence of lady-
birds forecasts fine weather and abun-
dant crops. And, in remote parts of
Europe, village maidens seek the lady-
birds” help in finding husbands. After
covering their hands with the beetles,
girls chant: “They are measuring me
for my bridal gloves.”

Then, too, there’s the famous old
nursery rhyme:

Ladybug, Ladybug fly away home!

Your house is on fire,

Your children do roam.

Except little Nan, who sits in a pan,

Weaving gold laces as fast as she

can.

Some of the symbolism of this poem
no doubt escapes modern youngsters.
The fire alludes to the ancient prac-
tice of burning certain plants alter har-
vesting. And “Nan" represents the
pupa or adolescent ladybird who can-
not leave the “pan” (her own skin)
because it is still attached to the plant
by the handle.

Whether or not chants will make
ladybugs [ly away home may be given
serious consideration to certain resi-
dents of Washington and California
these tla}'s. In those neighboring
states the ladybug has become so im-
portant that a “war” recently flared
over its harvesting. Washington ac-
cused Californians of pirating their
meager supply of ladybugs and the
Washington Senate passed a bill pro-
hibiting shipments of ladybugs out
ol the state.

Ladybug Lady Nelson isn't dis-
turbed, however. Along with two
other ladybug concerns, she simply
sniffs, “Washington’s meagre supply
is as nothing compared with the
billions we require every year!” ///

GUIDIERD)
SCENIC TOURS

HISTORIC MINING AND
GHOST TOWNS OF
OWENS VALLEY

LONE PINE, CALIF.

TRIP ONE
11 Hours
Monday, Wednesday, Friday
$22.50 person, minimum 3 fares

TRIP TWO
5 Hours
Tuesday, Thursday,
Saturday, Sunday
$12.50 person, minimum 3 fares.

TRIP THREE
5 Hours
Tuesday, Thursday,
Saturday, Sunday
$8.50 person, minimum 3 fares.

Write for detailed informeation on
these and other trips
CHUCK AND EVA WHITNEY
Owners
Phone: TRipoly 6-3451 or
TRipoly 6-2281
P. O. Box 327
LONE PINE, CALIFORNIA

BEAUTIFUL
SCENERY
FISHING
HUNTING
FREE
CAMP GROUNDS
MODERN CABINS

a Vacation Land

to Remember

TORY ArUNE

IVDLAN
RESERVATION

a5 1

The White M
Come and enjoy the wonderful mountain climate,
the beautiful primitive scenery, clear, cold streams
and the best trout fishing in the Southwest.

in Apache [

FOR INFORMATION AND MAPS, WRITE

WHITE MOUNTAIN
RECREATION  ENTERPRISE
P. 0. BOX 218

WHITERIVER, ARIZONA
SODAD DDA NN

g
SO -

% N N T T S T e T T T O T O S O O T D D e T O S S A S S S T S O S S S OO D T T N



Kenneth Matquiss
challenges
DESERT readers
to find this

lost gold

ledge
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JIM DOLLAR'S JIMDANDY

should be discolored and ragged

from handling, and sadly dog-
eared by change ol ownership—if it
is authentic.

a NY PROPER lost mine waybill

By contrast, these directions come
to you third hand and relatively
shiny, but that doesn’t make zeroing-in
on this bonanza one bit easier. Don't
get any wrong ideas about altruistic
motives; I'm not burdened with phil-
anthropic zeal, Thirty years ol spare
time searching have convinced me
this ledge of spangled jewelry rock
cannot be found.

