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Desert Magazine Book Shop

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 fomily 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 bononza. 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.
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CALIFORNIA DESERT
WILDFLOWERS
By PHILIP A. MUNZ
Recent rains and anticipated warm

weather should produce a bumper crop
of wild flowers. This is one of the best

THE ©
DESERT
LAKE

the Story of
NEVADA'S

PYRAMID LAKE

~ =T

THE DESERT LAKE
By SESSIONS S. WHEELER

The story of MNevada's intriguing Pyra-
mid Lake, including its ancient history,
archeological finds, geology, fish and
bird life and what to do and see. Ex-

cellent photographs plus two detailed
maps. Paperback, 131 pages.
1.95

GHOST TOWNS OF THE COLORADO ROCKIES
by Robert L. Brown, Written by the author of
Jeep Trails to Colorade 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 poges, $6.25,

BEACHES OF BAJA by Walt Wheelock. The au-
thor has personally explored the beautiful
beaches of Baja, 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.

books on identification of wildflowers in
California. There are 96 color photo-
graphs, 172 line drawings and two

maps. Published by the University of
California Press. Paperback, 122 pages,
index.

$2.95

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 te understanding the great out-
doors. His second and latest book is a culmin-
ation of his experiences, thoughts and philoso-
phy. Hardecover, 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.
Paoperback, $1.50.

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.

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.

ANZIA-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, ond 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 hew 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.

PIONEERS OF THE
WESTERN FRONTIER

By HARRIETT FARNSWORTH

The author traveled thousands of miles
to interview the old-timers who give a
first person account of the wild days of
mining in California. Through their eyes
she brings to life the world as it was
way back when. Hardcover, 127 pages,
illustrated.

$2.95

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 outhor gives an insight
into the loveable people of Baja along with
excellent fishing advice. Anyone whe has a fear
of Baja or Mexico will 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.

FOR COMPLETE BOOK CATALOG WRITE TO DESERT MAGAZINE, PALM DESERT, CALIFORNIA 92260
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THE WEST COAST OF MEXICO
Grace Loftin, Publisher
Tadeo R. T. Brenton de H., Editor

This is more than a travel guide. It is
the most complete and comprehensive
book for travelers on the west coast of
Mexico ever published.

Grace Loftin, publisher of the month-
ly Mexico West Coast Magazine, has
lived and traveled throughout Mexico
all of her life. Senor Brenton also knows
his country and is an excellent writer.

The book covers the travel, history,
customs, culture and fun of Baja Cali-
fornia, Sonora, Sinaloa, Nayarit, Jalisco,
Guanajuato and even has material on
Mexico City and the Olympics.

Want to know something about Mexi-
co's national drink, Tequila? What about
the “witches” of Mexico? Who are the
Tarahumara Indians? Where are the best
places to shop and stay—and what are
the prices? What about hunting and fish-
ing? Who was "Waky Walker?"

These are only a few of the interesting

articles throughout the book which also
provides complete information on the
communities of Mexico, including the
history and what to see, where to stay,
etc.

The paid advertisements in the book
are also informative as they provide the
reader with a selection of hotels, motels,
restaurants, shops and other services.

Even if you do not plan to visit Mexi-
co, this book is excellent reading for its
history and customs plus capturing the
warmth and fun-loving spirit of our
neighbors south of the border.

If you are going to tour the west coast,
a combination of Mexico Auto, Camper
and Trailer Guide by Cliff Cross (which
provides detailed maps and travel infor-
mation) and The West Coast of Mexico
will provide a complete travel package.
The latter is heavy, slick paperback, 11 x
9 format, profusely illustrated, 258 pages,
$6.95. The Cliff Cross Guide is also
heavy paperback, 11 x 9 format, illus-
trated, 171 pages, $3.50.

HISTORY OF YUMA AND THE
TERRITORIAL PRISON

By Robert Woznicki

Although Yuma is used as the pivot,
this interesting history covers more than
the town and the prison. As the author
states “Yuma's development has been
influenced by all manner of people—ex-

For the Jeep Enthusiast ...

by Robert L. Brown Illus,

A Family Outing . ..

by Robert L. Brown Illus.

BOTTLE COLLECTING
by Bea Boynton

READ THE BOOK — FOLLOW THE TRAIL

JEEP TRAILS TO COLORADO GHOST TOWNS

$5.50

GHOST TOWNS OF THE COLORADO ROCKIES

$6.25

A First Step for the Bottle Collector .
A VERY AMATEUR GUIDE TO ANTIQUE

21 pages paperbound, 30 line drawings

The Emigrant Trail and a Lost Gold Mine . ..
TERRIBLE TRAIL: THE MEEK CUTOFF 1845
by Keith Clark and Lowell Tiller

$1.00

$4.00

244 pages, 35 illus., 3 maps

WRITE FOR CATALOG

Caldwell, Idaho 83605

FOR DETAILS OF THESE AND OTHER TITLES

The CAXTON PRINTERS, Ltd.

153c

plorers, Indian, Padres, trappers, whal-
ers, miners, cattlemen and farmers.”

This is also true of the State of Ari-
zona, whose history is the story of early
Western America. Therefore, Woznicki's
book is actually a history of the West. It
is a history of extreme and paradoxes in
both geography and climate.

Dr. Woznicki, a professor at the Im-
perial Valley Campus of San Diego State
College, is an author, lecturer and news
commentator. He has done a great deal
of research and presents his history in a
well-written and interesting manner. Pa-
perback, illustrated, 120 pages, $2.25.

DEATH VALLEY JEEP TRAILS
By Roger Mitchell

There is a system of paved roads
throughout Death Valley for passenger
cars Jeading to the many places of in-
terest. There is an even larger network
of back country roads and washes leading
to old mining camps, stamp mills, fan-
tastic formations and other little-known
areas of interest.

