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DESERT MAGAZINE BOOK SHOP
THE CALIFORNIA DESERTS by Edmund C. Jaeger.
Revised 4th edition is standard guide to Mohave
and Colorado deserts with new chapters on
desert conservation and aborigines. Hardcover.
$4.95.

ANZA-BORREGO DESERT GUIDE by Horace Par-
ker. Second edition of this well-illustrated and
documented book is enlarged considerably. Tops
among guidebooks, it is equally recommended
for research material in an area that was crossed
by Anza, Kit Carson, the Mormon Battalion,
49ers, Railroad Survey parties, Pegleg Smith, the

Jackass Mail, Butterfield Stage, and today's
adventurous tourists. 139 pages, cardboard
cover, $2.95.

ROUGH RIDING by Dick Cepek & Walt Wheelock.
Two veteran drivers have completed an excellent
book on how to drive and survive in the back
country. Although based on driving in Baja Cali-
fornia, the information is applicable to all areas
of the West. This dollar book could easily save
you many dollars. Paperback, 36 pages, $1.00.

•'•: M

Bottl. Collectors Handbook

BOTTLE COLLECTOR'S
HANDBOOK

By JOHN T. YOUNT

This handy bottle book lists 1850 bottles
and their current market value with 17
categories, including the Jim Beam series.
It also tells where to sell and buy bottles,
identifications, and how to tell which
bottles will turn purple. Paperback, illus-
trated, 89 pages.

$3.95

HISTORIC SPOTS IN
CALIFORNIA

THIRD REVISED EDITION

Only complete guide to California land-
marks with maps, photos and lively text
covering both historical and modern eras.
Each county is explored individually and
in detail. Excellent both as a reference
and travel guide. Hardcover, illustrated
with photos and maps, 641 pages.

$10.00

SUN, SAND AND SOLITUDE by Randall Hender-
son. For more than 50 years Randall Henderson
has traveled across the deserts of the West until
today he is known as the voice and prophet of
this region of mystery, solitude and beauty.
Founder of Desert Magazine in 1931, he has de-
voted his life to understanding the great out-
doors. His second and latest book is a culmin-
ation of his experiences, thoughts and philoso-
phy. Hardcover, deluxe format, deckle-edged
paper, 16 pages full color, excellent illustrations,
$7.95.

METAL DETECTOR HANDBOOK by Art Lassagne,
2nd edition. Includes history, operating tech-
niques, interpretation of signals, and Directory
of Manufacturers. One of the most complete
handbooks of its kind. Paperback, 65 pages.
$3.00.

100 DESERT WILDFLOWERS by Natt Dodge. All
in full color. Handy to carry for identification.
Paperback, $1.50.

100 ROADSIDE FLOWERS by Natt N. Dodge. A
companion book to his 100 DESERT WILDFLOW-
ERS, this book lists 100 flowers growing in the
4,500 to 7,000 foot levels. Like the companion
book, every flower is illustrated in 4-color
photographs. Excellent to carry in car during
weekend trips for family fun. Paperback, 64
pages, $1.50.

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

DEAD MEN DO TELL TALES by Lake Erie Schae-
fer. The story of Frank Fish, controversial trea-
sure hunter who met a mysterious death, as told
by his close friend and business associate. Last
part of book is a rehash of alleged lost mines
and bonanzas. Intimate glimpses into the life of
a professional treasure hunter. Paperback, illus-
trated, 80 pages, $3.00.

MEXICO BY AUTO, CAMPER
AND TRAILER

By CLIFF CROSS

This revised edition is an excellent guide
with information on trailer parks, butane
and ice suppliers and detailed street
guides of villages and cities. Anyone
traveling in Mexico, Baja or Yucatan
should carry this informative book and
use it before leaving to plan their trip.
Paperback, large format, illustrated, 170

pages.

$3.50

TRAILS AND TALES OF BAJA by Pel Carter. How
a 65-year-old groom and his middle-aged
bride traveled the length of Baja California in
their 4-wheel drive camper is told in this warm
and happy book. The author gives an insight
into the loveable people of Baja along with
excellent fishing advice. Anyone who has a fear
of Baja or Mexico wil l find the true story in
this couple's experiences. Full color photographs,
206 pages, paperback, $4.80.

CALIFORNIA, A Guide to the Golden State.
Edited by Harry Hansen and newly revised, it
contains an encyclopedia of facts from early
days up to the Space Age. Mile by mile de-
scriptions to camping spots and commercial ac-
commodations. Maps. Hardcover, $8.95.

WHEN ORDERING BOOKS
PLEASE

Add 50 cents PER ORDER
(Not Each Book)

for handling and mailing

CALIFORNIA RESIDENTS ALSO
ADD 5 PERCENT SALES TAX

Send check or money order to Desert Maga-
zine Book Shop, Palm Desert, California
92260. Sorry, but we cannot accept charges

or C.O.D. orders.

GHOST TOWNS OF THE COLORADO ROCKIES
by Robert L. Brown. Written by the author of
Jeep Trails to Colorado Ghost Towns this book
deals with ghost towns accessible by passen-
ger car. Gives directions and maps for finding
towns along with historical backgrounds. Hard-
cover, 401 pages, $6.25.

BEACHES OF BAJA by Walt Wheelock. The au-
thor has personally explored the beautiful
beaches of Bafa, which, unlike those of Upper
California, are uncluttered and uncrowded. He
tells how to reach the beaches and what type of
transportation is needed. A companion book to
Gerhard and Gulick's Lower California Guide
Book. Paperbook, illustrated, 72 pages, $1.95.
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bOOK REVIEWS
Unless otherwise stated in the re-
view, all books reviewed in DES-
ERT MAGAZINE are available
through the Desert Magazine Book
Shop. Please add 50 cents per
order (not per book) for handling
and postage. CALIFORNIA RESI
DENTS MUST ALSO ADD 5 PER-
CENT SALES TAX FOR THE TOTAL
AMOUNT OF BOOKS.

THE WEEKEND TREASURE
HUNTER
By A. H. Ryan

One definition of treasure is "one who
or that which is regarded as valuable,
precious or rare." Gold is treasure, but
also so are sea shells, rocks, semi-pre-
cious stones and many other items, de-
pending upon the value placed on them
by the finder.

This is the approach the author takes
in his new book about hunting for trea-
sure. Like his first volume, The Week-
end Gold Miner, reviewed in the Febru-
ary, 1969 issue, A. H. Ryan's new book
is concise and packed with information
on what to look for and also what to do
with your treasure after you find it.

Chapters include Beach Combing,
Prospecting for Gold, Sunken Treasure,
Hunting Gem Stones, Lost Mines and
Ghost Towns, Electronic Treasure Hunt-
ing and How to Make Something from
Nothing. The Weekend Treasure Hunter
is 76 pages, $1.95. The Weekend Gold
Miner is 40 pages, $1.50. Both are paper-
back.

CALIFORNIA NATIONAL PARKS
By the Editors of Sunset Books

California contains more national parks
than any other state. It also has the sec-
ond and third oldest, Sequoia and Yo-
semite, and the most recent, the Red-
wood National Park. It also has eight
national monuments, the West's first na-
tional seashore, and many state parks and
other natural and historical preserves.

