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First Prize

WHOOO?

For the best caption for this photo-
graph of the two Monkey-Faced Owls
DESERT Magazine will give an ex-
pense-paid guided tour through
Death Valley by Wanderlust Death
Valley Tours. You may either quote
the owls or describe them in the
caption which cannot be longer than
50 words. Entries must be postmarked
no later than March 1, 1965.

MONKEY-FACED OWLS Ted K. Martin Fresno, California

These Monkey-Faced Owls were exposed by electronic flash using a Hassel-
blad camera and 150mm Zeiss Sonner lens. A separate exposure was made

for the moon using a 500mm Dallmeyer lens.

FEBRUARY PHOTO CONTEST WINNERS

DESERT DWELLING Adele Reed Bishop, California

Buried by years of blowing sand this home of long ago is located at Teel's
Marsh, Mineral County, Nevada near the once active Salt and Borax Works.

DATA: Rolleiflex Magic 2 camera with Agfapan film.

Second Prize

PHOTO CONTEST RULES
1—Prints for monthly contests must be

black and white. 5x7 or larger, printed on
glossy paper.

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

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

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

S—Contests are open to both amateur
and professional photographers.

6—FIRST PRIZE will be $15; SECOND
PRIZE, 8. For non-winning pictures accep-
ted for publication $3 each will be paid.
Although not part of the contest. Desert
is also interest in viewing 4x5 color trans-
parencies for possible front cover use. We
pay $25 per transparency.
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NATIONAL DATE FESTIVAL Rare imports from world-wide localities
will be among the collections in the Gem and Mineral Show at the
National Date Festival in Indio, Calif., Feb. 12 through 22. Included
will be crystal for collectors, polished and unpolished cabachons,
onyx, plastic jewelry, hand-made rock, laminations, and glass and rock
of every hue. The annual National Date Festival is a salute to the
harvesting of the seven million dollar crop in Coachella Valley

Other features of the festival are the Arabian Nights Pageant
free to all festival visitors, camel and ostrich races, Queen Schehera-
zade and her royal court and hundreds of horticulture, floriculture,
home arts, junior livestock and other displays. The National Horse
Show is a daily event.

OTHER FEBRUARY EVENTS: Parada Del Sol, parade and rodeo,
Scottsdale, Ariz., Feb. 5-7. Tomato Festival, Niland, Calif., Feb 5-7.
Imperial Valley Carrot Carnival, Holtville, Calif., Feb. 17-21. Whiskey
Flat Days, celebrating the Kern River gold rush days, Kernville, Calif.
Feb. 18-21. Elmer Sears Lettuce Tournament, Brawley, Calif., Feb. 21-
28. Annual Cactus Show, Phoenix, Ariz., Feb. 21-28. California Mid-
Winter Fair, Imperial, Calif. Feb. 26-Mar. 7, parade on Feb. 27.
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New This Month

"PowerBoating the West Coast of
Mexico" by Spencer Murray & Ralph
Poole.

A cruise guide book of ports, boating
supplies and accommodations along
Mexico's Gulf of California mainland
from the top of the gulf to Puerto
Vallarta.

Map by Norton Allen, mileage & charts,
more than 90 photos. 280 pages.

Only book of its kind ever published.
Of interest to all boat owners. Colorful
dust jacket. $6.5 plus 20c packing and
dust jacket. $6.75 plus 20c packing and
postage. (California addresses add 27c

desert-southwest book store
P. O. Box 757

Palm Desert, Calif. 92260

Book $o/i Resen

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

Let DESERT say, "Thank you."

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.: 6253 Hollywood Blvd., L.A.
In Wash., D.C.: 1010 Vermont Aje., N.W.

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-12
1513 West Romneya Drive — Anaheim, Calif.

STANDING UP COUNTRY
By C. Gregory Crampton

"No popular image exists of the
canyon country of Utah and Arizona.
One reason is that no history of the
entire region has ever been written.
It has always been the segmented
view. Yet the history was as dramati-
cally rich as the landscape and was
given a unity by the river and its
canyons." Now, at last, a biography
of the region has been written by the
man who made the above statement.

Dr. C. Gregory Crampton, professor
of history at the University of Utah,
tackled this ambitious project with
the background and energy of a Su-
perman. No land in the uninhabited,
rugged area was too wild to resist his
appraisal. No colorful episode of
history eluded his pen. This is, in-
deed, the finest book ever published
on the wonders of the canyon country.

Illustrated with 16 photographs in
full color and over 100 black and
whites, the dramatic text covers the
times of the conquistadores, explorers,
cattle barons, Mormons, gold rush,
and famous Colorado river runners
and the area covered reaches from
Utah's Book Cliffs to the White Mesa
of Arizona and from Bryce National
Park to the Four Corners. Large for-
mat, 192 pages. Price } 15.00.

THE CALIFORNIA MISSIONS
Here, with information assembled

by the editors of Sunset Books, is the
most comprehensive book on Cali-
fornia missions ever published. Cali-
fornia's large cities grew up around
the 21 missions established to bring
Christianity and civilization to Stone
Age Indians. With the advent of trad-
ing vessels from New England, how-
ever, Alta California was doomed as
a province of Spain. Designed to be-
come as self-supporting as possible, it
wasn't long before various mission
colonies became so independent they
seceded from the mother country.
New Spain led the way in 1810 when
it set itself up as the Republic of
Mexico. At the same time, the Mexi-
can government ordered secularization
of the missions, whereas mission prop-
erties were turned over to the In-
dians. Unfortunately, the California
Indians were not yet ready for this,
so secularization became a means for
Spanish-Mexican settlers to obtain
land grants for themselves. That

land which passed from the missions
into the hands of Indians was quickly
gambled away or hoodwinked from
them. Having grown dependent upon
the misions for welfare and guidance,
the Indians were unable to support
themselves on their own. Uncared
for, the beautiful buildings deteriora-
ted and fell into ruin. Many have
been restored today; others are little
more than monuments.

Mission architecture is described in
detail and truly beautiful four-color
reproductions of California's out-
standing missions make this book one
of the nicest to come to our attten-
tion. It is a book to prize and one
we highly recommend. Hardcover,
321 pages, large format. $12.75.

Books reviewed may be ordered
from the DESERT Magazine Book
Order Department, Palm Desert,
California 92260. Please include
25c for handling. California resi-
dents must add 4% sales tax.
Enclose payment with order.

FOLLOWING THE FRONTIER
By Freeman Tilden

As the West's first great travelling
photographer, F. Jay Haynes really
did follow the frontier. With a rail-
road car of his own, he pulled in on
every spur between the Dakota and
Montana territories to photograph
sodbusters in their store - bought
clothes, miners, freighters and cow-
boys. As official photographer for the
Northern Pacific Railroad and new-
ly established Yellowstone Park, he
recorded many of these regions on
film for the first time. Now his photo-
graphs are in the Haynes Museum
along with a magnificient collection
of artifacts, books and rare miscellany
acquired by his son, the late Jack
Ellis Haynes of Bozeman, Montana.
It was with the help of Jack Haynes
that the author accumulated data for
this book, much of it never before
published.

