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When Choral Pepper, Editor of DESERT MAGAZINE, joined the latest Erle Stanley Gardner expedition
into Baja California, she little realized she would be flying in helicopters over literally unexplored
country. Nor did she realize that readers would demand far more material on the expedition than she
could possibly crowd into five instalments in the magazine. Here is a book that is a detailed account
of these modern-day adventures—the story of the first helicopter ever to be seen in Santa Rosalia, in
Mulege, in San Ignacio . . . the story of exploring hidden canyons where no human has set foot to ground
in modern times. $8.95

Other books of adventure by Erle Stanley Gardner:

HUNTING LOST MINES BY HELICOPTER $7.50

THE WORLD OF WATER $5.00 HOVERING OVER BAJA $6.00

THE DESERT IS YOURS $7.50 HUNTING THE DESERT WHALE $6.00

THE HIDDEN HEART OF BAJA $7.50 NEIGHBORHOOD FRONTIERS $6.00
Order from

DESERT MAGAZINE Book Shop
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OFF THE BEATEN TRACK IN BAJA
By Erle Stanley Gardner

Books written by Erle Stanley Gardner
have outsold those written by any other
author in the world today. His Perry
Mason mysteries and those written under
the pen name of A. A. Fair have been
translated into almost every foreign lan-
guage, Less well-known are the non-fic-
tion books in which he recounts his per-
sonal adventures in the exploration of
Baja California and western desert re-
gions. Off the Beaten Track in Baja
comes as the eighth in this series.

All Gardner adventure books feature
the same cast as far as the writer's travel-
ing companions are concerned, although
in this book they play a minor role. Long,
rangy Sam Hicks is along with his back-
country know-how, pretty Jean Bethell is
there with her steno pad and typewriter,
J. W. Black has invented a new vehicle
already introduced to readers of DESERT
Magazine who followed editor Choral
Pepper's account of the adventure on these
pages, and Ricardo Castillo, Bruce Bar-
ron and Doug Allen, also familiar names
to DESERT readers, were party to the
latest Baja Adventure.

Gardner writes of his camps with genu-
ine feeling. Smoke from mesquite liter-
ally scents the pages and, as you read, you
will find yourself unwinding and relaxing
with "Uncle Erle”. How he loves to camp !
This account is written with such a sense
of intimacy that you feel Gardner's great
personality and warmth as strongly as
though you were there. It is a wonderful
book—one you wish wouldn't end when
you turn the last page.

Traveling by 4-wheel drive vehicles,
Grasshopper and helicopter, Gardner and
his friends intrude upon remote ranches
which never before have been visited by
an outsider, They meet children and adults
who never before have seen a stranger.
Yet always Gardner and his companions
are greeted by their astonished hosts with
dignity and made to feel welcome.

Accompanying the expedition is Mex-
ico's foremost archaeologist, Dr. Carlos
Margain of Mexico City. With him Gard-
ned revisits the fantastic painted caves he
discovered and wrote about in The Hidden
Heart of Baja as well as new ones, all of
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which are illustrated in both full color
and black and white so the reader, too,
can try to solve the mystery of these
unique Baja pictographs.

The country covered in the book isn't
entirely remote, however. Gardner writes
of the better known resorts of northern

“and central Baja, including Dixon Collin’s

magificent new hotel at Punta Chivato
north of Mulege. This is one of the rea-
sons why Off the Beaten Track in Baja
will be the most popular of Gardner's
Baja books. In spite of the fact Gardner
did much of his exploring by helicopter,
a craft not available to the average Baja
traveler, most of the country was covered
in land vehicles and his base camps were
usually located near towns served by
Captain Francisco Munoz' Baja Airlines—
spots which may be reached by anyone
who accepts the challege of back-country
travel.

This is a book that will make you want
to go out and adventure a bit on your
own. Gardner has blazed a trail for you,
introduced you to trustworthy people you
are bound to meet, and has given you a
broad hint about what to expect. The
next move is up to you! Baja is much too
wonderful to remain unexploited for
long. Readers who do not learn all they
can about it and make the trip now will
regret it later,

This reviewer was along on several of
the expeditions included in the book
and wrote articles about them for DES-
ERT Magazine. It is truly remarkable
that Gardner could have written these
368 pages and hardy repeated an incident
covered in the DESERT stories. Hard-
cover, profusely illustrated, $8.95. C.P.

THE BUTTERFIELD
OVERLAND MAIL

By Waterman L. Ormsby
Edited by Lyle Wright and
Josephine Bynnm

Written by a New York newspaper re-
porter who was the only through passen-
ger on the first westbound Butterfield
Overland Mail stage from east to west,
the author’s account is lively and exciting.
He describes other passengers, the coun-
try they passed through, accommodations

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 49, sales tax.
Enclose payment with order.

and the dangers to which early stage pas-
sengers were exposed. Having traveled
from St. Louis to San Francisco, they
arrived at their destination an hour ahead
of contract time—23 days and 231/ hours,
a feat never before equalled in overland
travel. Their average speed, including
detentions, stoppages, changing horses,
meals, etc., was a fraction over five miles
per hour.

The Butterfield Stage passed through
Tucson, Arizona to Fort Yuma, where it
crossed the Colorado River into Califor-
nia, and hence to Fort Tejon via Los
Angeles and on to San Francisco. The
author tells about the devastating sights
they saw while crossing the desert be-
tween Yuma and the Vallecito stage stop
along the immigrant trail,

This is not a new book. Its fifth print-
ing was issued in 1962, but it is a worth-
while book for collectors of early West-
ern Americana and one many readers may
have missed on publication. Hardcover,
177 pages, $4.50.

THE LIFE OF THE DESERT
By Ann and Myron Sutton

Published in cooperation with the
World Book Encyclopedia, this beautifully
illustrated volume covers life on the des-
ert from four different aspects—daytime
and nocturnal activities of typical desert
creatures, perennial problems of water and
the ingenious methods used by animals to
obtain it, survival problems and how ani-
mals and plants solve them, and the dif-
ferences and similarities among major
North American desert regions. In addi-
tion, the appendices give a guide to
National Parks and Monuments on Am-
erican deserts and special features on en-
dangered species of lizards and poison-
ous desert animals. As a reference, the
book gives once-over-lightly coverage with
a slick format. Profound desert aficion-
ados might consider it somewhat shallow
—resembling a glorified park department
brochure with warmed over photos they
have seen before—but it is still one of
the most attractive books to be produced
on nature in the desert from a broad
point of view. Hard cover, full color, 231
pages, $4.95.



Are bunters for the elusive treasure of this old Jesuit Mission
in Baja jinxed, or were the obstacles that the author
and bis compam'om encountered merely coincidence?

The Mystery of Santa Maria

by Morlin Childers

T HAS BEEN said that
$3000 in gold was found
at the turn of the cen-
tury by a Mexican goat
herder who slept in the
shadows of the old Santa
ruins. As the sun rose,
its rays shone on a partially exposed
earthen pot. Upon excavating the pot,
the goat herder discovered it was filled
with the yellow metal. Since that time,
treasure hunters have prodded and dug
without discretion. Greed for buried
gold or wvaluables, supposedly hidden
when the Spanish Government abruptly
evicted the Black Robes in 1769, has
destroyed forever portions of structures
which documented the work of this re-
ligious order.

Santa Maria was only partially com-
pleted at the time the Jesuits were order-
ed to Spain and many have supposed
this to be the most logical mission in
which to search for items the fathers
wished to secret. Possibly the Black
Robes anticipated that a change in policy
might occur so they could return to their
dedicated work and recover valuable
articles left buried for safekeeping, but
nothing of substance has been reported
yet by treasure finders.

Ruins of a storage and warehouse for
freight bound for Santa Maria still bake
under the Baja California sun on the
west side of San Luis Gonzaga Bay,
separated from the mission by 35 miles
of rugged mountain inland trails.

Maria Mission

We were camped at Gonzaga Bay one
late summer evening several years ago
when a stranger stopped by our camp.
He was worried. Three of his friends
had taken off early in the day on trail
bikes and were long overdue. We decided
that nothing could be done to aid the
missing men at this later hour, but if by
morning they had not returned every
effort would be made to locate and give
them whatever help they might need.