Sunset's new edition of California Na-
tional Parks, like their other excellent
guide books, is well illustrated with pho-

tographs and maps. It tells what you can
see and do, and what you cannot do, in
the parks and monuments.

Subjects include Yosemite National
Park, Sequoia and Kings Canyon Nation-
al Park, Lassen Volcanic National Park,
Redwood National National Park, Point
Reyes National Seashore and the eight
national monuments. Excellent for plan-
ning vacations. Large format, paperback,
slick paper, 80 pages, $1.95.

WESTERN CAMPSITE DIRECTORY
By the Editors of Sunset Books

With more and more people taking to
the open road new campsites, both pri-
vate and public, are being opened. Sun-
set's newly revised and just published
Western Campsite Directory lists more
than 5000 campgrounds in the 11 western
states and British Columbia and Western
Alberta.

Over 40 maps pinpoint exactly the lo-
cations of each campground and give in-
formation about each site such as access
routes, number of units, season, trailer
facilities, limitations and recreational op-
portunities, such as trails, hunting, fish-
ing and weather.

Anyone with a camper, trailer or just
heading for the open road with camping
equipment should have this book. Regu-
lar large Sunset format, slick paperback,
128 pages, $1.95.

HAVASU CANYON, Gem of the
Grand Canyon

By foseph Wampler and Weldon Heald

Where the clear waters of Havasu
Creek meet the muddy waters of the Colo-
rado River in the southwest corner of
the Grand Canyon is located what poets
have described as the Indian Shangri-la
and the Land of the Blue-green Water.

Accessible only afoot or on horse back
this little known part of the Grand Can-
yon is the home of the Havasupai In-
dians who tend their animals and grow
their crops in a canyon of unsurpassed
beauty.

Only a few hundred feet above is the
arid desert of Arizona, but below are

fantastic waterfalls and towering red
cliffs of Havasu Canyon. The beauty of
the area and the simple lives of the
friendly and hospitable Indians are the
subject of Havasu Canyon. After read-
ing this book you will want to visit this
Indian Shangri-la, but even if you can't
you will at least have had the pleasure of
seeing it through the eyes of the writers,
giving you a memorable armchair ex-
perience. Slick paperback, illustrated in
black and white and color, 121 pages,
$2.50.

HIGH SIERRA MOUNTAIN
WONDERLAND
By Joseph Wampler and Weldon Heald

"Climb the mountains and get their
good tidings. Nature's peace will flow
into you as sunshine flows into trees. The
winds will blow their own freshness into
you, and the storms their energy, while
cares will drop off like autumn leaves."

Thus did John Muir describe the
Sierra Nevada Mountains of California
where the great naturalist lived and
studied the world about him.

Every phase of the majestic mountains
are covered in this book, and, more im-
portant, the writers capture the spirit of
the areas they cover.

Included among the many subjects are
the geology, climate, history, fishing,
animals and birds, flowers and trees and
how to explore and visit the mountain
areas, plus many more, including a chap-
ter on John Muir.

Slick paperback, well illustrated, 122
pages, $2.50.

A Notice to
Our Subscribers

Due to a malfunction in the auto-
mated section of the bindery de-
partment several subscribers have
written in saying they had received
incomplete copies of DESERT.
If you are among those receiving
an incorrectly bound issue please
notify us immediately and we will
send you a complete book. Hope-
fully this is only a temporary prob-
lem while the "bugs" are being
removed from the new equipment.



by Piet Van de Mark

MEXICO'S LONG peninsula called Baja
California has lured me to her

mountains, deserts and shores many times.
The vacation my wife and I took along
the Gulf Coast about 200 miles below
the border was one of the most relaxing
times I have spent in Baja.

I had camped in Bahia Ambrosia
several times before, but always gone on
south in the morning, past the chain of
six small islands stretching 40 miles down
to Punta Final where the road bends west.
This time I wanted to explore these is-
lands in a leisurely fashion. We had
brought along a wide-beam 14-foot alum-
inum skiff with an 18-horsepower out-
board to do just that.

Packing and planning for a trip into
Baja takes time, even though you have
been there many times before. The rea-
son for this is obvious: once south of the
tourist areas near the border, you are on
your own. The further you venture into
Baja, the more important it becomes that
you are well prepared. This is not the
place for a discussion on camping in
Baja. It is basically like wilderness camp-
ing anywhere else; just be extra sure your
gear is complete and in good order. I
find a checklist very helpful when pack-
ing.

We crossed the border at Mexicali in
the morning, getting our tourist cards
and Mexican auto insurance at the line.
Unlike mainland Mexico, car permits are
not required for Baja and clearing cus-
toms requires only minutes.

I generally stop in San Felipe, at the
end of the pavement 125 miles below

Baja's
Enchanted
Islands



Mexicali, to buy last minute supplies and
have a final civilized meal at Arnold's
Del Mar Cafe. Arnold Hellin is a good
man to know in San Felipe. If you need
a place to stay, gas, water, cold beer, or
pandulce—that delicious Mexican pastry,
Arnold will steer you in the right direc-
tion. He will also have the latest informa-
tion on road conditions and an educated
guess about the weather.

Below San Felipe are 50 miles of
graded road to Puertecitos, a collection
of 130 trailers and houses built by Ameri-
cans who want to get away from it all,
but like the security of the colony. There
is a bar and cafe here. Gas and water can
usually be purchased, but do not count
on it.

Puertecitos is the end of the good grad-
ed road. With just 17 miles to go, you
may think you are almost at Bahia Am-
brosia, however, if you are new to this
sort of driving, this will prove to be the
hairiest 17 miles you have ever driven.
The first time over it will take several
hours, including some well-deserved
sightseeing, but after the initial panic
wears off you will drive it in about two
hours.

You will need a pickup, carryall or
Jeep in good mechanical order to handle
the road with security. We brought our
skiff atop the specially constructed camper
for good reason: boat ramps are non-
existent below Puertecitos, and the road
is not suited to trailer-pulling. Besides,
the skiff is easy for two people to handle
and well suited to the job ahead.

If you have ever dreamed of having an
eight-mile wide bay of shimmering blue
water all to yourself, you have found
your dream at Bahia Ambrosia. At night,
when the moon rises out of the bay, you
will lie in your bedroll and marvel at the
countless stars the smog has hidden so
well. Not a night will pass without the
wierd howl of coyotes in the hills beyond
the firelight.

The sunrise over the Gulf of California
is short and almost always spectacular, a
beautiful way to start the day. If you
enjoy photography as much as I do, you
are in your element here. I am usually up
with the first light, staggering around in
the pre-dawn glow, tripping over rocks,
and trying to get my mind in gear so that
when I finally get to the right place at
the right time, I can take advantage of
the situation and create at least one of

Baja California's beaches are uncrowded, clean and washed by clear blue water.

those memorable once-in-a-lifetime sun-
rise photos.

Just at dawn the bay is so still that you
will hear the porpoises playing offshore.
That is quite a view over your morning
coffee. But the distant view of the islands
is even more exciting.

In a light skiff this island tour can be
made in one day, though you will have
little time for sightseeing. So, if you have
room in your boat, and think you might
want to stay out for several days, chuck
in a bedroll and some extra chow. So, we
loaded that and extra gas, water, life-
jackets, parts and tool kit, tackle, cameras
and set forth across the glassy bay.