Text in the book is lively and en-
compasses country as far reaching as
Canada, Puget Sound and Alaska.
Many of the photos are of famous
Indians. With 406 pages, this large
format book will be cherished by col-
lectors of Western Americana.

4 / Desert Magazine / February, 1965
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THE SHOSHONIS
By Virginia C. Trenholm and
Maurine Carley

Overlooked by historians, this tribe
of American Indians has at last found
a biographer. The Shoshonis roamed
the Great Basin area—Oregon, Cali-
fornia, Nevada, Utah and Idaho into
Wyoming—until they became absorb-
ed by the white man. Peaceful by
nature, they suffered hardship, per-
sonal affront and loss of dignity in
proving their abiding attachment to
white friends.

In a revelation that came to the
Mormon leader Joseph Smith in 1830,
the Latter-day Saints were obligated
to take the message of the Book of
Mormon to the natives. Thus a mis-
sionary party was instituted to at-
tempt to convert the Indians, estab-
lish friendly relations, and teach them
to cultivate soil, as game was growing
scarce in the area and the Indians
weren't prepared to exist without it
for food. This first company, led by
Elder Orson Hyde, went into the
region of the Green River where the
Mormons withstood attacks by un-
friendly mountain men and at last
achieved success by winning the trust
of two great Indian chiefs—Washakie
and Snag—who subsequently became
devout converts.

Illustrated with historical photo-
graphs, this hardcover, 367-page book
sells for $5.95 and is a revealing, well-
written account of an era and a
people worthy of recording.

HOSTEEN KLAH
By Franc Johnson Newcomb

The author and her husband oper-
ated a trading post on the Navajo
Reservation and lived there for 25
years. In this book she retells the his-
tory of the tribe as told to her by
Hosteen Klah, noted medicine man,
wealthy Navajo stockman and unsur-
passed weaver whose family were her
neighbors, helpers and close friends.
Through his influence she was in-
vited to attend ceremonies rarely wit-
nessed by white men and, because
she has a photographic memory, was
later able to sketch them to preserve
their flavor and symbolism.

The book is illustrated with black
and white photos of the various In-
dians she has described in the book.
It is nicely written and details, as us-
ual, material covered very thoroughly

vision...

LIVE A1000 LIVES
in One Lifetime

There are no physical limitations to
inner vision . . . the psychic faculties
of man know no barriers of space or
time. A world of marvelous phe-
nomena awaits your command. Within
the natural—but unused functions of
your mind are dormant powers that
can bring about a transformation of
your life.

The Rosicrucians (not a religion)
are an age-old brotherhood of learning.
For centuries they have shown men
and women how to utilize the fullness
of their being. This is an age of daring
adventure . . . but the greatest of all is
the exploration of self. Determine your
purpose, function and powers as a hu-
man being. Use the cou-
pon below for a free
fascinating book of ex-
planation, "The Mastery
of Life", or send your re-
quest to: Scribe: L.X.B.

SKI; WITHOUT EYES
by inner perception

SEARCH FOR
THE UNKNOWN

know uhen you find it

THIS
BOOK
FREE

THE ROSICRUCIANS UMORC)
S A N J O S E , C A L I F O R N I A

Scribe: L.X.B.
Rosicrucian Order, (AMORC)
San Jose, California, U.S.A.
Gentlemen:
/ am sincerely interested in making the utmost of my powers of self. Kindly send
me a free copy of "THE MASTERY OF LIFE".

NAME

ADDRESS^



Lowest Photo Print Prices
Highest Quality

Dev. & print 8 Jumbo prints
from Kodacolor film $1.78

Dev. & print 12 Jumbo prints
from Kodacolor film ....$2.42

Dev. & print 12 Jumbo prints and
new roll of Kodacolor film $3.30

Reprints from Kodacolor negs $ .16

Send for price sheets

and envelopes

All other
Photo prices are
comparably low

MARKET BASKET PHOTO CO.
P. O. Box 370, Yuma, Arizona or

P. O. Box 2830, San Diego, California

COMPACT-STYLE PHOTO ALBUM
. . . Opens like a compact. Gold finished fine
metal case houses 14 photos, 2V2"x2^" , pro-
tected by acetate windows. A cherished gift.
No. 510 (top right) with initials $1.69
No. 511 (left) "Our Family" $1.50
No. 512 (lower right) "Baby" $1.50

Send Check or Money Order to

MAX
P. O. Box 621

Nipomo, California 93444

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

| U l A seed- History, Botany, M.D.s,
^ J / | 1 1 1 1 a n c ' desert adventurer ac-

counts remark upon the
humble chia as the cereal with unusual vir-
tues and foremost for fatigue as an energy
restoring food.

Like the apple a day chia's kindness to the
gastro-intestinal tract, is there . . . and is
accounted a real friend to abused stomachs,
including the chronically liquored, when
other foods are not tolerable. Chia's one
to three spoonsful a day, takes no back seat
as nutrient. It can be a great thirst assuager,
a reserve food, and a satisfying, pacifying
food for weight control with day long energy.

Great in baking aroma, and flavor in luxu-
rious country club pancakes. Our's is real,
clean chia. 26 ounces $4 postpaid with ab-
sorbing 8M word Chia Story. Story alone,
50c. Pollen available, 1 Ib. $7.

POLLEN CHIA COMMERCE
854-8 Ninth St. Santa Monica, Calif. 90403

SPICE YDUR
S P A N I S H 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.

"Jala mas un pelo de mujer, que
una yunta, de bueyes."

A single woman's hair, can pull
more than a team of oxen.

"De el arbol caido, todos quieren
hacer lena."

From the fallen tree, everyone
wants to make firewood.

"Mas vale pajaro en mano que
ver un ciento volar."

A bird in your hand is better than
the sight of a hundred on the wing.

any number of times in other books.
It's hard to find anything new to say
about the Navajos as a tribe, but the
author has tried valiantly to achieve
freshness by using a biographical
slant regarding individual Navajos.
If you haven't already read enough
about the religion and heritage of
these interesting people, you'll find
this a pleasant book. Hardcover, 225
pages. $5.95.

ARIZONA'S DARK AND
BLOODY GROUND

By Earle R. Forrest
Probably the wildest Western thril-

ler to be written, this newly revised
edition vividly relates the struggle
for range rights that eventually de-
generated into a gunfire war "to the
last man." Making the Tennessee
Martin's and McCoy's feud sound like
a tea party, Arizona's Grahams and
Tewksburys harbored a vengeance so
violent that its tale shouldn't be read
by the faint of heart—among which
this reviewer numbers. However, if
you like this sort of thing, Mr. For-
rest has done a fine and authentic
job of recreating it for those who,
unlike himself, were not on the scene.
As one of the first to bring a camera
into the Western frontier, his rare,
old photos illustrate the book. Inter-
esting bits of Arizona history and
color make it valuable for collectors
of Western Americana. Hardcover,
385 pages. $5.95.