Our decision to wait had been a wise

s
i

The remaining ruins of the Santa Maria de los Angeles Mission.

one, for when we awakened and saw their
motor bikes, we knew they had returned.
Curious to learn what had delayed them,
we joined them around the coffee pot on
their fire and listened to an intriguing
story. They had reached the Santa Maria
Mission. Inside its front door and midway
between its roofless side walls there was
a hole some earlier visitor had dug. The
hole was a couple of feet square and
about 14 inches deep. When they put a
metal detector into it, the indicator needle
traveled completely across the face of
the instrument and the ear phones buzzed
emphatically, both indications of the pre-
sence of metal. Unaware of the passing
time, they spent the remainder of the day
attempting to deepen the hole, but their
tools were inadequate for moving the
compact earth.

Armed with a shovel and the blessings
of the "tale tellers,” my companions and
I departed that same morning—destina-
tion, Santa Maria de Los Angeles Mis-
sion; objective, to excavate and salvage
the metallic substance indicated by the
metal finder.

It is a difficult climb from the desert
floor up the boulder-filled canyon. Water

that roared between the steep canyon walls
during infrequent storms had worn
smooth the granite lining of the canyon
floor and there were few places to ascend
the precipitous cliffs. We cooled off in
some of the water-filled depressions,
sometimes forcibly when passage was pre-
cluded to swimming. After crossing one
water-filled sump, we found it necessary
to shinnie up a cirio log to gain access
to the upper canyon floor, 25 feet above
our heads. Both the log and rocks were
slippery, making it a dangerous climb.
As the sun bore down, the canyon
widened and the sumit of the mountain
was visible. According to our inform-
ants, this was the clue that designated the
location of this most inaccessible of all
Baja missions. Lying mid-way between
the Gulf of California to the east and
the Pacific Ocean to the west, from either
direction the access is formidable.
While making our way up the canyon,
we noted several white crosses etched on
prominent boulders with arrows pointing
in the direction of the mission. With
each succeeding cross, the markers became
larger. At last, directly in our path, was
scrawled "MIS” and an arrow pointed
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to the south, up and out of the canyon
floor. We knew the mission was near.

Unfortunately, our shovel, too, proved
inadequate. Resigned to the fact that a
pick and bars would be required to break
the cement-like earth, we decided to hide
the shovel in a bush and return at a later
date with better equipment for digging.

During the next couple of months, any-
time two or more of us got together our
conversation turned to the mission and
conjecture as to what was secreted beneath
the hardened earth. Three months later Ed
Popejoy of El Centro, California, and 1
proceeded in a pickup truck, towing my
sand buggy. Jim Adkins and Don Brook,
also of El Centro, were to follow in Jim's
small airplane and after Ed and I had
hiked to the mission, they were to air-
drop sleeping bags and other hard goods
to an area north of the ruins. This way
supplies and equipment would be avail-
able to accumphsh our goal After r_he
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air-drop, Jim and Don were to fly back to
Gonzaga Bay where they could land and
then, in the pickup, follow our trail as far
as possible to the mission, bringing with
them two metal detectors. Everything pro-
ceeded as planned until, without warning,
the engine of the sand bug stopped. After
some minutes of investigation we found
that the battery post had been fractured
on the rough trail and was now broken
off completely. The two of us loaded our
60-pound packs and continued on foot.
It was mid-morning when we arrived
at the mission to start the project of un-
earthing whatever was buried in this
lonely, remote site. A pick we carried was
the answer and though it was difficult,
slow work, we were able to inch our way
downward. The compact ground did not
become softer as the hole deepened. Some
four or five hours later we were working
deeper at a depth of about five feet.
Convmced that we had by-passed the
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The first view of the old mission when
approached from the east side of the
peninsula.

buried object, we reproached ourselves for
leaving the metal detectors for Jim and
Don to bring. At about this time we
heard the engine of Jim's small plane.

The air drop was completed success-
fully and Ed and I were congratulating
ourselves and looking forward to our
friends joining us with the metal detec-
tor when they circled us again and
dropped one more item—a small can.
Inside of it was a note that read like this:
"We cannot come to mission. Business
in El Centro makes it necessary to return
first thing in the morning. We will spend
the night at Gonzaga Bay. Tomorrow
morning early before we depart we will
fly over and check on you. If at that time
you plan to spend a second night at the
mission you will both lie down on the
ground.”

With this message they departed. We
felt very much alone. Further digging
was futile without the metal detector,
but it wasn't until sometime later that
the full consequences of our plight struck
us. We both remembered at the same time
about our stalled sand buggy. Without
a battery, our troubles were multiplied.
Gloom prevailed until after refreshments
were served and a good steak was under
our belts.

The light of the next day sharpened
our awareness of our predicament. Using
the white lining from one of our sleep-
ing bags, we ripped it into long strips,
and laid them on the flat ground to the
north of the ruins, spelling out the words,
HELP CAR. Soon Jim and Don ap-
peared overhead. They had difficulty
deciding what C AR stood for and at
first thought we were abbreviating some-



thing. After several passes they dropped
another can with this message: "If there
is something wrong with your car, both
of you lay on the ground.”

In less time than you can imagine, we
were in a prone position. Our airborne
friends dipped a wing and we knew they
realized our situation. We then decided
to bury the canned food and supplies,
hide our digging equipment and sleeping
bags and depart at once. If we made
good time climbing up the canyon, our
record was shattered by the descent. Jim
and Don awaited us at the stalled sand
buggy. Our efforts to expose the evasive
object buried at the mission had failed
again,

Fourteen months later, George Brock-
amp, J. L. Love and I decided to make a
five-day sojourn to Baja. This time we
would approach the challenging mission
from the Pacific side of the peninsula.

Late in the afternoon we left the
famous Baja highway and started east
up the canyon toward the mission. Soon it
was pitch dark and we had run out of

enough of an engineer to master its secret.
This was our fourth attempt to unearth
the metallic object from its elusive grave.
It gave me an eerie feeling—as though
destiny prohibited us from completing our
search. Nevertheless, we continued up the
beautiful palm-studded canyon. The walk-
ing distance was about half as long as it
was on the eastern slope and the climb
less rugged. When we reached the mis-
sion site everything appeared as Ed and 1
had left it. We pulled our shovel from
its hiding place and uncovered the canned
food we had buried. Our desire to know
what was beneath the old structure was
still intense, but it took only a few strokes
of the pick in the compact earth to quench
our inquisitive thirst, especially when we
had no metal detector to guide the dig.
Another year passed, but the mystery of
the mission was not forgotten. Jim Ad-
kins and Don Brock scheduled a trip to
Gonzaga Bay to make another attempt
to learn the secret of the ruins. A short
distance from the place where the moun-
tain trail departs the canyon, they were

The eastern slope near the desert floor wheve we entered into the canyon is only one
of the beantiful spots we came upon.

trail. We decided to camp where we
were for the night.

Early the following morning, George
suggested we give the metal detector a
final check before completing our hike
to the mission. [ removed the device
from the pouch it was stored in and
assembled the parts. After completing
the project, 1 realized something was
missing. The headgear, or earphones,
were not in the pouch with the rest of the
parts. We searched the sand bug and the
camp box, to no avail. The earphones
simply were not there, even though I
was sure they had been stored with the
rest of the device when it was placed in
the vehicle. I tried to make the detector
operate without the headgear, but was not

forced to abandon their trail bikes and
forge ahead on foot. It was an interest-
ing, if not a scenic trip. They saw a
mountain sheep and, strangely, near a
petroglyph on a rock depicting a snake,
a six-foot-long live one blocked their
trail. Was it a coincidence, or a warning
out of the past? Finally arriving at the
mission, the tired hikers retrieved the
sleeping bags Ed and I had left and
turned in early. Morning came and rays
of light pierced the palm grove where
they slept. With the light came new
hope that at last the mystery of this
loneliest Baja mission would be solved.

Imagine their chagrin when absolutely
no indication of metal resounded from
their detectors! Even a check of excava-

The author looks into the hole he dug
on a previous trip and wishes he had a
metal detector.

ted earth around the hole revealed no-
thing. What had happened? The identi-
cal metal detector that had registered so
vigorously on the occasion of the first
trip now refused to be disturbed at any
point in or near the mission. Frustrated
and sick at heart, the fellows climbed
down the canyon trail and back to El
Centro to report their failure.