Roger Mitchell has been traveling,
hiking and exploring the Death Valley
area since he was a youngster and is con-
sidered an authority on the subject. He is
a frequent contributor to Desert Maga-
zine.

Although vehicular travel on off-es-
tablished roads in the Monument is
strictly prohibited, all of the trails cover-
ed in this book and shown on the excel-
lent map are “established” and therefore
open. The author lists a set of rules to
govern travel in the Monument,

People traveling these roads should
take sufficient water and food as many are
isolated, But the very isolation is what
most back country explorers are seeking.
Since it is strictly forbidden to remove
anything from the area, the old camps
and mines are more intact than elsewhere.

The book is well written and is an ex-
cellent guide. Paperback, illustrated, 36
pages, $1.00.

Books reviewed may be ordered
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.




A Peek
in the
Publisher’s
Poke

N THESE trying times of national strife
I about armed conflict in various parts
of the world, the student unrest at some
of our larger places of learning and
with an apparent accent on violence in
the various news media, I have become
more aware of the peace and tranquility
that surrounds one who is fortunate to
live in the desert. Perhaps it is the soft
hues of brown against a clear blue sky;
the intense green of palm leaves against
the beige sand; or just its vastness but
to each of us who love the desert it

brings us peace of mind. This mood was rudely shattered recently by the news from
the nearby Torres-Martinez Indian Reservation that vandals had desecrated their
little cemetery containing over a 100 graves. Upon arriving at the cemetery for a
ceremonial burial, it was discovered that 24 headstones had been broken, toppled
or stolen. A porcelain photograph of a 115-year-old tribal matriarch, had been blasted
out of its headstone. A granite stone from a fallen Marine was broken in two. What
motivates people to these insane acts is more than we can understand. Our sympathy

is extended to the surviving members.

DESERT Magazine takes pleasure in
announcing the addition of Mr. and Mrs.
James Woodard as our field representa-
tives. Jim and Penny will be covering
the western United States doing articles
and chasing down interesting places to
visit. Their "home on wheels” is a 27-
foot Winnebago and we know you
wont miss that! Stop and chat a while
with them because they are real desert
lovers. Jim is a retired Navy man with
years of experience in survival and we
are looking forward to some interesting
articles.

We would like to thank the many
subscribers who gave subscriptions as
gifts at Christmas time. You will be
pleased to know that as the result of
your response to the gift program our
circulation is the highest it has been
since its inception. We truly appreciate
your continued support and feel that
we must be on the right track. Help
keep us there by continuing to send in

Jim and Penny Woodard
Field representatives

your comments and criticisms, remembering to enclose a stamped, self-addressed
envelope if you wish a reply. The response that we are having with the Woman's
Viewpoint column leads us to believe that more than a few of our readers would
welcome a subscription for Mother’s Day, which is just around the corner, with the
proviso of course that she let Dad have the magazine when she’s through with it!
We'll even sign the gift card, “"With volumes of love.” Ouch!!

INBOW'S
END...

“begins with a
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HOLDAK

TREASURE LOCATOR!

“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)

3"...Bullet
7"...Penny
8-12",. . Silver Dollar
18”... Pistol

24", .. Jar of Coins

307, .. Kettle

36"...Placer
Gold Deposit
48". .. Metal
Chest

60"...Large
Metallic

\_\\_____ﬂ_ﬂ//

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

(B(0)(1,[1)/E\ < THE coLDAK COMPANY, INC.
1101-A Air Way
Glendale, California 91201
[0 Please send free literature on GOLDAK trea-
sure locators,

[0 | enclose $1.00 prepaid for my gold-plated
doubloon replica with pouch.

Name

City
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by Bernice Johnston




On our freeways you can speed at 75 miles an hour --

and stare glassy-eyed at the bumper of the car in front of you.

To really see the West take the secondary roads, such as

this “‘low road’’ from Yuma to Tucson.

ATRIP from Yuma to Tucson
can be the fastest ride
through the longest nothing or it can
be leisurely and interesting. If you
are interested in unique scenery, un-
usual people, and a different way of
life, travel the low road. Abandon
U.S. Highway 80 at Gila Bend and
turn south on State 85 to Ajo (Ah-
hoe), a copper-mining town. The Pa-
pago Indians called it au'auho for
““paint,"" obtained from colored ores.
Ajo is also a Mexican word for lily
bulb with the look and taste of on-
ion or garlic. It grows in many parts
of the country and in profusion here.

Ajo has the oldest copper mining
history in Arizona. Spaniards mined
there in the early 1700s, after which
it was forgotten until its reactivation
in 1854, If you have never seen an
open pit mine, this is a good chance.
Turn off the highway at La Mina Ave-
nue, right again on Indian Village
Road, left at Santa Ana, and you are
at the observation center. The pit
lies to the south.

State 86 out of Ajo runs through
the largest of three Papago Indian
reservations covering 2,700,000
acres. There are 7,500 Papagos liv-
ing there. Papago is easily pro-
nounced by remembering that where
Mama go, Papa go.

About ten miles out of Ajo you
will practically run right over a little
settlement called Why. Why, “Why?"'
Il is located at a three-way intersec-
tion that branches south to the Mexi-
can border and which has long been
referred to locally as the “'Y."" May-
be that's "Why." Continued

Prebistoric men and their families lived in the Ventana Cave (opposite page)

11,000 years ago when giant ground sloths, camels and small borses roamed

through Arizona. Today, archeologists (above) are excavating the cave to solve
the mysteries of the past. Photos courtesy of Arizona State Museum.



T he Catholic church at
San Jose is probably

the most unconventional
in the world, Designs
are a mixture of Papago,
Navajo and Mexican
cultures.

The right fork will take you to
Organ Pipe Cactus National Monu-
ment where you may camp, picnic,
sneak up on the wild life, and see
some of the most unusual cacti in
Arizona. If you are so inclined and
prepared, cross the border and go to
Rocky Point on the Gulf of Califor-
nia. Here you can deep sea fish, hunt
shells, swim, or loaf.

