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ERLE STANLEY GARDNERS
Newest Adventure

Hunting Lost Mines
By Helicopter

The famous mystery writer takes
you into Arizona's Superstition Moun-
tains to look for the Lost Dutchman
Mine and the Trigo Mountains to
search for Nummel's lost bonanza.

HARDCOVER FIRST EDITIONS, $7.50.
Please add 25 cents postage and California
addressees add 30 cents more for sales tax.
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Eastern Los Angeles AC 213 338-2129

San Diego AC 714 424-7950

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.

HISTORY OF SAN BERNARDINO
AND SAN DIEGO COUNTIES, 1883
By Wallace W. Elliott

The reprinting of this extremely rare
edition of the history of these two im-
portant Southern California counties
(which today also includes Riverside
County) is a major event in the publish-
ing world. Long out of print, its original
limited editions were prompted by the
linking of Riverside and San Diego after
the complettion of the California South-
ern Railroad. Panoramic sketches of down-
town scenes, homes, buildings, orange
groves and ranches will send you on a
pictorial romp through this region's Vic-
torian past and the lively text, written by
a pioneer newspaperman, gives a fascinat-
ing account of early settlers, customs of
the Rancho period, the arrival of the Mor-
mons, descriptions of early mines, Indian
battles, bandit raids and fiestas.

Hundreds of steel engravings and a
two-color plate map enhance the large
format, gold-stamped, hardcover book. It
seems incredible that this beautiful 204-
page book would cost only $12.00.

JOHN SPRINGS ARIZONA
Edited by A. M. Gustafson

Authentic history of early Tucson, bat-
tles with Apaches and of daily pioneer
life at Tubac, Fort Bowie, Camp Wallen
and similar places was recorded on the
spot at the time it happened by this early
Swiss-born, Arizona pioneer. Having
come from an American army assignment
in which a battle wound removed him
from the fray, he joined with the Regu-
lar Army to help protect the Arizona
frontier from the depredations of the
Apache. A soldier, storekeeper, farmer,
clerk, brewer, school teacher, federal court
translator, artist and writer, his experience
was broad and so was his humor. He de-
scribes events, such as a heavily chaperon-
ed ball, so vividly that the reader squirms
with him in frustration when he tries to

arrange a private word with the lovely
Miss Eulalia.

Always curious, John Spring became
interested in recording the legends and
lore of Pima and Papago tribes when he
settled in the Casa Grande area and be-
came attracted to prehistoric artifacts.
His findings are included in this book
and have contributed much to our know-
ledge of these tribes.

Hardcover, 326 pages, the book is illus-
trated with reproductions of John Spring's
own sketches. $7.50.

PUEBLO OF THE HEARTS
By John Upton Terrell

Pueblo of the Hearts, an Opata In-
dian village in Sonora, was given its
name in the 16th century by Cabeza de
Vaca when he and his companions arrived
there and were offered hundreds of dried
deer hearts as food. Though Pueblo of
the Heart's history was brief, it played
host to some of the most famous Euro-
pean explorers while they outfitted ex-
peditions in search of the Seven Cities of
Cibola.

In following a trail of history, the
author travels via a road of today. This
village, situated a short distance north
of Hermosillo in Sonora, Mexico, is lo-
cated along one of the oldest trails of
mankind on the North American Con-
tinent and directions are given to guide
you there today. The book is brilliantly
researched—and, unfortunately, the re-
search is apparent. It picks up in spots,
but unless you have an intense interest
in the early explorations of this area,
which include those of Diaz and Alarcon
up to the Colorado River as well, you
might have trouble keeping your interest
on the book. For history buffs, though,
it is recommended. Hardcover, 101 pages,
$6.00.

AN ARIZONA CHRONOLOGY
(Statehood 1913-1936)
By Douglas D. Martin

Here is a simply marvelous book. His-
tory, without a single footnote!

In his second volume, which follows
the first one devoted to the Territorial
Years of Arizona (1846-1912), Mr. Mar-
tin has used newspapers as his source.
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Unfortunately he didn't live to edit his
notes and the job was completed by Pa-
tricia Paylore, who did a commendable
job.

In no other way is the history of time
so strikingly revealed as in a good chron-
ology, as this is. Although it is not an
interpretation of the time covered, some-
thing close to that evolves naturally from
day-to-day news headlines. Before people
started sending their sinus' to Arizona,
the intellectual climate was more con-
cerned with the three Cs—copper, cotton
and cattle. The Big Depression, of
course, was highlighted, as were long
disputes over the waters of the Colorado
River and Hoover Dam.

But, oh, what wonderful items there are
to stimulate the imagination! On October
25th in 1921, for instance, a group of
New Yorkers were so inspired by a Har-
old Bell Wright novel that they organized
a $100,000 corporation to finance a search
for the lost Iron Door Mine in Arizona's
Catalina Mountains. And later, on July
20th in 1928, Arizona decided it needed
to expend $30,000 to build a school for
delinquent girls. They'd been imprison-
ing them with the delinquent boys at Fort
Grant and the co-educational system led
to trouble!

On New Year's Day in 1931, the
Tucson Daily Citizen declared the past
year one of outstanding accomplishments
with the coming of airmail, completion of
a subway, erection of a Federal building,
enlargement of the school system and a
$200,000 program to improve streets and
lay dust. But all was not glory in Ari-
zona. In January three years later the
W.C.T.U. made a national survey and
listed Arizona as one of the few really
wet states!

Even if you've never been to Arizona,
vou'll find this $4.50 paperback book
fascinating. This reviewer wishes we had
a eood one for Southern California. The
earlier and smaller Volume 1, incident-
ally, which covers the Territorial Years, is
$1.95 and after reading this new one,
you'll want the earlier one too.

COOKING AND CAMPING
ON THE DESERT
By Choral Pepper,
editor of DESERT Magazine

Here I am again in the happy position
of reviewing my own book! This time we
have a "desert" book enhanced with a
foreword by Erie Stanley Gardner and a
chapter on desert driving and surviving
by Jack Pepper, which make the book
much more than just a cookbook. Recipes
are truly different and those who don't
camp any farther from home than their

own patios will profit from this whole
world of gourmet cookery with little
effort and lots of short cuts.

