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ANZA-BORREGO DESERT GUIDE by Horace Par-
ker. Second edition of this well-illustrated and
documented book is enlarged considerably. Taps
among guidebooks, it is equally recommended
for research maoterial in an crea thot was crossed
by Anza, Kit Carson, the Mormon Battalion,
4%ers, Railroad Survey parties, Pegleg Smith, the
Jackass Mail, Butterfield Stoge, and today's
odventurous tourists. 139 pages, cardboard
cover, $2.95.

THE MAN WHO WALKED THROUGH TIME by
Colin Fletcher. An odyssey of o man who lived
simply and in seolitude for two months as he
hiked through the Grand Canyon. Combining
his physical prowess with Thoreau-like observa-
tions, the author has written a book of great
magnitude. Hardecover, illustrated, 239 pages,
$5.95

AMATEUR GUIDE TO BOTTLE COLLECTING by Bea
Boynton. Popular little book for beginners. High-
ly recommended, Paper, $1.00.

ON DESERT TRAILS

By RANDALL HENDERSON

Founder and publisher of Desert Maga-
zine for 23 years, Randall Henderson is
one of the first good writers to reveal the
beauty of the mysterious desert areas.
His experiences, combined with his com-
nents on the desert of yesterday and
teday, make this book a MUST for those
whoe want to understand the southwest.

Hardcover, illustrated, 375 pages.

$5.00

FANTASIES OF GOLD by E. B. Sayles. During
his search for archeclogical finds for more than
30 years, the author was exposed to the rumors
and legends of lost gold and treasures. After
his retirement as curator of the Arizona State
Museum, he classified and delved into these
still unsolved mysteries. An inferesting and in-
formative book on lost bonanzas and legends,
many of which have never been published.
Hardcover, well illustrated, 135 pages, $6.50.

MAMMALS OF DEEP CANYON by R. Mark Ryan.
A study of the habits of more than 40 animals
living in the Deep Canyon Research Area in the
Colorada Desert. The site was selected because
its ecology is typical of deserts throughout the
world. Poperback, illustrated, 137 pages, $2.95.

EXPLORING DEATH VALLEY

By RUTH KIRK

A comprehensive guide to the wonders
of Death Valley National Monument with
complete details as to where to go by
car, 4-wheel-drive and on foot. Intro-
ductory chapters summarize the Valley's
history, geology, animals, plants and
weather. Directory section tells where to
find lodging, meals, gas stations, camp-
grounds and driving techniques. Paper-
back, slick poper, photos and maps, B8
pages.

$1.95

GEMS, MINERALS, CRYSTALS AND ORES by
Richard M. Pearl. A paperback edition of his
best-selling hardcover book which has been out
of print for a year, From agate to zircon, the
book tells where gems, minerals, crystals and
ores can be found, how they are identitied, col-
lected, cut and displayed. Paperback, slick
poper, 64 color photegraphs, 320 pages, $2.95.

1000 MILLION YEARS ON THE COLORADO PLA-
TEAU by Al Look. For 40 years the author has
hiked over and explored the Celorade Ploteau.
Citing the aread as a typical example of the
earth’s overall evolution, he gives o vivid ac-
count of the geolegy, paleontology, archeclegy
and uranium discoveries starting back 1000
million years. Written for the layman, the non-
fiction account reads like o journey through
time. Hardcover, illustrated, 300 pages, $3.75.

BIRDS OF SOUTHWESTERN DESERT by G. T.
Smith. Informal, but informative with colored
drawings and lively text. $2.95.

WHEN ORDERING BOOKS
PLEASE

Add 50 cents PER ORDER
(Not Each Book)
for handling and mailing

California residents add 5 percent
sales tax, regardless of whether you
are a Republican er Democrat.
Send check or money order to Desert Maga-
zine Book Shop, Palm Desert, Califarnia
92260. Sorry, but we cannot accept charges
or C.O.D. orders.

HUNTING LCST MINES BY HELICOPTER by Erle
Stanley Gardner. As fascinating as one of his
Perry Mason mysteries, the authar takes you
into  Arizona's Superstition Mauntains locking
for the Lost Dutchman mine and into the Trigo
Mountains in search of Mummel's lost bonanza.
Hardeover, eolor photes. $7.50.

DESERT GARDENING by the editors of Sunset
Books. Written exclusively for desert gardeners,
this book is climate zened with maps pinpoint-
ing five diverse desert zones, Colendaor pre-
sents plans for care of plantings throughout
the year. |llustrated, 8 x 11 heavy paperback,
$1.95.

HIGH TRAILS WEST by Robert F. Leslie. Com-
plete information about the trail systems from
the Canadian border to Mexico is provided by
the author including itineraries, maps, ftrail
tips and what to do in cose of donger aleng
with persenal experiences. Excellent for camp-
ers and hikers. Hardcover, 277 pages, $4.95.

MINES OF DEATH VALLEY

By BURR BELDEN

An authority of Death Valley, Burr Bel-
den tells the story of fabulous mining
booms, of men whe braved hot wastes to
find gold and silver bonanzas from 1849
to World War Il. Accounts of the famous
Lost Gunsight and Lest Breyfogle mines
and an explanation of the Lost Mormon
Diggings are based on factual research.

Paperback, illustrated, 72 pages.

$1.95

GEM, MINERAL AND 4-WHEEL-DRIVE MAPS com-
piled by Dale Hileman. Maps showing gem
and mineral collecting areas, roods for passen-
ger cars and 4WD roads only. Map No. 1 is on
Last Chance Canyon, Mesquite Canyen and
Iran Canyen in Kern County. Map No. 2 covers
the Opal Mountain and Black Canyon areas in
San Bernardino County, Both are black and
red colors on 16x17-inch parchment paper.
£1.00 per map.

PIONEERS OF THE WESTERM FRONTIER by Har-
riett Farnsworth. The author presents the Old
West through the eyes of old-timers who are
still alive, Each chapter is an interview with
a prospector or aodventurer reminiscing about
the days back when. Hardcover, illustrated, 127
pages, $2.95.
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BOOK

THE CALIFORNIA GOLD RUSH
By Donald Chidsey

The California Gold Rush of 1848 and
1849 changed the lives of thousands upon
thousands of people and altered the course
of American history, When word spread
from Sutter’s Mill that gold had been dis-
covered, men left their homes, jobs and
often families to head for California.

