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O N PARKS A N D "OVERCROWDED" O U T D O O R A R E A S . . . A
500,000 acre area in eastern Utah contains some of the most spec-
tacular scenery in the world. There are several good gravel roads
suitable for passenger car travel into the interior and yet relatively
few tourists have been in. Now it has been officially designated as
the Canyonlands National Park. Hundreds of thousands of tourists
are expected to swarm into the area . . . the same place that was
ignored until it was designated as a Federal Park . . . A million and
a half people jammed into Yosemite National Park last year, resulting
in more than 900 arrests ranging from speeding to murder. There are
214 buildings, stores, hotels, markets and other facilities to provide
material comforts for these people seeking "outdoor recreation." And
yet, the surrounding area outside the Park with miles of beautiful
country and outdoor solitude is practically devoid of human beings
fleeing from crowded city conditions . . . Opposed by many conser-
vationists as it would "bring thousands of people to the top of Mt.
San Jacinto who would destroy the natural habitat in the surrounding
wilderness area and mar the mountainside" the unobtrusive Palm
Springs Tramway in Southern California, which provides a spectacu-
lar and educational ride from the desert floor to 8000 feet above, is
running behind expected capacity and less than one percent of its
riders venture more than 50 feet away from the upper station, missing
some of the finest forest scenery in the West . . . during the season
the designated public beach areas are so crowded you can hardly
sit down and the lakes and streams are a veritable tangle of fishing
lines.

According to recent surveys in California alone, the need for camping
has increased from 4,316 sites available in 1961 to a minimum of
60,000 in 1980, family picnic units from 5,250 to a minimum 1980 re-
quirement of 117,200, and on down the line. The recently passed
California bond issue allocating $150 million for financing beach and
park acquisition and development is great for future generations.

But what about the people of the present generation who will be the
teachers of the next generation? Are people who jam into public
picnic grounds like sardines (there are even some camping areas
today where you have to put 50c into a parking meter in order to
park your car) really getting "outdoor recreation?" Are people apprec-
iating nature and the outdoors when they leave the crowded cities
only to crowd themselves next to other people on "camping" trips?
Has civilization progressed so far that people are afraid to be alone?
Near every large metropolitan area in California there are hundreds
of thousands of acres of deserts and mountains accessible by passen-
ger car over a weekend which offer spectacular scenery, ghost towns,
bottle collecting, rock hunting, flora and fauna for the education of
children. . . Much of this is public land, yet few people visit it outside
of hunting seasons, when hunters are so intent on stalking prey they
see nothing else.

For 28 years DESERT Magazine has printed articles and stories on the
unusual, uncrowded and educational areas of the West. These areas
still exist today for those who really want to "go forth under the open
sky, and list to nature's teaching."
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The Antique Bottle Collector
By GRACE KENDRICK

Learn how to date and
evaluate all bottles of the
19th Century.

$2.25 postpaid

GRACE KENDRICK
485 W. 4th Street

Failon, Nevada 89406

few Bads $ * tyese

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, etc.
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.: (i2.->:S Hollywood Blvd., L.A.
In Wash., D.C.: 1010 Vermont Ave., N.W.

DESERT BINDERS

Keep your Desert Magazine 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, Calif. 92260

GHOST TOWNS
AND GOLD

LEARN ABOUT THE COLORFUL GHOST
TOWNS OF THE WEST — DIRECTORY CON-
TAINS INFORMATION ON OVER 340 GHOST
TOWNS FEATURING PICTURES, MAPS, PLUS
INSTRUCTIONS ON PANNING GOLD.

PRICE: $1.00
WRITE TO:

PIERCE PUBLISHING COMPANY
DEPARTMENT R

BOX 5221
ABILENE, TEXAS

CALIFORNIA

GHOST TOWN GUIDE
New guide to over 100 California ghost towns
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.

Order Now! Only $1.95
A. L. ABBOTT

Dept. D-ll
1513 West Konlneya Drive — Anaheim, Calif.

SILVER THEATRE
By Margaret Watson

From its earliest saloons and melo-
deons to iis handsome theatres, here
is an account of the amusements of
Nevada's mining frontier from 1850
to 1864. Brimming with anecdotes,
quotations and narration of the acti-
vities of troupers such as Lotta Crab-
tree, Adah Menken, Junius Booth,
Virginia Howard and backstage sup-
port from Mark Twain, Dan De
Quille, J. Ross Browne, Julia Bulette,
and a host of others, it is packed with
good research material. Hurdy-gurdy
girls dancing with silver coins jingl-
ing in their stockings, Mrs. Hayne's
creating her own text for Shake-
speare's Ophelia, and other nonsense
typical of the time make for fast
reading. Hardcover, 387 pages, il-
lustrated with photos and reproduc-
tions of old theatre programs. May
be ordered from DESERT Magazine
Book Department. $9.50.

S O M E WESTERN TREASURE
TRAILS
By Jesse E. Rascoe

Here is another Frontier book limi-
ted to 1000 copies. With maps of Ari-
zona, California, Nevada, Colorado,
New Mexico and Texas, this paper-
back 80-page book contains a wealth
of information pertaining to elusive
wealth—meteorites, gold and silver.
Author Rascoe covers the well-known
lost mines, such as the Gunsight,
Dutchman, etc., but also introduces
lesser known ones gleaned from re-
gional lore. It's a good book for lost
mine addicts and Rascoe has done his
research well. $2.00. Available from
the DESERT Magazine Book Order
Department.

THE BIRDS OF ARIZONA
By Allan Phillips, Joe Marshall, Gale
Monson

Accompanied by 64 full-color repro-
ductions of field sketches by George
Miksch Sutten and action photos by
Eliot Porter, this book encompasses
material relating to 400 species of
birds that frequent Life Zones in
Arizona ranging from the hot Son-
oran desert through oak and pinon
woodlands, grassland, transitional
pine and fir-aspen forests to the Arc-

tic-Alpine Zone of sedge meadow
above the timberline.

The aim of the large format, 215-
page book is to tell exactly where
and when each kind of Arizona bird
can be found and to tell of that
which is interestihg about it. Here
ornithology is presented as an en-
gaging pursuit rather than a pom-
polis dicta of experts, which is a re-
freshing approach.

Bird lovers everywhere will appre-
ciate this beautiful book, even though
it is slanted toward Arizona. This
reviewer especially recommends it.
Hardcover. Price SI5.00. The publi-
cation date was Dec. 1st, so it's hot
off the press! May be ordered from
DESERT Magazine Book Department

SHADY LADIES OF THE WEST
By Ronald Dean Miller

Here's a book that will sell like
hot cakes—and no one will be dis-
appointed. Mr. Miller has covered
this heretofore unexplored area of
American history with Iivliness and
has lost nothing in authenticity.

"The West had not only the fastest
guns," he writes, "but also the fastest
women." He describes the lives and
times of Lola Monte/, Cattle Kate,
Highstep Jennie, Madame Feather-
legs, Julie Bulette, and other famous
girls of the line from San Francisco
to Kansas City.

These women, who followed the
Mountain Men and the Miners, con-
tributed to the West's first civilizing
influence. Many married and attain-
ed respectability by producing some
of the West's most honored citizens.
Others, of course, left a history of
sin.

This 224-page book, hardcover and
illustrated with early photographs,
may be ordered from the DESERT
Magazine Book Department. $6.95.