RECOMMENDED BOOKS ON
GHOST TOWNS

SOVEREIGNS OF THE SAGE by Nell Murbarger
is a word-picture of Old Timers of the desert
whose vanishing generation spanned the era
from covered wagons to satellites. Traveling
hundreds of miles into back country, the author
garnered historical facts that would otherwise
have been lost to history. Hardcover. 342
pages. $6.00. Some copies autographed.

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.

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.

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

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.

JEEP TRAILS TO COLORADO GHOST TOWNS by
Robert L. Brown. An illustrated, detailed, infor-
mal history of life in the mining camps deep in
the almost inaccessible mountain fastness of the
Colorado Rockies. Fifty-eight towns are included
as examples of the vigorous struggle for exist-
ence in the mining camps of the West. 239
pages, illustrated, end sheet map. Hard Cover.
$5.50.

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.

GHOST TOWN TRAILS by Lambert Florin is third
in a series that ranks among the best ghosttown
books ever written. Excellent photos and stories
cover an area that stretches across the entire
west from Alaska to New Mexico. Large format,
192 pages. Hardcover. Price $12.50.

I PAINT THE GHOST TOWNS by Evelyn Boynton
Grierson is a current record of 20 Nevada and
California ghost towns as depicted by this
talented young artist who makes her reports
with brush and paint. Large format, black and
white reproductions, text covers each ghost
town. $3.00.

SHADY LADIES OF THE WEST by Ronald Dean
Miller is a lively account about lively women.
Hardcover, 224 pages. $6.95.

BUNKER HILL LOS ANGELES by Leo Politi is a
colorful, large format, hardcover book by an
outstanding artist who brings alive the gaiety
and charm of a once elegant and fashionable
neighborhood that is now being razed to make
way for modern city buildings. Wonderful, full-
color reproductions. $9.00.

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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NEVER

EAT

CROW

by Bob and Jan Young

WISE MAN once observed that
if all men were transformed into
birds, very few would be clever
enough to qualify as crows.

Perhaps that is why there are so
many of them. Estimates indicate
their number has increased since the
Pilgrims landed, despite the fact these
feather egg-heads are beset on every
side by enemies.

Man has wired favorite nesting
trees with dynamite to simultaneous-
ly destroy hundreds, which he could
never shoot because the crow seems
to have the ability to gauge the range
of a gun. Owls and other natural
enemies have taken their toll. Even
the crow himself decimates his own
ranks by occasional executions!

Crows seem to have evolved an
unique system of justice, which in-
volves trial and punishment of the
errant bird. Great numbers gather at
a designated safe spot, with guards
posted. The crow being tried is
usually encircled by the others and
there follows a great deal of chattering,
just as though a prosecution and de-
fense were being offered. These dis-
cussions may last for hours, their
voices increasing in volume or subsid-
ing as seems warranted. At length,
when a decision apparently has been
made, the entire flock flies off with

the matter forgotten, or the others
peck the convicted crow to death and
leave him behind without a backward
glance. Here, indeed, is a mystery
which may never be solved.

While an occasional criminal may
be killed, their overall sagacity ex-
plains their survival and success. They
never alight to feed without first post-
ing reliable guards at points which
provide maximum security from all
directions, (Inattentive guards are
thought to be later indicted at bird
trials.) In almost every instance, the
sentries have an unerring sense of
danger: let an automobile drive by,
even slowly; a dog sniff through a
nearby field with its young master;
even a cat, for whom hundreds of
crows are more than a match, go its
way and the flock is not alerted. But
let a man, armed with any type of
weapon, appear and screeches and
black wings immediately fill the air.

Their individual intelligence is evi-
dent in other aspects too. At least one
could utter human words. And since
humor is often considered a key to
intelligence, the crows get their jollies
in a number of ways.

One of the most usual is for a
crow to follow an intent gardener
busy planting seeds. The crow will
follow along behind and pluck up
the seeds merely to set them on the
sides of the furrows without any at-
tempt, or seeming desire, to eat them.

He apparently does this out of some
puckish sense of humor.

They are among the worst known
creatures for stealing glittering ob-
jects that catch their eyes. Some
crows become so bold they will take
ignition keys from unattended motor
vehicles, which in a way, might be a
service after all . . .

But they are gregarious and this
is perhaps the real reason for their
survival. (There is heated discussion
between conservation forces a n d
others whether this survival is for the
overall good or not.) A crippled or
wounded crow will be patiently moth-
ered by another black genius, who
will forage for food and attend to his
other wants. A crippled crow once
fell into a river and his brethren hov-
ered over him providing aid and
steering him safely ashore.

A tethered or trapped crow will sel-
dom exhaust himself in attempting to
solve his problem alone. If he is un-
successful in cutting the string with
his beak, untying the knot or unlatch-
ing the door, he may enlist the aid of
his fellow crows who will all add their
efforts in helping the distressed bro-
ther.

Despite their depredations, these
shiny black geniuses do some good and
from the manner in which they so
generously aid each other, mankind
perhaps could learn a lesson. / / /



This portrait, presented to a New Mexico mission by a
Spanish king, instituted two wars and wound up as the
object of one of the U.S. Supreme Court's hottest battles.

K,

The Miracle of San Jose
by Marge Johnson

.ING CHARLES II of Spain was
having problems with his New Mex-
ico province. Indians, revolting in
and around Santa Fe, killed Spanish
settlers. Others destroyed missions
and massacred Franciscan priests.
Only one community enjoyed peace
in the year of 1696 and that was
Acoma, the famous Sky City which
still stands today.

In this Indian city a Spaniard had,
miraculously, won the respect of its
native population. Tall, thin, and clad
in a long dust-covered robe, he first
appeared on the citadel's outskirts in
the year 1629. Greeted with a volley
of Indian arrows, Franciscan apostle
Fray Juan Ramirez' only weapon was
his faith in God. According to leg-
end, a child fell from a high cliff dur-
ing the fracas and landed at the
padre's feet. Believing this a bless-
ing, Father Ramirez lifted the unin-
jured child and struggled up the
steep rock trail to place the precious
burden in the arms of its mother.
This won him friendship with the
Indians of Acoma.

Throughout the years Fray Ramirez
taught his flock better methods of
farming and building, but his most
imposing accomplishment was in the
construction of the largest Francis-
can mission erected in New Mexico
territory. In view of trouble else-
where, it occured to King Charles II
that a reward for this effort might
set an example for other settlements
and squelch any possible uprising
idea fomenting among the Indians of
Acoma.

His choice for this gift was strange,
indeed. It was an enormous painting
executed by an unkown artist. A
more cultivated nation might have
considered it a joke. The portrait,
poorly rendered and composed, was
of St. Joseph, foster father of Jesus.
In his arms he holds an infant be-
lieved to be the Holy Child. The
painting was shipped in a Spanish
galleon and survived the perils of
sea in fine condition. The ship dock-
ed at Vera Cruz and from there the
heavy crate traveled by wagon to
Mexico City. To reach Santa Fe,
capital of the New Mexico province,
it was hauled by mule train 1,600
miles. From there armed escorts ac-
companied it the final rough, arid
130 miles to isolated Acoma.