Jim and Don had not seen the hole
after Ed and I dug it and could not de-
termine whether or not further excavation
had taken place. It is possible someone
had heard of our interest in the old ruin
and, with a metal detector, had located
and unearthed the treasure after our last
attempt. If so, I hope that someone reads
this story and tells us what was found.
I will not feel cheated, for I think that
every man should participate in the search
for a buried or lost treasure sometime
during his lifetime. Even should his
effort prove unfruitful, he will be en-
riched with the spirit of adventure.

One thing I would like to add.
Throughout our search for the secret of
the Santa Maria, we carefully avoided
digging into or under the few remaining
adobe walls of the mission. To find this
last Baja mission built by the Jesuits was
a big part of our excitement. Treasure
or no treasure, that part of the adven-
ture remains intact for you. O
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SOMETHING NEW IN BISON

HE AMERICAN  bison,
popularly known as the
buffalo, can be seen to-
day in many parks, zoos,
and on some ranches. His
numbers were depleted
dangerously during the past century,
but now he is no longer in danger of
becoming extinct.

Bison have roamed North America for

by Heather Smith Thomas

and sheep, but the name is now too
firmly fixed to ever be changed.

Early explorers regarded the buffalo
as a fearsome curiosity, but to Western
Indians the buffalo meant life itself. Be-
for the coming of the white men, they
followed the buffalo herd and lived as
hunters and warriors instead of agricul-
turists like the Indians east of the Missis-
sippi. Sioux, Cheyennes, Comanches, Ari-

karas, Kiowas and other Plains Indians
all depended on the buffalo.

Their natural roving was increased
during the 1600s when Spanish explorers
and traders supplied them with horses
and they developed their remarkable skill
in horsemanship. Before that, they hunted
buffalo on foot. One method was the
“buffalo jump." Here the Indians took
advantage of the patural lay of the land
and the mass confusion and fright of
a stampeding herd. The "buffalo jump”
was usually a steep cliff or bank over
which the animals were driven to their
deaths. By the time the herd leaders got
to the cliff it was too late to turn back
the onrushing herds behind would push
a good number over before the stampede
slackened.

There is one such jump in the Tongue
River country near Hardin, Montana,
Here, piles of rock form a corridor stretch-
ing for more than half a mile which leads
to a cliff. Buffalo robes on poles centered
in the rock piles flapped in the wind
and kept the running buffalo from break-
ing out of the corridor. The barrier on
the other side is a steep downhill slope.
The buffalo were driven along the edge

Jim Burnett, Maontana rvancher, is expevimenting with cross-bred buffalo and cattle. Photo above is one result. Below is a herd
of American bison that thrills tourists in Yellowstone National Park.

centuries, They crossed the land bridge
between Asia and America and came into
Alaska during the middle Pleistocene
period (about 400,000 years ago). From
Alaska they drifted southward, spreading
from Canada to Mexico and from Penn-
sylvania to the Blue Mountains of Ore-
gon. The prehistoric bison was larger
than its modern descendant and had horns
measuring five feet or more, as we can
tell from its fossil remains.

The name “buffalo” probably came
from the early French explorers who
called the bison le boeuf. As English-
speaking traders and settlers came into
North America, the name became "buff”
and “buffler” and finally ended up as
“buffalo.” Actually, the name applies
scientifically only to the African buffalo
and the water buffalo, The American
bison is not a buffalo at all, being of
the Bovidae family which includes cattle
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of this steep hill until they came to the
end and were forced over a 40-foot cliff.
Animals not killed outright by the fall
were slain by hunters below, then butch-
ered. The shallowest layer of bones at
this location is a foot below the present
surface of the ground. There are other
layers below; the fourth lying 10 feet
underground. Tepee rings clearly show
one campsite, and petroglyphs (rock
drawings) on the jump cliff itself indi-
cate a continued presence of Indians.

With horses the usual method of hunt-
ing buffalo was the “surround.” A herd
would be encircled by warriors on swift
horses who galloped alongside and cut
down stragglers with arrows and lances.
Women, children and older men followed
on foot to skin the slain beasts and cut
up the meat.

Unlike the later white hunters, the In-
dians used nearly every part of the buffalo
and got from these animals nearly all the
necessities of life. The fresh meat was
eaten raw, roasted, or boiled in a raw-
hide-lined earthen pot with water heated
by hot rocks, Whatever meat was not
eaten on the spot was preserved by drying
or jerking, or by cooking, shredding and
mixing with wild berries and fat to be
stored in rawhide bags as “pemmican.”
The buffalo hides, after being fleshed
and scraped, were treated with mixtures
of fat and brains until ready to use for
clothing. The tanned hides were then
made into moccasins and leggings, dresses
and shirts, and summer coverings for
beds. Thick robes with hair still on them
made warm beds for winter. Scraped
hides were stitched together to cover
tepees. Water buckets were made from
the lining of the paunch. Rawhide was
used for trunks, cooking pots, ropes,
arrow quivers and saddles. The thick
tough hide of the bull's neck was used
for shields. Hoofs were boiled to make
glue. Scraped and polished horns pro-
vided spoons, ladles and ornaments; rib
bones made runners for small dog-drawn
sleds and other bones served as tools.
Sinews made thread and bowstrings.
Thick wooly hair was used to stuff
medicine balls and the beard decorated
bows and lances. Even the stones found
in the gall bladder were used for "medi-
cine paint.” Not much was wasted—
even the tail provided a whip or fly
swatter.

Then the white men came west to fence
and cultivate the land and build military
posts. The railroads crept westward
through buffalo land; shooting stamped-
ing buffalo was a popular passenger
sport. Great herds crossing the tracks
stopped trains for hours at a time. Buf-

falo Bill Cody started his ride to fortune
as a hunter for the Kansas Pacific Rail-
road, killing 4,120 buffalo in 18 months.

Professional hide hunters fanned out
over the plains, killing buffalo by the
millions. Buffalo hides sold for $1.25
apiece. Tongues, the greatest delicacy,
were 25¢, and hindquarters went begging
at lc per pound. By 1879, only a few
scattered bands of buffalo remained in
the Southwest.

By 1884 no more than several hun-
dred wild and wary buffalo survived in
the entire world. Not even these few were
safe. Ten years later more than a hun-
dred were killed in the Yellowstone wild-
erness. At last public feelings were out-
raged. President Cleveland signed a bill
protecting the 21 buffalo remaining in
the park. Others were protected in zoos
and fenced areas. Slowly they began to
increase again, but never would great
herds roam the plains. And the going of
the buffalo marked the end of a culture;
life for the Plains Indians would never
be the same.

Today there are about 10,000 buffalo
in the United States. About a thousand of
these are in Yellowstone Park, and an-
other thousand roam the Wichita Moun-
tains Wildlife Refuge. The largest herd

in the U.S. now is in the South Dakota -

Custer State Park near Pierre, South
Dakota, where there are 1200 head. Some
of the buffalo at the National Bison
Range (at Moiese, Montana, north of
Missoula) were recently sold to ranchers
and other individuals, Today there are
more than a few ranchers raising buffalo,
either for fun or for profit. There has
been some experimentation with cross-
breeding buffalo with cattle. Jim Bur-
nett, rancher near Luther, Montana, has
successfully raised a large number of half-
buffalo animals, crossing buffalo with
Hereford and Angus cows. The resulting
hybrid is not sterile. Mr. Burnett has
successfully raised a sizeable number of
second-cross animals, one-fourth buffalo.

The cross-bred animals make good beef,
and a lot of it. There is also a market for
buffalo meat in gourmet wild game res-
taurants where it is a delicacy. Steaks,
roasts, and sausage dinners are a specialty
in South Dakota's Mt. Rushmore restaur-
ant. Roadside stands in the Black Hills
offer "buffalo burgers” to travelers and
tourists.

Nearly extinct 80 years ago, the buffalo
has made a remarkable comeback under
the protection of national parks and in-
terested individuals. Today it is one of
our most fascinating remants of the Old
West. O
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HE DAVIES Mountains in
Southern California, near
Jacumba, are probably the
loneliest in the West. It
is one of the few places
I know where you can
spend a weekend alone.