Traveling east again on State 86,
there are signs indicating little In-
dian villages which will be seen all
the way to Tucson—names like Kom
Vo, Vaya Chin, Hotason Vo, Hot-
rontk, Komolik, and even Cowlic.
Just beyond the San Simon Village,
saguaro cacti begin to appear. They
are unique to this part of the world.
While the organ pipe cactus is many-
stemmed from the base, the saguaro
is one big body with many arms in
quite grotesque arrangements. A ma-
ture plant may weigh six to ten tons,
reach 50 feet in height, have that
many arms, and attain 200 years.
They bloom in May and June with a
crown of creamy flowers around the
tip of each arm. The blossom is the
Arizona state flower.
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Saguaro fruit ripens in July to a
cherry red. Papagos come long dis-
tances to harvest it. Each family has
harvesting rights to certain areas
and this is handed down through
families. Fruit is picked by women
with long poles made of the plant
ribs. Poles are obtained when the
cacti dies. The plant is a circle of
ribs that is covered with spongy
flesh filled with tons of water. When
it dies, the flesh withers away and
the skeleton falls. Fruit is eaten
fresh, made into cakes and dried,
boiled down to syrup on the spot, or
made into wine.

Pull off the road along the way
and have a look around. You can't
see the desert until you leave the
car. Look for the cactus wren, Ari-
zona's state bird. It is a modest
woody-brown and the largest of the
wrens. It builds several nests in cacti
to outwit eggnappers. Discover the
roadrunner, that long-necked, long-
legged, long-tailed cuckoo, state bird
of New Mexico.

Whip-like ocotillos wave red flags
in spring. Although not cacti, they
are at home on the desert. The palo
verde, state tree of Arizona, grows

along the way.
from trunk to branch tips. In April
and May it blooms in a cascade of

It is green-barked

golden blossoms. Cacti and wild
flowers carpet the way in spring.

From Ajo, it is 41 miles to the
Pisinemo Village cut-off, A small sign
marks a dirt road south to the right.
There are several dips but it is a
good graded road. After twelve miles,
it forks to the right and one is in the
Papago Village. Pull up behind the
church and park. Pisinemo (Pi-sin’-
eh-mo) means buffalo head. No buf-
falos ever existed in the area so
where that name originated is a my-
stery unless somebody once lost a
nickel there.

The church, San Jose, is one of
the most unconventional Catholic
churches seen anywhere. Fr. Camil-
lus Cavagnaro, OFM, the pastor, has
allowed the Papagos full expression
in decorating it. The effect is totally
Indian, typically Papago, and a tri-
umph of integration. Visitors show-
ing proper respect are welcomed.

The exterior of the church has
geometric designs climbing up the
front. The vestibule is covered with
a Navajo rug with swastika designs.



On the back wall is a Mexican paint-
ing on velvet of a suffering Christ.
At Easter, beautiful swags of Papa-
go-made paper flowers and plastic
ones, perhaps from Hong Kong,
dance around the sides.

Pottery designs march up and
down the walls. All of these, inside
and out, were painted by a young
Pisinemo resident who left it un-
finished when he joined the Army. A
decorated gourd mobile swings from
the ceiling. The Easter candle wears
eagle feathers. Benches are covered
with angora goat skins traded from
the Navajo as was the buffalo hide
on which the tabernacle rests.

The altar front and tabernacle veil
are an intricacy of Tlingit Indian de-
sign (northwest coast). The bottom
altar cloth is a silk screen print by
an artist from Massachusetts who
winters near Tucson. On the altar is
a red yarn cross shape, the tsikuli of
the Huichol Indians of Mexico. On
the left wall is a Virgin of Guadalupe
painted by an unknown artist. Be-
hind the altar is a strange Last Sup-
per mural by a Walapai Indian. Put
all this together and you have a
church that sings. Continued

One of the many

Pdpago Inndian bomes deing Post, (above) bholds a iarge
seen along the "low road” Papago plaque with the familiar maze
from Yuma to Tucson. design. Papago baskets (below) can

be purchased at the trading post,
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Laura Kerman, friendly Papago pottery maker, (above) displays her unusual

Nativity pieces in ber combination bome and shop. Like other Indian crafts, ber

products may someday be a lost art. Margaret Manuel (right) shows ber small
daughter the art of weaving fine Papago baskets at Topawa Village.
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If you are lucky you may hear the
Papago brass band made up of
young men who blow their hearts out
on beat-up second-hand instruments.
Or the girls' string ensemble may be
performing, if their much-used
strings hold out. A craft store near
the church handles lovely Papago
baskets made by the women of the
village. It may even be possible to
meet the makers. The people are
friendly but very shy.

Eight miles from the Pisinemo
Road is the Quijotoa Trading Post.
Quijotoa is a Spanish corruption of
Kia Hoa Toak, Papago for ‘‘carrying
basket mountain.”” The Quijotoa
Mountains were mined in 1774 and
again with more importance in the
1880s. The many mining towns have
been turned over to ghosts.

At the trading post, Mr. and Mrs.
Kermit Lee have a wonderful selec-
tion of Papago baskets and pottery.
Baskets range from thumb-nail min-
iatures made of horsehair to waste
basket size of yucca, beargrass, and
martynia. Papagos buy groceries at
the store and it is usually filled with
shoppers.

Almost directly across from the
Trading Post is a road north to San-
ta Rosa Village. Just west of it is
Ventana Cave; and here lies some
of the most ancient history in North
America.



A penny illustrates the size of small but exquisitely designed Papago horsebair and yucca baskets.

Coronado pressed so hard to ar-
rive at his mythical seven cities of
gold that he tramped over and never
discovered the great hidden copper
and silver deposits of Arizona. So
also, early archaeologists searching
for spectacular Indian ruins like the
cliff houses to the north, missed one
of the oldest known shelters in the
United States. In 1941 a team of an-
thropologists from the University of
Arizona in Tucson discovered and ex-
cavated this treasure-trove.