They came from all parts of the United
States, from foreign countries and by all
means of transportation. Sailors jumped
their ships to join adventurers, gamblers,
politicians, businessmen and a scattering
of women in a search for excitement and
#old.

Historian Chidsey has presented this
era of American history in a well-written
and colorful account of such men as John
Augustus Sutter and the flamboyant Sam
Brannan, former Mormon turned vigil-
ante. He vividly describes the ill-fated
Donner party whose members were forced
to cannibalism to survive, San Francisco
and the Committee of Vigilance, and the
spartan lives of prospectors.
excellent artist illustrations,
%3.95.

Hardcover,
208 pages,

BEACHES OF BAJA
By Walt Wheelock

Unlike most of the beaches of Upper
California, the beaches of Baja Califor-
nia are uncrowded and uncluttered. They
also are some of the most beautiful to be

found anywhere in the world. Veteran

DEATH VALLEY BOOKS

Published by the Death Valley '4%ers these
five volumes have heen selected by '49ers
as outstanding works on the history of Death
Valley. All are durable paperback on slick
stock.

A NATURALIST'S DEATH VALLEY (Revised edi-
tion} by Edmund C. Jaeger, ScD $1.50
MANLY AND DEATH VALLEY. Symbels of Des-
tiny, by Ardis Manly Walker $1.25
GOODBYE, DEATH WVALLEY! The story of the
Joyhawker Party, by L. Burr Belden. ... $1.50
CAMELS AND SURVEYORS IN DEATH VALLEY
By Arthur Woodward $2.00
DEATH VALLEY TALES 5\,-' 10 different au-
thors : e £1:98

4

REVIEWS

explorer Walt Wheelock describes the
beaches on the Pacific side of Lower Cali-
fornia and tells you how to get to them.

Although the blacktop ends at Colnett,
halfway between Ensenada and El Ros-
ario, passenger cars can reach the majority
of the beaches, providing drivers remem-
ber they are not on a Los Angeles free-
way. The author tells which beaches can
and cannot be reached and by what type
of transportation.

This is an excellent book for adven-
turers headed down the west coast of
Baja. Paperback, illustrated, 72 pages,
81,95,

GHOSTS OF THE GOLD RUSH
By George Koenig

Majority of travelers through Califor-
nia's Mother Lode Country miss the major
points of interest in this countty which
played such an important part in the his-
tory and settlement of the United States.

They not only miss the points of inter-
cot, but having little knowledge of the
exciting history of the gold rush days,
they are unable to appreciate their venture
into the past.

An authority on Western Americana
and a long-time explorer into little known
corners of California, Koenig has written
an excellent travel and historical guide.
Whether you are visiting the Mother
Lode Country for the first or tenth time,
or are just an arm-chair explorer, his book
is interesting and practical reading. Paper-
back, illustrated, 72 pages, $1.95.

GEMS, MINERALS, CRYSTALS
AND ORES

By Richard M. Pearl

The original hardcover edition of this
book has been out of print for more than
a year. The fact that Desert Magazine
Book Shop has received more than 50
orders for the original edition during the
past six months proves its popularity.
With the exception of having a color

softcover instead of hardcover, the new

!Books reviewed may be ordered

e ]

from the DESERT Magazine Book
Order Department, Palm Desert,
California 92260. Please include
50c for handling. California resi-
dents must add 59% sales tax.
Enclose payment with order.

edition is identical to the original, pro-
fusely illustrated with 64 pages in full-
color photographs.

From agate to zircon, this authoritative
handbook tells where gems, minerals,
crystals and ores can be found; how they
are identified: how they can be collected,
cut, and displayed. Whether you are an
amateur rockhound, or have advanced to
the stage where you are getting into lapi-
dary work, you will find this collector’s
encyclopedia invaluable.

Professor of Geology at Colorado Col-
lege, the author has written 21 books
about the mineral world and is a well-

_known lecturer. On the practical side, he

has prospected and collected in nearly
every state and province in the United
States and Canada. Color softcover, slick
paper, illustrated in color and black and
white, 320 pages, $2.95.

HAPPY WANDERER TRIPS

Volume Two
By Slim and Henvrietta Barnard

Producers and stars of the popular
Happy Wanderers television series, Slim
and Henrietta Barnard have published
another book containing excellent maps
and descriptions of their trips through
Arizona, Nevada and Mexico.

Their first Happy Wanderers Trips,
Volume 1, published last April, listed 52
of their trips through Southern Califor-
nia. Tt was so well received, they have
issued Volume IT. The second volume has
41 trips to unusual and exciting places,
including romantic of Mexico,
ghost towns, fishing resorts and hunting
areas in Arizona and Nevada,

towns

It also includes a section on tips on
hunting, driving, visiting Mexico, boat-
ing and many other useful pages of in-
formation. Both volumes are 814 x 11
format, heavy paperback, well illustrated
and highly recommended. When ordering
please specify Volume [ or Volume II.
$2.95 each.
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'til Christmas. 25¢ will rush any card sample and color brochure to you. | FETORN ADORESS O $100 125 150 175 200 250 300 400 600
ENVELOPE FLAPS . i i ' ;
HOW TO ORDER: fill in quantity of each card you want in box beside that number in the |
coupon order blank. Circle total quantity and cost an order blank. Mix and assort at no extra cost. I FILLIN | TB42 1743 1845 1746
Order all of one kind or as many of each as desired. Canada residents please remit in LLS. dollar "m 1749 1850 1751 1853
values. Colorado residents add 3% sales tax. You may order by letter or fill out coupon and mail with | OF EACH
cash, check or money order. Thank you kindly, and remember, it's fun to buy from the Leanin’ Tree, | cARD | T857 T858 T859 T860
IN BOX
WHY NOT HAVE YOUR BRAND IMPRINTED? | BESIDE | TB62 1864 1867 1768
Add the personal touch for 1968, Let us print your own ranch brand on your cards at our low, low | llllll“lli': 1870 1877 17879 1880
price! We will then send you FREE the zinc engraving of your brand, individually mounted on wood for

: . . A ; | WAWES 70 B PRINTED ON CHRISTMAS
handy, everyday use. Usual cost of this mounted plate is $4.00, but it's yours FREE with your order. | CARDS (DRAW BRAND IN MARGIN)
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PIONEER VILLAGE

by Kenneth Bartlett

EARLY EVERY
boy who ever watched an
old-fashioned steam loco-
motive has

man Of

wanted to
climb up into the cab and
pretend he was the engi-
neer or fireman. Now he can mount the
cab of Engine No. 2914, built in 1898,
one of Southern Pacific’s largest and
most powerful in its day, presently lo-
cated in Bakersfield’s Pioneer Village,
100 miles north of Los Angeles. Just
behind "Old 2914" he can also scramble
up a wooden caboose to see where the
flagman, the switchman, and freight
conductor slept and kept supplies to ser-
vice freight cars.