In 1933 alter college, 1 found jobs
were like hens' teeth. I [inally wangled
a position as project inspector of
some road jobs with the then State
Reliefl Administration. One of the
job foremen, a tall, quiet, capable
grey haired man Dbecame a good
friend. For obvious reasons I will
call him Jim Dollar. The hem of my
geology courses probably showed, be-
cause when the road job gave signs of
winding up, he came to me with a
proposition.

mwnm /! | o, Dot ST I PO SPLT S TAm

He possessed detailed directions to
a large ledge of rich gold ore once
found by his father-in-law out on the
desert; had now saved up an apple
box full of surplus commodities (in-
cluding rice, flour, dried fruit and
corned beef) ; and had squeezed about
$18.50 in small change into a piggy
bank. )

Since his old car was about ready
to fold and mine was in fair shape;
because soon we would both be out of
work; and as I was single and he was
corralled with a house full of young-
sters and an ailing wife—would I
throw in with him, stake the mine,
and split the take?

I stalled, trying to be hard-headed,
but, unfortunately, he had samples to
back up his story. Such rocks I had
never seen! They looked like frozen
chunks of pale butterscotch pudding,
chocolate streaked, all glittering and
laced with little threads of green-
tinted metallic gold. Malleability,
acid, cupel and specific gravity tests
were superfluous. Even an amateur
could see a dazzling fortune in our
hands.

Jim Dollar’s story was plain, con-
sistent, and in the years I knew him,
it never varied. His directions were
clear and simple, but there’s a piece
missing in the jig saw puzzle that
thwarts every angle I've tried to work.

The story starts back in the '90s in
northern Nevada where Jim's pros-
pective father-in-law was ranching.
This rancher pulled a Ute he knew
out of a tight spot involving two
squaws and an irate horse trader.
Before the second bullet hit, and the
Indian figured he was about to join
his old chiefs the rancher disarmed
the attacker. This made the rancher a
blood brother, in the Indian’s heart.

Some time later the Indian gave
his benelactor some samples (he
called them “big shinum rocks”) in
a bag made from the crown of an old
felt hat, and with a pointed stick in
the dirt, drew a map to the ledge
from where they came. The trail
pointed to eastern San Bernardino
county. What a Ute had been doing
so far south in Mojave stomping
grounds, I don’t know, but the Indian
must have feathered a straight arrow



because the rancher moved south and
had no trouble until he found the
ledge.

That was when the ugly little devils
who guard all lost mines moved in.
To celebrate his discovery the ran-
cher opened his last can of peaches
for supper. Imps joggled his elbow
and he stabbed his left palm with a
poke-and-pry can opener. The wound
would not heal so he headed for
home. To make matters worse, the
heat was almost unbearable. A dia-
betic, he found himself constantly—
and unnaturally—thirsty, which in
those pre-insulin days was tanta-
mount to a death sentence. Before
he died he gave his wife and young
daughter a map and directions and
told them to sell the two canvas
sacks of ore in the pack boxes under
the bed.

Some years later Jim Dollar mar-
ried into the family. He told me the
two sacks of ore went for better than
$1,700 at the old price. I have no
proof of this, but if the samples I
saw came out of those sacks, I can
believe it. 1t should be remembered
however, that the ore in the sacks was
undoubtedly choice hand-picked high-
grade. The claim was never recorded,
because the old rancher hoped to get
well enough to protect his strike be-
fore the cat got out of the bag.

After marriage, in-law friction kept
Jim Dollar from hunting for the
mine. He saw the map only once, but
his wife had a copy of the directions.
Twice he was “all hunkered to jump,”
twice fate jerked the rug with deaths
in the family. An estate settlement the
last time turned up no trace of the
map, and the best two of the five
samples were missing.

After that, like so many of the
rest of us, Jim Dollar was enmeshed
in the net of depression; and that was
when I met him.

Over the years those diabolical “big
shinums” have made me a “desert
bum,” an “impractical dreamer,” and
a “rainbow chaser.” You play with
the curse at your own risk.

If you are so foolish, then stand
at the railroad tracks at Danby, and
the easterly straight line at right
angles to the tracks is “your walking
line.” As Jim Dollar said, “If you
look out the east door of a box car
at Danby, you'll be looking square
towards a million bucks.”

About two and a half days by burro
along this walking line, you should
come to a “humped hogback with a
point like a turned-up nose on the
north end.” The hill is supposed to
lie roughly north and south, and as

you would be facing about east-south-
east as you travel, the “nose” should
be to your left.