The book covers cooking by desert
lakes, cooking by desert seas and cooking
in dry camps. There's Sam Hick's jerky
recipe for the hardy wanderer, Jim Hunt's
sour dough starter for the sourdough
prospector and turtle steak for the Baja
aficionado. Then there are lots of excit-
ing things for celebrating anniversaries or
gold strikes in camp, last night fiestas
when you're out of everything fresh, and
many, many tricks we've devised to make
our ice supply last as long as two weeks,
pack double the amount of food you'd
usually put into half the space, and
chiefly, our own system for concocting
spectacular meals in camps without cut-
ting into adventuring time.

As an extra fillip we've included in-
structions for the "desert still" which will
produce life-saving water from the most
arid land. Recipes are named after lost
mines, ghost towns and interesting desert
characters, with information about them,
which will make for good camp conversa-
tion and contribute ideas for desert trips.

In his foreword, when Erie Stanley
Gardner describes the wonders of desert
camping, you're transported right along
with him. Much of his desert savvy has
influenced this book as many of our rich-
est desert experiences have been in his
camps.

Illustrated with 12 pages of desert
photos from our own album and artwork
by well-known Southwestern artist Don-
ald Yena, the book is hardcover and only
$3.95.—C. P.

Send For Our Just

Published FREE 1966

BOOK
CATALOG

Latest and Best

for the

Books on The West

Magazine Bookshop

PALM DESERT, CALIFORNIA 92260

Since 1937 Offering the World's
Largest Selection of Books

on the West

Viva lat

Mexico!
Everyone today is talking and
reading about the exciting land
south of our border. To understand
the land and the people read these
latest informative books.

PowerBoating the West Coast of
Mexico by Spencer Murray and
Ralph Poole. The only published
guidebook for power-boaters who
want to cruise the west coast of
Mexico from the head of the Gulf
of California southward to Puerto
Vallarta. Describes in detail route
of sail, ports, accommodations,
supplies and all other needed in-
formation. $6.75 (plus 27 cents
tax for California addresses.)

Cruising the Sea of Cortez by
Spencer Murray. Modern-day ad-
venture in a 25-foot power cruiser
down the Lower California side of
the Gulf of Mexico. Includes maps
and complete information for boat-
ers. $6.75 (plus 27 cents tax for
California addresses.)

Pueblo of the Hearts by John Up-
ton Terrell. The first full length
history of a once important fron-
tier and outpost known as the
Pueblo of the Hearts, in northern
Sonora. From Cabeza de Vaca to
DeAnza. $6.00 (plus 24 cents tax
for California addresses.)

Brooms of Mexico by Alvin Gordon.
Delightful free-verse by one who
has spent a quarter of a century in
Mexico. Author of 'Our Son Pablo'
and 'Inherit the Earth.' More than
50 water colors by the fascinating
Arizona artist Ted De Grazia. 48
heavy art pages. $6.75 (plus 27
cents tax for California addresses.)

Send orders for the above
listed books to:

Best-West
Publications

P. O. Box 757
Palm Desert, California 92260
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AMERICA'S GREAT
INLAND SEA
Where else but in the different world of Utah
would you find an inland sea? Great Salt Lake
really is unique for there is nothing like it
in all America. The water—about 25% sa l t -
lets you float like a cork—a great experience!
This is only one of the many wonders you'll
find in exciting Utah where there are three
national parks, nine national monuments,
nine national forests, 22 major lakes and
reservoirs and 27 state parks.
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DESERT QUARTET
by Louise Price Bell

AS MOST people know, cacti of vari-
ous kinds grow in the Southwest

desert. Some are more interesting than
others and over a period of time visitors
to the desert have decided that the four
most popular and interesting ones are the
ones shown here. They are often referred
to as the "Desert Quartet."

The Saguaro, or Giant Cactus, is found
nowhere else in the world except in south-
western United States and northern Mex-
ico. It is larger and lives longer than
the others, often reaching the height of
fifty feet and the age of 200 years. The
blossom is a waxy white bugle-shaped
bloom about five inches in diameter but
closing in the heat of the midday sun.
This blossom is the State Flower of Ari-
zona. After the flowers shrivel up,
purple fruit appears and the birds feast
upon it. Many Indians in that area eat
the fruit raw or preserve it . . . sometimes
dry it as figs are dried. The Saguaro al-
ways bears fruit, no matter how dry a
season it may be—because it is like a re-
servoir and can store water for as long as
four years in the ribs that extend from
top to bottom.

Prickly Pear Cactus is a young growth,
as compared to "Grandaddy Saguaro,"
and seldom reaches 20 years. However,
young plants break from the parent one,
so the cactus continues growing. There

are several kinds of Prickly Pear but
they bear a strong family resemblance to
one another so are easily recognized. They
are usually about two to six feet tall and
sprawl over from 16 to 18 feet of desert.
And they are covered with tiny prickers!

The Barrel Cactus was named Bisnaga
by the early Spaniards because it is shaped
like a barrel and bisnaga. is Spanish for
barrel. This cacti is also a great help to
anyone lost in the desert since when the
top is chopped off and the inside pulp
mashed with a stick, water can be
squeezed out. Many lives have been saved
by this water, in the early days when
there was little travel across the desert.
The Barrel Cactus also serves as a com-
pass, because it leans a bit toward the
south.

The Yucca is really not a cactus but
is associated with them. It is related to
the lily family, also the onion and garlic
families. It grows about five or six feet
tall and its top looks like the top of a
palm with sharp pointed leaves from
which its creamy-white blossom-stalk
shoots into the air about five feet. The
Yucca is the State Flower of New
Mexico.

All desert growths have a peculiar
fascination but the four shown here rank
first for desert gardens. •
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Waving in the hot desert air the flower-
topped stalk of the Yucca makes a dramatic
sight, is sometimes called "Spanish Dagger"
because of sharp pointed leaves which look
like daggers, also resemble palm leaves.

Cruel-looking (and feeling)
fish-hook spines cover the
Barrel cactus but beautiful
reddish-orange blooms form
a crown at top, come Spring.
Cactus candy, on sale in
Southwest candy stores, is
made from the pulp of this

cactus.