AMERICAN GEM TRAILS
By Richard M. Pearl

An unusual feature of this book is
its collection of individual outline
maps of the United States showing
the distribution of various gem stones
so the reader can determine at a
glance what to look for in whatever
section of the country he happens to
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Choral Pepper

be. The author treats each gem stone
individually, describing its appear-
ance, chemical composition, mineral
relationships, origin, geologic occur-
ences, physical aspects and means of
recognition. Then, in a separate
chapter, he deals with its history and
legends. He describes the discovery
of diamonds in glacial rock and diving
for jade in California waters. This is
a good little 173-page, hardcover
book, packed with information and
fine black and white photos and il-
lustrations. $5.50. May be ordered
from DESERT Magazine Book De-
partment.

BUNKER HILL LOS ANGELES
By Leo Politi

This colorful book with highly
styled Victorian illustrations mixes
fact with fancy as it depicts the once-
elegant Bunker Hill residential dis-
trict ol Los Angeles. Author-artist
Politi drew from memory, precious
old photos, and word-of-mouth de-
scriptions from present and former
residents to bring alive the gaiety of
grand parties, the excitement of fire
wagons, the cat on the roof and the
old man snoozing on a shaded Bun-
ker Hill porch. His whimsical draw-
ings produce a book to prize. Enough
is left of Bunker Hill to be able to
distinguish certain landmarks in the
book, but by 1970 wrecking cranes
will have leveled the remaining cur-
licued buildings and replaced them
with the long straight lines of today.

Containing five chapters, this large
9x12 format reeks with the color of
prize-winning artist Politi's great il-
lustrations. Hardcover. $9.00. May be
ordered from DESERT Magazine
Book Department.

INDIAN ART IN MIDDLE
AMERICA
By Frederick J. Dockstader

This truly great book covers both
ancient and modern art of the entire
middle American geographical area—
from the Rio Grande to South Amer-
ica, including islands of the West
Indies. Each of the 250 full-color il-
lustrations is documented with an ex-
planatory caption and informative,
easily read text. Because the Spanish
were more interested in gold than in
the cultural aspects of the civilizations
they found here only 400 years ago,

Desert Mag
Book: Order Department

WESTERN GHOST TOWN SHADOWS by Lambert
Florin. Fourth in a series of superb ghost town
books by DESERT'S favorite khost town writer.
Large format, good photos, rousing text. $12.50.

GEMS, MINERALS, CRYSTALS AND ORES by
Richard Pearl. This collector's encyclopedia is
the best of its kind. Brilliantly illustrated with
full-color photos. Arranged in alphabetical order
from Agate to Zircon, it tells where to find
them, how to identify, collect, cut and display.
Hardcover, 320 pages. $6.95.

PICTURE GALLERY PIONEERS by Ralph W. An-
drews. Remarkable collection of historic photos
recording places and events important to the
West between 1850 and 1875. Also includes
lively text. Hardcover, large format, $12.50.
Makes an excellent gift.

DESERT WILDLIFE by Edmund C. Jaeger. A series
of intimate natural history sketches o f wild ani-
mals, mammals, birds, reptiles and insects that
frequent the Southwest desert. Although scien-
tific in nature, it offers pleasurable reading.
308 pages, $5.95.

THE VOICE OF THE DESERT by Joseph Wood
Krutch. This book explores the intriguing vari-
ety of life on the Sonoran and Southwest des-
erts by one of the country's most distinguished
writers. Covers flora, fauna, and philosophy.
223 pages, hardcover, $5.00.

DESERT WILD FLOWERS by Edmund C. Jaeger.
Revised edition of this authoritative, best selling
book contains a key to aid in identification and
a list of name changes. This books is a "must"
for desert travelers and botanists. Well illustrated
with a text understandable by amateurs, DESERT
particularly recommends it. 322 pages, hard-
cover, published by Stanford University Press.
$5.00. Order from DESERT Magazine Book Dept.

PAINTERS OF THE DESERT by Ed Ainsworth. A
beautifully illustrated and well-written roundup
of 13 of the desert's outstanding artists—Dixon,
Forsythe, Swinnerton, Fechin, Eytel, Lauritz, Buff,
Klinker, Perceval, Hilton, Proctor, McGrew, and
Bender. Folio size, gold-stamped hard cover.
Full color reproductions. 125 pages. $11.00.

ANZA-BORREGO DESERT GUIDE by Horace Par-
ker Second edition of this well-illustrated and
documented book is enlarged considerably. Tops
among guidebooks, it is equally recommended
for research material in an area that was crossed
by Anza, Kit Carson, the Mormon Battalian, '49ers,
Railroad Survey parties, Pegleg Smith, the Jack-
ass Mail, Butterfield Stage, and today's adven-
turous tourists. 139 pages, cardboard cover.
$2.95. May be ordered from DESERT Magazine
Book Dept.

NEVADA'S TURBULENT YESTERDAY by Don Ash-
baugh. Illustrated with a fine collection of old
photos and throbbing with exciting tales of
Nevada's robust past, this an authentic ghost
town history written by one of Nevada's favor-
ite authors. Hard cover. 346 pages. $7.50.

Send Check or Money Order to:

THREE PATHS ALONG A RIVER By Tom Hudson.
Illustrated by Ralph Love. Once a river, the
San Luis Rey is now only an intermittent
stream. History marched beside the river, and
in a sense the Valley of San Luis Rey can
called the Gateway to California. The earliest
overland travelers coming from Mexico and
west from the States traveled the Carrizo Cor-
ridor leading inland through Temecula to the
Mission of San Gabriel and the Pueblo of Los
Angeles. The Butterfield Stage route crossed
the river near its headwaters. 245 page. Hard
cover. $6.

THE DESERT IS YOURS by Erie Stanley Gardner.
In his latest book on the desert areas of the
West, the author again takes his reader with
him as he uses every means of transportation to
explore the wilderness areas and sift the facts
and rumors about such famous legends as the
Lost Arch, Lost Dutchman and Lost Dutch Oven
mines. 256 pages, illustrated. Hard cover. $7.50.

THE OREGON DESERT by E. R. Jackman and
R. A. Long. This book is a hard one to define.
A single paragraph may be a mixture of geo-
logy, history, biography and rich desert lore.
The only complete book about the Oregon desert,
the material applies equally well to other des-
erts of the West. The humor and fascinating
anecdotes coupled with factual background and
unusual photos, including color, make it excel-
lent reading material even for those who may
never visit Oregon. 407 pages, illustrated. Hard
Cover. Third printing, $6.50.

LOST MINES AND HIDDEN TREASURES by Le-
land Lovelace. Authoritative and exact accounts
give locations and fascinating data about a lost
lake of gold in California, buried Aztec ingot
in Arizona, kegs of coins, and all sorts of excit-
ing booty for treasure seekers. Hardcover, $4.00.

THE DINOSAUR HUNTERS, Othneil C. Marsh
and Edward D. Cope, By Robert Plate. A dual
biography of the first dinosaur hunters whose
bitter rivalry split the scientific world for about
25 years but whose exploits of the 1870s and
1880s excited the public imagination and made
dinosaurs a household word. Easy reading, the
book is packed with action resulting from the
intense feud between Marsh and Cope, both
wealthy men who exhausted their fortunes in
the arduous hunt for the creatures of the past.
281 pages. Hard Cover. $4.95.

GHOSTS OF THE ADOBE WALLS by Nell Mur-
barger, the well known "roving reporter of the
desert." The author's just-published book is an
intimate chronicle of Arizona's once-booming
mining towns, stage stations, army posts, mar-
auding Indians and fantastic human characters.
380 pages, illustrated. Hard Cover. $7.50.

GHOSTS OF THE GLORY TRAIL by Nell Mur-
barger is a fast moving chronicle of Western
boomcamp and bonanza. Rich in human interest
as well as authentic history, this book covers
ghosttowns of Nevada, western Utah and eastern
California. Hardcover, 291 pages. Price $6.75.