Had you traveled down a concrete
highway when this cave was young,
you would have had to wait for ele-
phants to cross. You would have
guarded your children from dire
wolves and tapirs, and marveled at
the vegetarian ground sloth, camels,
and little horses. Man, his food,
tools, clothing, and crafts have been
traced in this cave from over 11,000
years ago to the present day Papagos
who helped excavate it. It has been
almost continuously occupied for all
those centuries. People brought their
sinuses to Arizona over 100 centur-
ies ago and stayed at La Ventana.
There is nothing there now but the
cave itself. With a little imagination,
however, one can look out over the
landscape and see into the past.

Twenty-one miles from Quijotoa is
Sells, the Papago Tribal Headquar-

ters. If the trip is made in October,
one can take in an all-Indian Rodeo
and Fair. There is a craft store here
also where baskets and pottery are
sold, direct from the hands of the
Papagos. Next door, at a two-table
restaurant, one can get the best
tamales, burros, or chili found any-
where, made by a Papago lady chef.

Another side trip is seven miles
south of Sells to Topawa (Ta-paw’-
wa.) This is Papago for a type of red
bean. Topawa's church, San Salano,
is another interesting stop but the
community house offers the paradox
here. Its inner walls are painted with
vividly-colored Aztec murals done by
an artist who faithfully captured the
exciting ancient motifs. Evidently the
Papagos didn't object and although
the artist has long since gone, they
still live with Aztec ghosts.

Here also lives Laura Kermen, a
Papago potter like no other on the
reservation. Although she can and
does make traditional utilitarian ves-
sels, her forte is her own invention
of little Papago scenes in clay, small
islands of activity. On saucer-size
hases, she puts people, animals, and
ways of Papago life that are passing
from the scene: beehive ovens for
baking bread, corn grinding on me-
tates, wells with buckskin buckets,
ramadas, saguaro fruit harvesting,

and others. Laura is most friendly,
speaks good English, and welcomes
visitors. Another craftswoman is Mar-
garet Manuel, an excellent basket-
maker. She is one of several fine
basketmakers in this village.

About 20 miles east of Sells is
the road south and up to 6875-foot
Kitt Peak. This is a sacred mountain
of the Papagos. They have leased it
to the U.S. Government for a na-
tional astronomical observatory. It
houses the largest solar telescope in
the world besides a rapidly growing
cluster of other large telescopes.
There are tours of the complex and
a picnic area. It opens at 10 A.M.
and closes at 4 P.M. At this eleva-
tion, one gets a view of the surround-
ing countryside. The site was picked
after a three-year survey of over 150
mountain ranges because of the
area's clear weather, among other
factors.

Fifty-three miles from Kitt Peak,
one descends a gently sloping grade
to a view of Tucson spread out like
a sparkling lake. At the Arizona State
Museum in Tucson, the story of man
in Arizona is pulled together in ex-
hibits of Indians, their cultures, and
their antiquity. The Ventana Cave
story unfolds. The history of the peo-
ple through whose land you have just
traveled is all told here—a history
of past, present and future. O
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WYATT EARE

F ALL the legendary figures of the

Old West none looms larger than
Whyatt Earp. This western lawman and
his numerous highly colorful exploits
have been the subject of countless books,
magazine articles, motion pictures and
even a television series. Unfortunately,
much of this material has been historically
inaccurate, some of it ludicrously so.

Wyatt Earp has been praised by some,
vilified by others. He has been pictured
as a fearless and uncompromising up-
holder of freedom and justice on the
frontier; and alternately as a dastardly
villain who used his badge and position
to increase his personal wealth and
further his own ends. It can be quite con-
fusing for the layman to arrive at the
truth concerning such a famous figure
when so much of the material concerning
him has been highly colored with emotion
and sensationalism,

For those who desire to obtain a his-
torically accurate picture of the life of
this celebrated figure, I would suggest a
painless and fascinating history lesson in
the form of a visit to the Wyatt Earp
Museum in Tombstone, Arizona—scene
of his most renowned adventures. Dr.
John D. Gilchriese has assembled the
largest exhibit of Earp memorablia on
display anywhere. Hundreds of photo-
graphs and documents, most of them
originals, tell the story of Wyatt Earp’s
career from his birth in Monmouth, Illi-
nois to his death in Los Angeles.

MUSEUM

by Bill Thornton

Wyatt's boyhood days in Pella, Towa
are recounted, as is the Earp family’s
westward trek to San Bernardino, Cali-
fornia in 1864. The citizens of Lamar,
Missouri gave Wyatt his first job as a
peace officer when they elected him town
constable in January 1870. By the time
Wyatt arrived in Tombstone in the fall
of 1879 he had already earned a notable
reputation as an enforcer of law and order
in the wild Kansas cow towns of Wichita
and Dodge City, and gained the friend-
ship of Doc Holliday, the infamous gam-
bling, gun-toting dentist, who later joined
Wyatt in Tombstone.

The story of Wyatt's rather brief (less
than three years) career as a U.S. Marshal
in Tombstone is graphically recounted.
One of his famous escapades is the
OK. Corral gunfight which, incidentally,
did not take place in the O.K. Corral but
in a vacant lot behind the corral and to
the west of Fly's Photograph Studio.
Wyatt himself referred to it merely as
the Street Fight of October 26, 1881.
This exhibit features the actual pistol
Wyatt used in the fight and two pencil
diagrams drawn by Wyatt himself, show-
ing the location of the fight and the
positions of the participants. That famous
afternoon in western history is also de-

picted by a historically accurate painting
of the fight scene of which prints are
available.