He may not be as eager to enter the
traveling wooden jail. Built in 1874 in
neatby Delano, it was carried on a flat
car when railroad tracks were being laid
to Caliente. There is also a handcar,
used by workmen to hand-propel them-
selves to areas needing track repair. Ad-
jacent is a narrow gauge boxcar once
used by the Inyo County line of the Sou-
thern Pacific.

Boys who have played at being cow-
boys will like an exhibit of cattle brands
in the Branding Iron Exhibit. Branding
of animals goes back to the ancient
Egyptians, and later spread through
civilized Africa. When the Moors cap-
tured Spain in the 8th century, they
brought the branding iron to Europe.
Several centuries later the Spaniards, in
turn, brought it to the New World,
where it eventually spread throughout
Mexico and Southwestern United States.

In the old days of the West a cowboy
would build a small hot fire, heat the
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branding iron and apply it to the hip or
shoulder of the cow. Naturally, the cow
resisted, so it was necessary to rope and
tie the animal before applying the brand.
Nowadays, the cow is no longer roped,
but instead is held rigidly and less harm-
fully in a chute while the cowboy ap-
plies the iron, which, unlike the smok-
ing hot iron of former days, is now
smeared with acid.

Across from the Branding Iron exhibit,
near the fence, lies an enormous plow,
the largest known animal-drawn plow in
history, formerly drawn by no less than

BAKERSFIELD

80 oxen. It was designed in 1874 by W.
G. Souther to aid in digging the Kern
Island Canal.

A typical ranch yard, complete with
such buildings as the ranch house, barn,
windmill and tankhouse, cook - wagon,
hay-derrick, and even a hog-scalding
kettle, is located nearby. The cook-wagon,
which formerly helped feed large groups
of ranch herds, was actually a horse-drawn
cafeteria on wheels,

Among the many horse-drawn vehicles
at Pioneer Village are an extremely long
feed rack wagon, a street sprinkler,

B W
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Built in 1898, this Southern Pacific Steam Locomotive No. 2914 is now "out to
pasture.” Steps enable the visitors to see the engine's interior.




freight wagon train, a gas company sef-
vice cart and even a beer wagon. To care
for horses, a harness shop is provided
(including a leather-working vise, a crea-
ser, a sewing machine, patterns for cut-
ting saddle leather, and a complete case
of harness hardware). Horseshoeing was
carried on in the working blacksmith shop
built about 1890 at the Calloway Ranch.

Built at the same time was Firehouse
No. 1, containing a hand-drawn hosecart
with a hook and ladder wagon used by
volunteer firemen of Bakersfield.

Several professional buildings such as
a dentist’s office, a doctor’s office, a drug
store and a photographer's gallery are
represented. Others are the Bella Union
Hotel, the Woody General Store, the
Village Telephone Exchange, a Fraternal
Hall, the office of Kern County’s first
newspaper, the Havilah Courier, with its
“working” exhibit, which includes old-
time printers’ equipment and a George
Washington hand press.

You may visit Pioneer Village at 3801
Chester Avenue, Bakerfield, daily from
8:00 to 4:00 on weekdays, 1:00 to 4:00
Saturdays, Sundays and Holidays for 50c¢
for adults and 25c¢ for children. School
classes accompanied by their teacher, or
groups such as Camp Fire Girls or Boy
Scouts, if headed by their leaders, are
admitted free,

Next door to the Pioneer Village is the
free Kern County Museum, open from
nine to five, housing many early auto-
mobiles and horseless carriages.

Across town is another exhibit that
lures adults and children alike — the
Harry D, West Vehicle Collection of
horse-drawn vehicles. Located in Build-
ing No. 5 of the Kern County Fair-
grounds, it is approximately five miles
south of the museum on Casa Loma
Drive,

One of these vehicles is the Stanhope
Booster, a one-horse rubber-tired jaunt-
ing cart, considered quite elegant by its
owners. Finely constructed, and expensive,
with distinctively curved shafts, it was
primarily used for pleasure. A surrey
“with the fringe on top,” having three
seats, usually served as a family carriage.
Possibly the most popular rental vehicle
provided by livery stables, its name came
from being first used in England’s County
of Surrey.

Continued on page 33

The old-fashioned barber shop and telephone exchange are faithfully reproduced
with all their trimmings, including a candy-striped pole.

The Tallybo, or Break, was a four-in-hand pleasure coach, taking passengers to
picnics and sporting events. Although slow, no gas was needed.
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by
Frank Taylor

THERE ARE a number of interesting
caverns scattered about the length of
California but one of the finest is found
tucked away in a remote part of the des-
ert, Mitchell Caverns has a history as ex-
citing as a tour of the caverns themselves.

The caverns are 25 miles north of Es-
sex, California, a small community half
way between Needles and Amboy. The
Providence Mountains, rough and jag-
ged, poke at the sky like an ancient for-
tress, forbidding and remote. A broad
valley spreads out at the base of these
patriarchs sprinkled with a profusion of
desert vegetation and wild life.

Once the home of roving Indians, the
caves wind deep into the mountains at
several points. For many years only the
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bats used them for shelter. The Indians
disappeared and there was no one to
claim these beautiful natural features or
explore their twisting chambers.
During the 1940 Depression a jobless
miner and prospector, Jack Mitchell,
heard about the caves. He was so im-
pressed he sold his home in Los Angeles
and moved to the desert with his wife to
stake a mining claim on the property.
Mitchell gradually improved the site,
did a little mining to prove up the claim
he filed, and built a modest rock house
for himself. The Mitchells supported
themselves by giving tours of the caves
and boarding guests who wanted to en-
joy the desert. After Mitchell’s death, the
State of California acquired the caverns

and now operate them on a seven-days-a-
week schedule.

Despite its beauty and attractions, Mit-
chell Caverns is one of the least visited
parks in the entire state system. Less than
10,000 persons annually drive up the
paved and graded dirt road leading to
the caverns. Those that do discover one
of the finest tourist bargains in the state,
and one of the coolest bargains on the
entire desert. A guided walking tour
costs only 25¢ per adult. Children are
10¢.