DESERT Magazine Book Order Department
Palm Desert, California 92260

Include 25c for postage and handling. California residents must add 4% sales tax.

Please do not ask to be billed.



SPICE YDUR
SPANISH WITH

DICHDS
By Ricardo Castillo

"Dichos" are the pungent Spanish
proverbs which add so much color
and logic to the conversation and
thinking of our Mexican neighbors.

"Ser como el perico que dice lo
que sabe, pero que no sabe lo que
dice."

Like the parrot, you say what you
know, but you do not know what you
say.

"No quiero que Dios me de, sino
que me ponga donde haya."

"I don't ask God to give me much,
just put me where there's plenty.

"Quien con aguardiente cena, con
agua se desayuna."

He who dines on whiskey, will
breakfast with water.

it wasn't until recent years that in-
terest in this region's art grew keen.

Certain generalizations in Middle
American art may be made. Clay
figurines suggest a preoccupation
with "doing things" as subject mat-
ter and love of stone for its own sake
is evident in their ability to coordin-
ate design with natural form. Other-
wise, there is no criterion common
to all Middle American civilizations;
a fact which gives variety to collec-
tions such as portrayed here.

Further words would be excessive
in attempting to describe this book.
It is expensive—$25—but each of its
large format, 221 pages is unsurpassed
by any other publication on this sub-
ject known to us. Those interested in
Pre - Columbian and contemporary
arts and crafts of Mexico, Central
America and the Caribbean will want
to have it. May be ordered from
DESERT Magazine Book Department.

MODERN
MINERAL
PROCESSING
FLOWSHEETS

Over 100 flowsheets
—data on over 200 important
minerals—mill designs, metallurgical summaries.
A one-volume encyclopedia! Year's most usefu!
book! Available in two editions: Deluxe edition
$10.00; student's edition $6.60 per copy (plus post-
age). Unconditional money-back guarantee. Book
sent postpaid anywhere in the world, it payment
accompanies order. Mail order to:

Technical Publication Dept. DM
Denver Equipment Co.
1400 - 17th St., Denver, Colorado 80217

Order a
FREE

Desert-Southwest Book Catalog
More than 75 Southwestern titles. His-
tory, lost mines, Indian lore, adventure,
gunmen, nature subjects, art of the area,
guide books, travel, ghost towns, desert
legends.
For your free Desert-Southwest Book
Catalog, send your name and address to:

Desert-Southwest Book Store
P.O. Box 757 Palm Desert, California

DESERT Subscription Service

g i Enter a Subscription •
u \
•g (Address Change Only •

• 1-year subscription
$4.50

• One 2-year subscrip-
tion, or,

D Two 1-year sub-
scriptions . $8.50

To Change Your Address
Magazines are no longer forwarded by the post
office when you move. To insure uninterrupted
delivery please attach your magazine address
label here and print your new address below.

Name

o Address

Foreign subscribers add 75c
per subscription. • New • Renewal

To Give a Desert Subscription
Print your name and address above, and name and address oi recipient below.

• New

Sign Gift Card: "From_

G Renewal

• Payment Enclosed • Bill Me Later

Recommended Books on
BAJA CALIFORNIA

AND MEXICO
HUNTING THE DESERT WHALE by Erie Stanley
Gardner. Among the first Americans to ever
camp at Scammon's Lagoon in Baja California,
if not the first, Gardner learned, while hunting
the great grey whale with a camera that they
don't sit graciously for portraits! Whale hunting
and beach combing for rare treasures make for
exciting reading. Hardcover, 208 pages, illus-
trated with photos. $6.00.

THE HIDDEN HEART OF BAJA by Erie Stanley
Gardner. The noted creator of the best-selling
mysteries of our time has written several books
on Baja California and the desert areas of the
West. With his talent of combining adventure
and mystery with facts, the author takes you
with him as he probes the mysteries of "The
Hidden Heart of Baja" and tells how he dis-
covered an archeological find of major impor-
tance thus opening up a new concept regarding
cave paintings. 256 pages, illustrated with color
photos of Indian paintings. Hard cover. $7.50.

LOWER CALIFORNIA GUIDE BOOK by Gerhard
and Gulick. The authors have revised the third
edition to bring it up to date. Veteran travelers
in Baja California would not venture south of
the border without this authoritative volume. It
combines the fascinating history of every loca-
tion, whether it be a town, mission or aban-
doned ranch, with detailed mileage maps and
locations of gasoline supplies, water and other
needed information on Baja. 243 pages with
three-color folding map, 16 detailed route maps,
4 city maps, 22 illustrations. Hard cover. $6.50.

MEET FLORA MEXICANA by Walter Pesman. Ab-
solutely essential for travelers into Old Mexico
or Baja who want to know the names, uses and
habits of flora that grows along roads and
highways. Well illustrated with lively text. 278
pages. Paperback, $4.00.

A SOUTHWESTERN UTOPIA By Thomas A. Rob-
ertson. An American Colony in Mexico. Half
a century ago some 2000 Americans, pioneers,
idealists and adventurers trekked into north-
western Mexico intent on forming a cooperative
colony. The author (reared among the colonists)
tells of the trials, failures and successes of
colony life. This book, describing the people
and life in Mexico's Sinaloa will be enjoyed by
those who dream escapist dreams. 266 pages.
Hard cover. $5.95.

FROM NEW SPAIN BY SEA TO THE CALIFOR-
NIAS by Maurice G. Holmes. Here is an account
of the exploits of Cortes, Atvarado, Cabrillo and
de Mendoza containing a wealth of new material
dug up by the author from archives in Spain.
It covers an era of Baja's history prior to the
mission era that is ignored by most historians.
307 pages. $11.00.

THE FORGOTTEN PENINSULA By Joseph Wood
Krutch. An exciting account of the author's ex-
ploits in Baja California told with wit and wis-
dom. It includes information about the boojum
tree, the gray whales of Scammon's Lagoon,
elephant trees and historical sketches of inter-
esting sites. 277 pages. $5.00.

MEXICO BY AUTO, CAMPER, TRAILER by Cliff
Cross. An excellent travel guide containing 50
maps, money-saving tips, motels, hotels, trailer
space, camping, hunting and fishing areas along
with a wealth of general information. Soft
cover, large format, $2.95.

Order from:
DESERT Magazine Book Department

Palm Desert, California 92260
Include 25c for postage and handling.
California residents add 4% sales tax.
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BOTTLE FIELD REVISITED

BY GRACE KENDRICK

I T WAS ONE of those bright blue
and gold Nevada days when every
shrub looks newly minted, c l e a n
and fresh. It had been 12 years since
we first dug bottles in Goldfield, but
we knew more about our hobby now.
We knew there was no point in wast-
ing time hunting on the surface.
Rather—like the gold diggers who
made this town famous, we'd have
to "mine." It wasn't long until we
began to hit "pay dirt." On the rocky
side of a gulch we dug into a veri-
table cache of French and Italian
wine bottles—94 to be exact!

These lovely, bulbous, long-necked
bottles, while not as old or as valu-
able as many bottles, are good ex-
amples of free blown skill. No two
alike, they show bubbles, dimples and
imperfections and come in pale and
deep greenish aqua or with an amber
cast. Of three sizes, some have Chi-
anti etched on the side, bits of labels
with other names, and many held
Tuscany wine from Italy where they
are yet being blown and covered with
a protective hand woven holder of
straw.