The aftermath of the fight was tragic
for the Earp brothers. Virgil, Wyatt's
older brother, was seriously wounded by
a shotgun blast and Morgan, a younger
brother, was killed when shot from
behind in a Tombstone pool hall. Mor-
gan's death was avenged when Wryatt
shot it out with and killed Frank Stillwell
in the Tucson train yard. Stillwell was an
outlaw and member of the Clanton gang,
three of whom died in the street fight in
Tombstone. This event is also recalled
with a pencil diagram by Wyatt himself.

One of Wyatt's final encounters with
outlaws in the Arizona territory took
place at Iron Springs, in the Whetstone

Tombstone as it was

in 1881 when the
controversial Wyatt Earp
was the lawman.



Mountains northwest of Tombstone. As
head of a large posse which included his
brother Warren, the youngest member of
the Earp clan, and Doc Holliday, Wyatt
killed Curly Bill Brocious with a double
barreled shotgun blast that nearly blew
him in half. Curly Bill, a cattle rustler
with an outlaw reputation second to
none had been bending over a pot of
stew when Wyatt and the posse rode
into the outlaw camp. When Curly Bill
jumped to get his weapon he was fired
on by Wyatt who had already leveled
his shotgun. Noise of the blast so
frightened the horses that the posse could
not get into action rapidly enough. Sev-
eral outlaws escaped in the ensuing con-
fusion.

When Woryatt left Arizona in the
summer of 1882 he was pursued for a
distance by a posse from Tombstone
headed by Cochise County sheriff John
Behan. A deep animosity had developed
between Behan and the Earps during
Wyatt's career as a Tombstone lawman.
The posse turned back, apparently after
thinking twice about making a fight
with Wyatt Earp and Doc Holliday.

After leaving Arizona, Wyatt's formal

career as a peace officer was ended. He
occasionally rode as a guard with rail-
road gold shipments but never again
wore a badge. Of the remaining Earp
brothers only Virgil went on to a further
career as a lawman serving as town
marshal of Colton, California. Wyatt,
however, engaged in a variety of activities
that included racing thoroughbred horses
on California racetracks, and mining and
prospecting in Alaska and California.

One of the most interesting episodes
from this phase of Wyatt's career is the
story of how he refereed a boxing match
between Bob Fitzsimmons and Tom
Sharkey in San Francisco on December
2, 1896, Upon entering the ring Wyatt
removed his overcoat. The crowd roared
with laughter when they noticed a pistol
protruding from the pocket of his trousers.
As he customarily made rather large bets
at the racetracks Wyatt was used to carry-
ing sizeable sums of money on his person
and carried the pistol for protection. The
pistol was handed over to someone out-
side the ring and the fight was on.
Wyatt's decision, in favor of Sharkey,
was an unpopular one. There were highly
vocal charges of unfairness and crooked

dealings but the decision was upheld in
court.

None of these wvaried enterprises
brought wealth to Wyatt Earp. When he
died on January 13, 1929 he was living
in a small modest home in Los Angeles.
At the time of his death Wyatt had
already become a legend in his own time
and with his passing another living link
with the old west was erased.

A final chapter in the Wyatt Earp
story was written in April 1956 when Dr,
Gilchriese discovered the grave of Wyatt
and his third wife, Josephine, at Colma,
California, The location of the grave had
been unknown for many years.

Wyatt Earp’s career spanned the most
violent and turbulent period of western
history. Although there will, no doubt,
continue to be controversy concerning his
exploits, many will agree that they were
without parallel in the annals of Western
Americana. The debate about his career
will probably never be resolved but a
visit to the Wyatt Earp Museum will do
much to dispell misconceptions and
should definitely be undertaken by anyone
who is interested in the old West as it
really was. O
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Fifty Years

EAR THE close of a warm fall day
N in 1900, a footsore young English-
man struggled across the rugged terrain
of the Borrego Badlands. The sun was
sinking and long shadows creeping across
the arroyos warned darkness was soon to
follow. The young traveler climbed a
small knoll to try to locate his compan-
ion from whom he had become separated
earlier in the day. Fearful of a night
alone on the desert, he paid little atten-
tion beyond a casual glance to the peculiar
black stones that were scattered on a
nearby hill. Suddenly, far in the distance,
he saw his companion disappear around
a bend in a wash. He ran to join him.

The young Englishman, Henry E. W.
Wilson, was making his first trip into
the desert to search for the Pegleg gold
with John Collins, for whom Collins Val-
ley was named. Henry arrived in Califor-
nia from London to work in the citrus
groves when he was 19 years old. A few
years later he moved to Los Angeles
where he worked in a hotel that was
headquarters for prospectors. There he
heard a sketchy account of a legend which
started him on a quest that continued for
more than half a century.

One of the prospectors Henry met was
Frank Hike, who said that he had a mine
of his own in Borrego Valley which held
more gold and would be easier to locate
than Pegleg Smith’s lost bonanza. He
told Henry he planned to visit his mine

14

Henry E. Wilson examines
a specimen he found in
the Borrego Badlands.

in two weeks and offered to take him
along. Henry told me the idea of picking
up all of the gold he could carry sounded
like a tale from the "Arabian Nights.”

They arrived in Borrego Valley and
set up camp near Coyote Creek, then
Hike left for Julian to exchange his
horses for burros. He was a victim of
misfortune. One of his horses was poison-
oned and died. The Julian hotel in which
he was staying butned to the ground and
with it went all of his personal belong-
ings. Then, in a final blow to his plans,
he received word that his sister was ill
in Descanso and that he would have to
run her ranch until she recovered. When
Hike broke the news to Henry they
agreed to meet again on a future date,
but Henry never saw him again.

While awaiting Hike’s return from
Julian, Henry met John Collins who
owned a small ranch nearby. Collins had
not heard the Pegleg legend, but after
hearing Henry's version he wanted to
join him for a search at once. The col-
Japse of the Hike venture left Henry
with no desire to try again, so he returned
to Los Angeles.