There is no way of determining exactly
how old the caverns actually are, but it is
known similar formations take millions
of years to create using the natural pro-
cesses of Nature. Eons ago the layer of
limestone which forms the caves was part
of an ocean floor. Geologic activity com-
pressed it and thrust it upwards when
the Providence Mountains were lifted
from the old sea bed.

Naturalists estimate the actual excava-
tion of the present caverns by under-
ground rivers started about 60 million
years ago. When the underground rivers
dried up, the hollow chambers remain-
ing were decorated with dripstone spec-
leothems (cave formations) by the action
of dripping water seeping through the
cave ceilings.

It is not known when the Indians at-
rived, but different bands made their
home in the caves for at least 500 years;
the last Indians having moved out more
than 100 years ago. A rich collection of
hunting sticks, arrowheads, baskets, pipes,
axes cemented in wooden handles with
pitch, pounding rocks and other relics of
human habitation have been recovered
from the cave floors.

The bones of a ground sloth was also
found about five feet under the floor of
the cave by a team of archaeologists who
patiently sifted the tons of earth cover-
ing it. Today it is easy to see why the In-
dians liked the caverns. Situated on the
cool side of a mountain slope, high above
the desert, it would have been a natural
place to defend, and the even tempera-
ture of 58-60 degrees winter and sum.
mer made it an ideal habitat.

There are two major caves, but only
one is open to the public. However, a
new passage being blasted out of the rock
will join the big caverns and the two at-
tractions will be ready late in 1968. For-
mations in the caves resemble everything



from icicles to frosted cakes. Huge fin-
gers of stone point down from the ceil-
ings only to be met by other stalagmites
pointing upward.

The caves are lit by electricity, a far
cry from the torch-lit tours Mitchell took
his guests on years ago. Smooth, graded
paths lead from room to room, but in a
few places Nature wasn't too thoughtful
of modern tourists loaded with cameras
and other traveling paraphernalia. These
are only big enough for one person to
squeeze through. As you pass from one
room to another the changing beauty of
the walls and ceilings impresses one with
the prolific palette Nature possesses.

A modern improved campsite with a
paved parking lot and rock stoves is at
the lip of the hill below the Visitors Cen-
ter. During the week only one tour a day
is conducted, but on weekends there are
two offered, one at 10 a.m., the other at
1 p.m. A pleasant hike up a nature trail
named in honor of Mary Beal leads to
the caves. This takes about 20 minutes of
easy walking. Mary Beal was a former
contributor of nature articles to DESERT
Magazine,

Along the way the park rangers point
out shrubs, rock formations and points
of interest across the desert plain below
the caverns. Resembling a miniature
Monument Valley, the country surround-
ing Mitchell Caverns is magnificent and
spectacular,

Inside the caverns you will need flash
bulbs and high speed film for good pic-
tures., The caves are several thousand feet
above sea level, so no matter what the
temperature registers along the highway
turnoff at Essex, you can expect a cool
time at the park. O

Sixty million years ago
underground rivers formed
the caves. When the rivers
dried up, weird formations
of limestone were made

by dripping water.

Mitchell Caverns are in

the Providence Mountains
high above the desert floor.
Below the Visitors Center
there is a campsite with
rock stoves.



by Walter Ford
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IFTEEN miles directly
north of Cima thereisa
mountain around which
has been woven one of
the most fantastic lost
gold tales ever to come
out of the southwestern desert. It is
known as Kokoweef Peak. According
statement which allegedly was
sworn to in November, 1934, and pub-
lished in the November, 1940 issue of
the California Mining Journal, a pros-
pector and a mining engineer entered
a cave in Kokoweef Peak during May,
1927, and remained underground for
four days. As they worked their way
downward from the entrance they passed
through a maze of huge stalactites, one of
which had a diameter of 27 feet and
descended 1500 feet into a canyon 3500
feet deep.

to a

All measurements were claimed to have
been verified by instruments which they
carried with them. In the canyon they
found a river which rose and fell with
the tides of the sea, and varied from a
width of 300 feet at high tide to about
10 feet when the tide was low. At that
stage beaches of gold-bearing black sand
were exposed, some of which assayed later
to show a value of over $2,000 per yard.

After the prospector’s affidavit appear-
ed in print, the Kokoweef story began to
be heard in many different forms. One
version was the prospectors, fearing de-
tection, blasted the entrance closed and
were never able to find it again. An-
other account had them closing the ori-
ginal entrance merely to make another of
easier access. And somewhere along the

line rumor gave it a gruesome twist, As
the story was told the prospectors found
two claim jumpers at work within the
cave when they returned to close the en-
trance. Quickly preparing a charge of dy-
namite, they blasted the entrance closed
and sealed in the intruders.

There was also a report of a mining
company taking over to operate the claim,
but no news of a fabulous strike has
since filtered out of the region. The orig-
inal prospectors have long since passed
from the scene, so perhaps the gold-filled
sands still line the underground beaches,
disturbed only by the flow of the river
as it follows the rhythm of the distant
sea.

While you may be denied the thrill of
gold-filled sands filtering through your
fingers, this region in California’s San
Bernardino County provides wealth of an-
other sort which requires only pleasant
explorations. You may travel back in
fancy nearly 200 years and follow the
footsteps of Father Francisco Garces, the
first white man to enter the region, as
he hastened toward his goal at San Ga-
briel mission. You may prowl through
stone fortifications set up by U.S. troops
75 years later as they endeavored to keep
the westward supply lines open. And you
may gaze upon what is considered to be
the largest sand dune in North America,
a glistening expanse of white sand which
rises 500 feet above the desert floor and
covers an area of over 50 square miles.

On a hot day in August, 1858, a group
of immigrants from lowa stopped on the
east bank of the Colorado River to rest
before continuing their journey to the



Promised Land of California. Suddenly
death rode out of the river undergrowth
amid a clamor of Mojave Indian war
cries and a shower of feathered arrows.
Despite heavy casualties, the surviving
immigrants were able to retreat from the
river and avert a total massacre. Out of
that incident Fort Mojave was born. Col-
onel Hoffman was sent to the area with
a detachment of soldiers during April,
1859, with instructions to pacify the
warring Mojaves. Shortly afterward a
peace treaty was signed and a fort cons
structed.