Around the south end of Bahia Am-
brosia lies Isla Huerfanito. Little Orphan
Island is all alone less than a mile from
shore. Though outcast from the other
islands, Huerfanito is not lacking for
company. Her sheer rocky coastline is
home for countless thousands of sea birds.
Pelicans, gulls, terns, cormorants, and the
stately black frigate bird all make their
home there.

The second island, five miles south and
perhaps three miles offshore, has a fright-

ening name: El Muerto, The Dead Man.
How this came to be is a matter for spec-
ulation. If you have an active imagina-
tion, you might pass between El Muerto
and shore and see the form of a corpse,
lying on its back, head to the south, arms
folded across his chest. Local fishermen
will tell you that the pre-Spanish Indians
buried their dead on these islands. Who
knows? It remains one of Baja's many
mysteries.

El Muerto has several small coves with
sandy beaches on the west side. Any one
would make a good campsite, with good
protection from the wind and ample
wood for fire. As we sailed into one of
these coves, the little bay was like glass
compared to the light chop of the open
water. The remains of a huge fish had
been washed up on the beach. We dis-
covered it was a shark, once perhaps 20
feet long. The jaws were about 30 inches
across and filled with rows of serrated
teeth; the longest measured 2-3/8 inches.

We fished briefly from the island,
catching cabrilla, striped pargo, and even
the ever-present trigger fish. You must
get used to the idea of throwing fish



back since you will generally be able to
catch hundreds every day. It adds a bit
of sport and makes the release faster and
more humane if you bend over the hook's
barb with your pliers.

Unlike Huerfanito, El Muerto has vege-
tation and soil similar to that found on
the peninsula's shore. Cardon, something
like the giant saguaro cactus of the
American Southwest, cholla, and ocotillo
can be seen. Wildlife is limited land
birds and reptiles, including, it is report-
ed, rattlesnakes. Sea birds are found along
the cliffs over the water and ospreys
perch among the highest crags.

Isla Coloradito lies another three miles
to the south. Colorado, also the name of
the river that flows into the northern tip
of the gulf, means reddish in color. This
little red island is well named. Like Huer-
fanito, Coloradito is just a huge rock
with no beach. However this trip we
found another deterrent to landing—the
island was completely surrounded by sea
lions.

As we approached, they came out to
greet us, or, more precisely, to make sure
we knew our place—in the boat. They

swam about the skiff barking and play-
ing, occasionally brushing against the
bottom, but never coming near the prop.
Sea lions are not the most cooperative
photo subjects. It is difficult to get close
enough to them on the water to get a
clear result, especially from the low angle
of a small skiff. When a boat approaches
shore, they all dive in. The most success-
ful method is to climb above them with
a telephoto. They will soon relax, and
permit extraordinary pictures to be taken.

Four miles below Coloradito is Isla
Cholludo, which abounds with birds and
wonderful rock fishing from the little
bass, or cabr'illa, up to the giant grouper.
There are many small rocks scattered
throughout this area that are alternately
covered and exposed with the tide.
Though fishing is good around them,
even a light skiff can run aground or
damage a prop unless a watchful eye is
maintained. By this time, you may want
to get out and stretch your legs; the place
to do so is four miles south and is the
largest island in the chain.

Isla San Luis, also called Salvatierra on
some charts, is about three miles long.

it's HYDRAULIC

The unique hydraulic mechanism which raises the
camper top can be safely operated even by a small
chi ld. Locks prevent accidental lowering. The top is
lowered quickly by the simple turn of a valve. Drive
safely at any speed wi th min imum drag and sway.
Sit or recline on comfortable couches while travel-
ing with top down. Alaskan camper top raises in sec-

onds. Enjoy
roomy walk-
in l iving quarters, weather t ight , high cei l ing, "home
away f rom home, " complete with three-burner stove,
sink, cabinets, ice box, beds and many other luxury
features.

6 FACTORIES TO SERVE YOU

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

R. D. HALL MFG., INC.. 9847 Glenoaks Blvd.. Sun Valley (San Fernando Valley) California 91352. Dept. D.

ALASKAN CAMPERS NORTHWEST, INC.. 6410 South 143rd Street, (Tukwila). Seattle. Wash 98168. Dept. D

ALASKAN CAMPER SALES, INC, (S.F. Sacramento area) Intersection of Interstate Highway 80 and State 21
Route 1, Box 332, Suisun City, California 94585, Dept. D.

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

G. R. Grubbs Manufacturing, Inc. d /b/a
ALASKAN CAMPER SALES, 9042 Longpoint Rd., Houston, Texas 77055, Dept. D.

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



Cormorants perch on a rock
before diving for fish into the clear

waters of the Gulf of California.
Right, another fisherman baits his

hook. All varieties of fish are
plentiful along the Baja coast.

Like the other islands off the Baja coast,
it is of volcanic origin. The semi-circu-
lar rim of about a third of the original
crater rises to 729 feet at the southeast
end of the island. A tiny lagoon, its outer
edges formed by sand bars, is located
west of the crater. At low tide one can
dig up a delicious clam dinner in short
order. The bars that form the lagoon
merge and stretch off to the west toward
Bahia de San Luis Gonzaga on the main-
land where two small tourist fish-camps
are located. This bar is exposed for more
than a mile at low spring tides.

Another bar, said to be dry at times,
connects Isla San Luis with its neighbor
a mile to the east, La Encantada. This
Enchanted Island that gives the popular
name to the entire chain, deserves its
mysterious title. This island is a solid
volcanic plug, or core, of greying basalt,
rising abruptly from the sea to 478 feet.

If your first approach to La Encantada
is under a tloudy and windblown day, as
ours was, you, too, will feel a shiver run
down your spine. At the northwest end,
the cliff has fallen away to form an am-
phitheater as sheer and tall as a 30;story

8

skyscraper. Outlying rocks add to the un-
earthly image.

If you work your way around the island
a few hundred yards south of the amphi-
theater, you will find two lava caves half
exposed at low tide. They are perhaps 25
feet in diameter. If your boat is small
and your spirit bold, you can paddle into
the eerie darkness for about 200 feet until
you reach a tiny wet, rocky beach. Tooth
snails cluster along the waterline, and the
large black murex crawl along the tawny
sand bottom. An occasional bat flips by
overhead, lending the traditional finish-
ing touch to an already spooky situation.

La Encantada is an ideal island to ex-
plore with a skiff, but if you enjoy a good
hike, or care to camp, San Luis offers
more comfortable quarters. The wide,
shallow bay on the northwest offers the
best camping. Should you leave your boat
unattended make certain that you have
the tide figured out and that the craft is
well secured to something above high
tide. Incidentally, a handy thing to have
with you is the Tide Calendar available
for $1.00 from the Bureau of Mimeo-

graphing and Multilithing, University of
Arizona, Tucson, Arizona 85721. You
will find ample driftwood for cooking
and a cheery fire on San Luis. The light
volcanic pumice that covers the beach
several feet deep above high tide can be
used to fashion an effective shelter from
the wind.

It has been suggested that these islands
were first called enchanted by the natives
of generations past because of the abund-
ance of the weird floating rocks. After a
storm, the pumice can be found all along
the adjacent coastline of Baja.