A few months later in Munsey's, a
popular magazine of the time, Henry
read a full account of the Pegleg legend,
which filled him with dreams once more.
“There is enough gold,” the author said

in part, “to satisfy the most avaricious
Continued
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man who ever loved the yellow god,
ready for the hand of anyone who will
sick it up. It lies there uncovered on the
ground, much of it pure enough to be
exchanged for coin at the mint. No fierce
savages bar the way to it; no legal pro-
hibitions make it inaccessible.” Henry
wrote to Collins and two weeks later
they began their first trip along the Peg-
leg trail.

When Henry rejoined Collins on that
first day, he did not mention the hill
with the black stones because Pegleg's
landmarks at that time were considered
to be three buttes. He and Collins con-
tinued to Fish Springs, then worked
southward along the base of the Valle-
cito Mountains to Carrizo Springs on the
old Butterfield Stage route. Henry be-
lieved that Pegleg Smith’s trail led from
Yuma through the Carrizo Badlands
and that somewhere in that region his
landmarks would be found. He spent the
next 10 years searching an area as far
west as the Laguna Mountains and north
to San Felipe Valley. During that time
he collected every printed item on the
Pegleg story that he could find. He heard
many lost mine stories and mentally re-
corded those which would add to his
Pegleg lore.

One of the stories concerned a squaw
who staggered into a railroad construc-
tion camp at Salton, delirious from thirst
and clutching a handful of gold nuggets.
After being revived she told her rescuers
she became lost in the Borrego Badlands
and was wandering around aimlessly
when she saw smoke from their camp
and struggled toward it. Henry thought
the story was true, but at the time did not
connect it to the Pegleg legend. Then,
during the summer of 1911 he heard
about an old trail which led westward
from the Yuma-San Bernardino road,
across the then dry Salton lake bed and
into the Borrego Badlands. This changed
his whole concept of Pegleg's travels.

Henry told me he was reviewing the
story about the squaw when he realized
Pegleg Smith must have been following
the Yuma-San Bernardino trail when he
veered westward from his course and
became lost in the rugged Badlands ter-
rain, "If my reasoning was correct, and
I'm thoroughly convinced that it was,”
Henry said, “then the source of Pegleg's
gold was the same as the squaw’s.” He
believed the squaw was traveling over
the old Clark Valley-Fish Springs trail
and since the only water along the route
was at Seventeen Palms and Fish Springs,

she must have become lost somewhere
between those waterholes. A fact which
confirmed his belief further was there
was only one section of the Badlands
from which smoke rising from Salton
could be seen.

When Henry returned to the Bad-
Jands to renew his search, he had little
recollection of where he traveled that day
when he became separated from Collins.
He knew they began their trip on Clark
Valley-Fish Springs trail and vaguely re-
membered the hill on which he believed
he saw Pegleg’s black gold. But he could
recall no landmarks to serve as guide-
posts. Then he began the arduous job of
examining closely practically every acre
of ground along the old trail. Storm
waters had removed much of it over the
years, but toward the end of his long
search, Henry had pieced together all of
the old trail except a six mile section—
through the roughest part of the Bad-
Jands. In that section, Henry believed,
was locked the secret to Pegleg's gold.

While Henry never abandoned his
dream of finding Pegleg’s gold, his years
of wandering provided him with leads to
other lost bonanzas, which occasionally
Jured him away from the Pegleg trail.

Tributary to Palm Wash which Wilson often followed on the Pegleg trail. Palm on right has been destroyed
since photo was taken. Wilson traveled lightly on the trail (opposite page). A canteen, lunch and staff were all be required.

/ -




One day a friend, to whom I'll refer as
"Joe’" because of the events which follow-
ed, and T were working along the Santa
Rosa foothills trying to help Henry join
fragments of the dim trail together. Sud-
denly, Henry decided to move over to
Seventeen Palms to search for Bill
Schnacka's gold. Schnacka, a long time
friend of Henry, had given him some
clues to a cache of gold somewhere near
Seventeen Palms because Schnacka could
not spare the time from his citrus ranch
to make the search himself.

Around a campfire at Seventeen Palms
that evening, Henry told us about meet-
ing a man and a woman in Arroyo Salada
who were searching for the Pegleg gold.
The man told Henry a weird tale about
their starting to enter a narrow ravine
when a woman in a flowing white robe
appeared and ordered them to go back
and never return. Henry's only comment
to us about the incident was that the
gold hunters must have been out in the
sun too long, but in view of what fol-
lowed later the story must have made a
strong impression on Joe's subconscious
mind.

The Schnacka treasure proved to be as
elusive as Pegleg’s gold. We got trapped
in a maze of ravines in the Santa Rosa
foothills and spent most of our time try-
ing to work our way through them. At
the end of a weary day we had seen
nothing even remotely resembling any of
Schnacka's clues, so we broke camp and
headed homeward.

As Joe recounted his experiences later,
he believed we should have been search-
ing above the ravines, so he decided to
return and make a search of his own. He
found two of Schnacka's clues and was
searching for the third, a volcanic basin,
when he plunged down a dry waterfall.
He could not recall how long he lay
there, bruised and stunned, but darkness
was approaching when he made his way
back to his camp. After a quick meal he
was soon sound asleep in his sleeping bag.
As he calculated the time later he must
have been asleep about six hours when
he dreamed that he was back searching
for the cinder basin. On a knoll above
he saw a woman in a white robe beckon-
ing to him and when he reached her side

Continued on Page 39
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buzzards

VERYBODY TO his taste, and the turkey vulture's being what
E it is, he has to cover a lot of desert to satisfy it. This buz-
zard is strictly a carrion hunter, the desert's number one scav-
enger. Animals departing this life are not given to doing so
in handy places, and hence the need for a lot of shopping
around on the part of the vulture in order to find his next
meal. In fact, several days may intervene between same, which
is why, when the opportunity presents itself, the bird stuffs
himself to the point where all he can do is sit around leaning
back on his tail supporting his stomach. He can't even get off
the ground unless some of the cargo is jettisoned.