Jim had an idea the hill was only
about two or three hundred feet high,
but he was positive “it sits out by
itself on the floor of the desert, sort
of looking like a blanket-wrapped
squaw grinding corn.”

“On the far (presumably east) side
of the hill, back of the point, about a
third of the way up is the ledge. It's
about two feet wide, strikes almost
due northeast by southwest, and dips
down real steep westerly. On the
hanging wall is the highgrade, three
or four inches wide, and all choked
up with crisscrossing spiderweb wires
and little beans of gold.

“The ledge don’t stick up none,
you have to look for it, but it is there.”
Jim told me he was sure from what
he had heard that the ledge cropped
up in at least three places, and he
thought his father-in-law had tried to
cover them with brush and rocks be-
fore he left.

“Down below the ‘nose’, in a little
wash, you'll find water. You have to
dig for it, but you can tell the place
real easy by a couple of green mes-
quites, a bunch of hookthorn, and a
little spot of turtle grass,” whatever
that is. “It's real good water too—
hardly any alkali.”

You can save yourself a lot of
sweat by taking my word for it, the
ledge is NOT at the end of those
directions. There are dozens of “hog-
backs”—none of them the right one.
I hunted with burro, jeep, airplane,
and shank's mare. I boxed the com-
pass, tried direction “switcheroos”;
and when topo maps of the area be-
came available, 1 footchecked every
indicative bunching of wiggly little
lines. You can find pink and white
amorphous quartz roses, Apache tears,
some runty staurolite crosses in a
glauccophane schist streak, and some
beautiful blue and gray checkered
and metamorphically re - cemented
quartz-like cutting rock, but no ledge
nor hogback like Jim described.

Since I know you won't take my
word for it, all I can say is, “Go well
shod, carry a rabbit’s foot and pack
plenty of water.” Also, beware of old
unexploded tank ammunition in the
area; Patton trained his troops here.

I know it isn't there. BUT if by
some wild {luke you SHOULD hap-
pen to stumble over it, be a good
sport and don’t rub it in by sending
me a sample. Call it sour grapes if
you want, but 1 have come to hate
those cursed yellow-poxed cobbles.

11/
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Turtle Mountain Search area summer
of 1934. It was hot!

Camp in Turtle Mountains winter of
1935. It was cold! Below: Recent
photo. The mountains get taller and
I get wider. I give up!
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AXEL ANDERSON’S MINE

By Keith Wright

O GOLD prospector ever drove
more fervently toward a dream
lode than did Axel Anderson

toward his coal mine.

It a motorist today should pause
where Utah Highway 10 crosses Rock
Canyon Wash and look westward
where the steep faces of the North
Horn brace themselves from tumb-
ling into the valley, he'll detect a
distinct black blob among the pinon
peppering the mountain’s slope. But,
unless curiosity draws him from the
highway and along abandoned roads
and mountain trails, he'll never know
he's looking at the remains of one of
the most colorful mining ventures of
several generations ago.

Axel Anderson was one of the first
settlers of Clawson, a tiny Castle Val-
ley settlement developed in the late
1890s. During the communities’ first
years, Axel and his neighbors were
too busy establishing homesteads to
think about coal, even though their
most time-consuming problem was the
acquisition of fuel. Each foray into
the foothills to collect pinon logs re-
quired a full day, in addition to part
of another to break them into stove-
size  pieces, Furthermore, many
wagon loads were required to supply
only a single family through Claw-
son's frigid winters. '

Before long the "“easy” wood was
gone. Wagon trails leading into

steeper parts of the mountains grew
increasingly difficult to plow and
even to drag knobby logs from inac-
cessible places down to the trail's
terminal became impossible. So, while
the 20th Century was still little more
than a stranger, enterprising farmers
of Clawson began looking for another
source of fuel.

Undoubtedly they had noted the
several seams of coal showing on the
perpendicular face of the South
Horn, possibly scrutinizing them at
fairly close range as their woodroads
pushed up the side of the mountain.
However, the several seams appeared
thin and, although indicative of coal
in the area, hardly worth developing.