The church had been partially de-
stroyed by a revolt in 1680, but with
the arrival of the King's gift it was
restored and a new coat of white-wash

8 / Desert Magazine / February, 1965



applied to its walls. A holiday was
declared to celebrate the ceremony
and at last San Jose's portrait hung
above the high altar.

Years passed and it was noticed by
neighboring tribes that Acoma had
prospered in all its undertakings dat-
ing from the day the painting was
hung, while Laguna, only 16 miles
to the northwest, suffered crop fail-
ures, storms and epidemics. As a
result, Laguna's headmen held a
pow-wow. "We," the council said,
"are as righteous as they. We are
pious in our church and obey the
padre. We have as much right to
the miraculous powers of the sacred
painting as have they!" Thus, they
made a trip to Acoma to tell of their
woes and beg to borrow the San Jose
portrait until its benedictive power
overcame their misfortunes.

The natives of Acoma had grown
devoted to their benevolent Saint,
and they, too, believed in its powers.
But many of those now living in La-
guna were once of Acoma, so Acoma's
council took pity and in a spirit of
Christian love agreed to loan the por-
trait on the condition that the La-
guna men would promise to return
it to its rightful place by the next
new moon.

The Laguna delegation agreed to
these terms and, with great joy, bore
the canvas to Laguna. There the en-
tire population worshipped the re-
vered painting daily and lo, their
troubles seemed to vanish!

The day of return came and went.
Acoma grew alarmed. At last they
sent a delegation to Laguna to retrieve
their painting. A Laguna spokesman
received them with hostility. He
stated buntly that the portrait belong-
ed to Laguna and it would remain
there even if he had to declare war.

This threat was related to a coun-
cil back in Acoma. Their current
padre, Fray Mariano de Jesus, was
consulted. He pointed out that if
they fought the Laguna population,
twice their own number, and on La-
guna's grounds, they wouldn't have
the advantage of the safe, high cita-
del that had always protected them
at Acoma. It would be better to
negotiate, he advised, and acting as
intermediator, he subsequently ob-
tained an agreement from both sides
to have the painting placed in his
care until they could agree upon its
proper owner.

The day of decision arrived. Both

tribes met at the Acoma church. The
padre prayed an urgent prayer ask-
ing for God's help in reaching a fair
decision. He then placed 12 slips of
paper in a clay olla. All were blank
except one. On this he made a crude
sketch of San Jose. A child from each
side was selected to participate in the
drawing and the side drawing the slip
with the sketch would win the paint-
ing for its own. The first four draws
were blank. And then the fifth bore
the sketch. Acoma tribesmen shouted
with joy. It was their child who
drew the prize!

But their joy was short lived. At
early Mass one morning the wall of
the high altar stood empty. Laguna
citizens had stolen the beloved Saint!

Again Fray Mariano intervened. It
had been 150 years since the painting
first arrived in Acoma and now New
Mexico was a territory of the United
States. The padre reminded the citi-
zens of Acoma once again of their
small number and warned them that
in war the painting might become
damaged or destroyed. After long ses-
sions of delicate diplomacy, he finally
persuaded both sides to take the case
to the United States court in Santa
Fe. In spite of their lack of faith in
the white man's court, delegates were
chosen to represent Acoma and La-
guna, lawyers were hired, and the
case was presented to court. After
lengthy deliberation, the Judge de-
creed that the painting rightfully be-
longed to Acoma.

Laguna representatives would not
accept this decision and appealed to
the Supreme Court of the Territory.
There, they argued that their people
were of the Acoma tribe and this en-
titled them to the painting. Never-
theless, the original decision was up-
held and they were commanded to
return it to Acoma.

Again Acoma resounded with joy.
A group was formed to march to
Laguna to retrieve their precious
Saint. About half-way there, the
delegation was astonished to discover
the painting propped against a rock
on the trail. Falling to their knees,
they offered fervent prayers. It was
a miracle! And there are Indians liv-
ing in Acoma today who still believe
the portrait of San Jose traveled the
trail alone in its eagerness to reach
its rightful home.

And there it continues to hang to
this day, cracked and faded, in the
dim light of Acoma's great mission,
San Estevan. / / /

These oval flecks of dark, trans-
parent stone found at the foot of
a steep bluff near Superior, Ari-
zona are APACHE TEARS, let
science name them what it wi l l .
The legend is that defeated war-
riors leaped from a cliff, prefer-
ring death to capture, and their
kinsmen's tears were preserved In
stone. Arizona is a rockhound's
paradise full of mineral treasures.
Pick up petrified wood and other
rarities in the specially marked
"Rockhound Loop" near St. Johns
in the White Mountains. Whether
ynu are beginner or professional,
the lure of discovery is behind
every cactus, in every canyon, over
every h i l l . From agate to tu r -
quoise, cat's eye to tourmaline,
chalcedony to lapis lazuli, this is

gem country. Annual
gem and m i n e r a l
shows only hint at the
f a s c i n a t i n g ho l iday
a w a i t i n g you on a
rockhound adventure
tour of . . .

AMAZING

Bernard M. Mergen, Director
ARIZONA DEVELOPMENT BOARD, Oept.1 83
1500 W. Jefferson, Phoenix, Ariz. 85007

Send me ••. Rockhound Primer,
Vacation literature.
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X HE STUDY of fossils can be an
interesting adjunct to weekend des-
ert trips in search of minerals, gems,
bottles, and other desert finds. For
here, among broken sections of the
earth's crust caused by faulting,
erupting, and mountain-building, are
revealed fragments of life that exist-
ed millions of years before man put
in his precarious appearance. Fossil-
ized traces of prehistoric life may be
seen throughout the world, but those
found in desert locations are particu-
larly interesting. One such area is
about eight miles from Barstow, just
off the Fort Irwin Road. Here are
bones, teeth, and petrified trees that
belonged to the prehistoric age known
as the later Miocene Epoch.

Approximately 15 million years
ago, the Barstow area was a grassy
plain with a mild climate, abundant
water, and luxurious palm trees. The
age of reptiles had flourished and
passed, with the last of the great
dinosaurs unaccountably extinct for
about 70 million years. Mammals were
rising on the evolutionary ladder and
latecomer man was millions of years

from appearing on the scene. As
could be expected, grass eaters, and

the carnivores that preyed off them,
were the principal actors on the
scene. Some birds and animals of that
era remain today, but many more
have evolved into other forms or, like
the great dinosaurs, have become ex-
tinct. Oddly enough, only a few
major forms of animal life that oc-
cured there then have survived on
this continent. At that time, a land
bridge existed between Alaska and Si-
beria and life migrated freely between
the two continents. Later this bridge
sank and animals who were ancestors
of present-day wild-life adapted them-
selves according to the conditions and
climates they encountered.