Garbage collecting has been carried on by the vulture
tribe for some 10 million years. The ancient Pleistocene ances-
tor was a whopper condor type with a wingspread of some
18 feet. Today's smaller descendants use the long-evolved
highly efficient flight which enables them to utilize free rides
supplied by rising air to cover vast territories without expend-
ing much energy themselves. The turkey vulture is a master
of air currents and cross winds.

Its graceful soaring and sailing over the wild and deso-
late desert is a beautiful thing to see, and a source of wonder.
It is also an exceptionally well engineered flying machine.

18

The turkey vulture is no pint-sized chicken. His average
wing spread measures about six feet. The body is light, the
bird weighing only about four or five pounds, but structur-
ally exceedingly strong, with wings marvelously designed.
Long and wide, they allow slow flight, a buzzard's wing beat
being about one stroke per second compared to a swift's 55 to
75. The big expanse of wing surface gives the large area
needed for the great lift. For these thermal soarers are borne
upwards by huge bubbles of warm air rising from the earth.

Special anatomical features insure keeping the wings out-
stretched without tiring, so necessary for long-term sailing.
There is an extra rigid shoulder girdle in the skeleton for
sturdy support. The broad tip of the wing, held outstretched
by two big muscles running from arm to handbones, is locked
into position by other neatby muscles. Very long finger bones
enable the wing tip to be tilted upward.

The long flight feathers lie on the arm bone in front,
but hang free towards the back. They are held in place and
moved by outsized muscles, which means that they can play a
very important part in the flight itself. For a fast ride up, the
outer primary feathers are spread open to make slots and the
longest quills uptilted at the end to catch updrafts. Then,




at workx

closing the slots by bringing the long, wide feathers together
and so reducing the wing surface and lowering the air drag,
the bird goes into an easy slanting glide. Constant automatic
adjustments are going on all the time, for vulture wings are
the most sensitive of all birds.

The least change in air current is transmitted down the
feathers to nerves in the skin and then to wing muscles—all
designed to keep the wings at just the right tilt and angle for
tireless soaring. Subtle twists and turning are possible because
the joints at the wrists and in the fingers rotate so freely.

A turkey vulture is a very awkward bird on the ground,
stepping gingerly and half-hopping as though his bunions
hurt him, his shoulders hunched up and wings half held out
like a great black cape. His take-off is a sight too, involving
heavy flopping, for his long broad wings can't be moved up
and down with ease at ground levels. He has to have a run-
ning start into the wind, clumsily hitching and stumbling
along until he is at last airborne, then up he goes with a slow
steady wingbeat. At about 100 feet, the long easy glides be-
gin, the bird still climbing, wings held in a fixed position
much of the time, with fewer and fewer flappings until the
air ride begins at last, the bird soaring upwards in a series of
small circles until it is just a dark silhouette in the sky.

Light as he is, the turkey buzzard must wait until the
morning sun heats the surface of the desert and the big warm
air lift gets underway. Then his food hunting can begin.

It was Audubon, the peaceful artist, who started a big
international row in 1826 which is still going on among scien-
tists. He stated that vultures find their food by sight only.
Savents immediately aligned themselves into two camps:
Sight Only vs. Smell Only.

Throughout the verbal pulling and hauling over the last
approximately 140 years, both sides were right in a way, large-
ly because they were talking about this vulture and that vul-
ture, each belonging actually to two different groups: the old
world Egyptine type, and the new world cathartine (condors,
turkey vultures, black vultures). And while all these birds
look alike on the outside, they are very different on the inside.
Subsequent anatomical study and research has shown, for in-
stance, that the old world vultures are more nearly related to
hawks, while those of the new world have different character-
istics.

Stager’s recent work on the whole tribe showed that the
turkey vulture has big outside nostrils, many smell receptors
in his nose, and extra large olfactory bulbs in the brain, a part
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which is devoted to handling smell news. The bird puts all
this equipment to use by flying much lower to the ground
when foraging than other vultures.

Gazing on a turkey vulture, one is not carried away by
its beauty, a naked head and wrinkled neck with startling red
skin and bristles stuck out here and there, a hooked bill, big
feet and hunched up funereal feathered garb not being exact-
ly entrancing by human standards. Nor are vulture table
manners: quarreling and fighting over choice bits, hissing
angrily at dining companions, wading into and gorging on re-
cently dead or very ripely decomposed carcasses—very pretty.

It seems, however, that vulture idea of beauty differs, for
indeed, housekeeping is duly set up in the spring. Mrs. V is
not much of a hand for nest making, usually depositing a
couple of eggs on a cliff edge, or in a cave or in a hollow tree,
although she might shred up rotten wood for a softer bed, if
handy.

Young vultures, surprisingly enough, are clad in long
cottony white down for several weeks, making them look
quite angelic. But a nest of young vultures is a very inhospit-
able place, for the youngsters are tough and extremely rude,
facing the intruder with spread wings, lowered heads and
hissing loudly. Their bills are very sharp, and they know how
to use them. If this doesn't discourage company, they dis-
gorge very smelly remains of their last meal with considerable
accuracy. One does not linger about a vulture nest.

By the time the youngsters are about 10 weeks old, they
have their juvenile plumage and having exercised their wings
since they were first able to stand up, and being vultures any-
how, they know how to begin to practice their famous flight
routine.

Like a lot of other animals, vultures have talents which
mankind could put to use. For instance, a smart biologist had
these birds working for a California natural gas company. It
seems that somewhere along a 42-mile stretch through a very
hot and lonesome part of the desert gas was escaping out of
the pipe lines, and nobody could locate the leaks. The biolo-
gist put ethyl mercaptan (which smells like rotting flesh) into
the gas, and the field men started their patrol. All they had to
do was to watch to see where turkey vultures congregated, and
there indeed were the leaks, the birds coming to point on the
smell.