We also found an amber whiskey,
a near native from San Francisco, and
an aqua beer bottle from the Sioux
City Brewing Co. Who knows how
it journeyed so far! Although not
collectors' items yet, they add inter-
est and variation to our collection
and, of course, their value will in-
crease with time.

An amethyst olive oil, an aqua
H.H.H. horse liniment, a Carter's
pour ink, Mellins food and one of

the four oval-sided olive bottles that
turn a deep amethyst in the sun, sev-
eral tall wines and a tall slim, antique
bud vase all comprised a satisfactory
day's digging and proved that bottle
fields considered already "overwork-
ed" still have plenty in their coffers
if you are willing to dig.

After loading our lode to carry
home, we decided to take a little tour
of Goldfield, for this old camp has
a golden heritage, not only of valu-
able metal, but of history, romance
and struggle.

Pause for a brief moment and you'll
hear the quiet atmosphere come alive.
You'll hear the tinkle of honky tonk
pianos, the clink of a faro table, boi-
sterous crowds of miners celebrating
a new strike or, just because it was
Saturday night, the clop, clop of

teams and the rattles of wagons in
the dusty street.

Down the boardwalk on a side
street lined with old frame cabins,
you'll hear echoes of family life on a
still night—the crying of a baby, bark-
ing of dogs, sounds of children at
play. It is all there for those inter-
ested — the happiness, sorrow, pain,
glory and the everlasting struggle just
to live in harsh desert land. Never-
theless, Goldfield is beautiful, with its
colorful maze of old mine dumps
etched with spidery head frames.

Sometimes it's good for the spirit,
traveling back in imagination to our
desert's early times. While we enjoy
the historic old camps and their trea-
sures, it keeps us aware of the 20th
Century comforts and treasures that
enable us to enjoy the old ones more.
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B U R T O N S ' H I S T O R I C T R O P I C O

GOLDMINE MILL
Go Underground on Guided Tours

9OO-ft. Shaft—Open Slopes—Glory Hole—
Gold Ore In Vein — Mining Drilla and
Tools in Place.

IX* *X
l/ICIT

Southern California's Largest Gold Mill.
m Milling Process explained. See where

Millions in Gold have been recovered.

Through Early Day Collection of
Mining Relics and Antiques

' i n T H E MUSEUM AND OLD
GOLDCAMP.

PAN FOR GOLD

IN ANTELOPE VALLEY

TOUR TIMES

Weekdays — 10:30 A.M. and 2 P.M.

WE ARE CLOSED MONDAY AND TUESDAY

BURTONS' TROPICO GOLD MINE
AND MILL TOURS, Inc.

ROSAMOND, KERN COUNTY, CALIFORNIA

PEACE RIVER BOAT TRIPS
ACROSS THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS

Fishing, photography, gemstones, fossils,
gold panning, mountain climbing, deserted
trading posts, abandoned gold mines.

Fall Moose hunting with horses, 2 and 3
day scheduled trips leave Fridays and Mon-
days respectively. Charter trips at any time.
For brochures, information, reservations

write airmail or phone

KYLLO BROS.
Class "A " Licensed Guides & Outfitters

Box 511, Fort St. John, B.C., Canada
Phons 604-785-3027

Mile 47 on Alaska Highway
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ISOLATION, BEAUTY, ADVENTURE

R..ED ROCK Canyon did not play
an important part in the building of
the old West. William Manly found
water there after he and his party
escaped death in Death Valley in
1849, but he made little mention of
the canyon's beauty. Later, in the
'70s, the old stage line from Los An-
geles to Owens Valley watered stock
at a spring in the canyon. Then, in
1937, a homesteader discovered mines
in the vicinity of her home, which
made a little news. Today the can-
yon wins attention as the stage for
Easter sunrise services and as an
occasional location for filming West-
ern movies, but its greatest asset,
in addition to its distinctive coloring
and formations, is the fact that it
is so little known.

The gold found here was not
enough to lure miners from Bodie
and Virginia City, but it has been
reported that a million dollars was
taken from its mines. According to
legend, one single nugget worth over

by william head

S1000 was recovered in Reed Gulch,
located near Red Rock. Old mine
shafts and cabins may still be found,
but the canyon's only permanent
population consists of ghosts.

This strange and beautiful canyon
is on the major route between Los
Angeles and Reno, Nevada, via the
Owens Valley and majestic Mt. Whit-
ney. New four-lane U.S. Highway 6
was completed only three years ago
and runs along the creekbed of Red
Rock Creek, extending through walls
of weird sculptures. There's a Ca-
thedral with Praying Nuns, an am-
phitheater, temples, palaces, and a
veritable holocaust of monsters.

Obsidian, pumice and other types
of volcanic rock prove that the can-
yon was once the center of great erup-
tive activity. Strata was deposited,
layer upon layer, in horizontal order
upon a floor of crystalline rocks to
a depth of several thousand feet.
Moderate consolidation has t a k e n
place over the years, tilting some of

IMPERIAL VALLEY
National

HORSE SHOW
December 27 and 28

Cattle Call Arena
BRAWLEY, California

National
DUNE BUGGY MEET

January 1, 2 and 3

Buttercup Valley Sand Dunes
Near Holtville and El Centro

Just Off U.S. Highway 80

FOR FREE COLOR BROCHURES AND INFORMATION WRITE I.V.D.A., IMPERIAL. CALIFORNIA
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the strata as much as 45° from the
horizontal. The entire formation has
been deeply eroded, with much of
the lost material escaping in the flood
waters of Red Rock Creek.

The highway follows what is
known as the Ricardo formation for

about two and one-half miles. The
hills along the main highway are un-
derlain by folded sandstone strata of
the Ricardo formation and capped
by Pleistocene terrace gravels. Agate,
brown jasper, quartz, and crystals
have been found in the canyon, but
collectors will find rare specimens
only if they hike back from the high-
way. Mammal remains have been
found in the upper part of the Ricar-
do formation and petrified trees in
the Last Chance Canyon adjoining
Red Rock.

Most of Red Rock Canyon is form-
ed of comparatively soft conglomer-
ate rock, making the life of the can-
yon, in a geological sense, rather
short. There are places where erosion
is eating it away, yet at the same
time higher up on the mountainside
new formations are being deposited
to counteract nature's leveling action.

In springtime the blue of lupine,
violet of Indian paintbrush and gol-
den splash of poppy accent the
scene. The best hours for photogra-
phy are early morning or late after-
noon when weird shadows haunt the
cliffs. But even in the spring the
canyon can be hot, or the creek sud-
denly become a raging river in a
Hash flood, so observe all precautions
for desert camping and travel. / / /
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A Thrilling Adventure in the Resort Area on the Sunny Side oj California

THREE DAY ESCORTED TOUR
Includes: Over 400 miles of narrated sightseeing by motorcoach, in Death Valley
Admission and Tour of Death Valley Scotty's Castle.

Two nights at Fred Harvey's famous Furnace Creek Ranch.

Motorcoach Transportation from either Los Angeles, Las Vegas or Baker.

VIEWING:

ESadwater (lowest point on the western hemisphere).

Colorful Artists Drive and Zabriskte Point. Phenomenal Ubehebe Crater, Devil's
Golf Course, roughest part of the earth's surface. Sand Dunes.

DEPARTURES EVERY TUESDAY-FRIDAY-SUNDAY

From Los Angeles — $57.00 From Las Vegas, Nevada—$57.00 From Baker, California — $52.00
Departs Biltmore Hotel 8:00 A.M.