One of the most awesome of pre-his-
toric Barstovian beasts was the great
dog-bear, an ancestor of modern bears
and dogs. It was the largest predator
of that time, being considerably lar-
ger than our grizzlies. A species of
sabre-tooth cat also preyed on the
Miocene grass eaters that frequented
the grassy plains. Several types of cam-
el, a small horse, and an even smaller
prong-horned ancestor of the antelope
were among the herbivores victimized
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by the giant bear and the powerful
sabre-tooth.

Although scientists have learned
much about our prehistoric past, great
finds still remain to be made in the
Calico area. This was just appreciated
in 1954 when prehistoric insect fossils
were dug up and again in February
of 1964 when the area was included
as part of the Calico Resources Con-
servation Area. This 125,000-acre
tract extends from Black and Opal
Mountains to Coyote Lake and Calico,
and takes in an area 38 miles long
and from 5 to 13 miles in width. At
the present time, a section of Coyote
Lake is under excavation by a group
working with the National Geogra-
phic Society for the purpose of un-
earthing artifacts of early man.

The Calico Resources Conservation
Area was set up by the Bureau of Land
Management in an effort to preserve
an area of historical interest. Devel-
opment plans contain provisions for
construction of campsites, additional
access roads, and hiking and riding
trails. The fossil bed area includes
a section known as Rainbow Basin.
This is easily reached by vehicles with
high clearance, although large camp-
ers and trailers might jam in the
narrow canyons. The Rainbow Basin
loop is a one-way dirt road and covers

approximately 4 miles of some of the
most picturesque geological forma-
tions in the country.

Rainbow Basin comprises a dazzl-
ing profusion of lofty spires, broken
cliffs, and up-ended rock. In many
places it is difficult to determine
whether the strata is jutting into the
air at ;i 45 degree angle, or whether
it has flipped over and is now 135
degrees from its original position. As
many as 20 different layers of earth
and vari-colored stone can be count-

ed, and it is in these layers of mud
and volcanic ash that fossils are
found.

Beyond Rainbow Basin are Coon
Canyon and Fossil Canyon. Fossil
Canyon is considered richer in fossils
than Rainbow Basin, but probably
not as rich in color and is far more in-
accessible. Even with the current to-
pographical map (1955) we were un-
able to locate the roads into these
canyons and recommend them only
for 4-wheel drive vehicles. / / /

it RAISES ...it LOWERS -it's HYDRAULIC 1
The unique hydraulic mechanism which raises the
camper top can be safely operated even by a small
child. Locks prevent accidental lowering. The top
is lowered quickly by the simple turn of a valve.

The Alaskan Camper is quickly transformed from
its compact low silhouette on the road to roomy
walk-in living quarters. Drive safely at any speed
with minimum drag and sway. Moments later, enjoy

the comfort and convenience of a weathertight,
high ceiling, home away from home complete with
three burner stove, sink, cabinets, ice box, beds,
and many other luxury features. EVERY NEW
ALASKAN CAMPER CARRIES A WARRANTY.

Write today to the factory nearest you for free folder describing the most advanced camper on the road.

R. D. HALL MFG. INC., 9847 Glenoaks Blvd., Sun Valley (San Fernando Valley),
California, Dept. D

CAMPERS, INC., 6410 South 143rd Street, (Tukwila), Seattle, Washington, Dept. D
PENNACAMP, INC., 401 West End Ave., Manheim, Penna., Dept. D
CANADIAN CAMPERS, 77 Pelham Ave., Toronto 9, Ontario, Canada, Dept. D

MOBILE LIVING PRODUCTS (B.C.) LTD., P.O. Box 548, Red Deer, Alberta, Dept. D
MOBILE LIVING PRODUCTS (B.C.) LTD., (Sales Office Only),

500 - 20th St., New Westminster, B.C., Dept. D
R. D. HALL MFG., INC., Texas Division,5761 Cullen Blvd., Houston, Texas, Dept. D
FORT LUPTON CAMPERS, 420 Denver Ave., Fort Lupton, Colorado, Dept. D

February, 1965 / Desert Magazine / 11



CLOUDBURST,
Desert Styile

by

doris cerveri

HE "GULLY-WASHER" is one
of Nature's strangest phenomena.
Torrential rainfalls in which precipi-
tation reaches 10 inches in less than an
hour occur frequently in Southwest-
ern deserts. These storms are devas-
tating and sudden. Desert travelers,
especially those who camp, should al-
ways be on the alert.

One cloudburst after another has
plagued Nevada throughout t h e
years. The earliest on record occur-
ed in 1862 near Genoa. A man, stand-
ing beside a friend, was swept away
and never seen again. In 1874 a simi-
lar disaster hit in the same area.

Inclines or valleys, in which towns
such as Austin and Eureka in Nev-
ada are situated, provide natural set-
tings for storm destruction. Currents
have rushed 10 feet deep and 100
feet wide during storms in these
areas. Byways are in as much danger
as buildings. An 1874 cloudburst in
Eureka washed away substantially
constructed houses and engulfed a
stagecoach loaded with passengers.

Of all desert areas, Nevada seems
to have suffered the most. One mem-
orable torrent climaxed a bang-up

celebration in honor of the comple-
tion of the narrow gauge railroad in
Tonopah in July of 1904. Immedi-
ately following the festivities, not one,
but a series of cloudbursts and thun-
derstorms, unparalleled in number
and severity, washed out tracks all the
way from Rhodes to Silver Peak and
Coaldale. After being rebuilt, they
were swept away a second time. More
rains came on Monday, August 22,
1904. Five miles of Tonopah roadbed
vanished completely. When the
waters receded, it was discovered that
the track was in worse condition than
had been supposed. Crews sped out
to make repairs, but a week later a
train left Sodaville and ran into an-
other cloudburst. Before high ground
could be reached,' the tracks ahead
and behind were washed away, leav-
ing the engine and cars stranded.

A light rain fell in Lovelock on
July 18, 1912, while 25 miles away, in
the small mining community of Ma-
zuma, this rain turned into a 20-foot-
high sheet of water. Bits of houses,
the little postoffice and the dance hall
whirled and bobbed in the torrent.
All but two structures in the entire
town were swept away in the ava-
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lanche of water. Four small children
and five adults lost their lives and
many people were injured.

Residents of Goldfield were enjoy-
ing a pleasant rain which started fall-
ing about 11 o'clock on Saturday, Sep-
tember 13, 1913, but at 2:15 a distant
roar announced the opening of a
great black cloud. Nearby Rabbit
Springs Canyon resounded to the
pounding of the turbulent w a t e r s
and 50 cabins were swept away like
matchsticks while the flood rushed to
the "red light" district and rolled on
to the Tonopah and Goldfield rail-
road yards. Waves of water four feet
high engulfed city streets and stores
and basements were filled to over-
flowing, their contents completely
damaged. People still occupied some
of the houses being carried down the
streets on the current. Rescuers se-
cured ropes and, bracing themselves
against the force of the water, threw
lines to those in the midst of the flood
to save their lives. Most buildings
were reduced to kindling wood by the
force of the water. One victim, a Mrs.
DeGarmo, wife of a livery stable
keeper, was warned of the danger,
but returned to her house to save
some furniture.