We've been there several times; not
looking for gold, nor silver, nor lost
jewels, but for a cache of guns. Any one
of which would be worth a fortune on
today’s market.

The guns are there someplace; care-
fully hidden in a cave among many
canyons. People have seen them. An
early settler carried two of them for
years. In Jacumba, you mention guns
and the old timers smile. They'll tell you
the story; but the telling is saturated with
their own experiences. They've been
there; they've searched the mysterious,
unfriendly Davies Mountains.

The guns were first discovered before
World War 1. They were found by acci-
dent and the finder, although he search-
ed for many years, was never able to find
them again.

The story begins early one morning on
a ranch northwest of Ocotillo Wells
Junction, about 25 miles east of Jacum-
ba. A rancher awakened and sleepily
began his daily chores. He walked slowly
to the corral, probably unconscious of the
first rays of the morning sun that were
creeping slowly over the nearby moun-
tains. He was wishing possibly for a
little excitement to give him an excuse
to escape the boredom of ranch routine.
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He found it! Two of his prize horses
were gone. Horse thieves had visited
him during the night.

Like most early ranchers, he was a
good tracker. In a matter of minutes, he
was mounted and riding slowly towards
Mexico, about 50 miles away.

During those early years, it was not
uncommon for bandits from below the
border to occasionally work their way
north to what was considered “better
pickings." This was Murietta's stomping
grounds, to mention one of many. Early
ranchers were constantly harrassed, their
cattle rustled, their horses stolen and, in
some instances, their wives taken along
as part of the booty. Usually the rancher
cursed a little, damning the world in
general, while he promised himself to be
more on guard in the future. But the
hero of our story had not lost two ordin-
ary horses. These were two prized
thoroughbreds; the only two of their
kind within several hundred miles. He
wanted them back.

As the story goes, he followed the
bandit trail deep into Sonora, Mexico.
His anger increased as he thought of the
many things he had to do back home and
of his wife and family, whose descendants
now keep his name alive around Jacumba.
In later years, he confessed to friends
that he fully intended to hang the bandits
when he caught them. Instead, he "mer-
cifully shot 'em both.” Then he started
the long trip home. It is a hard trip,
even today with air-conditioned automo-
biles. It must have been tough astride a
slow-moving horse and guiding several
others,

The custom at that time—started 150
years earlier by immigrants from Mexico,
led by DeAnza—was to skirt the Davies
Mountains and follow the easier desert
trails, but for some reason, the rancher
decided to take the shorter route through
the rugged Davies Mountains. After
many days of traveling he was probably
tired, hungry, and eager to rejoin his
family. Late in the evening, just as the
sun was getting ready to disappear, the
rancher realized he had taken a wrong
turn and entered a blind canyon. Rather
than retreat he decided to camp there
for the night. Later he described the a.ea



as a deep canyon bordered by rock strewn
mountains filled with caves. Palm trees
dotted its floor. He moved into one of
the caves for shelter and was surprised to
see it stacked to the ceiling with crates.
These crates were the guns, According to
the story he later told, most of the guns
were new. They were still packed in
cosmoline.

There were rifles and hand guns. He
picked one of each to take home, ob-
viously figuring he could return for the
remainder whenever he had time. There
was no hurry. Items stored in the desert
do not decay quickly.

The hand gun was a converted '61 Colt
worth from $300 to $500 on today's
market, depending upon its condition.
The rifle was a Henry repeater. A simi-
lar rifle sold for $3,500 about six months
ago. At that time, of course, their value
was far less. The Colt was worth only
$10 to $15 and the rifle about §50.

The rancher, although he searched for
years, was never able to relocate that par-
ticular cave. His descendants also search-
ed, but they, too, finally gave up.

When I heard the story 10 years ago,
I shrugged it off as a typical yarn spread
by an old man, but subsequently, things
began to happen. A San Diegan found

-
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The canyon was such a jumble of rvocks we hardly knew

where to begin our search.

a rusty '61 Colt buried in the desert
sand. A TV commentator found an old
Henry repeater also buried in the sand.

How did they get there? I began to
read about the area. I wasn't too serious
at first, but the history was interesting.

The first settlers into California passed
near the Davies Mountains; a troop of
cavalry was massacred by Indians less
than 10 miles away. An Indian killed a
white settler, a relative of the rancher who
found the guns. In retaliation, angry
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settlers slaughtered 19 Indians as they lay
sleeping. The area had a violent history,
as evidenced by a number of skulls found
in different areas throughout the moun-
tains.

The Davies Mountains had been a hide
out for Murietta. He reportedly used the
rugged canyons as an escape route from
the United States into Mexico, as did
many other bandits. It was also a route
for smugglers. There are still several caves
in the area named "'Smuggler’s Cave.”
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What really started me on a search for
the guns was a chance meeting with an
old Mexican in Hermosillo, Sonora, Mex-
ico. His name was Francisco Hernandez
Martinez and he was as old as his name
was long. His eyes were weary and his
mouth curled at the edges, joining the
wrinkles that crisscrossed his face like
lines on a heavily used highway map. My
wife and I had been talking to some
friends when the discussion turned to
Mexico's struggle for Independence. Soon
I found myself talking about the lost
guns. I told them everything 1 knew,
which wasn't much, at that point.

As 1 was telling the tale, our host
smiled at his wife. When I concluded, he
said, "There is a man who fought in the
war. He often talks about going to the
United States after guns for the revolu-
tionists."

He told us more about the old war-
rior. The ancient veteran was popular
with children; his tales of the war were
something of a legend among the poor,
hero-seeking children of Hermosillo.

The next day he took us to meet the
soldier. Francisco was old; every line in
his battered face could have been the
result of another phase in his long life.
He was an Indian. His ideas of freedom
were grandiose and he was proud of the
part he had played in the Mexican revolu-
tion. When we questioned him about his
trips to the border, his weary eyes took
on the puzzled expression of a man
struggling to remember,

"Yes!" he said at length. “"Many, many
years ago when our poor, ragged army
fought with ancient weapons, we often
went northwest of here to bring back
wagon loads of guns and bullets.”

"Where did you go?" I asked.

"To the mountains west of the great
river,” he replied.

These would be the Davies Mountains.
The river he mentioned would be the
Colorado River,

"We went many times,” he said.
"Sometimes there would be many guns,
sometimes we'd return with nothing.”

"Where would you find the guns?" 1
asked.

"They were hidden in the mountains,
in large caves.”
"Were they always in the same place?”

"No, Senor,” he answered quickly.
"We would meet a guide by the big
pointed mountain and he would lead us
to the guns.”

The pointed mountain he mentioned
must have been Signal Mountain, about
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15 miles from the Davies Mountains
where the rancher found the guns.

“"Sometimes, there was no one there
to meet us,” he said.

This was the part of his story that
nagged my consciousness, If sometimes
there had not been someone there to meet
them, this would indicate that perhaps
the guns hidden carefully in a remote
cave had never been taken. What hap-
pened to the guide is hard to tell. During
those troubled days along the border, any
number of things could have stopped him
from making the scheduled rendezvous.
Perhaps his was one of the skulls later
exposed by blowing sand.

My wife and I talked to Hernandez at
length, but he could remember little more,
other than the fact that sometimes they
had entered canyons spotted with palm
trees. This convinced me he had been
there. The rancher had also mentioned
palm trees.

Two weeks later T was flying over the
Davies Mountains with Roy Davis, a
friend from San Diego. From the air,
the area consists primarily of steep, roll-
ing mountains scarred with short can-
yons, many with palm trees. We covered
the mountains systematically by air, care-
fully planning a ground search. A week
later Shirley and Jerry Jenkins from Es-
condido accompanied us and we invaded
the Davies Mountains. With trail bikes,

The hiding place is probably in or under
a chamber like this, changed by landfalls

during intervening years.

we started inspecting the canyons. Some
were impassable; others were difficult.

Just above the border, a wide canyon
curls west, aiming straight into the heart
of the rugged mountains. Its floor was
too sandy for wheels, so we abandoned our
trail bikes and continued on foot. The
canyon matched the rancher’s description
perfectly. There were palm trees and a
blind end. There were hundreds of
caves. Sitting on the side of a hill over-
looking the canyon floor, we surveyed
the scene before us. The canyon and the
caves provided a perfect hideout for
smugglers.