One of the most inviting places where
the pumice washes up is to be found
about 13 miles south on Punta Final.
About five miles west of the tip of the
point in a crescent bay is the little resort
called the Villa Mar y Sol. Clustered
around a small lodge are a couple of
cabins, a handful of trailers, a road event-
ually passing Bahia Ambrosia, and a very
nice airstrip.

At this writing, the Villa Mar y Sol
offers only very limited services and warm
hospitality. Be sure to try the pompano
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Inquisitive sea lions
frolic on
Iks'rocks and swim
around boats at
Isla Coloradito.
Although friendly,
they keep their distance.
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fishing from the shore right in front of
the lodge. If they are running you will
catch enough of these delicious little
fighters in a matter of minutes to feed
the entire camp. A silver spoon usually
produces good results.

The shelling is good everywhere in the
Sea of Cortez, but if you believe you have
collected everything at Bahia Ambrosia
just try the beach at Punta Final. You
will be in for a surprise.

By the time you have sailed your way
to the Villa Mar y Sol, you will have
sampled the fruits of Baja and you should
be thoroughly hooked. What probably
appeals to you is the unspoiled virgin
land, uncluttered by man's careless hand.
Those of us who appreciate this are for-
tunate indeed, to have Baja California at
our doorstep. I suppose this writing is
slanted to appeal to those who share our
feelings for Baja, to the fellow who will
bury his beer cans and leave things as
they were. For you, this brief journey
among Las Islas Encantadas can be the
beginning of a series of expeditions into
the heart of the enchanted peninsula,
Baja California. •
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California's

C H I N E S E
WALL
By Roberta Starry

W ITH THE remains of the Great
Wall of China no longer avail-

able as a tourist attraction, a Chinese wall
built in Southern California is an interest-
ing substitute. The time defying rock
work of early mining day Chinese labor-
ers and the ruins of their settlement cli-
max a thirty-mile trip through history,
along State Highway 178, north from
Trona. The modern, hard surfaced road
eliminates steep climbs and tortuous
curves but otherwise follows near and
crosses the old freighting route of 1873
that opened up a fabulously rich mining
area.

Trona has accommodations and sup-
plies for the traveler, and is the last op-
portunity in many desert miles to fill the
gas tank, replenish the water supply and
stock up on film. The town and chemical
plants skirt the edge of an extensive
white lake.

Little less than 100 years ago, John
and Dennis Searles were building evapor-
ative vats along the edge of the lake.
They hoped to claim a marketable pro-
duct from the heavy brine. Borax was
growing in demand, selling over the drug-
store counter for 250 an ounce. Today
Searles Lake is producing wealth beyond



Opposite page, the rock wall built
by Chinese laborers in 1873 still
supports the old freight road.
Left, Daphne Lea Martin, Long Beach,
Calif., inspects all thafs left of a
rock hovel in which Chinese lived
while working on the wall.

anything the brothers thought possible;
producing over 120 different chemicals
that are shipped by truck and rail in
amounts exceeding 10,000 tons per day.

A short distance from the reservoir a
side road to the right goes to the Tamar-
isk shaded Valley Wells, pool and picnic
area, owned and maintained for the use
of the American Potash Company em-
ployees. A narrow dirt road to the left,
usable for passenger cars, goes toward a
residence and an old car graveyard, a
branch veers to the right in front of the
house and within a few feet are the
charred ruins of a once busy way station.

Such stations were spaced approximate-
ly 10 miles apart or a days travel for the
heavy freight wagons and long teams en
route to the new silver discovery in the
Panamint Mountains. Corral for the
teams, water from The Tanks, that still
stand on the mountain side to the west,
and cabins for the teamsters, made this
one a favored overnight stop.

The way stations along this freight
route were first developed by Meyerstein,
a San Bernardino freight line, and in the
late 1890s came under the ownership of
Teagle Brothers. In the later period mine
equipment, food and liquor were hauled

from the railhead at Johannesburg to Bal-
larat, Skidoo and other mining camps in
Death Valley.

During the Teagle period, facilities,
water and feed was open to all freighters
on an honor system. Each driver noted on
a blackboard the date of his stay, the
amount of hay, grain and groceries he
had used, and then he would pay for the
total used on the trip when he returned
to Johannesburg. The workable relation-
ship between the freighters and Teagle
Brothers suddenly came to a halt. Return-
ing freighters complained of the abuse
being imposed upon them at the way
station below The Tanks. They were
denied use of the cabins and an exorbit-
ant charge for water and feed had to be
paid in cash at the time of use.

Since there had been no policy change,
the youngest Teagle brother gathered a
few friends and rode out to check on the
situation. Like the freighters, he was
stopped at the gate by a burly stranger
who demanded payment for the use of
the corral and more if feed and water
was desired. Teagle was being asked to
pay for his own hay and grain as well as
the use of his buildings. Demanding by
what authority he was being charged, an-
other individual came out of a cabin

waving a paper which they said was the
bill of sale proving their purchase from
Teagle Brothers. The mounted men level-
ed their guns at the two rascals and es-
corted them across the county line.

This freight route still stretches across
the miles of desert. Not advisable for
passenger car use, it is passable for truck
and four-wheel-drive vehicles. Less than
a mile away hard surfaced Highway 178
parallels the old route and makes a much
easier climb up the Slate Range.

Just before reaching the Slate Range
Summit the old 'Model T' road is crossed
by Highway 178 and drops off to the
left between two white posts, the only
ones on that portion of the road. The old
car road is dirt, but remains obvious and
usable at this point for any type vehicle.
In the flat area, less than a mile from the
new highway and still in view of High-
way 178 is a good parking area. Short
hikes in any direction from this spot will
reveal interesting discoveries.

Signs of wild burros show up in a
sandy path crossing the parking area.
They have passed this way to water day
after day through the years since the
prospectors turned them loose to fend for
themselves. The observant person may
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Basalt rock circles are evidently of Indian origin. In the background are the wall
and freight road over which giant wagons carried heavy loads over the mountains.
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well see the tips of their ears as they
stand just out of sight, watching the un-
aware visitor. They bother no one.

Indian signs are here too; circles of
black basalt rock and a large arrowhead
pointing east continues to baffle students
of early man.

To the north the old car road joins the
freight route and the cut is plainly visible
as it climbs to where 178 cuts across it
right at the summit. Condition of this
section of road is unpredictable as rain
runoff cuts away part of the road bed. At
the summit the old freight wagon and
car road is seldom seen by present day
travelers as the spectacular, panoramic
view of the Panamint Range and valley
draws all the attention.

A turn-out spot, ideal for viewing the
area is also a good parking place for the
less venturesome who would rather hike
than drive the eastern section of the worn
freight road.

Entering the cut at the summit, the
narrow dirt route is a one way, no turn
around for three miles and then comes
out on a flat mesa less than half way
down to the valley floor. The ancient
road is held along the mountain side by
a Chinese-built rock wall. In August,
1873, Senator Stewart furnished 45 Chin-
ese laborers to work with pick, shovel
and wheelbarrows in an all-out effort to
fill all washes and cut down steep inclines
from Cajon Pass, out of San Bernardino,
to the newly discovered mines in the Pan-
amint Mountains. Additional workers
were added, and by the time they reached
Slate Range Summit in September the
Chinese numbered over 100.