Nevada's most recent cloudburst
occurred at Galena Creek, about 14
miles from Reno, in July 1956. This
popular picnic ground and camping
area was completely destroyed when
an immense sheet of water rushed
down the canyon, carrying boulders
and automobiles with it. Four people
lost their lives—three being members
of one family. Two of the victims
were buried under tons of silt, mud,
rocks and debris and it took three
weeks to recover their bodies.

As more and more people venture
into desert country—on foot, by jeep,
or on horseback, a word of caution is
necessary. Don't camp in low places
between mountains, in gullies, rav-
ines, washes or out on flats. Always
find a high place. To camp where
it is low is to risk your life. Also, if
you are on the desert and the sky
turns a dirty, slate gray with black
cloud formations rolling and tossing
toward each other, don't stand around
until you hear a sudden crescendo
like crashing cymbals. Because, if
you are inadvertently in the path of
a cloudburst, there will be no time
for escape. First, a few drops will
fall, but this misleading patter may
soon run an inch deep — then waist-
deep. Every gully, ravine, and natural
basin will burst with run-away water,
and if brooks or small streams are in
its path, they will unite with the on-
slaught. Such an awesome spectacle
you will never forget! / / /

THREE SPRING ART EXHIBITS . . .
at the

. . . desert-southwest art gallery

Jan. 20-Feb. 10
Feb. I I - Mar. 4
Mar. 4-Mar. 31

Val Samuelson
Ned Pankin and Fremont Ellis
Bill Sharer—Ned Jacob

Also, paintings by Ted DeGrazia, John Hilton, Bill Hampton, Karl
Albert, Warner Baird, Jack Dudley, Jack Forrest, Dale Logan Hill,
Bob Rishell, Ray Friesz, and Wilton McCoy.

desert-southwest art gallery
Open daily, 9 to 5; Sundays noon to 5 No admission fee

(In The Desert Magazine Building,
Highway 111, Palm Desert)

MOCCASINS COWBOY BOOTS
$anct/ Westefm

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

MOCCASIN SHOP
174 NORTH PALM CANYON DRIVE

PALM SPRINGS, CALIFORNIA PHONE 325-6425

s finest

CHILEAN MESQUITE
(Prosopis Chilensis)

Only $4.00
* 'A"'

Long Lived • Fast Growing • Evergreen Leaves Year 'Round • Transplant Year 'Round, Best

In Winter • Leaves Never Drop • Container Grown • Deep Rooted • Impervious to Disease.

3 to 4 Foot Trees Only $4.00—Up to 7 Feet 50 cents per foot additional

SPECIAL PRICES IN LARGE QUANTITIES

LEO BAUMSTARK, 37974 Vineland Avenue, Cherry Valley, California 92223
Area Code 714 BEAUMONT 845-1936

(Located 3 miles north of Beaumont, Calif, on Beaumont Avenue,
just off the San Bernardino Freeway.)

(F.O.B. Beaumont, Small Mail Shipping Charge)
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FALLEN GIANT
by lucile martens

M..EMORIES ARE short and recre-
ation lovers are quick to forget the
past in a search for newer and better
fishing grounds. Lake Morena stands
among the forgotten, but for those
who look to the future, its history
bears a lot of repealing.

Cradled high in the mountains
separating the desert of San Diego
County from its beach, is Morena
Valley. Early in 1895 it was a rock-
studded meadow surrounded with a
picturesque rim of misty mountains.
Through this pleasant pasture land
drifted the lazy waters of the Upper
Cottonwood Riser, at times joined by
those of Kitchen Creek, La Posta
Creek, and Mahagaut Creek. In late
spring, alter rain and melting snow

had been tossed down from the near-
by mountains, those two streams
widened and deepened and danced
wildly over the rocks. Both crops and
livestock thrived.

Mountain rainstorms were frequent
and heavy in those days. It is record-
ed that in 1896, in nearby Campo, it
rained 10.26 inches in 80 minutes.
Heavy storms regularly turned crystal
streams into raging torrents which in
turn washed out crude roads and
bridges and took their toll of sheep
and cattle.

To the west, sleepy San Diego was
stirring restlessly. Although water
from Lake Cuayamaca had been har-
nessed for city use in 1888, and an
earthen dam had been built in lower
Otay more recently, these sources only

sharpened the city's thirst. So while
thriving San Diego sucked water from
its two mountain reservoirs, pumped
wells dry, borrowed from neighbors
and struggled to maintain its growth
with dwindling water supplies, the
city planners eyed Morena Valley
with envy.

Just before the turn of the cen-
tury, E. S, Babcock and J. D. Sprec-
kels. pioneer owners of the Southern
California Mountain Water Com-
pany, proposed building a dam at
the head of the wild canyon behind
Morena Valley. This ambitious pro-
ject, when completed, would halt the
flow of water from the Morena basin
and store it for later use by the city
of San Diego as needed. The plan,
although elaborate, sounded feasible
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to the otficiak and the contract was
signed.

In July 1895, the first wagon load
of workers and supplies made its
steep and treacherous ascent and
work was started toward this goal.
But Morena did not yield meekly. For
two heart-breaking years it resisted
with every rock and stone and flood-
ing stream.

Engineers were challenged by des-
ert heat and winter snows. The tam-
ing of the Morena Valley was a feat
too difficult and too expensive for
its time and in 1898 the work was
suspended.

Eleven years passed. Babcock and
Spreckels reconnoitered t h e i r re-
sources; Morena lay dormant and re-
bellious. Then in 1909 the job was
attacked with new vigor. Although
30 mules strained to haul the boiler
up the mountain trail, new funds,
better equipment and a d v a n c e d
know-how and government coopera-
tion marked the new effort with suc-
cess. Morena continued to resist until
the last, but every inch of construc-
tion of the original 150-foot dam
stands today as a monument to the
men who made it possible.

Morena dam was completed in
1912. The officials of San Diego con-
tracted for the abundant supply of
water and took a 10-year option to
purchase the property and all water
rights. In 1913 the City of San Diego
voted a $1,500,000 bond issue and in
191 1 took up their option and pur-
chased Lake Morena. The late of the
giant lake was sealed.

But Morena's rich productivity was
short lived. Years of drought came
upon the county and the supply of
water in the reservoir dwindled. By
the winter of 1915 dry winds and
evaporation took their toll. The City
opened the lower valves and drained
the lake to the last possible drop, but
still there was not enough water for
the stricken ones below.

Hatfield, the famous Rainmaker,
appeared on the scene. He was slen-
der, mild-mannered and brimming
with confidence. He brought with
him a record of success in other parts
of the world, and claimed he could
make rain at will. City officials lis-
tened unwillingly but thirstily. In the
the end they agreed to a fee of .810,000
il he should succeed in refilling Mor-
ena reservoir.