It was northward, across the rug-
gedness of Rock Canyon on the face
of a “point” of the North Horn, that
the first workable seam was uncover-
ed. Originally staked-out by William
Cheshire, the claim remained unde-
veloped until later contested and
“proved-up” by Axel Anderson.

The seam was not exposed on the
face of the cliff, although it was at
approximately the same elevation as
those on the South Horn, but it lay
on a ledge approached only by slopes
so steep as to present a distinct chal-
lenge. From its lofty location, miles
of the untameable San Rafael Swell
stretched beyond the tenuous green
thread of irrigated homesteads below.



It would have been much easier to
develop the mine had Axel been a
full-time miner; but he was of neces-
sity a farmer first. It was only during
slack periods of farming—if such
exist—that he developed the mine.
After finishing morning chores on the
farm, he walked seven miles to the
mine to put in a hard day of labor
before returning to his farm for
the chores that awaited the night.

His was an uphill task, in every
sense of the word, Whoever named
Rock Canyon did not exhibit any
degree ol imagination, but merely
christened it with the name ol its
most abundant commodity. Construc-
ting a road across the boulder-impreg-
nated length of Cedar Bench and
halfway up the mountainside with
only hand tools and a team of horses
was an incredible accomplishment.

But the truly backbreaking work
was the building of a wamway from
the upper limit of the road over the
remaining section of mountains (oo
steep lor the use of anything except
manpower. Up this incredible incline
were carried rails, ties, spikes, steel
cables—everything that was needed to
begin the mining operation. Once the
cars began running up and down the
tramway, materials could be hauled
quite simply, but weeks of man-killing
labor were required before such lux-
ury was possible,

The seam was opened between two
massive layers ol solid sandstone, a
coal-miner's dream since there would
be little danger of a cave-in. Two
steel beams set upright in the mouth
of the mine supported, above the
track, a large drum around which the
cable was wrapped in such a manner
that a loaded car going down the in-
cline would pull an empty car to the
top. Speed was controlled by a lever-
operated brake drum lined with
wooden  blocks, and the two cars
passed each other halfway up the
slope at a “parting,” or double section
of track.

A trail was blazed angling up the
canyon to a place where a mule could
climb to the vicinity ol the coal seam,
then follow the ledge back around to
the mouth of the mine. On the op-
posite side of the portal, a spot was
leveled off, barely large enough to
set up a tent, one side of which rub-
bed shoulders with the mountain,
while the other stood precariously
close to an abrupt drop.

At last the mine was ready for busi-
ness.

The coal was drilled by hand, us-
ing a contraption like an oversized
carpenter's brace and bit. The holes
were loaded with black powder wrap-

ped in pages of newspapers or maga-
zines and the charge was shot “on the
solid” by the use of a fuse. Then the
shattered coal was loaded with scoop
shovels into a small car which was
pulled to the portal by the mule and
sent down the tramway. One man—
or, sometimes, a boy—rode the car
down to dump it into the chute at
the bottom and load any wagons that
might be waiting. '

Fortunately for Axel, the wagons
did come. His coal was of good qua-
lity, Many [armers bypassed mines
nearer their own communities to get
Axel's Rock Canyon coal, often tak-
ing two days to haul a mere two tons.

When coal was available for load-
ing, the miners built a fire at night
on a prominent boulder to signal the
message across darkened miles to far-
mers in the valley. The next mor-
ning wagons took off before dawn,
their iron-tired- wheels crunching a
tune in the hard packed snow. Each
driver carried in his wagon an old
tub or milk can containing a fire at
which he could warm himself as he
alternated between riding the wagon
and walking beside the team to keep
his blood circulating. If he were
lucky, he obtained his load of coal
and returned the same night, but if
too many others arrived to haul coal
the same day, he either spent the
night at the mine, hoping to be [irst
in line come dawn, or drove home
empty and tried again later.