IT-LA-3-RT — 3 days - 2 nights—Circle Tour
From Los Angeles—Return to Los Angeles

IT-LA-3-OW-3 days-2 Nights—One Way Tour
From Los Angeles—Terminate Las Vegas

Departs Greyhound Depot 11:05 A.M.
Departs Stardust Hotel (Strip) 11:20 A.M.
IT-LV-3-RT—3 days 2 Nights—Circle Tour
From Las Vegas—Return to Las Vegas

IT-LV-3-OW-3 days-2 nights—One Way Tour
From Las Vegas—Terminate Los Angeles

Departs Greyhound Depot 2:00 P.M.
IT-BA-3-RT—3 days-2 nights—Circle Tour

From Baker—Return to Baker
Connecting Service From All California

Points by Greyhound to Baker

CHILDREN Fares: Under 12 years—Deduct $17.50 on Los Angeles and Las Vegas Departures. Deduct $15.00 on Baker Departures.

For Information and Brochure Call or Write:

WANDERLUST DEATH VALLEY TOURS
(RIDDLE SCENIC TOURS) 215 W. FIFTH STREET, LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA
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BOX 37 , LAKEWOOD, CALIFORNIA

Metal Detectors
BOUGHT - SOLD - TRADED
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Detectron. Fisher, Goldak,

Rayscope, GeoFinder. Metrotech
Repair Service

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

BILL'S SERVICE CENTER
15502 So. Paramount Blvd.

Paramount California

CHANGING ADDRESS?

New postal regulations make it important
that you send your change-of-address notice
to us promptly. And please remember to list
your old address as well as your new and
your Zip Code.
DESERT Magazine-Palm Desert, Calif. 92260

FREE!
Helpful brochure

for rock hobbyists!
This new brochure,
fresh off the presses, is
available without
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 cutting . . . 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-l M | < D | A M O N D PRODUCTS
12600 Chadron,
Hawthorne, Calif.
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WITCHIN' FOR GOLD
by Grace Arlington

THOSE long-ago days of
the Spanish Conquistadores and Ponce
de Leon men have searched for gold
and a fountain of youth. Now comes
Wilson W. Adams of Cactus, Arizona,
who claims to know a way to find
both.

"Fresh air, plenty of exercise, and
the excitement of witchery," says the
70-year-old desert dweller, skittering
like a young man up mountain slopes
and across miles of rough terrain.

Tall, straight, and bearded, with his
long hair braided down his back,
Adams enjoys his listeners reactions
when he claims he can divine for
water and—as though that doesn't tax
our credulity enough—has a sure-fire
method lor locating gold and urani-
um, so he says.

"And witchin' keeps a man young,"
he insists.

His words bring wonder to the faces
of his listeners, or disbelief, awe, or
a wild hope that here is a get-rich-
quick scheme for those who aren't
lucky enough to win a pot of gold
by entering contests.

The mystery of the water witch
has defied logical solutions for ages.
How can a forked twig from a willow
or peach tree possess a magic that
will point to water far down in the
ground? Weighty arguments h a v e
proven that it can't; that he who
would divine for water is a fakir and
a deceiver of gullible people.

But arguments just as weighty prove
that it can, and Adams has spent a
lifetime in what he claims is the best
proof of all—the doing of the thing.

He has cut the mysterious willow
twigs and told men where to locate
water across the continent in a zig-zag
path from Illinois, where he was
raised, to the East and then westward
to Arizona where he says his bewitch-

ing talent has never caused a man to
dig a dry hole, though in an earlier
era religion might have brought per-
secution. When witchcraft first rear-
ed its head, the water dowser was said
to be possessed and an academic thesis
written at Wittenburg, Prussia, once
"proved" the divining rod was tainted
by Satan.

But in Adams' hands the rod en-
tices interest. "Want to know how to
witch for water?" he asks, when
people gather to watch him work.

He cuts a forked branch from a
native tree or bush. Says it works
better. Grasping the slender ends in
each hand he holds it out in front
with the Y pointing away from him.
Then he walks slowly back and forth
over the area where someone hopes
to sink a well. Suddenly he stands
still.

"There she goes," he shouts, as the
slick begins to point down. "Look at
it! 1 can't hold it! There's water down
there. Wherever the sticks p o i n t ,
there's water, be it rainy Illinois or
dry Arizona."

Scientific doubts of such a state-
ment were offered as early as the
17th Century. Yet, there are an esti-
mated 25,000 dowsers in the United
States today. A recent study of the
phenomenon "proves" that the power
of the divining rod is rnere foolery:
Anthropologist Evan S. Vogt and
psychologist Ran Hyman, a General
Electric consultant, came up with the
explanation suspected by others—
that the dowser grips the twig so
tightly for such a long period that
finally he is forced to relax, and some-
how this reflex action points the stick
down.

But Adams doesn't grip the stick
tightly for long periods. Sometimes
it indicates water after he walks only
a few seconds. And at that spot he
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can lay the willow down, then pick
it up, and immediately it points to-
ward the ground.

Me claims no occult powers. Sug-
gestions of extra-sensory perception
leave him cold. But he knows what
he knows—where the sticks point if
a well is sunk there's water. Now
something has happened that may
oiler a solution. It came about when
he was using what he claims is a new
talent.

When he hit Arizona, the gold bug
bit him, raising a lever from which he
has never recovered and luring him
over miles of wasteland in the belief
thai veins of precious metals awaited
those who sought them. But where?
He hadn't much patience with the or-
dinal) prospector's haphazard chip-
ping of rock. Wilson Adams demand-
ed a more certain method. And what
could be better than two white sticks
in the hands of a water witch? He
claims to be able to find precious
metals with it.

Does that make him a gold witch?

Perhaps the most bewitching thought
is that he can find radium. Therein
may lie the solution to this most per-
plexing ol riddles. Radiation, still
comparatively unknown, has earned
the limelight of scientific study dur-
ing Adams' 70 years. It was by chance
that he came into contact with it.

He got himself two white sticks
and crossed them at one end. On the
<ross he tied a small cloth bag that
held a bit of rock containing gold.
Then he started out, walking over
the mountain on which he had staked
a claim. Straight out in front he
held the sticks, like a drummer in a
home-town parade. Marching, march-
ing. Suddenly the sticks bent down-
ward. Excitedly, he sought the exact
spot where the pull was strongest.
While he searched, a man ap-
proached.

"What you got there?" the new-
comer demanded.

"Sticks. I can find gold with them."

"The hell you say. We'll just see

about that. I've got a detector. I'm
going to get it." And the man stalked
off toward his truck.

Soon he was back with a metal
detector, approaching the spot where
Adams stood grinning. Sure enough.
As the stranger neared the spot, the
instrument started its telltale click-
right where the magic sticks indicated
gold.

"Well, what do you know?" Adams
laughed. "Your fool contraption
works!"

"Say, how the devil do you do
that?" the man asked.

Adams' eyes glinted with pleasure.
"Here, you try it," he said, releasing
his stick. "They talk to a man."

But they won't talk to everyone.
You can, however, participate by plac-
ing your hands over Adams' as the
sticks are bending down toward the
ground. His hands convey to yours a
tingling sensation, much like the vi-
brations of the old-time electric-shock
machine.

Other dowser's hands convey the
same power. In California, a water
witch who has located over 1000 wells,
shows the same vibrating of his hands
when another's are placed over them.
Writer Gaston Burride went to inves-
tigate. He tried to water witch, but
couldn't even get a spook out of the
sticks. Then, with the dowser's hands
lightly over his, the sticks started
down. Burridge gripped them might-
ily, determined not to let them bend
down—and one branch broke off, he
claims.

There's something more about
Adams' hands. When they come near
a Geiger counter, it starts clicking,
suggesting that he himself might be
radio-active. Could this have some-
thing to do with his powers of
witchery? Might it be dependent on
a particular quality of radiation in
his body?