It was a bargain! They shook
hands all 'round and Hatiield ac-
cepted the challenge.

All eyes turned toward Morena.
Hatiield built his scrawny tower stra-
tegically near the lake and installed

Millions of tons of solid rock tocnl into Die \>ui)iing o\ }\\M'£na
of the earliest rock-fill dams in the nation.

his pots and secret chemicals. Here,
probing as near heaven as his clumsy
tools would bring him, he offered
wisps of smoke to the gods of rain.

The mountains and the valleys
waited! Some folks prayed while
others scoffed. Down below in San
Diego old-timers passed an occasional
bet with their eyes on the sky. The
City Fathers joined anxiously in their
prayers, but secretly congratulated
each other that no money had yet
passed hands.

Then, in the midst of jests and
supplications, the clouds rolled down
from the north and the rains came.
Not "Hatiield" rains, mind you,'but
just plain, everyday dri/./.les that soak-
ed into the parched earth and brought
assurance of more to come.

Safely perched on his tower, Hat-
iield himself modestly viewed these
early showers while claiming that
more would come. But in spite of
his predictions the rain stopped for
several days, while skies lowered,

•

The pack mule was the principle means of transportation. Here repair crew
arrives after the storm of 1916.
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wells re-filled, and an ominous black
cloud rolled up and hovered directly
over the Morena Dam. Local resi-
dents became uneasy; farmers eyed
the sky apprehensively. Even the city
officials unwillingly conceded that a
good thing had gone far enough and
that more rain might bring disaster.

On January 27, 1916, the bottom
fell out of the sky! Sheets of rain
washed through stream beds and
down gullys; bridges were torn from
their moorings and roads were obli-
terated.

Cries for help were drowned in the
raging downpour, "We've had enough
. . . please, no flood!" But the pleas
fell upon deaf ears because telephone
lines were down and communications
impossible.

Every creek and canyon became a
raging torrent. In Mission Valley far-
mers and their families fled their
homes; cattle and sheep gathered on
higher ground. Earth-filled Lower
Otay Dam resisted the deluge for a
while but then crumbled and fell.
The churning cataract, now uncheck-
ed, turned its full fury on the city of
Otay, uprooting t r e e s , shattering
buildings and swallowing h o m e s ,
pets, and people in its greedy race
to the ocean.

Only Morena Dam, at the crest of
the mountain country, held firm
against the wrath of the unbridled
storm. Constructed of solid rock to
check and store water for the growing

city of San Diego, it now stood val-
iantly in the path of total devastation
and unflinchingly performed its gi-
gantic task. In this hour of grave
danger, this Giant of Morena saved
the city from destruction.

And what about Hatfield? Should
he be blamed for this disaster? Or
should we blame his employers? Did
he really have the supernatural pow-
ers which he claimed and seemed to
have exhibited?

The man evaded the clamor. When
he realized that he could not halt the
rain he believed he had started, the
rainmaker departed Morena on foot;
wading through swirling streams,
wallowing through bottomless mires,
trudging his sodden way into history,
taking his secret with him.

For a while Morena smiled. Bask-
ing in the sun, spreading generously
among picturesque rocks and pines,
Morena Lake graciously supplied San
Diego with the where-withall for
lawns, bath-tubs, and industrial
needs. Its 28-mile shoreline was
steeped in beauty and each spring the
lake, freshly filled with rain and run-
off from winter snow, lured countless
greedy fishermen.

Now a sportsmen's paradise was in
the making. It rapidly became appar-
ent that Morena Lake was a natural
spawning area for bass, b 1 u e g i 11,
crappie, perch and even trout. Fish
not only thrived in the crystal water,
but matured to unprecedented size.

Famous tower from which Hatfield the Rainmaker brewed his formula to
bring on the rain.

There were "bad" years iw water
supply, but no "bad" years for fish-
ing. True, the City closed the lake
from time to time, but at late as 1956
Morena Lake was spewing up fish
to make records and break them, and
anglers were jubilant with limitless
catches of the plentiful spiny crea-
tures.

But as San Diego matured, it^
needs became insatiable and even its
growing chain of dams could not
quench its thirst. Morena was the
first to be sacrificed! As year after
year its waters were drained, the giant
lake gasped and groaned. The coming
of the Colorado river water in 1945
did not alleviate the continued muti-
lation. By 1957 further drainings,
noxious weed growth, and record fish
population spelled finish to Morena
as a sportsmans' rendezvous.

Heavy rains in April 1958 revived
interest in the dying lake, and as the
water level rose, hope soared. But
before the rain stopped, valves were
again opened and Morena's water
rushed down the flumeway.

A storm of protest failed to halt
the damage. San Diego citizens and
officials joined in the outcry but it
was too late. Subsequent efforts to
convert Lake Morena to trout fishing
resulted in disappointment and fail-
ure.

For the past two years there has
hardly been enough water in the lake
to support the growth of mosquitos
which swarm lazily over its scummy
surface. The City of San Diego, own-
er of one of the oldest and finest
dams in the State, has sucked the lake
dry; has driven the local water level
dangerously low, and has ruined its
own fishing paradise.

Today the giant of Morena is a
legend of pioneering spirit, beauty,
and majesty, and unstinting service.
In the Indian tradition, it recalls
happy hunting grounds, superb fish-
ing, and carefree summer holidays.

At present, although a fallen giant,
Morena still maintains comfortable
public camp and picnic facilities, good
roads, and much of the natural beauty
of the surrounding landscape. The
sun is hot but the summer breeze is
cool and at night the stars shine so
fiercely you want to touch them.

And some of these days the rains
will come again; and when this hap-
pens the giant of Morena will rise
again, stretch lazily and then resume
its work; but next time, it is hoped,
the City and County of San Diego
will seek its preservation instead of
its ruin. / / /
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A lost mine region accessible by passenger

LOST QUAIL PERCH LODE

BY KENNETH MARQUISS

X O SWIPE A phrase from the elas-
tic vernacular of our politician
friends, the story of the "Lost Quail
Perch" lode comes to you "only after
an agonizing reappraisal!" The poli-
ticos, of course, have some fancy trans-
lation for this—but it boils down to
facing the facts of failure, and easing
the risks of ridicule.

There are several reasons for this.

In the first place, it's the goofiest
lost mine deal I ever tangled with
and doesn't fit into any of the proper

patterns. Any self-respecting "lost
mine story" should concern a ledge or
mine of fabulous rich gold ore, found
long, long ago by some hairy-eared,
"tubaccy chawing" prospector, or his
dog or burro. It should be located in
some wildly remote mountain fast-
ness. Properly, it should have become
lost due to some dramatic catastrophe
such as an Indian attack, murder,
thirst, or a double-dealing dance hall
girl. And it should have a romantic1

name.

The "Lost Quail Perch" story just
doesn't fit in anywhere!