By 1860 travel was increasing over
the westward route, which attracted
roving bands of hostile Piutes to the
California side of the trail. Forts were
established at Rock Springs, Marl
Springs, Soda Lake, The Caves, and
Cady, along a route known as the Gov-
ernment Road. Another fortification
known as Fort Piute the ruins of which
still stand, appears on some maps, but
the date of its establishment and the ex-
tent of its occupancy does not appear in
the records of the forts mentioned above.
Although Rock Springs was established
officially as a fort in 1860, names and
dates painted on the adjacent walls, such
as, "'Stuart, 4th Inf. May 16, 1851, and
“Sgt. Swain, 1851" indicate that troops
camped at the spring long before the
fort was established.

The lot of the troops manning the forts
along the Government Road was hardly
a happy one. Intense summer heat, poor
food. boredom,
and the ever present danger of attacks
from marauding Indians all contributed

undermanned stations,

to a lowering of morale. Desertions were
frequent. On some occasions when non-
coms were sent out to try to apprehend
the fugitives, they joined the ranks of the
hunted themselves. In spite of the unfav-
orable conditions under which they had
to serve, the garrisons along the route did
a commendable job in subduing the hos-
tile tribes, In October, 1870, a treaty was
signed with the various chiefs in the Mo-
jave Desert region and organized attacks
against travelers on the Government Road
came to an end. Shortly after the forts
along the route were abandoned, with
Camp Cady being the last to go in Match,
1871.

Last April I visited the Kelso-Cima
area over the Amboy-Kelso road with
Baylor Brooks, Geology Professor at San
Diego State College. We carried no camp-
ing equipment other than sleeping bags
and no one we asked in Amboy would
assure us that food would be available at
Kelso. We moved along to Kelso anyway,
and learned that our concern had been
unneccessary. Glowing in the darkness
above the Union Pacific station was a
sign, "Cafe Open 24 Hours.” Although
the building resembles a railroad station,
its main function is to serve as a club-
house for train crews that end their runs
at that point, On my last visit to Kelso
the nearby Vulcan iron mine was in full
operation and the little town was bustling
with activity. Today it seems to be sur-
rounded by an air of quiet contentment,
with only the occasional passing of a
train to break the spell.

Early last spring the residents of Kelso
were jolted from their tranquil state by

the arrival of two women who stated
that they had bought the land on which
the one room school house stands at a
tax sale, and that the building would have
to be moved. They then filed a suit to
vacate, so they could build a resort. On
April 11, Superior Judge Haberkorn of
San Bernardino, ended one of the town's
greatest crises by denying the women’s
request. “If there had been any dispute
about the location,” he ruled, "it should
have occurred 50 years ago.”

I asked a local resident about the type
of construction the women had in mind,
but he said that he had no idea as to what
they intended to do. He did say, however,
and apparently in all seriousness, “Some-
time, someone is going to develop a
method for skiing on sand.” "“Then"”, he
added, "we'll have it made.” As I pon-
dered the strange prophesy, I thought
that in this age of miracles, perhaps it
wasn't as far out as it sounded. Maybe, at
some future date we may read on our fa-
vorite sport page something like, “Joe
Sandpiper breaks the world sand skiing
record on Kelso Dunes!”

While a missing wagonload of whiskey
may not fall into the category of a lost
treasure, there is a 60-year-old legend
concerning a shipment of the amber liquid
which merits retelling. During the build-
ing of the San Pedro, Los Angeles, and
Salt Lake Railroad, now the Union Paci-
fic, a teamster started out from Bagdad
station with a wagonload of whiskey for
the saloons of Kelso. Their supplies were
exhausted and the thirsty railroad workers
were eagerly awaiting the arrival of the
cargo. All went well until the driver

Remains of old fort
at Marl Springs.
Spring is still used
for watering

catile. It was an

Kelso Dunes is

so large only a
distant view shows
its full extent. The
mountain of sand

important stop on
the Governnient

Road.

is|seen from
Vulcan Mine, five
miles from Kelso.
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started across the Kelso dunes. A sand-
storm arose suddenly forcing him to un-
hitch his team and move it away from the
stifling sand which filled the air. When
he returned later to get his wagon and its
precious load it was nowhere to be found.
The sand had covered it completely.

On certain moonlit nights when the
air is §ill, it is said that sounds of revelry
may be heard coming from the dunes.
Some oldtimers say ghosts of the teamster
and his cronies have located the lost liquid
bonanza and return to celebrate their find.
Non-believers, however, insist that the
-sounds heard are only the yapping of
coyotes on their nightly search for food.

Cliff Barnes, a cattleman who used to
live at the Pine Tree ranch about 10 miles
south of Kelso, believes the sand dunes
have never been fully explored. Once,
when he was high upon the Old Dad
Mountains looking for stray cattle through
field glasses, he spotted a valley with
trees in the dunes, but was never able to
locate it.
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Dr. Elliott Coues, in his interpretation
of Father Garces' diary, On the Trail of
a Spanith Pioneer, indicated Garces fol-
lowed a route which was to become the
Government Road about 75 years later.
Dix Van Dyke, noted desert historian
and long time Justice of the Peace for
Daggett Township, disagreed with Coues’
interpretation and spent many months re-
tracing Garces' route to confirm his be-
liefs. The results of his wanderings and
observations appeared in the Annual Pub-
lication of the Historical Society of South-
ern California for the year 1927. Accord-
ing to Van Dyke, Garces followed Piute
Wash from the Colorado River, then
turned northeast toward Vontrigger
Spring. South of the spring he veered to-
ward the base of Providence Mountains,
which he followed to what is now known
as Foshay Pass. From Foshay Pass, Van
Dyke traces Garces' trail down a wash,
past the Kelso sand dunes and on to Soda
Lake.

Historically minded travelers through

the area may find it interesting to com-
pare the routes about which Coues and
Van Dyke did not agree. The two impor-
tant forts along the Government Road,
Rock Springs and Marl Springs, may be
reached over graded dirt roads, and Fo-
shay Pass was made accessible a few years
back when a road was graded over it to
bring natural gas to southern California.
This road connects with a paved road
which extends from Kelso to the aban-
doned Vulcan Iron Mine and provides
an opportunity to see this interesting open
pit type of mining operation.

When comparing Van Dyke’s route
with Coues’, it is easy to understand the
logic of Van Dyke's reasoning. His route
is shorter by at least a day's travel, which
would be of much importance to foot
travelers such as Garces. There were no
mountain ranges to cross except Foshay
Pass and it was accessible over a long
gradual slope. And the few springs along
the route were sufficient for the traveler's
needs.



The Hole-in-the-Wall where
wind bas carved fantastic
formations and where once lived
long departed Indians.