In October of the same year, freight
began moving over the new road and by
December 300 ton of mixed freight was
coming into the area every month. The
1873-75 demand for supplies caused
great stock piles of material to accumu-
late in San Bernardino and is credited
with creating the first building boom in
that settlement.

Almost as soon as the great wagons
began to roll toward the Panamint mines
a stage was put into operation from Los
Angeles, a three day trip over 225 rough
miles for a fare of $35.00. Investors and
eager miners found it a long trip with
breathtaking curves and inclines straight
down rock strewn canyons. Wrecks of
wagons that skidded out of control or
tipped over while trying to reach the bot-



torn of the Slate Range are mute evidence
to the hazards of the narrow road.

The long section of rock from High-
way 178 to the mesa has withstood heavy
use and weather. Examination of the wid-
est parts of the wall show the fit of one
rock against the other in solid support to
the road bed that hangs out over space as
it inches down the mountain side.

On the mesa, just before the long
straight pitch to the valley floor, are rock
ruins of the Chinese shelters. The one
room structures were only long enough
for the five-foot or less Chinese; more
luxuriant buildings had a small open
fire pit at one end for cooking and
warmth. Mesquite or boards from wreck-
ed wagons provided a makeshift over
head cover.

Hard working men, the Chinese re-
ceived little pay for their labor in the sun
and wind. After completing the road
down the Slate Range they were resting
and waiting possible work in the mines
that were just opening up. They kept to
themselves, bothering no one, but in the
tent covered saloons of the new camps
hard feelings were growing, nourished
by liquor. Talk built that the Chinese
were a threat to white men by taking the
employment that should be theirs.

Two renegades interested only in easy
money and status, John McDonald and
John Small, thought they would gain
lasting respect and prestige if they could
rid the country of the Chinese. New
Years Eve seemed like an ideal time to
have the joy of getting rid of the orien-
tals, especially after many drinks and
much over-the-bar discussion of the situ-
ation. Most of the revelers were asleep
when the two men decided to raid the
Chinese camp, but they found a few stag-
gering admirers to accompany them in
the advance on the sleeping Chinese.

Bombarding the hovels with rocks,
the renegades soon had the orientals run-
ning towards sheltering canyons. They
shot at them like wild animals. Any
winter night, high on the Slate Range is
a cold experience, but to be fleeing for
ones life without an opportunity to gather
needed clothing would be near fatal. How
many Chinese perished in the freezing
temperature and dark pathless canyons
was never estimated. Only rock ruins
scattered across the mesa and hillside re-
main to tell of the tragedy that wiped
out the builders of the rock wall. •
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Old
Charlie
by Marion Holbrook

The first woman
to vote in
California cast her
ballot long before
worn ens' suffrage.
But when
"Old Charlie" voted
no one knew
she was a woman!

Illustration reprinted from Via Western Express
and Stagecoach by Professor Winther,
University of Nebraska Press.

CHARLIE PARKHURST, commonly called

"Old Charlie," or "Charlie the
Whip," was one of the finest and best
known stage drivers in California during
the 1850s. Miners on the way to their dig-
gings, or prospectors taking their gold
dust to the bank, preferred to ride with
Charlie. They knew his fast and skillful
driving assured them of reaching their
destination safely and on time. What they
didn't know was that this tall, broad-
shouldered, dark-skinned person was a
woman! Nor did anyone learn this fact
until Charlie died at the age of 67 in the
year 1879.

In 1829, Ebenezer Balch, keeper of an
inn and livery stable at Worcester, Massa-
chusetts, was confronted one evening by
a person of seventeen years asking for
work. Mr. Balch looked at this young in-
dividual who was cleanly dressed in ill-
fitting boy's clothing and said, "You
look like a strong young-one. Work hard
for me and I'll make a man of you." His
words proved to be prophetic. Possibly
it was the need of the job that led Char-
lie to accept it in the guise of a boy, and
as time wore on found it impossible to
.ched the masquerade.

Work hard she did, with good will
and a tremendous amount of energy,
pitching hay, washing carriages, and
fhoveling manure. Mr. Balch soon real-
ized Charlie loved horses and had a
natural affinity for handling them. He
started training Charlie to drive first
two, then four, and soon six horses.

In the early 1840s Balch moved to
the What Cheer House in Providence,
Rhode Island, and took Charlie with
him. Charlie soon achieved a reputation
for expert driving, and was in demand
by the wealthiest families when they
wished to hire a coach. It was quite a
spectacle to watch Charlie's deft hand-
ling of six spanking greys as she drove
down the street.

Tn 1849, Jim Birch and Frank Stevens,
friends of Charlie, joined the Gold Rush
to California. By 1851 they had estab-
lished the California Stage Company and
sent for Charlie. She had saved $700 so
went to California by boat through the
Isthmus of Panama. (continued)
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Charlie soon became known as one of
the fastest and most expert drivers on the
old Pioneer Route to Virginia City, and
later on runs from Stockton to Mariposa,
Oakland to San Jose, San Juan to Santa
Cruz, and Sacramento to Placerville. She
seemed to drive by instinct, luck and
sheer nerve. No story about Charlie is
complete without telling about the time
a distinguished passenger, who had been
privileged to ride on the box next to
Charlie, asked how she could possibly see
to drive through the dark and fog on the
narrow, boulder-strewn road. Charlie's
answer was that "I can tell where the
road is by the sound of the wheels. When
they rattle I'm on hard ground; when
they don't rattle I generally look over

with Sugarfoot in their lead, poked a
sawed-off shotgun at Charlie and told her
to throw down the treasure box, always
kept under the driver's seat to carry gold
dust and other valuables. There was noth-
ing else for Charlie to do so she complied,
but shouted angrily at Sugarfoot that
"I'll be ready for you next time." Two
months later, when Sugarfoot made an-
other attempt to rob the stage, Charlie
was ready. Whirling the horses quickly
about she tried to stampede the bandits
in the dusty road, at the same time draw-
ing a .44 from under her coat. She killed
Sugarfoot and wounded two of his com-
panions.

Despite all the stories of Charlie's
daring and bravado as a driver, off her

nickname, "Cock-eyed Charlie."
In the late 1860s methods of transpor-

tation improved and there was little
profit to be made in driving stage. By
that time, too, Charlie was growing old
and tired from her strenuous life. She
opened a halfway house between Watson -
ville and Santa Cruz, furnishing refresh-
ments for rs«n and beast. She managed
this successfully and later bought a small
ranch.

It was during this period that Charlie
decided to register as a voter, fifty years
before woman suffrage. On the register
of Santa Cruz County, California, in
1867, is listed "Charlie Darkey Parkhurst,
age 55, occupation farmer, native New
Hampshire, residence Soquel." After

the side to see where she's going. Besides,
when I'm a little skeer'd I chew my
'backer more than ordinary. Then I know
the road's bad."

One story about Charlie's recklessness
tells of the time she came to a bridge
crossing the Tuolumne River. The water
was high from a recent storm, swirling
and lapping around the bridge which
was creaking and swaying. Others might
have turned back, but Charlie snapped
the whip over the heads of the lead
horses without a moment's hesitation,
urging them across as fast as they could
go. Just as they reached the other side
the bridge tore loose from its mooring
and was carried away downstream.