A series of different operators
worked the mine through the years,
but none became wealthy. The hand-
powered operation lacked efficiency
and any setback, such as a car jump-
ing the track, required untold hours
of “dead work.”

In the early '80s, dafter a period of
non-operation, a new owner invested
much time and capital in an attempt
to modernize the operation. His main
change eliminated the old double-
rope system for moving cars along the
slope and substituted a gas-powered
hoist in its place. But when, after
weeks ol hopeful preparation, the
lirst load ol coal sent down the slope
broke loose and scattered materials
over the mountainside, the project
was abandoned. Tnday only relics of
its spectacular tramway, cables, tracks
and tent [rames remain.

How much of the feeling may be
due to nostaglia is diffictult to deter-
mine, but many an old-timer around
Clawson still turns his eyes toward
the long-abandoned mine Axel An-
derson’s strong back once made a
reality and complains, “I haven't had
a good fire since old Rock Canyon
shut down.” /17

Summer Time Sun
Winter Time Fun

Heber Valley, Utah

Spend your summers, winters or all
year ‘round in this scenic area only a
short distance over paved highway from
Salt Lake City. Ideal for seasonal cot-
tages or permanent homes.

5 ACRE LOTS
ONLY $3995, TERMS

Adjoining Heber City Limits
Water and Power Available

For maps and information write to

WILLIAM H. THAYNE
& ASSOCIATES

1243 Kast 21st South,
Salt Lake City, Utah
Area Code 801 4861091

"Yah-Teh-Heh to Navajoland"

(NAVAJO FOR "“"WELCOME")

MEXICAN HAT, UTAH

MNear New Lake Powell

*kkCafes, Motels, Trading Post; Clothing
and Curio Store; Service Stations, Auto-
motive Garage; MNavajo Rugs; Jewelry;
Film and Travel Supplies; Air Strip,
Hangar and Tiedowns; Owernight Travel
Trailer and Camper Facilities, Saddle Trips.
*k*For additional information write—

Chamber of Commerce
MEXICAN HAT, UTAH

LAKE POWELL
FERRY SERVICE, INC.

Operating on Lake Powell from Hall's Cross-
ing in Glen Canyon National Recreation Area.
Under concessionary contract with the Na-
tional Park Service.

REGULAR BOAT TOURS
AIR-LAKE SCENIC TOURS
ECONOMY TOURS
CHARTER TOURS

Services at Hall's Crossing:

Ferry Service for Light Vehicles
Charter Boat Service

Boat Rentals

Gas and Oil

Fishing Supplies

Lunch Materials

Lake Powell Ferry Service, Inc.
P.O. Box 665 Blanding, Utah
Phone 678-2281

]. Frank Wright, Pres.
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By Jack Pepper

E WERE driving along a 14-
mile stretch of hard surfaced
beach when my wife yelled,
“Stop the car!” Two hundred yards
ahead of us a seal flapped its flippers
on the beach and rolled in the sand.

Choral started taking pictures as
she walked toward the seal, but by
the time she was close enough to get
a good picture, she ran out of film.
She was sure that before he casually
re-entered the water he winked at
her. 1 don’t doubt it. In amazing
Baja California anything can happen.

During our 14-mile drive down the
beach we encountered only three
homo sapiens, hundreds of sea gulls
and other marine birds and one seal.
And no empty beer cans.

‘This was on the clean, white beach
eight miles south of Bahia de San
Quintin where the Santa Maria Sky
Ranch is the jumping off place for
further travel down the peninsula of
Baja California.

Although the last eight miles from
Bahia de San Quinti'n to the Sky
Ranch must be driven slowly, they
can be traversed by passenger car.
Past the Sky Ranch a pickup truck
or 4-wheel drive vehicle is recom-
mended.