It was that afternoon—our third in the
Davies Mountains—when we learned
why the rancher had never been able to
find the guns. And, maybe, why they will
never be found, unless by accident.

Jerry and T were walking slowly along
the canyon bottom when he noticed a
narrow crevice between two huge boul-
ders.

He pointed and I shook my head.
“You'd have to crawl on your hands and
knees through there,” I said. "It would
be hard to carry crates of rifles in and
out."”

"Let's look anyway,” he said.

The narrow crevice, about five feet off
the floor of the canyon, was just barely
wide enough to squeeze through. The
cave behind the boulders was tiny. We
were getting ready to leave when we
noticed another opening among the huge
boulders. It was towards the top of the
cave we were in.

"Might as well,” I said, “we've come
this far.”

Together, we climbed to the opening.
It was even tighter than the one leading
outside, but with a little stretching we
forced our way into a room about 25
feet deep and 10 feet wide.

For a moment we stared in silence,
both thinking the same thing. How
many other caves were there like this
one? How many caves had been com-
pletely hidden by falling rocks?

Later, as we stood outside in the bright
afternoon sun, the full significance of our
discovery became apparent. The banks of
the canyon were covered by thousands of
boulders that had fallen down the steep
mountainsides, New caves had been
formed, old caves had been covered. Un-
daunted, however, we systematically con-
tinued until darkness covered the Davies
Mountains and we were forced to give
up the search. We'll return though, un-
less in the meantime someone with enough
patience to look for a cave behind each
boulder retrieves the loot. O



sITorIsNTITA UFQ?

BY STANLEY B. DEMES

The above photographs were provided by the Amalgamated Flying Saucer Society of America and all were taken by Dr. Daniel
Fry. The ane in center was taken near bis home in Merlin, Oregon; other sightings vecurred near Joshua Tree National Monument.

IKE THAT glowing tele-
vision set in your front
room, the UFO is find-
ing a secure place in
American life. Annually
there are thousands of
columns of newsprint devoted to UFO
sightings. What is a UFO? It is an
unfamiliar object flying in peculiar (if
not impossible) aerodynamic fashion
above our earth. A UFO may be cigar-
shaped, saucer shaped, or completely
round. It may be multicolored like the
cathode ray tube of an operating color
TV, or it may shine like an effulgent
coin,

Before launching into a sympathetic,
yet slightly skeptical, probe of California
Mohave desert sauceriana, certain ques-
tions and theories must be presented. Un-
fortunately, no question can be answered;
no theory proven.

Are flying saucers real, fakes, or just
games Nature plays? Wernher Von
Braun, the famous German-American mis-
sile man, feels that about two percent of
the 6,000 flying saucer sightings occur-
ring in the last 10 years have not been
explained away as balloons, meteorites,
planets, jet planes, swamp gas or hoaxes.
Von Braun states, however, that two per-
cent unexplained sightings is no reason
for him to believe in flying saucers. The
Air Force is quite enigmatic about flying
saucers. They talk around the subject. Air
Force reports put out by Project Bluebook

(their UFO analysis group in Dayton,
Ohio) merely states they are not a threat
to our national security.

Many important people take the other
side—they are convinced that UFOs are
are real. The famous German rocket
scientist, Herman Oberth, says they are
real. Further, Barry Goldwater, former
senator from Arizona, is quoted in a pub-
lication put out by the National Investiga-
tions Committee on Aerial Phenomena as
saying, "Flying saucers — Unidentified
Flying Objects — or whatever you call
them, are real.”

Let's imagine for a moment that UFOs
are real—where do they come from? Sau-
cer enthusiasts primarily think they come
from Mars or Venus. A few think that
there are saucer bases on the moon. The
recent discovery by Lunar Orbiter II of
a geometrical arrangement of lunar pillars
seems to strengthen this argument. Other
saucer devotees maintain that flying sau-
cers are spacecraft from distant planets
far from our solar system. This supposi-
tion is supported by recent astronomical
and statistical findings. Planetary systems
have been discovered adjacent to Tau Ceti
and Epilson Eridani, two stars thought
to be similar to our sun.

As interesting, was a discovery by Carl
Sagan, a Stanford geneticist. In 1962,
using complicated statistical techniques,
he proved that “Earth was visited by an
extra-terrestial civilzation at least once
during historical times.” Another fas-

cinating reflection on extra-terrestial life
is presented by Stephen Dole of the Rand
Corporation. He believes that the habit-
able planets of other galaxies would look
like ours—they would have mountains,
deserts, rivers, oceans, glaciers, and the
like—but they would not have human
creatures on them. Such beings would in
all probability be intelligent, but they
would have evolved differently from man
as we know him.

Contrary to popular opinion, flying
saucers are not a modern day phenomenon.
Peaks of flying saucer activity were dis-
cernible in the 1882-1886 period, as well
as in 1887, 1906 and 1909. Modern
times arrived for our supposed space
vehicles in 1947. In that year Kenneth
Arnold sighted 10 circular discs spin-
ning along at speeds up to 1000 miles an
hour in and out of the peaks of Mt.
Rainier. Later, our fabulous Mohave des-
ert became a prominent arena for these
real or imaginary craft. Here is the Mo-
have’s saucer drama as told by the people
who saw these strange objects in the
desert sky or, in rare cases, communicated
face-to-face with interplanetary crew
members.

A sinister Mohave flying saucer story
occurred around 1955 at Edwards Air
Force Base during the dead of night. One
of the base guards saw a small group of
saucers sporting multi-colored lights land
and get speedily ushered into a hanger
that the guard had never seen open be-
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fore. Disturbed, the man went to base
authorities and told them what he had
seen. On every occasion he was greeted
with inscrutable faces and terse replies
of "you have seen nothing.” Finally, the
agitated man resigned his job and left
the base muttering in a uncomplimentary
fashion about secrecy in government.
This saucer encounter was told to me by
an ex-intelligence officer. He seemed
serious when he spoke to me, but most
intelligence officers have a keen sense of
humor. Was he kidding?

The Proceedings of the College of Uni-
versal Wisdom (located in Yucca Valley)
of 1956 tells us of a memorable saucer
experience. On Friday, June 29, thou-
sands of people from Yucca Valley to
Claremont, California, saw a doughnut-
shaped object hovering at an altitude of
25,000 feet. Gene Miller, who operated
the Banning, California airport, said he
had intercepted a radio communication
from Norton Air Force Base giving pilots
the go-ahead to shoot the object down.

The Los Angeles Times of June 28,
1960, recounts the saucer story of Captain
E. L. Remlin and First Officer, David
Stewart, both United Airline pilots. Eight
miles north of Baker they spied a cylin-
drical object flying at 20,000 feet, its
speed much exceeding that of the air-
craft. The two pilots were dazzled by the
brilliant colors of the spacecraft—a bluish
center surrounded by a bright orange.

The Santa Ana Register of May 1,
1964, carries a saucer announcement with
a Las Vegas byline. Mr. and Mrs. Gus
Biggs and Mrs. Lorene Ayres of Fon-
tana watched from their moving car a
smooth, brownish, dome-shaped object
land in the desert 10 miles west of Baker.
Mr. Biggs stopped the car and they raced
to catch a closer view. However, the
saucer vanished into thin air leaving only
a large depression in the ground.

From the Los Awngeles Times of Aug-
ust 3, 1952 comes this incredible story.
Pauline Watts, the supervisor of the In-
dio Ground Observation Post, saw two
bright metallic objects. They were in-
credibly fast and appeared smaller than
Air Force bombers. The two objects
darted around for awhile but streaked
away in a straight up direction when a
bomber threatened too close.

Typical flying saucer fare is hashed up
by the North Bay Nugget of April 17,
1952. An Air Force Technical Sergeant
is quoted as seeing near Nellis Air Force
Base 18 circular, dull-white objects flying
in zig-zag fashion at 40,000 feet. The
sergeant estimated that they were speed-
ing at 1200 miles an hour. Base officials
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This impressive UFO sailing over Mt.