This dauntless individual also was
credited with killing a bandit named
"Sugarfoot," known for the burlap sacks
he wore around his feet—rumor has it
his feet were too large to fit into shoes.
Shortly after Charlie started driving stage
on the run from Stockton to Mariposa
several bandits jumped from the brush,
16

coach she was known to be quiet and re-
served. She would not discuss her early
life and always lived alone. She was kind,
accommodating to passengers, and was
known to be charitable.

Fine clothing was considered a mark
of success for all stage drivers and Char-
lie was no exception, being especially
vain about her dress. She wore hand-
tailored coats, a huge Texas style hat, and
expensive embroidered buckskin gloves
which were seldom removed from her
small, strong hands. Maybe to disguise
any sign of femininity, Charlie always
wore tucked-front shirts, with a wide
leather belt.

How would anyone have guessed that
this person was a woman—"he" smoked,
drank in moderation, chewed tobacco,
and occasionally sat in a poker game with
the boys. She could swear with the best
of them when angered. In later years, her
looks were not improved by the loss of
one eye which necessitated the wearing
of a black patch, causing an additional

Charlie's death, the Santa Cruz Historical
Society erected a plaque to honor the
first "woman" to vote in California.

Severe rheumatism caused Charlie to
give up ranching. She retired and went to
live on the Moss Ranch near Watson-
ville. She lived quietly and alone, the
rheumatism growing more painful and
cancer of the tongue developing. She re-
fused treatment and died on December
28th, 1879.

After Charlie's death and the subse-
quent furor over the discovery that she
was a woman, many fantastic and ficti-
tious stories were printed about her—one
to the effect that she had once had a
child—but nothing of this nature has
ever been proven. As far as is known she
was a person of morals, well liked and
respected by all with whom she came in
contact. Today her remains lie in the
Odd Fellows Cemetery in Watsonville,
and those who revere her memory still
place fresh flowers on her grave. •



DEVILS LEDGE

by Burrell C. Dawson

W HAT THE devil has, the devil
keeps. Somewhere in the sand

hell of the Devil's Playground south of
Baker, California, is a ledge studded with
rich gold nuggets. So far the devil guards
his treasure well. The only man to ever
rob him of a single nugget perished from
the theft.

Early in 1933 a stranger appeared in
Baker, bought supplies, and remarked he
was going prospecting in the Devil's
Playground. This caused little comment
as gold was being mined in Old Dad
Mountain on the fringe of the sand
waste.

One morning a week later a Mr. Proc-
tor who owned a filling station on the
highway in Cronese Valley chanced to
look out a rear window. There he saw a
man lying on a small hill a hundred
yards southwest of the station. Mr. Proc-
tor was not surprised to find him far
gone in dehydration. A doctor was sent
for and first aid applied but it was no
use, the man died.

The doctor went through the man's
pockets for identification and found
none. There was nothing in them except
a nugget—a nugget as thick as a man's
thumb and as big around as a man's
thumbnail.

In July, 1933 Albert G. Walker and a
companion, Glenn Smith, set out from
Baker to find the dead man's gold. No
stranger to the district, Albert had reason
to believe he knew where the gold came

from. To look at Albert Walker today
no one would ever suspect this friendly
mild fellow of attempting to rob His
Satanic Majesty and of almost losing his
life in the process. Today Albert is a
mining geologist practicing out of
Coarsegold, Madera County, California.
But in 1933 Albert was 33 years younger,
not long out of mining school at Socorro,
New Mexico, and decidedly full of beans.
So at six o'clock in the morning they
left Baker for one particular spot in the
Devil's Playground.

The route they chose took them 10 to
15 miles towards Barstow before turning
to the left onto a little used road leading
southward to the Union Pacific tracks.
Here the road turned east and kept paral-
lel to the tracks until a small section

camp was reached. At this place the road
gave up altogether. From here it was
across country on the roadless sand dunes.

The dunes were not high at first but
grew in size the farther east they got
until the sand hills were 15 feet high.
Here the rightful owner of the gold got
in his licks. Upon sailing at full speed
up and over the crest of one dune Albert
and Glenn found themselves in a steep
walled blow-hole. They didn't make it
out the other side.

At first there was light-hearted banter,
then a serious note. Without speed all
their vehicle did was dig into the axles.
This meant jacking up each wheel in
turn, filling up the hole, spreading
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SEED STUFFER, sun lover, the antelope
ground squirrel, or desert chipmunk,

has desert living down so pat he can stay
on the job twelve months of the year.
None of this cold-weather hibernating
routine for him.

No closing up shop during the sum-
mer's skyrocketing heat. With an impu-
dent jerk of that white tail, he continues
blithely about his squirrely business.
Dashing about frolicking and eating, he's
unconcerned that the brazen sun is ham-
mering the parched earth, or that the
shimmering heat has sent other small
rodents into their furrows to wait for
night, or perhaps even into long-term
summer torpidity.

Now this causes considerable surprise
among scientists. How can little Ammos-
permophilus leucurus (desert-seed-lover-
white tail) as he is known in polite scien-

tific circles, go on flourishing when for
all scientific reasons he should be very,
very dead?

For it is well known that any animal
has only a limited body temperature with-
in which it can operate normally and ef-
ficiently. If its temperature falls much
below, or rises much above this normal
range, its body has to expend great ener-
gy to bring the temperature back into
line. If it cannot do so before a critical
point is reached, the animal dies. In the
case of too-high temperature, water loss
is also involved, putting a much greater
strain on the body.

How long and how well an animal
can keep functioning with rising tem-
peratures depends on how its body can
tolerate heat, and right here, the desert
ground squirrel goes to the head of the
class.

D e s e r t

C h i p m u n k
by K. L Boynton

1969

Desert biologists Bartholomew and
Hudson found that a body temperature
as high as 107 degrees does not bother
the animal, its internal machinery tick-
ing along quite normally. The squirrel
is neither expending energy nor losing
water by panting or sweating to cool off.
His temperature merely rises with that of
the air. In fact, it remains a degree or so
higher so that the animal is actually hot-
ter than the air about him, and so is
being cooled constantly by radiation.

The squirrel also has to unload heat.
Normally he retires to his burrow for a
short time. When his temperature again
drops to the comfortable zone, he's out
again. At the peak of summer, he knocks
off for a noonday siesta. Under severe
heat stress and with no chance to avoid it,
the squirrel begins to drool and, using his
paws, moistens his head and shoulders.
But such water loss cannot go on long,
although he can stand dehydration much
better than other small animals.

The squirrel meets this second big
challenge of the desert in two ways: by
actually manufacturing some moisture
metabolically from starches, but mostly
by conserving every possible drop through
a marvelously efficient kidney system.
Extra long kidney tubules provide vast
areas for reabsorption of water from his
urine, which is finally voided in a form
10 times more concentrated than body
fluids, squirrel internal affairs being ad-
justed to stand this toxic accumulation.

Again, thanks to his kidneys, the ani-
mal can drink water three times saltier
than sea water, so he can make use with
gusto of almost any desert freewater he
can find, highly mineralized as it is apt
to be. His burrow being his best friend,
the squirrel makes a good one, deep
enough to be cool, and with the odd-
shaped entrance squeezed in under a
rock edge, or among tough shrub roots to
discourage coyotes or foxes from digging
him out. He makes a big deal about haul-
ing excavated dirt away, so there is no
telltale mound at the entrance. Still, he's
inconsistent, as during grasshopper sea-
son he may sit just outside his entrance
chomping on these insects and flinging
down pieces of wing and what not, so
the husks of previous meals are a dead
giveaway that somebody is in residence.