The Saguaro is the " grandaddy" of them all.
This group is in the Saguaro National Forest
near Tucson. Holes are homes for desert-wrens.

The "paddles" of Prickly Pear are covered with needle-like spines, in spring the blooms
form at edges of paddles, are usually yellow, sometimes red or purple.
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By Lee Lucas

OVERLOOKING THE mining town
of Superior, Arizona, jutts Apache

Leap, a granite mountain of sheer cliffs
and jumbled boulders. Scattered widely
around the foot of the mountain are
black nodules of obsidian, called Apache
Tears, and there is a poignant legend
that explains how these black gems came
to be.

During the 1880s, the fierce Apache
Indians had a stronghold in the rugged
mountains near present day Superior.
From there the warriors staged sneak
attacks against the white settlers and the
peaceful Pima Indians.

It was the autumn of one of those
years, while cactus fruit ripened on the
lower desert flats, that the men con-
gratulated themselves on a successful
raid and settled down to divide the plun-
der. The women gathered up their fringed
burden baskets, along with all the chil-

When capture seemed certain—to the
wild-spirited Apache, a fate worse than
death—the warriors agreed to jump from
the cliff's edge to their death below.

When the women returned to camp,
their baskets heaped with fruit, they
found the twisted bodies of their warriors
lying among rocks at the base of the cliff.
While the women buried the dead, their
sorrow was so great that their tears
mingled with the earth and turned into
bits of black glass, a tribute to undying
love.

Hardheaded realists counter the legend
with scientific fact. When lava cools too
quickly, it forms a natural glass called
obsidian. It is specks of magnetite, they
say, which cause its black coloring. Still,
they have never explained satisfactorily,
to me, why the obsidian is found in small
nodules scattered haphazardly throughout
the perlite beds. One theory is that it
rained while the lava cooled, hence cool-
ing the spots faster where the raindrops
hit, and thereby forming obsidian. No
matter how you explain it, the Apache

The Legend of the Apache Tears

dren, and set off to pick the purple cactus
fruit to provide their families sweets
throughout the coming winter.

Meanwhile, a detachment of cavalry
soldiers, led by trusty and accurate Pima
scouts, tracked the Apaches to their moun-
tain hideout. That night, under the with-
ering fire of U.S. soldiers, the outnum-
bered Apaches sought refuge atop the
steep-sided mountain. But there was no
escape. Slowly they were driven to the
cliff's edge. They were without food or
water and their arrows were nearly gone.

Tears are there. And near Superior, there
are several good places where, for a small
fee, the public is welcome to gather the
tears to their hearts content.

If you get an Apache Tear, hold it to
the light and you will see inside, solidi-
fied for all time, the tear of a heart-
broken Apache squaw. I will ignore here
the mutterings of those realists who claim
that it is actually the beginning of an in-
complete crystal. Some things are better
left to one's imagination, especially so
the legend of the Apache Tears. •
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Strictly,—

for the birds!

ACCORDING to desert ornithologists,
there is no other oasis in Southern

California quite so attractive to migra-
tory birds, both spring and fall, as the
high desert's Morongo Valley. Yet this
attraction, so far, has been strictly for
the birds! Realtors are content to tout
Morongo's nearness to Palm Springs or
Joshua Tree National Monument, ignor-
ing entirely Morongo's own unique
offering.

Few know, for instance, that according
to certain naturalists, this valley has its
own native palms (two). Few, but birds,
know that this town has its own old
buildings, mines and ancient Indian sites.
But more important, teachers, students
and Audubon Society members are plan-
ning annual treks to Lower Big Morongo
Canyon, site of one of the most recently
declared Audubon Sanctuaries. Beside a
small stream, mist-netters expect to find
quiet niches that will prove good for
banding warblers, buntings and tanagers.

In this canyon alone, over 160 bird
species have been tallied.

From the air, this three-by-eight-mile
valley must be surprisingly enticing to
come upon in arid desertland. Coexisting
are conditions almost impossible to resist
on a long, tiring, cross-country flight.
Water, both running and still, and the
proximity of so many different kinds of
terrain offers haven and foodstuff for a
wide variety of birdlife. Morongo air-
strips beckon to flyers from chaparral and
chamisal; to travelers from marshlands,
streamlands, woodlets and shores. It
offers a piece of homeland to birds of

Morongo Valley provides a haven for
more Vermillion Flycatchers than people.
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grainfields, thoroughfares, pastures and
cliffs. Yet, if birds browsed in brochures
for resorts, they'd never head for Mor-
ongo Valley. Nor do an over-abundance
of human residents, compared to the rest
of the high desert towns.

Known as the "smallest mountain-sur-
rounded valley in California," its adver-
tisers claim little for this "tranquility
without tranquilizers," as one realtor dub-
bed Morongo's virtues. Much under-
ground water, an abundance of ultra-
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violet rays and a smogless haven for those
in ill-health are about all the statistics that
landbuyers are offered. Birds, least of all,
are interested in such statistics. They also
care not a feather whether or not Mor-
ongo had the first grass-roots government,
the first streetlights, the first telephone on
the high desert. These firsts, in fact, had
they continued at the same pace, might
sooner have hurried the birds off! Far
more people pass through than stay.

There are those who think this under-
development was a planned project by
oldtime landowners quiety hanging onto
their acreage while money, progress and
people pass untapped through the Gate-
way. Little do they realize that the towns-
people have to drive miles to a hospital,
employment, a place where suits are
sold, or teeth extracted. Yet these very
conditions, though detrimental to civil-
ized progress, are responsible for the
town's greatest attraction: its cosmopoli-
ton visitors-on-the-wing. Nature-lovers,
by-passing the rest of the high desert,
often drive many miles to merely catch a
glimpse of that local favorite, the Vermi-
lion Flycatcher, poised on a pasture fence.

Unwinged tourists are lately flocking to
the swank, new eatery which just opened;
owned, strangely enough, by Sam Levine
of Palm Springs Biltmore fame. Strangely,
because Levine is also the owner of the
magnetic green core of the newly-declared
bird sanctuary in Lower Big Morongo
Canyon.