It is a highly valuable deposit of
bismuth ore—probably walked over
by a number of people—that was
found and lost within the memory
span of any reader who ever drove one
of Henry's shiny new Models As. It is
in wide open "low country" and a
standard station wagon will put you
in the center of the search circle. In
the fall of 1948 I took my 10-year-old
daughter with me on a short trip
prospecting for it, as a reward for a
prize report card, and she had no
trouble hiking in the area.

It was found by a plumber hunting
quail, and lost because of an acety-
lene torch!

It doesn't look like ore until you
cut into it; and I'd bet the back wheel
off my Tote-Gote that when it is

Author indicates gouge where attempt
was made to melt ore with a welding
torch. Although size was reduced for
tests, this sample weighs over two

pounds.

found it will probably be spotted
by some winter weekender enjoying
the desert sunshine—or by his wife
out hunting arrowheads!

My part of the story goes back to
the late '30s.

A worker in our office asked me to
identify a heavy piece of steel-grey
glittering mineral from the rock col-
lection of a high school boy. At first
glance I thought it was galena, a
common lead ore; but a closer check
threw me for a loss. The crystalliza-
tion, fracture, weight and other qual-
ities were slightly different, and I
couldn't identify it with anything I
knew.

She said the boy's uncle had found
a lot of it, but didn't think it was
worth anything. I had a hunch I had
cut the trail of something good. Peo-
ple don't like having their collection
items chopped up, and I wanted to
test the stuff. So I went to see the
boy who owned the collection. He
confirmed the story, and seemed in-
terested in doing a little swapping.

Anyone who has qualms about the
future of the country should try some
"horse-trading" with a bright teenager
who thinks you really want something
he owns! It cost me two choice Ari-
zona gold ore specimens, a piece of
rich Nevada silver ore, and $5 cash
to get my hands on a couple of his
larger samples. One of the pieces
had two deep, smooth, curved grooves
in it. The boy said his uncle had
been told it was lead ore, and had
tried to melt the piece down with a
welding torch. The only result was
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a sudden dense cloud of choking "aw-
ful smelling" smoke, some white pow-
der, and the hot, smooth gouges in
the mineral. So the uncle wrote it
off as worthless, and some years later
gave the samples to the boy for his
collection.

The crystalline "ghosts" in the
torch-melted surface gave me a hint
as to the nature of the mineral, but I
wasn't sure it was an antimony-bis-
muth group ore until I foolishly tried
some borax bead tests—and watched
$10 worth of platinum bead wire go
pffft when it hit the flame.

It still resisted exact classification,
so I took my puzzle to a long-time
friend, Dr. Stephen W. Dana at the
Geology department of the University
of Redlands. Besides being a geo-
physics whiz, Steve kindly refrains
from frightening us laymen with six-
bit technical words, is generous with
his time, and has a friendly ear for
ordinary prospectors and their prob-
lems.

So I went uncle hunting.
He turned out to be an in-law of

a construction acquaintance, was now
a plumbing contractor, and not bash-
ful about his opinion of my equili-
brium or the worth of "that heavy
junk" he had found.

For obvious reasons I will call him
Andy.

He stalled me for months. The
mineral was worthless; he wasn't
about to do any work underground;
he was tied up with job contracts; he'd
think it over; etc. Finally, in despera-
tion, I contacted an eastern backer
and with his O.K. was able to make a
hard, flat offer of $10,000 cash for a
half interest, provided the deposit
proved 75% as big as Andy described
it.

This got action, but not in the
direction I had hoped.

It was many more months before
Andy would admit he now couldn't
go back to the ledge "that any kid

.

&

Remains of Bonanza King ghost camp.

Together we pegged the mineral as
bismuth ore, probably Bismuthinite.

Bismuth is a metal of many uses,
and has a warped personality—like a
mule. It is used in medicine and
making special glass. It is a "left
winger" among metals because it
swells when it cools, and can't take
heat. It makes iron brittle (for hand
grenades and shrapnel) ; and makes
lead melt quicker and fills its mold
better—so you read this magazine
more easily because of bismuth in the
type metal. And the automatic ceiling
fire extinguishers that protect you at
the supermarket, office and in the
courthouse all have bismuth alloy
triggers. Obviously, any sizeable
amount of bismuth ore would be
highly valuable.

could find "—and we shook hands on
a deal for the directions, so I could
try my luck.

And it was many years after that
before / would admit my many be-
tween job prospecting trips were, as
my skeptical Dad expressed it, "just
so much money and time down the
sparkler drain!"

Even Dr. Dana had a whack at the
bismuth; armed with a sample, he
took a senior student to the area on a
short field trip for practical training.
Dr. Dana's condensed theory (in my
type of language) is that—due to the
low melting point and purity of the
bismuth ore—the deposit is probably
of hydro-thermal origin; and the best
bets in search area are along the lower
flanks of the limestone upthrust that

makes up the backbone of the Provi-
dence Mountains. This would tend
to tie in with Andy's description.
Anyway, none of us found it, and
the ledge is still lost, and waiting for
somebody to stumble over it again.
Maybe I looked too hard, too fast,
or in too wide a circle.

Or perhaps luck is the answer.
If your brand is more potent than

mine, here is Andy's story, along with
his directions—and your sweat, boot-
leather and disappointment are your
own responsibility.

Andy said that during quail season
in 1926 he had been visiting a war
buddy who was camped at a water-
hole known on the old maps as Bee-
cher Spring. This is near the old
Domingo ranch, about 3 or 4 miles
E-N-E of what is now known as the
Mitchell Caverns State Park.

Andy's buddy was a World War I
veteran who had successfully crash-
landed his riddled Spad near the
Allied lines and beat the German ma-
chine gun fire into a big, convenient
shell hole. Unfortunately, aviators
didn't carry gas masks, and there were
traces of mustard gas left in his cra-
ter. After the war the doctors sent
him to the desert to try to stay alive,
and Andy was a regular visitor.

One morning Andy took the horse
and rode leisurely "northward" hunt-
ing quail. Most of the birds were
somewhere else until about noon,
when he jumped a large covey. "The
quail took off westward, up a wide
sloping wash." Andy dismounted and
stalked them "to the saddle at the
head of the wash." Four or five birds
were poised for flight "on a low bench
(outcropping) about knee high."
Andy's quick "snap" shot was a little
late and low, and netted him only
a few feathers, a spurt of dust—and
exasperation! In disgust, Andy "sat
down on the bench to rest and cuss."

He thought at first his foul luck was
due to irregular or extra soft bird
shot, as the rock appeared to be
well splattered with tiny bits of lead;
but closer examination showed it was
the rock itself that was glittering
wherever the shot gun pellets had
knocked off the soft, dark grey, wea-
ther-corroded crust. Andy picked up
a. convenient cobble, broke a chunk
off the ledge, and put it in his pocket
to show his friend in camp.

Andy's buddy had been in the des-
ert long enough to gain a partial
knowledge of ores, and he immediate-
ly dubbed it lead. They had a jubil-
ant (if quail-less) supper, as Andy
could envision calking future job

(Continued on Page 33)
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