Palomar was homemade by Sam Hicks

and created in his photographic dark-

room. See bis explanation on this month's
Letters page.

confirmed that no balloons had gone up
that day.

George Van Tassel, owner of Giant
Rock Airport, tells of this UFO incident
which occurred in the latter part of April,
1956 on the Twentynine Palms Marine
Artillery Range. A marine private was
doing guard duty at an ammunition dump
when he spied a brilliant white light hov-
ering over the dump. The marine re-
ported this event to the commander of
the guard, who personally confirmed the
sighting. The commander and several
enlisted men watched the light for about
two hours. During an interim when they
turned their heads to greet another curious
marine comrade, the light vanished with-
out a trace.

Added piquancy to the Saucer pudding
comes from those who claim they have
chatted with disc personnel. I recently
interviewed Carl Anderson, a Fullerton
resident, regarding his claim. Carl is a
short, pleasant man employed as an elec-
trician in the Navy Yard at Terminal
Island. His face is honest appearing and
glows, like his beloved saucers, both from
conviction and merriment. Carl climbed
aboard a 200-foot Saucer the night of
February 14, 1960, only 714 miles north
of Giant Rock. Visit authorization came
from Carl's good friend (and outerspace-
man), Kumar, who incidentally and
literally is Carl's favorite Martian. For
approximately two hours and 20 minutes
the two creatures—one human, the other
extro-human, conversed within the saucer.
For the first two hours the Fullerton resi-
dent bombed the saucer pilot with ques-
tions. Carl was especially concerned with
the propulsion system, a nuclear reactor

which transformed an exotic fuel into
powerful electromagnetic forces. Kumar
showed his Fullerton friend the lever
which controlled the polarity of the space-
craft. A shift to the positive pole would
send the ship careening into space; a
movement toward the negative would send
the ship earthward. The final 20 minutes
of the earthman’s stay, Kumar developed
a message he wished Carl to deliver to
scientists at Heidelberg University. Just
what the message is Carl would not
disclose.

A pleasant interlude occurred during
the interval when the two friends were
talking. Nirvana, a lovely Venusian
Princess seven feet tall and wearing goss-
amer booties, served Carl and his friend
nectar in a sparkling crystal goblet. So
graphic was my interviewee’s description
of this maiden from outerspace that 1
became all but intoxicated with nectar
and cheesecake.

Some may doubt Carl's story, but even
the skeptical must turn green with envy
at the good fortune Carl's interplanetary
encounter brought him. For one thing,
it brough him a trip to Europe; for an-
other, it brought him temporary fame as
a guest speaker at an international UFO
convention in Wiesbaden, Germany. Ger-
man newspapers gave Carl lots of publi-
city. It was obvious, as Carl noted, that
Europeans are far more sympathetic to
UFOs than Americans.

George Van Tassel, Yucca Valley's
dean of flying saucer worshippers, men-
tions this saucer landing in his book, The
Council of Seven Lights. Tt occurred in
the wee morning hours at Giant Rock air-
port. A spaceman routed George out of
his warm bed to give him a tour of his
spaceship. George tried to tell his wife
of his singular good fortune, but appar-
ently the interplanetary visitor had placed
a spell over her; she couldn’t be awaken-
ed. For 20 minutes George and his visi-
tor chatted in friendly fashion in the
glowing interior of the space craft. Only
a few questions had been asked and an-
swered before the pilot seized George by
the arm and told him he must leave. This
the intrepid airport owner did reluctantly.
Hardly had George stepped from the
saucer when the reason for his speedy
exit was made clear. The roar of jet
planes sounded like thunder in the dis-
tance.

I have since learned that George has
actually flown in a flying saucer to our
neighboring planets. More power to him!

UFO enthusiasts almost universally
proclaim the Adamski Interplanetary con-
tact at Desert Center as the most spec-
tacular. It is vividly described in Flying



Saucers Have Landed, a book co-authored
by George Adamski, Southern Califor-
nia’s famous saucer expert. Adamski's
adventure came as a glorious addendum
to a picnic served up about 10 miles from
Desert Center. George and his guests,
Betty Bailey and Dr. and Mrs. William-
son, first saw a cigar-shaped craft. It was
orange on top, the rest was gleaming sil-
ver, Later, George wandered into the
desert captive of a telepathic command
transmitted by the space people. A few
minutes of walking brought the dynamic
mortal to the foot of a low hill. He
could barely distinguish the small scout
saucer, the top of which peered down
at him from a saddle connecting two ad-
joining hills. Then Adamski saw him, a
blond humanoid type, almost saintlike in
demeanor. The blond pilot told his mar-
veling companion that he was from
Venus. He further revealed that the
people of his home planet were much
concerned with Terra’s promiscuous nu-
clear testing. The Venusian also explained
to Adamski why so few saucers had
landed. The space vessels rarely landed
because they did not wish to frighten
earth people who might, in their hysteria,
wreak vengeance on the saucernauts.
When Adamski pressed his benevolent
visitor to let him photograph him, his
request was disallowed. A request to take
a ride in the spacecraft was similarly
denied. In his eagerness to climb aboard
Adamski had touched the outer rim of
the airship’s forcefield. His right arm
showed scars from this encounter with
electromagnetic might four months later.
The spaceman then took off, leaving be-
hind a set of footprints which bore an
undecipherable message.

Any discussion of flying saucers in the
Mohave must, of course, have something
to say about Giant Rock and its attendant
airport, (DESERT, March, 1967.) Why?
Because in the shadow of this huge boul-
der many saucers have cavorted in the
past and will probably cavort again in the
future. At Giant Rock friendly George
Van Tassel daily manages his private air-
port and two days a year, usually in Octo-
ber, hosts a giant rally of saucer en-
thusiasts within the confines of his air-
port. The faithful joyfully sit on desert
boulders and listen avidly to such guest
speakers as the inimitable chief Standing
Horse who relates the story of his trip
Alpha Centauri, and Carl Anderson's
stirring (if a little weird) "I was tele-
ported into a flying saucer.” This inter-
esting free convention lasts two days,
during which time George Van Tassel
wends his way through a maze of trailers

from his restaurant to his 7-story hollow
rock, loving every minute of it.

Most people who follow desert trails
do not see flying saucers. Ken Harris,
who has hunted Indian relics all the way
from Joshua Tree to Twentynine Palms
has never seen one. Tom Hutchenson,
who has a cabin in Joshua Tree and a
penchant for runnning there when the
smog gets bad, has never seen one. The
editor and publisher of Desert Magazine,
Choral and Jack Pepper, who do a lot of
desert wandering, have never seen one
either. Personally, T have tripped across
the desert pavement off and on for 15
years and I haven't seen a saucer. This
doesn't mean 1 don't want to see one.
I do, if there are any to be seen.

If, however, you are lucky enough to
see a saucer-like object in the desert sky,
don't panic—just rush to the nearest
Air Force base and tell them your story.
They will fill out a form and send it to
Major Quintanella, Commandant of Pro-
ject Bluebook at Wright-Patterson Air
Force Base. The major and his staff will
try to determine what you have seen. If
it puzzles them, they will send your
report to the University of Colorado where
a team of scientists led by Dr. Hynek, an
astronomer professor pilfered from North-
western, will re-examine your facts in an
attempt to find an answer. Perhaps your
incident will go down in history as one
of the 2% that cannot be explained by
natural means. O
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If you want to find a diamond
go where the diamonds are . . .

Diamond Dilemma in California

N THE PROXIMITY of
Round Mountain, a few
miles from Chico, Cali-
fornia, lies the ghost
town of Cherokee and
the remains of the once
famous Cherokee Mine. Through the
now crumbling walls of Cherokee’s old
assay office, $10 million worth of gold
was poured into shiny bars of precious
yellow metal and shipped down to Oro-
ville. And here, today, on the side of
an extinct Butte County volcano, amid
the decaying remains of a Gold Rush
ghost town, lies the only diamond mine
in California,

Not only did Cherokee have the dis-
tinction of being a real boom town; it
was here the first diamond found in Cali-
fornia was discovered.