Through the years, small bird arrow-
heads have been found on flats leading
down into Lower Big Morongo Canyon,
evidence that this spot was as enticing to
birds in the past as it is today. Birders
hope to keep it that way, so for their sake,
no map accompanies this article . . .

You might have to take the back way,
a dirt road leading in from Desert Hot
Springs whose only marker is a fenced
water control sign. Or you might have
to have a resident lead you in, atop the
backbone of surrounding hillsides, until
you hairpin around to and through a
cattle gate. Or, you might have to walk
all the way from Covington Park, which
is close to the center of town, yet adjacent
to and part of the new sanctuary. Some
residents are even unaware of it.

In fact, to discourage most, remember
that the road through this canyon is wash-
ed out completely. Sincere birders will
still risk it, however. To the rest it will
remain too remote, scaled too small for
those used to extravagant beauty. For
here, as in many desert canyons, one
must have the ability, as Charles Saunders
put it, "to appreciate life's small offer-
ings." •
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There are those who think a

good rattler is a dead rattler

and there are those who want to

preserve them for posterity.

Read this story and then make

your own choice.

Springtime is Snaketime
By Lucile Martens

EVER SINCE the serpent first reared
his ugly head and spread his poison

in the Garden of Eden, men have loathed,
despised and feared the evil snake as the
lowest form of creation. History is re-
plete with incidents of treachery and
bloodshed wherein the venomous snake
played the role of villain. Legends, myths
and folklore are woven about his insidious
ability to charm and fatally fascinate his
victims. These tales usually culminate with
the stinging bite which was always con-
sidered deadly. To some, the snake has
been a symbol of mysticism and rever-
ence—but to most he has signified mortal
danger.

There are many harmless reptiles in
the United States, but only four types are
known to be poisonous. Their venom is
always painful and dangerous, and occa-
sionally fatal. Of these, the rattlesnake
is by far the most common and wide-
spread although the copperhead, cotton-
mouth moccasin and coral snake are
occasionally encountered in some areas.

The dry, arid regions of Southern
California and Arizona are particularly
inviting to the North American rattle-
snake. San Diego county harbors three
species of the dangerous snakes, while
Arizona boasts the greatest number of
varieties in the United States—some
18 out of the large number of presently
known species and sub-species.

The rattlesnake loves the sun, but is
not equipped to withstand its heat. At
temperatures ranging above 91°, he is
quickly rendered helpless and if allowed
to remain in the higher temperatures
longer than 10 minutes, he will perish.
Is it any wonder the rattlesnake seeks
shelter among brush, rocks, or any other
shade that will break the mortal rays of
the hot sun?

Neither can the rattlesnake withstand

the cold. At temperatures around 35° F.,
just pleasantly brisk to the human crea-
ture, the rattlesnake is immobilized and
unable to defend himself or carry on
life processes.

Throughout his existence, the rattler
has lived on small ground animals and
lizards, yet he cannot pursue them. He
has no legs to run with and being a thick,
clumsy reptile he moves very slowly.
When hungry, the rattler lies in ambush
waiting for his next meal to stumble un-
wittingly within striking distance. Having
once killed his prey and injected enough
venom to prepare it for his peculiar palate,
he has no teeth with which to chew and
must slowly ingest and swallow it over a
period of several hours, in some instances,
during which he is at the mercy of his
enemies.

It is pretty well established that rattle-
snakes have no sense of hearing and are
deaf to air-borne sounds. Their head, al-
though equipped with sharp and pene-
trating eyes, has no eyelids and the snake
must lie awake or asleep staring malev-
olently into space.

The rattlesnake has no way of saving
his skin when he sheds it and at regular

intervals the old skin is automatically
discarded to uncover a brand new one.
During this shedding process the rattler
is blinded by a fluid that forms over his
eyes. He is very cranky while undergoing
this inconvenience and discomfort. How-
ever, each time this transformation takes
place, the snake adds a new rattle to his
string—which, by the way, has nothing
to do with the number of years of his
total age.

When the rattlesnake is pursued by
an enemy more deadly than himself, he
is equipped to climb very little and cer-
tainly not to heights great enough to
afford even a small degree of protection.
He is not belligerent by nature and al-
though he can both bite and strike with-
out coiling, his strike can reach barely
half again his length.

In colder climates the rattlesnake may
be depended upon to hibernate during the
long winter, but in the mild climate of
Southern California the hibernation period
is not long and exact dates are not pre-
dictable. When the sun breaks unex-
pectedly through the gloom and the air
warms up for a while, out pop the
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snakes to enjoy the balmy weather while
it lasts, no matter what the month.

Rattlesnakes are not uncommon in the
coastal areas of San Diego county, but the
dry, rock-studded hills of the back coun-
try are usually more to their liking. The
Southern Pacific rattlesnake may make
his home in either location but the Red
Diamondback rattlesnake—as gentle and
peaceful a reptile you are apt to find in
the rattlesnake family, is partial to the
rocks and dry bush for his habitat. How-
ever, in spite of the fact that the rattle-
snake is physically handicapped, coward-
ly, weak-minded and misunderstood, he
must never be underestimated nor his
existence ignored! His only defensive
mechanism is his inherent ability to manu-
facture one of the most deadly of known
venoms, and to inject it in whatever
amount he deems necessary. When the
rattlesnake is threatened or believes him-
self in danger, he instinctively strikes

In water, the rattlesnake travels much
more rapidly than on land. He is a
buoyant swimmer but here again, he is
not likely to attack until thoroughly
annoyed. He swims on the surface where
he can be readily detected.

The greatest danger from rattlers is
not to see them, and anyone visiting or re-
siding in an area where these snakes are
ever found is wise to train himself in the
art of observation. Many accidents are
caused by stepping on a rattlesnake or
annoying him unintentionally; or by try-
ing to kill one without suitable means.
Amateur snake handlers are apt to learn
the hard way if they make a mistake in the
presence of a rattlesnake or a person who
is unable to move because of injury or
other reason, might conceivably be a
victim. And, of course, children too
young to identify danger should not be
given an opportunity to pick up or play

out and inflicts his dangerous bite on
his victim.