"1 don't know about that," says his
wife, Grace. "I've known Wilson for
58 years and 1 still don't know when
to believe him. If he can find gold
with those little sticks, why was he
talking about selling his trailer to
get money to buy a metal detector?"

And, so the mystery goes. Some
claim they can divine for gold, some
lor water, others for both. Whatever,
it sparks a man's imagination and
challenges science to solve a mystery.
Only one thing is sure. Anyone can
witch for gold, fust get some sticks
and start tramping. The gold you
find may not be metal, but you'll
keep that /estful zip that feeds the
fountain of youth. Who could ask
for a greater bonanza! / / /



The Trigo's Fallen Arch

T H O U G H T of another jungle-
of a steaming, hot creeping mahog-
any forest in Central America where
our train paused every mile or so
while dark-skinned natives cut away
roots over-growing the tracks. But
this was different. This was a jungle
in the desert! Instead of mahogany,
teak and orchids, we pushed through
tamarisk, bamboo and spidery nets
woven through great crowded trees
growing horizontally along t h e
ground.

Protecting his eyes with a camera,
Jack squeezed among branches that
snapped against the car. In a narrow
dirt road he held a light meter into
heavy shadows and focused. Then he
duiked back into his seat.

"What's your hurry?" I asked.

"Noises," he answered, l o o k i n g
sheepish. 1 opened my window and
knew what he meant. Unseen wings
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swished in the foliage. Crackles,
whines, whirrs and buzzes haunted
the black shadows. It wasn't like any
desert ought to be. And very shortly
it reached an end.

We were following the Colorado
River north of Yuma. Our narrow,
dirt road had passed from a public
camp ground amid palo verde groves
into naked sunbaked hills. We open-
ed the gate of the Imperial National
Wildlife Refuge and drove through
a melee of chalk mountains and lava
boulders.. The roughest part of our
trip lay ahead. We were looking for
the Lost Arch Mine!

Lost mine alficionados will ridicule
a search lor the Lost Arch on the
east side of the Colorado, but not so
authorities like Erie Stanley Gardner.
It was he who, indirectly, stimulated
this trip. DESERT readers will recall
a letter to the Editor from N. T.
Jackson of Calipatria, California,

published in October '64. In this
letter, which Mr. Jackson requested
we forward to Erie Stanley Gardner,
he suggested that a mine he had
come upon in the Trigos two years
ago might be the famous Lost Arch
Mine referred to in Gardner's book,
The Desert Is Yours, parts of which
appealed in DESERT, December '63.
At the time of the Jackson letter, Mr.
Gardner was occupied with other
matters, but took the idea seriously
enough to suggest that DESERT in-
stitute a first-hand investigation.

Even so, we hesitated. The saga of
the Lost Arch has been told and re-
told in past issues of DESERT, as
well as in a number of books. Half-
heartedly we riffled through our old
photo files. But we didn't remain
hall-hearted very long. Gardner was
surprised to discover two arches when
he explored the Turtle Mountains to
gather material lor his book, either



one ot which may have held the secret
of the lost lode. Our files revealed
three arches, each attributed to the
Lost Arch Mine legend. And none
of our three resembled his two! With
that, we took a closer look. What of
these numerous arches, we asked our-
selves? Which arch, if any, is the
arch?

Further research proved only one
thing. The Lost Arch Mine has more
faces than Eve. In addition to natu-
ral arches, one famous legend describ-
ed a man-made one—an adobe arch
erected to connect two huts occupied
by the Mexicans who discovered and
worked the mine. Diversion doesn't
end there. In another version, its dis-
coverer was an American named Ams-
den and in still others, a pair of pros-
pectors named Crocker and Fish.
Then, again, a German naturalist
named Kohler was to guide a pros-
pector named Packer to the famous
arch, but met with a fatal accident
en route. These are only a few of
the fables that shroud the Lost Arch
Mine. In addition, its location has
been variously reported in the Tur-
tles, in the Old Woman Mountains
and in the Whipples—all of Califor-
nia.

So what provocation have we to
consider it in the Trigo Mountains
on the Arizona side of the Colorado
River? Very little, other than the
fact that in Gardner's version the
discoverer, named Fish, expired in
Ehrenberg where his partner had
taken him for medical attention a few
davs following his rich discovery. If
Fish had been wandering down the
west bank of the Colorado, thirst-
maddened and hall-dead with expo-
sure, why, then, didn't they seek
medical help in Blythe on the Cali-
fornia side? Why would they take
ihe time to ferry the river to Ehren-
berg? Furthermore, who can prove
they were wandering down-river
rather than up; or on the west bank
rather than the east? In those days a
canny prospector didn't disclose even
the approximate location of a rich
placer before he'd staked and record-
ed his claim.

Considering all, only one factor
comes through loud and clear: there
was an arch in conjunction with the
lost rich vein. This, of course, was
a safe enough revelation on the part
of its discoverer. In those days any
prospector hardy enough to mount
a burro knew that the Turtle, Whip-
pie and Old Woman ranges were
lousy with arches.

So now we come to the Jackson
theory. The mine he came upon in
the Trigos was near the famous old
Clip Mine. The reason he suspicion-
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ed it might have had an association
with the Lost Arch Mine is because
it had caved in at the top and the
formation that appears to have once
formed an arch is a V-shaped slit.
Mr. Jackson suggests that this change
in structure might have resulted in
the loss of the rich vein's identifying
landmark.

The only way to settle the matter
was to go ii]) and take a look. This
we did, and it turned out to be our
most exciting desert adventure to
date.

It was late afternoon when the
load drew (lose to the river about 2:>
miles north of Yuma and we found
ourselves in the jungle. Unable to
turn around and return to the camp-
ground in the reserve, we pushed on.
Happily, the jungle was short lived
and soon opened into a wide wash
where smoke trees mingled with mes-
cjtiite and palo verde and even a
paradoxical saguaro shot up here and
there.

Somewhere in this area — between
20 and 18 miles above Yuma — a
Swiss Consul traveling aboard the

Red Cloud Mine to
Martinez Lake~l7MI.V

Yuma--55.7Mi.

stern-wheeler Cocopah that carried
freight to and from mining camps
along the Colorado in 1878, reported
a mountain called "Pot Mole" on
which were found remains ol ancient
habitations, line pottery and strange
weapons indicat ive of a c iv i l iza t ion
far more advanced than that of the
Indians found there by white man.
"There are rich gold mines in this
mountain," Francis Berton continued,
writing in his diary, "and in only a
few days two Americans found a poc-
ket containing about $7000 in large
nuggets."

References arc vague concerning
this mountain. There is a hill on the
California side near Laguna Dam
which old-timers refer to as the pot-
holes, but to thirsty prospectors any
location containing rock basins deep
enough to hold rain water was likely
to acquire such a name and there
were potholes on each side ol the
river. To further complicate matters,
the river (hanged its course a number
of times before dams were construc-
ted. Yuma was once on the Califor-
nia side! The Pot Hole Mountain de-
scribed bv the Honorable Francis



Above: Jack hears loud beeps on his
metal detector

Below:
author
Mine.

Robert Carr and friends tell
of their work at the Kathy D

Berton appears to have been on the
Arizona shore one autumn day in
1878. Where it is now, no one knows.

We noticed a charcoal lighter-
fluid can hanging from a limb oppo-
site a trail to the left. Hoping it
indicated a good camp spot, we
followed the trail up a hill and then
down to a willow-edged lagoon. We
would liked to have camped in this
tiny cove with its sandy beach, but
thoughtless campers had left such a
mess of cans and junk that we stop-
ped only long enough for a quick
swim.