W eathered and dim, the figures
“May 16, 1851 are faintly
discernible on a stone wall

near Rock Springs.

The road over Foshay Pass includes a
very steep grade which seems to be in-
tended for 4WD vehicles only., A stand-
ard car might make it with a long run-
ning start, but for safety’s sake a detour
which by-passes the steep section is
strongly recommended. Since we had
slept at the Vulcan Mine the previous
night, we traveled over Foshay Pass in
the opposite direction followed by Gar-
ces merely as a matter of convenience,
but I believe that travel over it in either
direction will show its advantages over
the route outlined by Dr. Coues.

From Foshay Pass the road leads east-
ward about five miles to join the Essex-
Mitchell Cavern State Reserve road. We
had not visited Mitchell Caverns since
they were acquired by the State of Cali-
fornia, so we were pleasantly surprised
to find Frank Fairchild as Supervisor in
charge of the Reserve. Frank formerly
served as a ranger in the Anza-Borrego
Desert State Park, where his courtesy
and assistance to travelers made him one
of the most popular rangers on the
State Park staff.

When Jack Mitchell lived at the Cav-
erns I visited him several times a year
and on those occasions he usually would
have some happening or story to relate
about visitors to the Caverns. I recall one
such story that had somewhat of a sequel
some 300 miles away.

Shortly after the Kokoweef gold story
appeared in print, Mitchell said a man
drove up to the Caverns and introduced
himself as a writer for an eastern news
service. He told Mitchell he wanted to
write a story about his caverns and asked
Mitchell for a photograph to illustrate it.
I visited Mitchell during March, 1941.
He said the professed news-service man
had used the cavern picture, not in a
Mitchell Caverns story, but about one in
Kokoweef Peak in which he claimed he
had found several thousand mummified
pygmies !

One week later I was reclining under
a palm tree in the Borrego Badlands
when a man drove up who said he was
an anthropologist for the Smithsonian
Institution. He told me he had found
some pygmy dwellings in an adjacent
canyon and he would be glad to show
them to me if T would meet him at a
lower tributary in about an hour. Pyg-
mies again! I began to think the little

men really got around. At the risk of ap-
pearing extremely gullible 1 agreed to
meet him, but I might as well have con-
tinued my siesta under the palm, The
pseudo-scientist never showed up. Weeks
later 1 heard he had been locked up for
safe keeping.

Ten miles north from where the Black
Canyon road joins the Essex-Mitchell
Caverns road, there is a section known
as the "Hole-in-the-Wall,"" where wind
has carved a fantastic array of towers,
human figures, and caves which served
as dwellings for long departed Indian
tribes. A narrow ravine through a steep
granite upthrust connects the upper and
lower levels together. Many odd forma-
tions are located near the east entrance
or upper level, but to see what is prob-
ably one of the most bizarre assortments
of figures ever carved by desert winds,
you must reach the lower area. Formerly,
it was possible to pass through the adja-
cent 7IL ranch, but that road is now
closed to the public. To reach the lower
section today it is necessary to descend
on some shakey wooden ladders which
were put there over 35 years ago, but
there is a brighter picture ahead.

Frank Fairchild wrote to me recently
the Bureau of Land Management, which
controls most of the land in the vicinity,
had laid out a campground near the
upper level or east entrance of the Hole-
in-the-Wall, and another one is planned
near the lower level. Also, they are pre-
sently surveying a road which will by-
pass the private road and open the west
side of the area for automobile travel,

There are a number of roads into and
from the Kelso-Cima region from Inter-
state 15, or U.S. Highway 66, Any one
of them should satisfy your preference
for a particular type of desert scenery,
or provide for activity to match your
mood. Historical trails, abandoned forts,
lava beds, yucca forests, mysterious
mounds of sand, and mile-high moun-
tain peaks—all are there for your en-
joyment. There are no motels nearby,
but you will find hundreds of square
miles of unrestricted terrain on which
you may set up camp. And if you wish
to dispense with camp cooking, you will
find the excellent food available at Kel-
so's Union Pacific Cafe—a most satisfying
ing substitute. O
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WE LOST A
LEDGE of GOLD!

The majority of lost bonanza
legends are basically true, albeit
embellished as they are passed
down through the years.
Although few of the old-time
prospectors who found and lost
fortunes are alive today, many
of them related their experiences
in early issues of Desert
Magazine. So you may share
their exciting adventures
first-hand, we will, from time

to time, reprint the articles as they
appeared. This one on Death
Valley is from the September,

1955 issue.
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by Asa M. Russell

ERNIE HUHN, or Siberian Red as he
was known by his friends, is gone now.
He passed away a few years ago and is
buried at Shoshone, east of Death Valley.
He was fairly well off financially when he
died because of the interest he had in the
well run Grantham Talc Mine.

But Ernie could have been one of the
richest men on earth and me along with
him if—and that's a mighty small if!

While he lived T dared not tell of our
experience high in the Panamint Range
ir 1925, but now I'm sure he wouldn't
mind if I do. He was very touchy about
it saying that if anyone ever found out
they would class us as fools. I guess he
was right, but he should have made it
“careless fools.”

Folks wondered why Ernie, who had
mined gold in Siberia, Alaska and Cali-
fornia and loved the yellow metal as
much as any man, suddenly gave up look-
ing for it and satisfied himself instead by
opening up drifts of plain baby talcum
powder, as he called it. I was his part-
ner and the last man to grubstake him on
a gold venture. I know why.

I met Siberian Red at the Cresta Esca-
vada (summit diggings), a placer property
near Randsburg in the early 1920s. The
terrain there was made up of rolling,

spotted bedrock with no paydirt, just egg
shaped rocks. Although it mined out to a
dollar a yard Ernie soon found that it
wouldn't float a dredge so he decided to
move on. There was no way to make it
pay.

We met again in Trona some time later
and during our visit he repeatedly gazed
intently at the towering Panamint Range
visible behind the Slate Range. Finally he
remarked, "I understand that four forma-
tions meet there at the south end of the
Panamints. It should be a hot spot to
prospect.” Somewhere Ernie found out
that a road could be easily cut from Death
Valley up to Anvil Canyon opening that
area for mining if and when a discovery
was made. At Anvil Springs there was a
stone house and plenty of water.

“Carl Mengel, who has only one leg,
says he came through there with his bur-
ros—stayed at the stone house and says
the area looks like good gold country to
him,” Ernie went on. I soon became en-
thusiastic about the area's prospects and
offered to grubstake him on the trip and
to accompany him, too. T had a fairly
successful tree business in Los Angeles
at that time and could afford the venture.
Before long we struck an agreement.