The home burrow consists of a tube
straight down, which gradually levels
off, with an enlarged bedroom and a
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couple of seed storehouses for winter
dining.

An animal's home range is that area it
traverses finding food, mating and raising
its family, and while it does not get
around all this territory daily, it does so
frequently enough to know the area well.
The antelope ground squirrel's home
range is just short of 15 acres, which is
a lot of desert. Located at strategic spots
are emergency holes and burrows. These
are simple burrows, without bed cham-
bers or storerooms.

This unusually large home range is a
strong survival factor, for it gives the
squirrel a wider chance at what sparse
food supply there is. Still, it requires
getting around pretty fast. Speedy loco-
motion is simple for this fellow. His
usual gait is a galloping broad jump,
wherein he may touch the earth only at
6 to 12 inch intervals — a very good
method of covering long stretches and
handy also for keeping off the hot
ground.

This squirrel depends on sight for food
and safety. His large eyes encompass a
wide field, and the cells of the retina
are all cones—cells whose business it is
to provide extremely sharp vision.

Cone cells in man, primates and birds
work additionally to discriminate colors.
So zoologists Crescitelli and Pollack won-
dered if by chance they might work the
same way here, although mammals like
ground squirrels and other rodents, dogs,
cats and the like are believed to live in a
grey world. A test was devised. The
ground squirrels were fine pupils, bright
and active. They caught on right away.

The set-up consisted of three adjoining
cages, separated by movable gates. The
two end cages contained the problems:
a series of port holes each illuminated by
a different color light. Under each port
hole was a bar, which when pressed, re-
leased the reward in the center cage IF
the squirrel picked out the right port.
The lights were presented at random, and
changed around constantly, all colors
being of the same luminosity. Location of
the reward delivery in the center cage
away from the problems ruled out any
help by the sense of smell.

The squirrels were trained, at the
sound of a buzzer and when the gates
were lifted, to study over the ports of-
fered in the two end cages; then to
scamper into the correct cage, pick out

the blue light, press the bar under it and
dash back to the center cage to collect
the reward of a big sunflower seed. A
score of 90.4 percent perfect was made
by the male contestant out of 560 trials,
and the female, not to be outdone,
promptly matched it. Thus ground squir-
rels showed they can see blue, at least,
and select it from other offerings. Both
flunked the orange light test.

Being omnivorous, the squirrel exploits
in warm weather the food potential of
the desert to the fullest. With the seed
storing habit, and a shift to heavy fur
underwear, the animal is well equipped
for winter. Simple does it in grocery stor-
ing, too, for these squirrels tote the seeds
home in the built-in market baskets in
their cheeks. This is one reason why the
entry doors of the burrows are some 2-3
inches wide and flat oval in shape, to
allow enough space for the distended
face to get through. Carrying capacity is
pretty good, one count showed a cargo
of 187 cactus seeds (opuntia) stowed
aboard.

About the middle of February in the
lower deserts and March in the higher,
the erstwhile fairly straight lines of
squirrel footprints from burrow to seed
bush and other choice feeding spots be-
gin to take on a very erratic design:
'round and 'round, up and over the
gravelly washes, up to a bush and, after
a mighty leap, down the other side, all
suggesting that somebody is pursuing
somebody. And since all the tracks are
left by squirrel feet, Sherlocks among
zoologists deduce that the Spring Social
Season is indeed in full swing.

Subsequent events substantiate the ob-
servation, for by April or May bouncing
families numbering 8 or 9 to a batch are
on the scene. And while there is only one
litter per year, the youngsters are shoved
out of their own by the time they are less
than half grown. This is about par for
rodent offspring debuts into the world,
but it's rough on the assorted juniors
who, while able to forage food for them-
selves, have a lot to learn about coyotes,
kit foxes and hawks—the first lesson
being the last, in too many cases.

But in the face of little learning and a
very hostile environment, enough young
ones still make it each year to put the an-
telope squirrel among the most common
animals in the deserts of the great
Southwest. •
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RENT

Trailers Campers
Family Sleeping, Dining,

Cooking Facilities Enroute
2 LIGHT SYSTEMS - 2 WATER SYSTEMS

Over 500 Rental Dealers
. . . for addresses, write "SCOTSMAN"

P. 0. Box 2114, Garden, Calif. 90247
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Nevada's
Turbulent
Yesterday
By DON ASHBAUGH

Westernlore Ghost Town Series

Hell Raising Boom Towns
of a Thousand Killings!

Factual in every detail yet as exciting as a
novel, Nevada's Turbulent Yesterday is
tops in its field. For 10 years as Sunday
editor of the Review Journal, the late Don
Ashbaugh collected material for his book.
Now back in print, this excellent book is a
must for arm chair adventures as well as
active explorers. Hard cover, 349 pages, 67
priceless historical photographs. Price: $7.50
plus 50 cents for mailing. Calif, residents
add 38 cents sales tax. Send check or money
order to DESERT MAGAZINE BOOK
SHOP, Palm Desert, Calif. 92260. Please
include your zip code.

Clyde Forsythe's Famous . . .

Gold Strike
Series

Four Mining Camp Scenes

All In 4-Color

Each 14"x l7 " with white margins
on high quality paper suitable for

framing.

No lettering or folds.

ONLY

$2.50
A SET

Postage & Tax included

Send Check or Money Order ro

Desert Magazine Book Shop,
Palm Desert, Calif. 92260

No Charges Please.

by Ann Crowell

H AVE YOU ever wondered why south-
west desert buffs so often explore

the lonely cactus country by moonlight?
The answer is simple. They hope to meet
up with that camel. It's only on moon-
light nights that he's ever seen, so the
legend goes.

Oh, they won't admit this reason. For
nowadays, people grin at the tale about
a camel that yet roams the sand-swept
vastness of New Mexico, Texas, Arizona
and California. But General Douglas
MacArthur recalled seeing wild drome-
daries in New Mexico when he was a
boy—so why couldn't one still be around ?
Many an old-time prospector insists there
are even two or three.

And it's a fact that if you had been in
Southern California during 1858 you
could have seen a camel brigade swathed
in oriental splendor being led across the

desert wastes of what is now Hollywood
and Vine. It wasn't part of a circus
either. Railroads were slow in building
out to the far west after the Gold Rush,
so someone came up with the idea of
having the army import camels for trans-
portation.

The first 32 landed on the coast of
Texas in 1856 and another 75 not long
after. A year later, camels were hauling
grain and being used in construction, as
well as for transportation. By I860, regu-
lar camel stations had been set up along
the route from Texas to California. Even
private citizens were importing them to
replace horses and mules.

Jefferson Davis, who had sponsored
the experiment, became so enthused that
he urged Congress to authorize the pur-
chase of a thousand more. If it hadn't
been for the Civil War the day might
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have come when the humped creatures
were as much a part of the western scene
as cattle.

But the nation's interest in these ani-
mals died out with the flaring of its in-
ternal struggle. Union officers and men
were soon prejudiced against the pet pro-
ject of the man who headed the Confed-
eracy and his plan for camels in America
was doomed.