The 191 miles from Tijuana down
the Pacific Ocean side of the Mexican
peninsula to Bahia de San Quintin
takes you along beach front, over sev-
eral small mountain ranges, through
verdant valleys and into the fascina-
ting land of “manana.”
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Left, ruins of Mission Santo Domingo, one of 30 Baja missions built by
the Spanish during the 1700s. Center, map showing points of interest. Right,
uncrowded, clean beaches and camping areas like the one at Punta Banda
are found along the Baja coast, where we parked our Land-Rover.

How long it takes to make the trip
depends upon the amount of time
you have, It can easily be made in
three days . we spent four :
or you can spend two weeks and still
feel there are things you have missed.
Time is not measured by the clock
in Baja; it's measured by the memor-
able experiences.

Since we were on a scouting trip
to find beaches for DESERT readers
and to see and photogmph four mis-
sions ol the many missions built by
the Spanish fathers during the 1700
and 1800s, we elected to drive a 4-
wheel vehicle, sacriticing space for a
rugeed vehicle which needs no roads.
As it turned out, all of the beaches
where we camped can be reached by
passenger car, and only one mission
was so isolated as to require a 4-wheel
vehicle. The other missions may be
reached by regular automobiles, or
are only a short walk from the high-
Tv\"ii.)/'.

Although now only ruins, the mis-
sions are interesting and well worth
stopping to see. They are, from north
to south, San Miquel, Santo Tomas,
San Vicente and Santo Domingo, the
latter located five miles up a creek
bed [rom the Hamilton Ranch, near
Colonia Guerrero.

In traveling anywhere in Baja I
have found the Baja map of the Auto-
mobile Association of America and
the Lower California Guidebook by
Peter Gerhard and Howard E. Gulick
are musts. The former locates all of
the roads and places of interest and
the latter gives a fascinating back-

ground along with detailed maps of
towns, bays, and historical sites.

Entering Mexico at Tijuana, 11
miles south of San Diego, Calilornia,
it took us only an hour and a half
to drive the 67 miles to Ensenada.

Third largest city in Baja, with a
population of 42,770, Ensenada is lo-
cated on the Pacific Ocean with sev-
eral bays (bahias) offering excellent
fishing, swimming and camping faci-
lities. Motels are on a par with those
ol the United States. Curios and
souvenirs and more abundant and
usually less expensive than in Tiju-
ana. Boats may be chartered for deep
sea fishing.

Ten miles south of Ensenada we
stopped at the oneroom customs
office to obtain our tourista permits.
All that is required is your birth cer-
tificate. Since 1 am just learning to
speak Spanish I tried out a few
phrases. The friendly inspector spoke
English, but was even more [riendly
when I insisted upon speaking his
native tongue. From the customs
office southward, you really start
getting into Baja California. The
[riendliness of the Mexican people
increases the further south you go.

Passing Punta Banda, where we
stayed overnight on our return, the
paved highway leaves the ocean and
cuts through a picturesque moun-
tain pass and into verdant valleys
with well kept farms. Eighteen miles
south of San Vicente, where we
stocked up with cold drinks, the
paved road ends.



Baja's

Pacific

Beaches

The remaining 47 miles to Bahia
de San Quintin is a wide gravel road
which can easily be negotiated. Just
don’t be in a hurry. After all, you
are now in the land of manana.

Since the sun was setting as we
arrived at Colonia Guerrero we de-
cided to camp on the beach at Bahia
de San Ramon. The map showed a
dirt road going three miles to the
beach [rom the main road. Some-
how I became lost in the darkness
and ended up heading back toward
the main road. As I stopped to look
at the map a passenger car containing
two Mexican soldiers stopped.

They smiled and said something in
Spanish.

“Buenos tardes,” I said, “Uh, can
you tell . . ., I mean, Bahia de San
Ramon esta?” and I motioned straight
ahead.

They smiled and shook their heads.

[ pointed to our sleeping bags,
made motions like sleeping, then
made motions like fishing and said
“Bahia, si?”. They grinned and mo-
tioned for me to lollow them.

How they maneuvered their pas-
senger car over the dirt road, through
fields and around trees, I'll never
know. Finally they stopped by a big
sand dune and pointed over the top.
Our son, Trent, and his friend, Scott
Barrett, climbed the dunes and like
Balboa discovering the Pacific Ocean,
proudly yelled it was there.