In 1866, while cleaning his sluice box
at the mouth of the great Cherokee
hydraulic wash, Mike Maher discovered a
perfect blue diamond. A year later Wil-
liam Brandreth found a diamond at Cher-
okee which cut into a stone of one and
a third carats. The year following that,
John Moore found a gem that weighed
six carats. And yet another miner, named
Slissman, later picked up a total of 20
diamonds from the Cherokee placers.

In the late 1870s, Cherokee was the
largest and most famous hydraulic mine
in America. In a short period of 25 years,
miners grubbed $50 million in raw gold
from its vast treasure house, not to men-
tion a sizeable fortune in glittering dia-
monds which compared in quality with
the best stones of Africa and South Am-
erica.

At the Cherokee wash huge nozzles,
called monitors, shot high pressure
streais of water against the earth, crum-
bling and washing hundreds of tons of
earth an hour through enormous sluice
boxes. This mining method was per-
fectly adapted for separating the heavier
gold from gravel, but it will never be
known how many millions in diamonds it
washed away with the tailings.
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by Ben Traywick

By 1870, Cherokee consisted of some
7000 persons. The gravel and mud tail-
ings were becoming a problem as they
flowed down to farms in the valley, cov-
ering everything in their wake. Dams
were built to retain the muddy mass, but
when it built up to capacity, the dams
gave way. After a break, mine represen-
tative would ride through the newly
flooded areas, their pockets bulging with
$20 gold pieces. At each flooded area
they would ask the owner his losses and
pay the damages in gold—with no argu-
ment.

Gradually resentment against hydraulic
mining developed. Millions of tons of
rock and earth had clogged streams, filled
rivers and covered vast areas of agricul-
tural land. By 1893 pressure exerted on
the California Legislature caused the anti-
hydraulic mining law to be passed, thus
ending hydraulic mining.

Under the new mining restrictions,
owners felt they could not operate with
a desired profit so in 1906 organized
mining ceased in Cherokee and the town
died. Individual miners and prospectors
began to drift in to grub through the
rocks and bluffs in search of gold and
occasionally picked up a diamond, but
it wasn't until a man named Cooney
appeared, who claimed to have worked
in the South African diamond fields,
that the United States Diamond Mining
Company in Orovile was formed. Confi-
dent that the Oroville area abounded in
kimberlite, a blue volcanic clay in which
diamonds are discovered, Cooney and
his partners secured an option on 40
acres of land and incorporated the com-
pany under the laws of Arizona for
2,500,000 shares at $1.00 per share.
Five blocks of stock were reserved for
the five partners and the remainder put
up for sale to the citizens of Oroville,
Chico and Marysville.

Advertisements were issued in local
papers and in a very few days a long list
of people had invested their money in
purchase of the stock. With the new

money, Cooney got the operation under-
way and three shifts went to work.
Stock values showed a substantial in-
crease and sales went up in proportion
when, in 1908, a woman found a two
carat diamond in the craw of her Christ-
mas turkey. This particular bird had
been raised in the vicinity of Oroville.

As the cost of operations increased,
the partners ran short of ready cash.
From somewhere Cooney came up with
the needed funds and accepted a portion
of his partners’ stocks in return. Un-
noticed by the others, Cooney slowly be-
gan to gain control of the company.

On a March Saturday in 1909, Henry
Vail, vice president of the company,
washed some disintegrated blue clay taken
from the 180 foot level and recovered
three blue, perfectly formed diamonds
all in the same lump. At about this time
a representative of the DeBeers syndicate
arrived in Oroville. DeBeers was the
greatest producer of diamonds in the
world and wanted controlling interest in
the United States Diamond Mining Com-
pany. Americans were paying DeBeers
$40 million a year for diamonds pro-
duced from their South African proper-
ties, so from an economic viewpoint they
could tolerate no competition in Amer-
ica. DeBeer's syndicate had set aside a
fund of $500 million to be used only for
obtaining the controlling interest of every
new diamond discovery in the world.
Their representative attempted to get a
man named Sweetman, who was the City
Assessor of Chico and a stockholder, to
purchase a controlling share of stock,
offering him a position with DeBeers
and promising to make him a rich man.
Sweetman refused because of the mining
interests held by friends.

On May 8, 1909, two miners, working
off a drift from the 200 foot level, dug
out a big chunk of soft blue material.
Ther lamps picked up blazing lights in
the clay. The miners grabbed all the
clay they could hold in their hands and
rushed out of the mine. In the sunshine,



the muddy stones reflected sunlight with
a dazzling brilliance. Lorbeer, one of
Cooney's original partners, washed the

gems clean of mud and found there were

over 100 of them!

Lorbeer and the two miners rushed
into Oroville shouting, "Diamonds! Real
diamonds! We found diamonds.” A
large crowd gathered in the street to in-
spect the newly found diamonds.

Cooney was in Butte, Montana when
the strike was made, but upon his return,
Lorbeer rushed to meet him, his hat filled
with the muddy, greasy, and glistening
stones. After one glance, Cooney remark-

This cliff marks the Cherokee diamond

mine. The mine is now covered with a

concrete slab and seveval feet of dirt, but
diamonds may still be inside.

ed, "These are nothing but rocks!"” With
that he took the hatful of stones and
rushed Lorbeer to his room in the hotel,
where the two remained for over an
hour. When they emerged, Cooney said,
"“Those stones were no good. [ threw
them away!"

He and Lorbeer then went to the
Chamber of Commerce to look at the
other stones. Cooney carefully examined
them and shook his head. The stones were
poor quality he said, fit only for indus-
trial use as drill points and cutting tools.

The following Monday Cooney unex-
pectedly suspended all operations in the
mine. Immediately thereafter he caught
the train for San Francisco. Two days
later he returned, accompanied by two
strangers. A meeting with his partners
was called. At once a fierce argument de-
veloped between Moss, McMullen,
Christie, and Cooney over the closing of
the mine. Lorbeer sided with Cooney,
however, obviously thinking this was his
most advantageous move. Moss, McMul-
len, and Christie were voted out of the

directorship and the two strangers voted
in. Then the new group of directors
turned and voted Lorbeer out, This busi-
ness completed, the two strangers depart-
ed. They were never seen again. Cooney
boarded the mine so no one could enter.
As far as is known, no one has been
down inside the mine since the day the
two miners came clambering out with
their hands full of diamonds.

Although Cooney already controlled
the company without question; he offered
his former partners $2500 each for the
stocks they still retained. Panicky, they
sold without question. Two investors in
San Francisco, who held large blocks of
stock, became suspicious, however, and
sent a diamond expert to Oroville to ex-
amine the 200 gems that had been taken
from the mine. Cooney flatly refused to
'et him see the stones or even tell him
where they were.

Some weeks passed, then Cooney's
agent appeared in San Francisco and
offered to buy all the stocks owned by
the investors. Disgusted with Cooney's
method and attitude, and afraid they
might lose all they had invested, the two
men sold their stock for several thousand
dollars. It is still a mystery as to where
Cooney obtained the enormous amount
of cash he used to purchase absolute con-
trol of the mine.

Stranger still, Cooney did not resume
operations as everyone had expected. In-
stead he left the mine closed, shut down
all operations, and even sold off the
mining equipment. He remained in the
Oroville area for approximately three
more years, living in comfortable circum-
stances. And yet another mystery is the
fact that Cooney died 20 years later, on
November 18, 1929, in Salem, Oregon
at the age of 90. At the time of his
death he was a pauper. With him in
death he took the unanswered questions
to the puzzle: did he sell out to De-
Beer's syndicate: did he salt the mine
and then change his mind; were the
diamonds real; why did he close the
mine; why has it never been opened?

The mine has never been reopened and
the answers will never be known or the
secret unfolded until miners again pur-
sue the discovery of the glittering stones
in the old shafts of this diamond mine,
abandoned many years ago. Meanwhile,
Round Mountain stands silent and the
town of Cherokee and its once famous
mine lie forgotten in the vastness of the
Sierras. O
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BAJA ’
Dy LLIMD

by Choral Pepper Ediwor of DESERT Magazine

N ENERGETIC VOICE
barked over the tele-
phone. “Get ready to go
to Baja on the Goodyear
blimp."” it said. I didn’t
have to ask who was call-
ing. Only Erle Stanley Gardner would
launch a Baja expedition by blimp.
Like most other people of the world,
I had never been aboard a dirigible. My
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hairdresser, Darian, worried about it.
"Remember the Hindenburg,” he said. I
remembered it, but it was a rigid air-
ship—a zeppelin. The Columbia, the
Goodyear blimp we were to adventure
in below the Mexican border of Baja
California, is a non-rigid airship, its
cigar-shaped contour maintained entirely
by the internal pressure of helium. Un-
like a zeppelin, when a blimp springs a

leak it simply goes "'poof” and flattens
into a neoprene-coated Dacron blob. This
had happened recently to the Columbia,
but its body assumed the shape of a para-
chute and the crew floated safely to the
ground. Now it was completely over-
hauled. Of more concern to me at that
moment was what does a lady wear to
go blimping ?