I bought a truck, loaded it with sup-
plies enough for three months and we
headed for Butte Valley by way of Death



Valley. In those days there was an old
road through Death Valley with a sign
post pointed toward the mountains which
read: "Butte Valley, 21 Miles.” Instead
of going on to Butte, the road ended
right there in a soft sandy wash where
the water drained down to Death Valley
through the narrow canyon.

We returned to our original plan and
headed up Anvil Canyon making our
own road. Every thousand feet we had to
stop and drag off the rocks to clear the
next thousand feet ahead. To get through
the loose gravel we used block and tackle.
After five days of hard work we had our
road into Butte Canyon by way of Anvil
Canyon. The former takes its name from
a strata of solid rock projecting 500 feet
high in the center of this valley. There
was no dirt or vegetation on this huge
rock and it was striped with many dif-
ferent colors. The miners called it the
Striped Butte.

We located the spring and the stone
house and set up camp. We were never
able to find out who built the house, but
it was built to last. It dated back to the
early 1880s and was as good as ever.
Here we relaxed for a couple of days,
taking short walks around camp.

We had a beautiful view down the
canyon to the floor of Death Valley, 20
miles below. The refreshing breeze picked
up the scent of sage, ephedra and pinyon
making our campsite a delightful place.

The country immediately around us
was well mineralized. Small veins shot
out across the hills in all directions. Some
looked like they would pan fairly good
and had they been wider would have
caused plenty of excitement. The stone
house contained some old newspapers
and books, pack saddles and odd shaped
demijohns, reminders of days that had
gone before. We had ideal prospecting
headquarters.

We soon found that this was a big area
to cover. Naturally we concentrated on the
valley floor at first, prospecting a day and
then resting a day. We wanted to toughen
up gradually before we tackled the high
ground. On these low level hikes Ernie
would often reach down to the ground
with his pick and crack open a rock that
looked like ordinary mud to me. He ex-
plained that after a little experience I too
could distinguish mere mud from stones
that had been thinly covered with mud
following a rain.

Occasionally 1 picked up 2 piece of
float. Each time I did Ernie knocked it
from my hand and warned me that it was
a bad habit to get into, “Unless you in-
tend to follow the float up and find out
where it comes from, don’t waste your
time and mine. You might have a piece
that dropped out of a saddle bag or pack
mule. Be sure your sample comes off a
vein of ore in place—and a vein wide
enough to investigate. Remember, we are
67 miles from the nearest supplies. Don’t
waste time.”" I listened to his advice. I
knew it was experience talking and T had
much to learn.

In time we became tanned and tough-
ened. Our legs were strong. Ernie was
convinced that somewhere along this con-
tact a rich vein existed.

One day we had a visitor—a Shoshone
Indian—who was leading a string of pack
burros. He was on his way to Warm
Springs to do a little prospecting. He told
us that if we needed some packing in the
near future, he would be glad to do it
for us.

Another week went by and on the first
of October a tall, unshaven man named
Greenslit walked into our camp. He was a
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tough old fellow of 65 and had been
prospecting the hills for six days out of
Trona.

He took out a piece of ore and showed
it to us. He had found it on the ridge
near Manly peak in a short tunnel of an
abandoned mine. He relocated it and was
on his way now to Shoshone to try to in-
terest some friends in his find.

After he had gone the next morning
Ernie took the piece of ore Greenslit had
given him and panned it out. He found
it to run about $200 to the ton.

"I wonder just exactly where he got
that rock?” I asked. By the look on
Ernie’s face I knew he was wondering
the same thing. He pointed to the high
ridge to the right of Manly Peak. "It
must be up there,” he said. He scanned
the area with his field glasses and then
handed them to me. "Look close up there
—there’s a little gray patch on the moun-
tain side—looks like an old dump—that
may be where Greenslit found his ore.”

The next day we tried the higher
ground. Ernie warned me before we left
that when we reached the timber line our
vision would be cut down considerably ex-
cept in small and infrequent clearings. He
had me prepare 10 pieces of five different
colored rags and told me that should I
find a vein large enough to locate, T was
to mark it properly, take one piece of
colored cloth and wrap the sample in it
and number it. The matching piece of rag
T was to tie on the top of the highest and
nearest tree. A small strip of the cloth
was to be tied at ground level. If, after
panning the ore, we found it to be worth
while, the vein would be easy to relocate.
I was also instructed to make a note of
the general terrain around my find, "This
is the best system I know of for tender-
foot prospectors,” Ernie said to me as we
started out at dawn.

It was a steep climb up the hogback
to Manly Peak, but we took our time and
had no trouble reaching the saddle on the
ridge at the right of the peak before noon.
The view alone was worth the climb.
Looking over the Slate Range toward
Trona the Panamint Valley lay at our
feet and at our back was Death Valley.

We ate lunch on the ridge and then
made our way to the gray patch below the
saddle. As Ernie had predicted we found
that it was an old ore dump and there
nearby, was Greenslit's new monument.
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Stone bouse in Butte Valley where Ernie and Russ made camp.

An old anvil and a few scattered tools
with rotten wooden handles lay near the
tunnel mouth, We guessed that its former
owner was an old timer who had found
the high altitude detrimental to his min-
ing efforts.

Before we separated Ernie gave me my
instructions for the prospecting trip back
to camp. He was going to cover the lower
side, close to the contact while T was to
stay close up along the side hill. If I
needed him I was to yell as loud as I
could—the air was clear and my voice
would carry. If 1 found anything sensa-
tional T was to let him know at once.

We started off and for a time 1 could
hear him cracking rocks with his pick.
I made my way around some large
boulders, keeping my eye out for snakes,
outcroppings and quartz veins and all
the ‘time trying to remember all 1T had
been taught during the past weeks by
Ernie,

The little veins made me mad as they
peeked out under ledges. 1 followed
them down draws, out under ledges and
up steep slopes. Few were wide enough
to get excited about. Still T took some sam-
ples from the widest ones and marked
them as ordered.

About four in the afternoon I ran
across an outcropping of yellow broken
quartz under  a pinyon tree. The vein,
the widest I had ever seen, was about
15 inches across. It was heavy with iron
oxide and I figured important enough
to call Ernie.