The soldiers smiled, waved and

drove off. This is a good example of
the friendliness of the people of Baja.

Climate along the Pacific Coast
described in this article is similar
to San Diego. Whether you go on
an overnight trip to Ensenada and
Punta Banda or a longer trip like
the author, the summer months
are ideal.

Three miles inland from Colonia
Guerrero is the Hamilton Ranch. For
many years the Hamilton Ranch has
catered to sportsmen who either
drive or fly down for hunting birds,
deer or other game. For the past 20
years it has been operated by Margot
Cesena, an attractive and dynamic
widow. Her hospitality is natural,
unpretentious and known by scores of
famous people.

Although the Hamilton Ranch
may be reached by passenger car, the
five miles up the creek to the Mission
Santo Domingo is best for a 4-wheel
vehicle, The mission, built in 1775
by the Dominicans, after the Jesuits
were expelled from Baja, was aban-
doned in 1839 alter the majority of
the Indians died of diseases brought
in by the white man. The struggles
ol the missionaries to build the Baja
missions and the tragic story of the
primitive Indians is a fascinating
part of the history of the western
hemisphere.

Returning to Colonia Guerrero we
stopped for gas and then drove the
23 miles to the Santa Maria Sky
Ranch, arriving just in time to lunch

(Continued on Page 31)

English company in 1885 established a

large flour mill on the Bahia de San Quintin.



By Earl Sgpendlove

THOUSAND silt-laden floods
A roaring down the narrow can-
yon had gouged a deep hole
into the hard volcanic rock. On
either side of a low rock fall, black
walls rose over 100 feet. I was in
the bottom of a deep, black pit.
Overhead, on the right, bony fin-
gers of a dead juniper silhouetted
against the sky. Intense heat from a

hot Arizona sun reflected from the
black rock. In spite of this I shivered.

tis (Fross found at
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may be the laot
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The eerie place was aptly named—
“Witches Pocket.”

Moving closer to the stagnant,
scum-covered pool in the bottom of
the “Pocket,” I looked up at its black
wall. About three feet above the

floor, were a few laboriously chipped
petroglyphs chiseled by some long-
forgotten artist. Slowly my eyes fol-
lowed the upward tilt of the wall. A
few feet above the etchings I saw it—
the cross 1

had traveled 60 miles

Now under Lake Powell, steps carved at Padre Creek may be seen along

sloping ridge in center of photo.
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Escalante's trek

across northern Arizona's desert waste-
land to see!

It was approximately two feet high,
a foot and a half across, and the hori-
rontal and vertical bars were about
three inches in width. It had been
picked into the black lava rock with
a pointed object and the bottoms of
the depressions filled in with a whit-
ish material. Apparently after the
CrOss was completed, it had been poun-
ded with a piece of limestone and the
lime adhered to the roughened rock,
giving it a greyish cast.

I had first heard of this cross when
I told Lamar Bybee of Kanab, Utah,
that it was a shame the steps carved
in the rocks at the Crossing of the
Fathers on the Colorado River were
to be covered by the rising waters of
Lake Powell. The steps were, to my
knowledge, the only remaining traces
of three months of wandering in a
trackless wilderness by two Spanish
priests and a party of ten.

“Oh, I know where there's another
trace of those old Spaniards,” Bybee
replied.

Then, he told me about 40 years
ago, while herding sheep in northern
Arizona, he had come upon a cross
carved on a canyon wall at a place
called Witches Pocket. The old timers
didn’t know how it got there, but they
did know that the gloomy canyon was
considered an evil place by Indians
who inhabitated the area. They'd
visit the water hole in the middle of
the day, but refused to stay in the
canyon overnight.