A rattler will not always warn you of
his presence. He will first try to lie
quietly hoping you will not see him and
will go away. By the time that ominous
rattle sounds, you may be sure that he is
fearful and annoyed. Usually, before
striking, he will rattle, hiss, and wind
himself into a well-anchored striking
coil, shaped like a letter "S." But he can
bite without engaging in any of these
preparatory acts, and sometimes does so.

Darkness is no protection against a
prowling rattler. In fact, because of the
mildness of night temperatures, the
snake is often more active than by day-
light. Wise campers or hunters do well
to keep this in mind after nightfall.

with snakes—even little ones. The venom
of the baby rattler is often more deadly
than that of its parents.

Adults can outrun a rattlesnake if
they see him in time. A distance of two
or three feet from a snake will usually
insure safety, even if the snake is coiled
to strike. To run from one snake and
encounter another is a common danger.
Anyone trying to avoid a rattlesnake
should be very cautious about the direc-
tion he takes.

In the early days on the Santa Fe Trail,
men were sent ahead with large whips
to frighten snakes out of their pathway.
In early Indiana, it is said that the pio-
neer housewife, when tending her garden,
hunting eggs, or picking berries, carried a
snake stick with which she sought to lo-

cate harmful snakes. There is also an
account of a fishing guide who swished
the grass as he advanced in order to
cause the snakes to sound their alarms,
and another fisherman, on the Salton Sea,
reached out of his boat to examine a
snake swimming by. Sure enough, it was
a rattler—and it required considerable
time to get him ashore and to a doctor.

Early settlers were careful to keep
their houses closed at night to avoid
snakes from crawling into their homes
and even recently a Palm Desert, Cali-
fornia woman called the police depart-
ment to rid her bedroom of two side-
winders who had crawled in from the
patio through an open sliding door.

Although incidence of accidents is de-
clining and advancements have been made
in developing anti-venom and in the
treatment of bites, the possibility of in-
jury from this source will probably con-
tinue to exist in greater or lesser degree
while the hardy breed exists.

There are simple precautions to take
while camping, hiking, fishing or just
plain living in the dry, sparsely settled
areas of California and Arizona. Common
sense may not only enable one to avoid
being bitten, but may help avoid dan-
gerous encounters. It has been said before
but it is worth repeating—"The danger-
ous rattlesnake is the one that you didn't
see."

Don't lift a stone or log under which
a snake may be hiding. If the stone must
be moved, pry it loose with a stick or pry-
bar, or your booted foot.

Never reach into holes, crevices, or
under rock piles, or into other openings
where danger may be lurking.

Keep a sharp lookout for snakes if
walking through brush, grass, or rocks.
Keep in the clear as much as possible.
The color of snakes often renders them
almost invisible unless one is alert to
their possible presence.

Snakes are active at night. Don't gather
firewood in the dark; wear your shoes
and carry a flashlight when you move
around at night.

Camp in a clearing and keep your bed-
roll away from rock piles, rubbish, or
brush piles. Keep boots and clothing high
enough to prevent rattlers from crawling
into them. Look over the situation before
resting on a rock or a log.

If you hear a warning rattle, locate the
snake before moving away from it. Look
behind you before you back up.

Even though you kill a rattlesnake, its
head remains dangerous for considerable
time. If you remove the rattles, place your
foot on the snake's head to avoid a pos-
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sible accident. To protect others, bury the
head as soon as possible, handling it with
sticks or a shovel to play it safe.

Remember that snakes cannot stand
heat and will lie in the shade when it is
hot. Although most of them occur in the
lower altitudes, in the southern states
they may be found in even the highest
spot. There is no "safety belt" for rattle-
snakes.

Never step over a log or rock without
first stepping on top of it to make sure
there is not a rattler concealed on the
other side.

Give rock ledges ample clearance if the
path allows and avoid walking close to
them; in climbing amid rocks, don't reach
above your head for a hold.

Look for a cleared spot before crawling
under a fence. In high grass, beat the
grass with a stick to give the rattler a
chance to sound off and reveal himself,
or to escape.

Snakes can swim, so use your oar to re-
move them if they approach or attempt
to seek refuge in your boat.

In the rough and ready jargon of camp
and outdoor life, a "good stiff drink"
used to be considered a positive and wel-
come cure. A tall bottle of "snake-bite

medicine" was essential in every sports-
man's kit. We now know that in the event
of a bite from a poisonous snake, alco-
holic stimulant of any kind is the worst
possible remedy. In fact, the more alcohol
that the body contains, the more rapidly
the system distributes the poison and the
more promptly do the tissues absorb the
dangerous venom.

What to do? Carry a recognized and
approved snake kit which may be pur-
chased from most drug stores or camp
supply stores and read the instructions
for use in advance so in case of an acci-
dent you'll know what to do. Then call
a doctor immediately or transport the
victim to the nearest hospital. The earlier
anti venom is administered the better. It
is not recommended that it be adminis-
tered by persons unfamiliar with the tech-
nique.

If our pioneer fathers had allowed the
many varieties of the North American
rattlesnake to bluff them out, the West
would not have been won. But their best
weapons were the same then as now—
alertness, caution, and presence of mind.
Although a rattler may seem to threaten
a human, that human is a much greater
threat to the snake—unless he panics!

Be alert—be calm—and BEWARE! •

GOLD BUG
Dry Concentrator.

Hand operated
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prospecting,
pocket hunting
or sampling.

12 'A lbs. $99.50
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available.

Mike Kovacs uses a GOLDBUG—
See DESERT, Feb. '66

•
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The unique hydraulic mechanism which raises the
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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,
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California, Dept. D
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The Lost Dutchman Legend
BY ROBERT BLAIR

ONE HOT June day in 1931 a sixty-
five-year-old man, crippled, and

walking with a cane was guided into the
lonely reaches of Arizona's Superstition
Mountain by two cowhands from a
neighboring ranch. Adolph Ruth, a re-
tired civil servant from Washington,
D. C. was not a greenhorn prospector;
he had in fact broken his leg some years
earlier while searching for a California
mine which, ironically, may have been
the Lost Pegleg. Though the fracture
had been a bad one, Ruth did not for-
swear his interest in lost mines; he knew
little of the Arizona mountains, but he
had what he thought were compelling
clues to the location of a famous gold
mine within the Superstition range.