Back on the main road, we camped
on a knoll beside Indian Wash and
cooked dinner while the sun dropped
behind the Trigos. Activity increased
during the night, but it wasn't hu-
man activity. A family of raccoons
raided our trash box and at dawn a
braying burro awakened us. But our
greatest thrill in the wildlife depart-
ment occured while sausage sizzled
over the fire and the aroma of coffee
spread far and wide. A mother doe
and her lawn crept timidly from a
cover of sagging mesquite and wan-
dered so close to us that Jack accused

them of begging coins to model for
photos. When I approached them
with my camera, however, t h e y
evaporated into an arroyo.

A few diggings scar the hills on
each side of the road, but the most
exciting remnant of early mining in
the Eureka district today exists in a
legend. It was here in Yuma Wash,
while hiking between Red Cloud
Mine to the north and La Fortuna
to the south, that prospector John
Nummel rested in the shade of a
palo verde tree and enjoyed a swig
of water from his canteen. More
from habit than anticipation, he ham-
mered a chunk of yellow quartz from
a nearby ledge. To his utter astonish-
ment, it shone with free gold. Not
equipped to take advantage of the
strike and, for reasons of his own,
not wishing to return immediately to
the Red Cloud, he pocketed the ore
and proceeded to La Fortuna where
he hoped to make enough money to
develop his mine later. However,
when the eventful day arrived, his
golden ledge was nowhere to be
found. All we Peppers can add to
this saga is that there are a heck of
a lot of palo verde trees in Yuma
Wash!

We were reveling in the wonderful
quiet of the desert when Trent called
our attention to a radio antenna tow-
ering above a hill to our left. Curious,
we followed a pair of tracks around
the low hill and into a wash. There,
appearing too suddenly for us to
withdraw unobserved, stalked two'
men with holstered guns strapped
around their hips. Jack stopped the
car and approached on foot, relieved,
I think, to see smiles on their faces.
We joined them in the shade of their
canopy to await three members of
their party with whom they were in
communication by radio—a system so
elaborate we accused them of having
the whole desert wired for sound.

Soon the others arrived, dropped
ore samples into a bucket and took
long drinks of water from a huge tank
they'd brought in by trailer. Robert
Carr of Yuma, owner of the Kathy
D Mine in Black Rock Wash, ex-
plained that the other prospectors
were friends who joined him week-
ends to help work his claims. They
hoped to take enough gold from
washes to finance a silver mining
operation.

Actually, in partnership with a
California man, Carr has 15 claims
in the Arizona Silver District, some
of which he hopes to sell. But first
he feels they must prove mining to-
day is profitable—which accounts for
his complex communications system.
Whereas in the old days it wasn't
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Right: Red Cloud mellows into the
landscape today. Below: Only impres-
sive remain of early grandeur.

safe for a miner to work isolated
areas alone, with a walkie-talkie radio
system, a man can be in constant
touch with workers or supervisors
and two claims can be worked simul-
taneously with only two men. Lou
Monroe, a hobby-prospector in the
radio business, set up the system for
Carr and expects it to pay for itself
in gold dust. Visitors are welcomed
to this camp, especially while its
owner has a few claims to sell!

Back on the main road, which re-
minded us of Baja's Highway No. 1,
we joggled north among a series of
shafts designated on our old mining
map as the Black Rock, Silver Glance
and Papago mines. The country grew
more rugged as we progressed, al-
though Carr's party reported that
they'd driven as far as Red Cloud in
late model passenger cars.

Jack stopped at a fathomless cavity
we pegged as the Black Rock mine to
see if our Goldak detector would
register any minerals still under-
ground. During productive days, Sil-
ver District produced over a million
dollars worth of ore, but m i n e r s
weren't as thorough then as they
could be with modern equipment to-
day. Judging from Jack's reaction
when he tuned-in his ear phones,
the old-timers overlooked plenty!
This metal locator, incidentally, is
different from those we have used on
other trips. This one is gauged to
react to minerals 20 feet or more un-
derground and which cover an area
of a foot or more in diameter. Models
more sensitive, but less strong, are
designed to detect smaller items, such
as relics and coins, buried in shallow
graves. Each model has its own ad-
vantages, depending upon what the
seeker seeks.

Our next stop was Red Cloud
mine about two miles north. Ruins
from World War II structures con-
trast grimly with those of the 1880s.
Red Cloud died twice—once in 1890,
again in 1949. The more recent struc-
tures, flimsily built, resemble tem-
porary movie sets, but the substan-
tial remains of older ones speak of
an erstwhile hope for an everlasting
bonanza.

Overlooking this ghost town, once
named Silent, are the broken walls
of what probably represented the
finest dwelling in town. Protuding
above a mound of sand, graceful
posts of a once-elegant brass bed
created a mystery. We recognized
them as an identical facsimile of a
bedstead we'd seen in a photo taken
many years ago by former DESERT

writer Harold Weight when he visit-
ed an old cabin occupied by the same
John Nummel of lost gold fame. Mr.
Nummel was at one time a caretaker
lor the Red Cloud, but lived away
from the property in a cabin on his
own homestead near Norton's Land-
ing.

Staggered along an opposite ridge
from this ruin are foundations of
houses dug into hillsides, with only
their facades built of stone. Every-
where are scattered masses of wea-
thered siding—the wind-strewn re-
mains of a wide roof that once cover-
ed La Cantina Plata, an old store-
saloon described by Nell Murbarger
in Ghosts of the Adobe Walls.

Silent, established in 1879 and
named for Judge Charles Silent, was
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A-frame dwelling of North Geronimo miner.

later renamed Pacific City. In addi-
tion to its function as a trading cen-
ter for the mines in the vicinity, it
also provided a way-station on the
Yuma-Ehrenberg stage run. A small
smelter was built in the 1880s, but
was unsuccessful and closed after
about three years. Rusting into ob-
livion and lying within a circumfer-
ence of several miles, equipment of
various ages and models rattles in
the desert wind, a requiem to times
that will never live again.

It wasn't our intention to camp at
the Red Cloud, but after following

several wrong roads in search of the
Clip Mine, we returned there for
our second night. One of these fiascos
carried us to Norton's Landing. This
we didn't regret, although the 14-mile
round trip through Red Cloud Wash
(for 4-wheel drive vehicles only) was
time-consuming. The scenery was
beautiful, but the old wagon road
was so faint we kept thinking of Wal-
ter Nelson, the Red Cloud Mine's
last caretaker whose lifeless body was
found in this wash beside his sand-
bogged car in 1955.

An earlier tragedy occured in 1884

Trent scouts ahead on his Burrito to look for old road.

when a flood of the Colorado de-
stroyed 30 Red Cloud company
houses and threatened the smelter at
Norton's Landing. Today's only
remnant of this once busy port where
river boats docked to load ore is a
tiny building constructed of willows.
Damming of the Colorado has so
changed the river's channel that Nor-
ton's Landing is now far inland and
hardly worth taking the time to visit.

Our second wrong route led to the
Dives Mine. Instead of turning on-
to Norton's Landing road, since it
had misled us on our first attempt,
we continued along the main road
leading north from the Red Cloud
Mine. Wash-outs rendered it im-
passable within a half-mile or so of
a huge mill hanging precariously
on the edge of a mountain above
rainbow-tinted tailings. The mill ap-
peared to be in reasonably good con-
dition. To explore it, however, would
require some mountain climbing and
road building.