Several years ago, Bybee read “Pag-
eant in the Wilderness” by Herbert



E. Bolton and learned that 200 years
ago a party ol hardy Spanish ex-
plorers spent two days in the vicinity

of Witches Pocket. The more he
studied this book, the more convinced
he became that it was they who put
the cross on the cliff. After seeing the
cross, exploring the surrounding coun-
try. and studying the records of this
great adventure, I agree with him.
But, let’s begin at the beginning.

The clanging of the Liberty Bell in
the State House in Philadelphia still
echoed along the eastern seaboard
when, 2000 miles to the west, two
Franciscan priests, unaware of this
great event, led a party of 10 down
the narrow, crooked streets of Santa
Fe, New Mexico and headed into the
unexplored country that lay to the
northwest. It was July 29, 1776, and
their objective was to find a route
from Santa Fe to the Spanish Missions
at Monterey, California and convert
the heathen savages who lived along
the way.

Leader of the party was Father
Francisco Atanasio Dominguez, Su-
perior of the Franciscan missions of
New Mexico. Dominguez was an able
man, but his fame is over-shadowed
by that of the man who kept the rec-
ord of their journey, Fray Silvestre
Velez de Escalante. Velez, or Escal-
ante as he is called today, kept a diary
that has become a classic in western
history.

The men in the padre’s party were
a mixed lot. Don Bernardo Miera y
Pacheco, engineer and soldier, was
to guide them to Monterey by mak-
ing celestial observations with an
astrolabe. The Munez brothers, An-

dres and Lucerio were traders who
had followed the old Spanish Trail
north into Colorado. They alone had
seen a few miles of the route they
were to travel. Don Pedro Cisneros,
Don Joaquin Lain and Lorenzo Oli-
vares were Spanish noblemen along
for the adventure—or perhaps they
had dreams of gold or glory to be
gained at the end of the journey.
Juan de Aguilar and Simon Lucerio
had no titles and no mention is made
of the reason for their having been
included in the party. Perhaps they
were servants of the noblemen.

Prayers for the success of the expe-
dition were recited at Sunday masses
on July 28, and early next morning
they left Santa Fe. They were well
mounted, had plenty of {)ack animals
to carry their food and equipment,
and drove a herd of cattle to provide
meat along the way.

Right from the first they encoun-
tered difficulties. The cattle scatter-
ed into thick brush, hid and refused
to move. No doubt priestly ears were
scorched by vigorous Spanish curses
as the men tried to prod the critters
mto action.

A few weeks out of Santa Fe, the
guides became hopelessly lost. Exasp-
erated, Escalante wrote that they,
5 . seemed to have forgotten the
slight knowledge they appeared to
possess.”

—
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Escalante wrote, “These women were
so poorly dressed that their clothes
hardly covered what cannot be looked
at without peril.”

In spite of difficulties, they moved
steadily in a northwesterly direction
and, on September 16, crossed the
Green River a [ew [ew miles above
what is now Jensen, Utah. Here, the
faithful Escalante recorded an inci-
dent which adds authenticity to the
cross at Witches Pocket. “Don Joaquin
Lain,” he wrote, “with an adz cleared
a small space (on a cottonwood tree)
in the form of a rectangular window,
and with a chisel carved in the letters
of this inscription. The Year 1776;
and lower down in dilferent letters
the name Lain, with two crosses out-
side, the larger one above the inscrip-
tion and the smaller one below it.”
Crosses, of course, were common sym-
bols for the devout men who [ollowed
the Franciscan Fathers as they carried
the word of God to the wild inhabi-
tants of an even wilder land.

A week after leaving the Green,
the Spaniards emerged from the Wa-
satch Mountains and rode into the
broad, well - watered Utah Valley.
From Utah Lake they turned south
and on October 8th, after a week of
snow and cold weather, the padres
told the others they were going back
to Santa Fe—an unpopular decision
with the rest of the party. Miera,
keeper of the astrolabe, tried to con-
convince them that Monterey was
only a few miles to the west. (Actu-
ally it was almost 700 miles, as the
crow flies, to the southwest.) When
he failed, he grumbled and stirred up
so much discontent among the others
that the padres were forced to act.