"Uncle" Erle’s purpose for this expe-




An exclusive report on the Erle
Stanley Gardner expedition
below the border in the

Goodyear blimp.

dition was to gather material for a new
book by getting better acquainted with
our Mexican neighbors in the populated
areas of Tijuana and Ensenada, closely
below the border, and to photograph the
region from the air. In a fast flying plane
it is impossible to get the intimate, close-
up kind of pictures he desired. The Good-
year blimp provided an ideal vehicle. It
cruises at about 30-miles-per-hour and
maneuvers effectively at altitudes around
1000 feet. It also attracts a lot of atten-
tion. If you ever want to sneak into
Tijuana unobserved, don't arrive in a

blimp.

A good buy below the border is the fancy wrought iron work.

To accomplish this mission was quite
a feat. First, it is illegal to transport
helium out of the United States, so per-
mission had to be granted through the
chain of command in Washington, D.C.
Then there is the thing about getting
working permits from the Mexican gov-
ernment to bring the blimp's crew into
the country. This kind of government
red tape on both sides of the border occu-
pied about two weeks of tenacious effort
in advance of our departure. The co-
operation of Senor Waulfrano Ruiz, for-
mer Mexican ambassador to France and
vast land-owner in Tijuana and Ensenada,
worked miracles, but even with that we  §,,,, ulfrano Ruiz and his beautiful Senora present Erle Stanley Gardner with
met snafus. a valuable plague from the city of Tijuana.

Always the blimp is accompanied by a
land vehicle—a 10-ton closed truck which
carries some of the crew along with a
two-way aviation radio, electrical power,
spare parts and landing equipment, It is
impossible for the lighter-than-air craft
to land without this ground crew to catch
the ropes which dangle from its belly and
tie them to stakes anchored firmly in the
ground. So,when we arrived on the Col-
umbia's maiden voyage into Baja and for
three hours circled over the heads of a
welcoming committee bearing the key to
the city of Tijuana, it was evident some-
thing was wrong.

And something was. The crew mem-
bers following us by land in the truck
were detained at the border, trying des-
perately to explain to Mexican immigra-
tion officers that a tape punched with

coded letters was nothing more subver- : ¥ - :
sive than a message for the airship night Our favorite restaurant in Tijuana is Pollo de Castillo where hosts Ricardo (right)

sign which later would be relayed to an 47d his brother (left) put chicken on the spit for Uncle Evle, Jean Bethell, Pegg)
electric translator and tranferred to a panel Downs and Sam Hicks.
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of 182 incandescent white lights along
the sides of the blimp. These night mes-
sages expressed our genuine regard for the
people of Baja California as well as a
public information announcement calling
attention to the forthcoming Olympic
Games to be held in Mexico City. Un-
fortunately, the one man who could have
explained the whole thing, Senor Ruiz,
was stranded with us in the blimp.

Under normal circumstances, how-
ever, the legendary hazards which accom-
pany a trek to Tijuana actually exist no
more, If you have an automobile acci-
dent you may be held overnight in
Tijuana's famous jail, as both parties are
guilty until one is proven innocent, but
the jail house is slightly less sordid than
it used to be and with the cities’ currently
enlarged police force and stricter traffic
regulations, accidents are less likely to
occur. Those who find trouble in Ti-
juana today are usually those who make
it for themselves.

Often called the "City of Glorified
Vice,” Tijuana is gradually losing its
iniquitious reputation. Its hardworking
mayor, Francisco Lopez, isn't very popu-
lar with the sponsors of organized vice—
nor disorganized either, for that matter,
His is a beautiful city with rolling hills,
a Utopian climate, splendid people, ex-
cellent shops, recreational facilities and
fine restaurants. The chief problem comes
in sorting out the assets from the debris.
New taxes imposed upon business firms
have gone into funds designed to attract
a high calibre of tourist. Streets are clean-
ed regularly, attractive fronts have re-
juvenated old buildings, restrictions have
limited the number of bars and obscene
entertainment is outlawed. The usual
cheap souvenirs are hawked along the
streets or sold from stalls, but Tijuana is
a free port and fine import shops carry
French perfumes and European watches
and cameras, as well as wrought iron,
hand carved furniture, beautiful Mexican
tile, leather goods, baskets and silver
jewelry manufactured in Mexico. Guitars
here are also a good buy, although many
are imported from Japan. (Look on the
back of the neck for the small tell-tale
stamp. )

There is a new Bureau of Tourist In-
formation managed by Alfredo Lopez,
handsome brother to the Mayor. Here
you can obtain information relative to
the opening season at the Agua Caliente
race track, make arrangements for a guest
card to play golf at the private Tijuana
Country Club, or obtain a schedule for
the bull fights. The Jai a-lai games at the
Fronton Palace, also, you won’t want to
miss.
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Tijuana now has a number of first
rate motor lodges with double rooms
averaging around $8.00. We stayed at
the Country Club Motel. Bottled water
is in every room and the table water
verved in better restaurants is safe. Very
often the off-season vegetables you eat
at home were grown on the modern farms
which stretch along the highway south of
Ensenada, so here it isn’t necessary to
eat only that which can be boiled or
peeled, as is advisable on the Mexican
mainland.

Our favorite restaurant in Tijuana is
Pollo de Castillo at 130 Constitucion Ave-
nue, This restaurant is owned by the Cas-
tillo brothers and was recently completely
remodeled and is very attractive. Ricardo
is well known to readers of DESERT who
have followed our adventures to Baja
with Erle Stanley Gardner. Ricardo is the
amateur archaeologist who has contributed
so much to them. He speaks excellent
English, is almost always there to greet
you, cooks the best barbecued chicken
found anywhere in the world and is one
on DESERT's most valued friends. If you
are camping and headed south, you can
also order his succulent chicken barbe-
cued over a huge wood fire "to go” and
enjoy your feast on the beach,

As an unofficial ambassador sponsoring
friendship below the border, Uncle Erle
is our country’s best. His appreciation for
the people of Mexico is sincere and
through the years he has demonstrated it
at every level. The Mexicans of Baja

seized upon this opportuntiy to respond
and honors were heaped upon him at
every stop. Basking in reflected glory, the
rest of us moved with him from Tijuana
to Ensenada, where again we were met
with throngs of his admirers and warm
testimonies of friendship.

As far as exploration is concerned, the
blimp has limitations. The expedition was
confined to the lower slopes of the
ranges that rise toward the peninsula's
gigantic spine. Looking down into water
so blue and clear we could tail the fish,
we floated along the curve of Bahia de
Todos Santos over Estero Beach, a fine
family resort with both motel and camper
accommodations, and on south to the
sandy spit where an elaborate hotel spon-
sored by the Mexican government ran into
financial trouble for some reason and now
stands half-finished and abandoned. No
doubt it will be picked up for a song and
completed in the future. After crossing
over the mountainous peninsula of Punta
Banda, we drifted further along the wild
coast where the foamy white surf threshes
against the jagged black cliffs with such
fury it takes your breath away.

Beside me in the blimp sat our wonder-
ful friend Wulfrano Ruiz, mentioned
earlier. It was Senor Ruiz' great-great
grandfather, a sailor named Jose Manuel
Ruiz, who in 1804 was granted the land
surrounding Todos Santo Bay. This early
Ruiz operated a prosperous cattle ranch
which continued until well after 1870,
when gold was discovered at nearby Real
del Castillo and the town of Ensenada was

There is now a camping ground near the “blow hole” at the end of Punta Banda
on the peninsula south of Ensenada.