When two weeks had passed and the
elderly adventurer did not return, search-

ing parties were formed and the moun-
tains were scoured. It was six months be-
fore his ultimate fate was discovered.
First a skull, then later a skeleton, was
found. The personal effects and physical
evidence proved the remains to be those
of the unfortunate Ruth. News accounts
of the discovery contained much specula-
tion that the explorer had been near to
finding the famous Lost Dutchman Mine.

The mention of the fabled mine, plus
the horrifying fact that the victim had
apparently been beheaded, resulted in ex-
tensive press coverage of the event. With
the death of Ruth, the modern legend
of Superstition Mountain was established,
and continues to grow with subsequent
killings and shooting affrays in the years
since, for it is the astonishing number of
murders, some of them unsolved, that has

;
These prehistoric petroglyphs have been called treasure symbols by uninformed

persons. They were here long before the Dutchman.

given the Superstition story its added
dimension of danger and mystery. The
American West abounds in legends of
lost mines and buried treasure, real and
imaginary, but nowhere, perhaps not even
in the Klondike of Dangerous Dan Mc-
Grew, have so many men apparently lost
their lives.

A rigid orthodoxy binds the telling of
tales of lost mines. The plots are as stereo-
typed as soap opera stories, and the many
variations on the Lost Dutchman theme
embody all that is typical in Western
dramaturgy: white bearded prospectors,
treacherous Indians, perfidious white men,
lost gold, stolen maps, with murders,
massacres and mystery enough to satisfy
a whole generation of television writers.

The "Dutchman" was actually a Ger-
man immigrant named Jacob Walzer,
known locally by a variety of names such
as "Old Snowbeard," or simply "Jake."
He died in 1891, and is buried in an un-
marked grave in a Phoenix cemetery after
thoroughly mystifying the residents of
that city for over 20 years. It was Wal-
zer's practice, particularly after partaking
liberally of Phoenix beer, of boasting
about his rich mine in the Superstitions
that focused attention on that particular
range as a possible gold site. His stories,
embellished and distorted by succeeding
generations of tale-spinners, have become
the legend of the Lost Dutchman.

In it usual telling, the mine was orig-
inally discovered by the Peralta family of
Sonora, Mexico. Working in the vicinity
of Superstition Mountain in the 1840s,
they are thought to have developed a
number of highly productive gold de-
posits. With the pending transfer of
southern Arizona to U. S. jurisdiction in
1848, the Peraltas are said to have assem-
bled a large number of Mexican workers
in order to recover as much as possible
from their mines before the territory be-
came overrun with Americans. Unluckily,
the sudden appearance of such large num-
bers of men and animals caused the fierce
Apache residents of the region to con-
clude that their mountain stronghold was
being invaded.

Shortly after the arrival of the large
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The Superstitions in a dramatic mood.

mining party under the command of
Miguel Peralta, Apache bands began a
series of merciless raids. The Mexicans,
unable to withstand the massive assault,
fled frantically with their pack mules and
their gold, attempting to reach the safety
of the flatlands at the northwest end of
the Superstition Range. They were cut off,
so the story goes, and died virtually to
the last man after a pathetic last stand in
a steep box-canyon at the northwest end
of the mountain.

After this massacre of 1848, the In-
dians held the mountains uncontested for

nearly 20 years, though a few adven-
turers reportedly found encouraging signs
of gold during this period of Apache
occupation. Several fanciful anecdotes re-
late to this time, with references to Wea-
ver's Needle as a conspicuous landmark
near the alleged gold strikes. For one
improbable reason or another, none of
these latter finders ever returned to file a
claim.

Jacob Walzer appears in the story in
the late 1860s after reportedly having
worked for a time at the great Vulture
Mine in Wickenburg.. With a fellow

miner named Weiser, he made his way
southeast towards Florence, Arizona, now
the county seat of Pinal County. Some-
where along the way the two Germans
are preseumed to have found the fabled
gold deposit, a strike of such incredible
richness that milling was not required—
the gold could be recovered by hand-
crushing and sorting methods!

According to one account, the two part-
ners worked their mine in peace until
about 1879, when the unpredictable
Apaches struck once more, this time kill-
ing Weiser. (Other sources intimate that
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old Jacob murdered his partner, later
placing the blame on the Indians.) Wal-
zer managed to escape from the moun-
tains after first carefully concealing all
signs of the mine.

Crushed in spirit following the death
of his partner, Walzer settled in Phoe-
nix, returning to the gold mine only a
few times to retrieve portions of the
caches of selected ores which he and
Weiser had accumulated during happier
days. It is reported that when the old
miner set out for the mountain, some 40
miles way, he was followed by hordes of
Phoenicians bent on discovering the loca-
tion of his celebrated mine. Somehow, the
foxy Walzer invariably managed to elude
his pursuers, and return to the city with
a fresh supply of gold.

After his death in 1891, friends of old
Jacob tried without success to follow the
few vague hints and clues that he had
given of the location of the great bon-
anza. Some accounts describe a map orig-
inally given to Walzer's housekeeper, but
later stolen. Dozens of bogus copies of
this "map" have been sold over the last
half century, some for hundreds of dol-
lars, some for lost lives.

With the unexplained killings in the
decades after the Dutchman's death, the
legend has come to include other fantas-
tic details, such as an assertion that an
Apache curse hangs on Superstition
Mountain, causing death to overtake those
who venture too close to the location of
the lost gold. Some have contended that
Apache tribesmen actually work the mine,
but are careful to dispatch any outsider
who ventures close to their operations.

I have spent much time in Arizona
attempting to authenticate these legends.
I have been through the files of the two
Phoenix dailies, and have interviewed the
coroner in Apache Junction, Judge Nor-
man Teason. I have talked to mountain
guides and wranglers, to local law-en-
forcement officers, and to members of the
Sheriff's Posse of Pinal County. Further,
I have been the length and breadth of
the mountain area itself, both on horse-
back and afoot on seven different occa-
sions.