In this area, I must admit, we came
upon the first desert land I've ever
interpreted as "mean." Perhaps it
was an array of bleached bones—some
with hoofs of burro still intact, others
fleshless arcs of ribs—barricading the
approach to Dives. Or, perhaps it
was a narrow canyon road to the
right that trapped us in a cul de sac
of sunless, yawning lairs. Whatever
it was, this portion of desert is not
for me. I love long, naked vistas, un-
compromising light and shadow,
subtle colors and unconventional
flora. To me, desert terrain is un-
complicated and honest. There's
nothing devious about life that stands
forth to be counted, alone, unclutter-
ed, protected only by an ability to
adapt and a determination to survive.

And that's why this section of des-
ert struck me as "mean." There were
no long vistas. It was treacherous,
dark and confining. And I'm sure a
vicious wild cat lurked in each black
lair. We backed out of the deadend
canyon as fast as we could and re-
turned to Red Cloud Mine to camp.

At dawn we again studied our
maps. It was just possible that the
original turnoff to the Clip Mine
road had washed away and we could
pick it up at another point. Trent
scooted ahead on his Burrito—a small
but sturdy trail bike with an extra-
wide rear tire for negotiating sand—
and soon found where an old road
turned from the main one and drop-
ped into a deep, jagged wash. We
waited while he crossed the wash, re-
appeared on the opposite side and
then disappeared behind a bluff.
Soon he came charging up the main
road toward us. He'd found where
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Shallow diggings at Mendevil looked
recent.

the old Clip Mine road crossed the
Norton's Landing road in Red Cloud
Wash—only 7/10 of a mile from the
Dives fork on the main road.

This illusive junction is in an area
of particularly deep sand. After a
short distance the road firms up,
however, but instead of sand, it's then
buried under boulders. Here, again,
a 4-wheel drive vehicle is necessary,
in addition to an experienced driver
and a determined wife! Jack said
later he'd never have undertaken it
without an accompanying car if we
hadn't had Trent's Burrito for sup-
plementary transportation.

Along this route we passed several
old mines. The South Geronimo,
what there is of it, sits on a plateau
out of sight above the Norton's Land-
ing junction and is difficult to reach,
but the North Geronimo is alongside
the road. Its main attraction is an
A-frame building with a roof that
slants to the ground and a peaked
ceiling barely high enough to accom-
modate a man. This sort of architec-
ture was contrived not for fashion,
but to conserve wood by the elimina-
tion of side walls. A trestle-table in-
side provided both work ajld eating
space and paths cleared among des-
ert-varnished stones outside indicated
a tidy housekeeper with time to
spare.

Two miles further, after squeezing
through narrow passes, negotiating
washed-out roads and removing a
number of boulders from the road,
we climbed a hill. There, across a
narrow valley and atop an opposite
mountain, loomed a very respectable
fully rounded arch. Also, tucked into
a stone cairn at a junction with an-
other trail was a wooden slat upon
which had been written in pencil,

Clip Wash left — Revelation Mine
right.

It was the Revelation Mine we
sought, but we hadn't expected to
find a sign pointing the way. The
direction to the "broken arch" given
by Mr. Jackson in his letter placed
it in the vicinity of the Clip Mine
and directly above the Revelation
Mine. We were getting close, but this
wasn't a "broken" arch, so we turned
right and, to our surprise, came upon
another sign. This one looked fairly
new and read, Revelation Mine. No
Trespassing.

Well, we hadn't come all this way
for nothing, so we trespassed along
the road, ignoring an offshoot to the
left where we could see distant ruins
of the Clip Mine, and continued on
until we arrived at the foot of a steep,
serpentined incline. It might have
been possible to climb this by auto,
but the risk was great.

"I'm game for a hike if you are,"
Jack challenged. So we filled a can-
teen from our water jug and set forth
in the noonday sun. At the moun-
tain's crest we stopped to rest and
commiserate upon the view. Not
that it wasn't thrilling, but another
incline fully as lofty as the one we'd
just climbed lay across a narrow ra-
vine and the trail led straight up its
perpendicular side. Two hills were
more than we'd bargained for, but
so were two arches! There, towering
directly before us, was another arch-
just as round and perfectly formed as
the one we'd passed at the Clip Wash
junction.

"Oh boy," I muttered, "just wait
'til we tell this to Uncle Erie!" But

that wasn't the only thing that mys-
tified us. Before precipitating our
mission, we'd checked with Arizona's
Department of Mineral Resources at
Phoenix and learned that the Revela-
tion claim was held by a gentleman
from Yuma named H. L. Duty, but
to the department's knowledge, had
never produced nor was it currently
being worked.

Nevertheless, signposts of f a i r l y
recent vintage indicated some sort of
visitation and shallow diggings on
the adjacent hill piqued our curiosity.
The old mining map we carried
showed a claim called the Mendevil
adjoining the Revelation. We were
not certain as to which claim the re-
cent diggings belonged and, look as
we might, we couldn't see anything
resembling a broken arch to identify
the latter.

After much huffing and puffing
and resting, it occured to us that the
broken arch might be tucked behind
a mountain crag and invisible from
our point of view. The only solution
was to march on! Going downhill
into the ravine was easy, but the sun
didn't grow any cooler and by the
time we'd reached the crest of the
next mountain our only goal was to
crawl into a shady cave. Had a wild
cat lurked there, I'd have said, simply,
"Move over."

Trent broke out the canteen and
we sprawled in the mouth of the cave
shelter until we'd built up enough
steam to face the up and down trail
back to our car. Jack examined
shallow trenches that looked newly
dug, but there were no other signs
that activity had transpired since the

Jack finds rare old beer bottle at Clip Mine

m.
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its base on the side where our car was
parked, nor even from the peak of
the first incline which sheltered it.
Whether the formation was due to
erosion or the result of early pros-
pecting we couldn't ascertain from a
distance. The Clip and other mines
in the district were worked for lead-
silver at a time when this metal was
more coveted than gold, so Mr. Jack-
son's suggestion that gold had been
overlooked in favor of silver could
be true, but whether or not this for-
mation once formed an arch is ques-
tionable. When bridged, if ever it
was, I believe it would have more
closely resembled a needle's eye.

It is understandable that Mr. Jack-
son would have used this distinctive
formation to identify the Revelation
Mine. But that Mr. Fish of the Lost
Arch Mine legend would have iden-
tified his golden outcropping with
a landmark so unobtrusive and dubi-
ous an arch when a perfectly good
one visible from great distances tow-
ered beside it, is unlikely. He might
have confided to his partner that
the gold lay in the vent of a needle's
eye, but then the legend would con-
cern a lost needle instead of a lost
arch.

I'm afraid we're going to have to
pass on this one. Like its California
neighbors, Arizona's Trigo Moun-
tains are overly endowed with arches.
As far as we Peppers are concerned,
the Lost Arch stays lost in the Turtles!

/ / /
Trent «??d /acft climb hill below V-
slit of Revelation Mine. Right: Only
from this perspective can both the
arch and slit be seen.

Mendevil claim was surveyed for
patent in 1887—if, indeed, this were
the Mendevil. It was at this stage of
speculation that "Revelation" struck
us.

"Look!" Jack pointed to the top
of a mountain wedged into a gully
directly south of the first hill we'd
climbed. At its base were shallow
diggings similar to ones we'd just
examined, but at its peak was a pro-
minent split. A jumble of rocks
spilled down its face from the V-
shaped crevice.

As we climbed the winding road,
it gradually faded behind the moun-
tain we ascended. This, we were
confident, was Mr. Jackson's broken
arch and the negligible diggings be-
low it, the Revelation Mine.' The
more extensive trenches on the sec-
ond mountain belonged to the Men-
devil.

The split was not apparent from
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