I yelled down the canyon and presently
he answered. It took him 30 minutesr

to find me. After studying the vein he
gave me his verdict: "pretty high up,
rugged approach, should run about $40
a ton. It would have to widen out con-
siderably to be profitable.”

I was disappointed, but he suggested
that I put up a monument, locate, and
mark it well for perhaps someday the
price of gold would go up and then it
would be worth mining this vein.

I showed him the rest of my samples,
all wrapped carefully in their colored
cloths and numbered. He didn't com-
ment on them, but told me that we
would pan them out on Sunday. He
reached into his pockets and pulled out
a half dozén pieces of rock. One of them
was cement gray in color and was very
heavy. T showed surprise at the weight
and asked him about it.

He had chipped it off a vein about
three feet wide. The ledge was only ex-
posed for about 20 feet on the surface
on the steep side of the draw near the
contact. Although he had never heard of
anyone finding platinum in these moun-
tains, he wondered if the sample he had
might not contain some of that precious
metal,

I asked him if I could use his glass to
give the specimen a close look, but he
had forgotten it. “We'll pan it Sunday
along with the other stuff,” he said and
started off toward camp.

"Did you mark it with
cloth?” T shouted after him.

Ernie laughed. "That's only for
An old timer remembers and
doesn’t need flags and sign posts.”

a colored

rookies.



When we got back to our stone
house the moon was up. After a sound
sleep we decided we had better rest for
two days before tackling any high ground
again. I placed all the samples we
brought back on the high shelf on the
outside of the house and we agreed to
pan them out as soon as possible. It’s a
good pastime when you are laying
around camp. But we were out of fresh
meat and spent a day hunting and then
on the next day there were shoes to sole,
wood to cut and other chores around
camp. On the third day we tended the
small garden we had put in earlier near
the spring, so we put off panning the
specimens again.

Then we had visitors, A couple of
miners took the road we had made to
camp. They were looking over the country
and we spent many hours talking to them
around the campfire. When Sunday came
again we spent it quail hunting and that
night the four of us enjoyed a delicious
dinner.

Our supplies were running low so
after the miners left Ernie and 1 took a

week off and went into Shoshone to
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stock up again. We didn’t hurry and still
another week went by before we picked
up the specimens to pan them out. By
now over three weeks had slipped by.

Ernie breezed through my six colored
cloth wrapped samples and a few of his
own before noon. We found nothing to
excite us, The whole lot averaged about
425 a ton. The rock from the vein I had
called him to see under the pinyon tree
was the best—it ran around $40.

After lunch T ground up the heavy
cement-gray stone and Ernie started to
pan it out, He remarked that he wouldn’t
at all be surprised to find a little plati-
num in it.

I had ground it up well as Ernie had
asked me to do. Coarse pieces of iron
may often hold small particles of gold
that had to be released if a good pan
was to be had.

While Ernie panned the gray stone 1
sat on a large rock near camp and took
some pot shots at a hawk that was circling
low trying to scare a family of quail out
in the open.

An explosive yell from Ernie brought
my thoughts back into focus and I slid
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R. D. HALL MFG., INC., 9847 Glenoaks Blvd., Sun Valley (San Fernando Valley) California 91352, Dept. D.
ALASKAN CAMPERS MORTHWEST, INC., 6410 South 143cd Street, (Tukwila), Seattls, Wash. 98168, Dept. D.

e

onds. Enjoy
roomy walk-

features.

Route 1, Box 332, Suisun City, California 94585, Dept. D,

of Highway 80 and State 21

U. 5. PATENT NO, 3879703

in living quarters, weather tight, high ceiling, ‘‘home
away from home,”" complete with three-burner stove,
sink, cabinets, ice box, beds and many other luxury

6 FACTORIES TO SERVE YOU
Write today to the factory nearest you for free folder describing the most advanced camper on the road.

PENNECAMP, INC., 401 W. End Ave., Manheim, Penna., 17545, Dept. 4.

G. R. Grubbs Manufacturing, Inc. d/b/a
ALASKAN CAMPER SALES, 9048 Longpoint Rd., Houston, Texas 77055, Dept. D.

FORT LUPTON CAMPERS, INC., 1100 Denver Ave,, Fort Lupton, Colorado 80621, Dept. D.

off the boulder and ran toward him. He
was jumping up and down with glee and
shouting, “We hit it! We hit it! We hit
it!"”

“Look at the gold,” he cried holding
out the pan to me. I grabbed it from him
and still dazed peered into it. The bottom
was covered with gold.

Ernie was excited and spoke on in a
frenzied wvoice: "I knew it—I knew I
would find something good on the con-
tact! We hit it this time, Russ! Our
We're rich! We're
rich! T never saw ore like that any place
in the world!"”

troubles are over!

After he calmed down he told me that
the panning indicated an ore value of
£15,000 a ton! "And just think, it's ready
money—free milling. The ground is all
open for location. How does it feel to
be rich, Russ? How does it feel to be able
to have anything you want—and plenty
of good yellow gold to pay for it?"

I couldn't answer—it had all been so
sudden. T walked into the house and in a
fog put on the spuds and beans for
supper.

Continued on page 34

DOWN
FOR
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Once dreaded by prospectors and '49ers
as they headed for California, Death

Valley today is a National Monument
visited by thousands of people during
the winter season. Man has built
filling stations, restaurants,
motels, a golf course and

a landing field. The
National Park Service
has paved roads

and built a Visitors
Center and
Museum in which
is told the Story
of Death Valley.

But these marks of man's
civilization are hardly discernible

in the thousands of acres of Death Valley.
And the moods and shifting sands of this
timeless and silent land have not
changed during the centuries.

It is a strange and sometimes

eerie silence that prevails; from Badwater,
280 feet below sea level, to Dantes View,
5780 feet above. Better than words,

these selected photographs convey

the moods and shadows of Death Valley.




The rugged rocks of Aguereberry Point
are silhouetted against the sky with
Death Valley below and the Panamint

Mountains in the distance.

A late afternoon sun
casts weird shadows
on the sands of
Death Valley.
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DEATH VALLEY

Once busy and hot, the charcoal kilns
of Wildrose Canyon today are modern housing for
the animals and birds of Death Valley.

s s as aaad

"

Death Valley's metallic mushroom, Death Valley Scotty's Castle—

who really paid for it and provided the gold dust
so Scotty could live like a king?

When the thirsty
'49ers saw the
white outline
from thousands
of feet above the
valley they
thought it was
drinking water—
only to find it was
saline and
deadly— that's
why they called it
Death Valley.
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