Taking the various facets of the Dutch-
man tale in sequence, one might first ask
whether the area was ever productive of
gold. The answer is yes, for there are
two formerly active mines within five
miles of Apache Junction, the Mammoth
and the Bluebell, which can be seen to-
day. Neither is in the mountain area it-
self, however.

Did the "Dutchman," Jacob Walzer,

actually exist and did he have gold?
Again yes, in both instances, though he
probably had only small amounts of gold
to augment his meager income during the
last years of his life in Phoenix. Walzer,
it will be recalled, had worked at the Vul-
ture mine in Wickenburg and it is likely
that he was oliged to leave his employ-
ment there in some haste because of the
strong suspicion of the mine operators
that he was "high grading" the better ore
samples for his own purposes. It seems
probable that when he eventually sold
these pickings, he used the Superstition
story as a blind to cover the actual facts.
Walzer died poor, and it is hard to be-
lieve that he would not have patented any
claim he had and thus lived the good life
as did his fellow-immigrant, Henry Wick-
enburg.

What of the hundreds of murders?
Who has been, or is now responsible for
such wholesale slaughter? By careful
searching, I can find proof of approxi-
mately 21 actual homicides, and of these
there are about a half-dozen still un-
solved. I could find no real evidence that
anyone had been beheaded, though skele-
tal remains have in some instances been
found widely scattered. It must be re-
membered that man does not have the
desert to himself; the coyote, the skunk,
the rat, and the mountain lion have large
appetites and though they will not attack
a living man, they most assuredly do not
respect the dead.

In his recent book, Hunting Lost Mines
by Helicopter, writer - adventurer Erie
Stanley Gardner wrote that he had been
informed of more than 350 unexplained
deaths in the Superstitions, but some of
these could have been due to exposure,
accident or natural causes.

As for the Indians, there are no
North American tribes, including the
Apache groups, who appear to have en-
gaged in gold mining. I can readily be-
lieve that the Peraltas had their troubles
with the Apaches, but no lawman whom
I have interviewed has the least suspicion
that recent Superstition murders were
committed by Indians.

Are the mountains then safe enough?
Though I have never encountered any
difficulty personally, I have met a few
citizens in the back country who did not
seem altogether saintly, and some had
the unmistakable glint of madness in
their eyes. The Superstition region is the
only place, outside of a Hollywood sound
stage, where I have seen prospectors
actually wearing side arms or carrying
rifles.

It is probable that most men who have
come to grief in the mountain have been
victims of the familiar hazards to be con-
fronted in any remote desert mountain
area; snakebite, exhaustion, sunstroke,
coronary disease, thirst, or accidental in-
jury. I could find no documented instance
where a party of men or even just a two-
some, has sustained gunshot wounds. Vir-
tually all of the murder victims have
either entered the area alone, or had be-
come separated from their colleagues.

If ordinary caution is exercised, there
should be small risk for a party of healthy
and intelligent adults venturing into the
region. Certainly the beauty of the
countryside is unsurpassed and completely
unspoiled. Traveling the canyon trails,
you have the sensation of timelessness, of
being in another, and happier, century.
Even in a state celebrated for its spec-
tacular views, it would be hard to find
more impressive mountain scenery or
more varied desert flora.

By any standard, the ideal method of
seeing the inner canyons of Superstition
is on horseback, accompanied by guides
from nearby Apache Junction. Since no
form of motorized transport is permitted
in the Wilderness Area, the choice is
either to walk or ride a horse. I have
tried both, and I vote for the saddle rather
than the boots, though either way one
may acquire blisters one place or another.

There are only two feasible routes lead-
ing into the inner reaches of the moun-
tain. The southeast approach via well-
marked trail is known as the "Don's
Route" and involves a fairly steep climb
for about three miles. At the northwest
end of the range a habitation known as
First Water Ranch marks the start of an
easy trail that winds for approximately
seven miles up to the Needle. At the
western slope of this imposing spire is a
permanent spring and a pretty glade suit-
able for either camping or a lunch stop.

The latter trip is an easy ard thorough-
ly pleasant one by horseback, and can be
completed, in and out, in one day. It is
the prefered route, in my estimation, for
women and older children, providing of
course they are able to sit a horse. Over-
night forays and hiking away from the
marked trail is definitely man's work,
and for those sound in lung and leg.

However you go, the trip is worthwhile.
And, in spite of evidence which suggests
the Old Dutchman was a high-grader
rather than the possessor of a secret mine,
there's enough doubt to take a chance on
finding it yourself. Who knows? You
might sumble on one even the Old Dutch-
man didn't find! •
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If you've always dreamed of your own desert lake, go to

the strange desert world of Silver Valley

By Betty L. Ryker

THE WORD "desert" is defined as
"an arid, barren tract incapable of

supporting life without an artificial water
water supply." Silver Valley, at Newberry
in Southern California, resembles a desert.
Its terrain consists of sand, volcanic ash,
dry lakes, a lava flow, mesquite and
tumbleweeds. Yet its water-table lies
only from six to sixty feet underground.
This phenomenon was known to primitive
Indians some 20,000 years ago and even
in historic times the area was named
"Water" when the Iron Horse wormed
its way West. Later it was renamed New-
berry, but it is still a railroad water stop.

No one really knows why this small
valley, 80 square miles, boasts such an
abundance of water. Some say it's the
Bentonite clay which forms a deep, wide
bowl underneath and contains the run-
off of centuries of rains from surrounding
mountains, along with natural springs.
That the Mojave River goes underground
near Barstow, 18 miles west, and con-
tinues throughout the area, could also
account for the natural reservoir.

During a recent three-day exploration

of this region I heard of caves in the
rugged south rim of the Newberry Moun-
tains. They had been used by prehistoric
Indians who left artifacts. Bones of the
Giant Condor and small three-toed horse
had also been found. Directions to these
caves were confusing and, aware of a
maze of little canyons flowing into larger
ones, I knew my chances of finding it
alone were slim.