Found in other parts of the country, the turkey buzzard
is best at home in the desert where the sun and rugged land
forms deliver ideal thermal updrafts and warm currents for a
fellow to ride for hours without flapping a wing. O
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by John W. Robinson
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ESTLED DEEP in a pine forest, high
N in Baja California’s Sierra Juarez,
is a placid, shallow lakelet. Most Ameri-
can visitors know it as Laguna Hanson.
Glimmering  brightly under the sun's
glare, the laguna has been appropriately
called "The Jewel of the Sierra Juarez.”
The Mexicans, developing it as a center
for their recently established Parque Na-
cional Constitucion de 1857, call it La-
guna de Juarez.

This was our destination, this lonely
laguna situated in the heart of Baja Cali-
fornia's northernmost mountain range,
just 40 airline miles south of the border.
After crossing the border at the small
town of Tecate, famous for its fine beer,
we headed east over Mexican Route 2,
a paved highway connecting Mexicali
with Tijuana. Just beyond Tecate, the
road climbs onto the gradual western
slope of the Sierra Juarez. Chaparral-
covered hills extend in broad, graceful
curves as far as the eye can see, nature's
monotony broken only by a few lonely
clusters of oak and an occasional shallow




wash. This broad western flank of the

range is in complete contrast to the east-
ern side, where an abrupt rampart drops
a dizzy 5000 feet from the rocky summit
ridge to the arid desert floor.

Just west of the small town of La Ru-
morosa, before the highway plunges off
the eastern escarpment in a series of hair-
pin turns, we turned south onto a vast
pinyon-covered tableland. This flatish
summit plateau of the Sierra Juarez ex-
tends for miles in every direction. Here
and there huge piles of weather-beaten
boulders, fairyland castles complete with
towers and parapets, poke their stony
crowns above the surrounding forest.

Our dirt road passed scores of eroded
diggings and abandoned campsites scat-
tered among the pinyons. In the 1870s
gold was discovered in the decomposed
granite soil of the region. The gold
fields, covering some 30 square miles of
the summit plateau, were named the
Juarez Placers, in honor of Mexico's late
president. Later the name was extended
to the entire range. At first the placers
were worked by primitive pick and shov-
el methods. In the 1890s three United
States companies set up the latest hy-
draulic apparatus at La Milla, near the
center of the placer fields, and extracted
high grade ore for several years. Water
was piped in from the nearby El Tope
Valley. By the early years of the twentieth
century the fields were largely worked

The road to Laguna Hanson can
easily be driven in back country
vehicles and pick-up campers.
The author states he has seen
passenger cars in the area, but

cautions only veteran drivers with
high clearance passenger cars to

make the trip.

out, and mining activities gradually came
to a halt. Today, an occasional lonesome
prospector can be found trying his luck
in the diggings, hoping for a bonanza
that will renew the excitement of the
past. But in all likelihood, the Juarez
Placers will remain a quiet, sun-bleached
testimony to a bygone era.

Continuing south, our road began
climbing onto the higher central portion
of the range. We entered a region of ex-
tensive Yellow Pine flats, punctuated
here and there by small grassy meadows.
A small wooden sign informed wus that
we were entering 'Parque Nacional Con-
stitucion de 1857." This high tableland
of the Sierra Juarez is Mexico’s newest
national park, only the second one in Baja
California. (The first is Parque Nacional
Sierra de San Pedro Martir, established
in 1951.)

Then we could see it sparkling in the
distance, playing hide-and-seek behind
the pines. Laguna Hanson seemed as a
hidden jewel, set deep in a dark, ever-
green forest. Driving up to the lake, we
found primitive but comfortable camping
facilities and a recently-constructed fire
guard station. The laguna is currently
being developed as a recreation center,
and increasing numbers of Mexican citi-
zens from Mexicali and Tijuana frequent
the region on weekends. The lake itself
is shallow, and its size varies considerably
according to the amount of rainfall.

Boulders, large and small, surround the
laguna and form small rocky islands in
the middle. Tall pines reach right to the
water's edge. Under the pines the coun-
try is flat and brush-free, making for su-
perb campsites,

The story of Laguna Hanson is long
and colorful, with a touch of sadness. It
was known to the Cocupa and Pai Pai
tribes long before the Spaniards arrived.
The Indians often used it as a rendez-
vous during their annual summer pil-
grimages into the sierra to gather pinyon
nuts. The Spanish padres from nearby
Mission Santa Caterina visited it often,
calling it simply "La Laguna." By this
name it was known for almost a century.

The tragic climax of the laguna’s story
revolves around a young American ranch-
er named Hanson. In 1872, 24.year old
Hanson visited the sierra, liked the re-
gion, and decided to stay. He built his
ranch near the lakelet and soon thereafter
built up quite a cattle business sup-
plying beef to the hungry miners of the
nearby Juarez Placers. In 1880, while
walking through the forest not far from
the lake, Hanson was shot and killed by
his business partner. The murdered man's
remains were buried beneath a steam
boiler in Campo, & small mining town
just across the international border. Later
the assassin was accused of the crime and,
after incriminating evidence was uncover-
ed, jailed in Ensenada. Two months later
he bought his freedom and left Baja Cali-
fornia. Since this episode, the lakelet has
borne the name of the murdered pioneer.

Instead of returning north to La Ru-
morosa, we drove southwest, past Han-
son’s old ranch at El Rayo, and descended
the gradual western foothills of the sierra
into historic San Rafael Valley. Northern
Baja California’s first major gold strike
occurred here in 1872, near the small
town of Real del Castillo. Beyond, we
continued through the low coastal foot-
hills and down to Ensenada, our weekend
venture into Baja's northern interior com-
pleted.

Laguna Hanson is a pleasant weekend
retreat, untouched by the commercialism
that infects so many of our lakeside re-
sorts north of the border. Good dirt roads
reach it from the north, via La Rumorosa,
and from the west, via Ensenada. It is a
place to savor the pleasures of wilderness,
easily accessible to southern California’s
wanderlust campers. [
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