As more and more troops were needed
in the east, the southwest's forts were
abandoned and the camels turned loose.
Jeff Davis' dream of using dromedaries
to hunt Indians was reversed when most
of the strays ended up as steaks and chops
for Apaches. Though some were sold to
circuses or private outfits, most just
wandered away.

Congress had been thrown into hyster-
ics when a camel service was first pro-
posed but the idea of these animals in
America is not too ludicrous. After all,
this is where they began and where the
major part of their development took
place.

The first camel evolved in this coun-
try nearly 50 million years ago. It was no
bigger than a jack rabbit. Fossils found in
the central part of the United States

rv i
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show an almost continuous series of
teeth, but Propylopus (this first camel)
had other characteristics quite typical of
present day camels.

Though his limbs were short and his
front feet had four toes, the side toes
faded rapidly. Even in very early fossil
they had disappeared completely. And as
time went on, the camel's two-toed hoofs
adapted into spreading, padded feet for
walking through sand.

Interesting changes were also taking
place in his teeth. The molars became
high crowned and long and, eventually,
the front teeth were replaced by a horny
pad. This horny pad, working with the
spoon-shaped lower incisors, made an
excellent device for cropping the plants
on which he fed.

As the animal's development continued,
the length of his neck increased along

with his legs which became long from
running to escape flesh-eating mammals.
Though some camels remained small,
most became medium sized or even very
large, and during their evolution several
side branches appeared. However, all of
these died out. By the time camels left
North America there were only the two
genera, Camelus and Lama.

Why they deserted the country of their
origin is not known. The Ice Age was
not the cause, for camels didn't vanish
from the continent until the last of the
glaciers had begun to retreat. Nor is
there any evidence that flesh-eating mam-
mals were the reason. There have been
many theories as to why this family and
other great dominant animals migrated,
but no one really knows. As if obeying
some mysterious urge, the llamas headed
south while the camels pushed north to
Alaska, and crossed into Asia by the land
route that then connected the two contin-
ents. The Old World environment proved
favorable and through the centuries
camels grew into great powerful beasts.

There is no way of determining at
what point the hump was developed. As
it contains no bone, this compartment
which stores fat for the animal's needs
does not show up in skeletons. But it is
thought to be of late acquisition and is
one reason why the creatures are valued
as cargo carriers.

By drawing nourishment from its
hump a camel can travel several days
without other food or water. Since earliest
Biblical times, it has been the chief
bearer of merchandise across the white-
hot sands of Old World deserts.

But despite its servitude to man since
ages out of the past, none of the camel
family has ever grown fond of the hu-
man race. And therein may lie the reason
they left North America. It is known that
they didn't become extinct here until
after man arrived.

The last of the Asian imports is said
to have died in 1934. But who knows—
he could still be around. Feeling as they
do about us, if one is alive now he would
no doubt keep himself hidden. So the
next time you're on the desert at night,
look sharp. You might see a camel. If
you spy a strange shadow wiith four legs
and a hump—well, it may be a giant
sahuaro. Bt if it moves—it's alive! Un-
less, of course, it's a ghost. •

INBOW'S
END...

begins with a

TREASURE LOCATOR'

m
"COMMANDER" 720
This Goldak Treasure
Locator is unsurpassed for
locating buried treasure,
coins. Civil War relics and
for beachcombing. Features
"Tell-Tone" Signal. Locates
any metal object under dirt,
sand, mud, rock, etc. No
cumbersome cords—com-
pletely transistorized, bat-
tery powered.

When it comes to find-
ing your pot of gold, go
with the leader—go with
Goldak!

EFFECTIVE DEPTH RANGE
(Under Normal Conditions)

Start out right—send $1.00 pre-
paid for authentic gold-plated
replica of a Spanish doubloon
found off Cape Kennedy.

GOLDAK COMPANY, INC.
1101-AAirWay

Glendale, California 91201

~] Please send free literature on GOLDAK trea-
sure locators.

D I enclose $1.00 prepaid for my gold-plated
doubloon replica with pouch.

Name —

Address -

City

State — _Zip-
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Camping
in

Coyote
Canyon

by Ann Showalter
Photos by Bill Showalter

Map of Coyote Canyon is posted at Anza-Borrego State Park
boundary. It's best to sketch map before exploring the canyon.

In 1774 Juan Bautista de Anza, leading a small group of soldiers
and missionaries, discovered Coyote Canyon on his way to Alta California.
Today the verdant canyon is a favorite area for modern explorers.

Y ou HAVE a problem. You like des-
ert camping. You enjoy the quiet,

unhurried atmosphere. You love the
clear, fresh air and the warmth of the
desert sun. But once in a while you feel
it would be nice to have a shady tree to
laze under, and maybe a rippling stream
running by your campsite. The solution
to your dilemma lies in San Diego Coun-
ty, within a few hours drive of almost
any point in Southern California.

Located in the northwest corner of
Anza-Borrego State Park, Coyote Canyon
offers the desert camping enthusiast a
perfect place for weekend outings or a
vacation. Here, you can relax in the shade
of willows, dangle your feet in the cool
waters of Coyote Creek, and forget the
problems that plague you in our crowded
cities. But don't get too comfortable.
Plan to spend some time exploring this
historic area where you'll discover rem-
nants of Coyote Canyon's fascinating past
at every bend in the road.

As you drive up the unpaved road lead-
ing to Coyote Canyon, you pass the now

inactive De Anza Ranch. "Doc" Beatty
homesteaded the ranch in 1909, and it
was here he held open house for the
prospectors, cattlemen and homesteaders
who passed in and out of the canyon
during that period. "Doc" was an indus-
trious pioneer and a far-sighted man. He
blazed the way for automobile travel into
Borrego Valley by using a mule-drawn
scraper to construct a crude road from the
valley to Truckhaven on Highway 86. He
saw the potential in the year-round waters
of Coyote Creek and diverted water to
his ranch for irrigation. "Doc" Beatty
was also among those who conceived the
idea to build a monument to the legend-
ary prospector, Pegleg Smith. Today, De
Anza Ranch is privately owned, so do
not enter the property, but continue north
to the Anza-Borrego State Park boundary.

Many of the available maps of Coyote
Canyon are vague, but an excellent one
is posted at the park boundary. If you
plan to explore the upper reaches of the
canyon, stop here and make a sketch of
the map to carry with you while you

travel. Remember that within the con-
fines of the State Park, Coyote Canyon's
abundant plant and animal life is pro-
tected, no fires are permitted and vehicles
are restricted to established routes of
travel.

Just beyond the park boundary marker
is the popular, primitive camping area at
the mouth of Coyote Canyon. Each week-
end, the open, sandy landscape is dotted
with vacationers who have come with
tents, campers, 4-wheel-drive vehicles,
motorcycles, or just a backpack and a pair
of stout boots. There are no facilities
provided other than a few litter contain-
ers. But this very lack of defined camp-
ing spaces leaves you the freedom to
choose any spot along the banks of
Coyote Creek for your campsite. With a
little caution for soft sand, you can easily
reach this area by passenger car. A few
skillful drivers even maneuver small
camping trailers over dirt trails to the
water's edge.

The breach between the Santa Rosa
and San Ysidro Mountains which forms
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