At my headquarters, the Sidewinder
Cafe on Highway 66, I learned that the
closest route was to leave my car at Echo
Ranch and head straight up the wide
mouth of the canyon afoot. This couldn't
be missed, I was assured, as it was the
only opening. When I asked if Echo
Ranch was occupied, a gentleman sitting
down the counter sort of smiled and said
he thought it was. There was only one
person living at the ranch at present—a
caretaker—himself. And he would be
happy to direct me toward the mountain.

With such an auspicious beginning,
my guides, Jack Hutchison and his big
dog, Prance, led me to the wide canyon.
Jack had been there years ago, so had a
vague idea of its location. But time and
erosion change many things, even light and

shadows make a difference and the light
this morning was diffused with gathering
clouds. We followed washes, cluttered
with boulders, and many times Prance
chose the better path for us to follow.
But we did take one wrong turn into
a blind canyon where crumbling shale
provided little or no footholds and we
had to descend by the seat of our pants.

We were rewarded around the next
outcropping where a great rock guarded
the entrance to a cave. Eons ago it had
been the facing of the cave, but some
earth movement evidently created a schism
and this piece of mountain now leaned
precariously over our trail. From the other
side, I touched it, expecting it to> go
crashing down. But it didn't.

The cave itself was not big. It intruded
into the mountain some 25 or 30 feet,
growing smaller as it receded, and the
passageway circled around to return to
the front on. a higher level of flooring.
The ceiling was black with the smoke of
ancient campfires. Outside we found
remnants of excavation materials used by
archeological expeditions, so the cave had
been explored before.

As we descended the alluvial fan that
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First view as you come upon cave.

spewed from the canyon's entrance, winds
whistled and howled like irate spirits.
Then it started to rain. I wondered if the
wrath of those primitive spirits had been
evoked at our disturbance of their resting
place.

Back at my headquarters I learned

from Mrs. Ruth Armstrong, an authority
on rocks and gemstones in the area, of
lava bombs to be found around the base
of the Pisgah Crater, to the east. This
extinct volcano blew its top at late as 700
years ago and is responsible for the layer
of dry "black top" called lava flow. This

spooky mount, rising mesa-like from the
desert floor, is not distingishable as such
until it is viewed from nearby. Then,
its blackened, charred exterior reflects
the violence and tragedy of an unexpected
eruption. A locked gate discourages
motorists from driving up to it, but its
empty silhouette contributes much to the
timeless mood of this strange desert with
its vast underground of water stored in a
natural sealer of Bentonite.

With the inception of the modern-day
bulldozer, the properties of soil in this
region have been utilized to the fullest.
Within a few short hours, an acre-sized
lake can be scooped out and lined with
its own non-absorbent clay. Then a single
well drilled to a depth of 100 or 150
feet assures an unlimited supply of fresh
spring water. The cost of an acre lake is
little more than that of a swimming pool!

Depending upon a person's particular
tastes, each may realize what he wants
here. If you're a fisherman, bluegill, cat-
fish, bass and trout thrive in these man-
made desert lakes. If more action is de-
sired, a lake can be shaped for water-
skiing, boating, sailing or water paddling.
Or, if you just want to get away from it
all, you can create an island retreat and
stock it with crocodiles! Already some 35
to 50 lakes have been dug, or are in the
process, but the rolling, dune-like desert
hides these real-life mirages and unless
you're equipped with a sand buggy, you
may miss most of them.

Hal Burdick, one of the newer pio-
neers, owns a nearly five-acre lake
stocked with fish and planted with luxu-

Silver Valley seen from Newberry Mountains. Cady Range at right.
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Passageway inside cave circles and returns
to upper level at right.



riant foliage. He is now completing the
landscaping of another lake with two is-
lands joined by a Japanese rainbow
bridge. Another, Lake Loreen (DESERT,
Nov. '62), is a more commercial venture
of 34 acres. Operated by Gus and Loreen
Raigosa, the public can enjoy its fish-
filled lagoons and swimming holes, boat-
ing or just plain picnicking. And for the
gourmet, there is a little Polynesian res-
taurant where food rivals that of Bali Hai,
on San Diego's Shelter Island, which in-
spired this place.

On the eastern edge of the valley is
the long, shallow basin of Troy Dry Lake.
One of these days a far-sighted developer
will reconvert this to its original state,
making a wonderland of homes and re-
creation areas against the purple and
beige Cady Range which slopes up from
its shoreline. That this was once full and
lush is evidenced by arrowheads and arti-
facts, probably of my primitive Indians
who frequented the cave. But it was also
a more recent battleground. In the mid-
1800s, soldiers drilled at old Fort Cady
whose ruins lay to the north. This outpost
was one of the worst assignments a soldier
could have and desertions were many de-
spite its convenience and protection for
more than 2,000 covered wagons a year.
It was also a shipping point for the gold
mines of Alvord, until it was abandoned
in 1870.

Even in modern dress, Silver Valley
and its neighboring communities still
breathe the days of old. The revived ghost
town of Calico brings western-minded
tourists into the area and although Bar-
stow has assumed a facade of shy
sophistication, ranchers still come to mar-
ket wearing broad-brimmed hats and
spurs on their boots. •







after reading this article, you ll want to be the first to visit the

by Walter Ford

LET YOUR thoughts dwell for a few
minutes on a mountain desert scenic

area where camping sites with wood,
stoves, tables, benches, running water,
and sanitary facilities are furnished free
of charge. And where you may collect
rocks, search for Indian artifacts, observe
the abundant wildlife or enjoy one of
the most breathtaking desert vistas yet to
be found. Then, if you are in the mood
to make this mental vision a reality, you
have only to load up your camping gear,
follow Highway 80 to the turn-off be-
tween Boulevard and Jacumba and enter
the recently opened McCain Valley Re-
source Conservation Area in Southern
California.

The new playground, which consists of
38,692 acres in the In-Ko-Pah Mountains
east of McCain Valley, is being developed
by the Bureau of Land Management of
the U. S. Department of the Interior. A
well graded road over which trailers can
be pulled with ease extends through the
area for 12 miles and nearly to Sombrero
Peak. Future plans include continuing
the road to Canebrake Canyon to connect
it with Anza-Borrego State Park. Im-


