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Desert Magazine Book Shop
NEW MEXICO PLACE NAMES edited by T. M.
Pearce. Lists and gives a concise history of the
places, towns, former sites, mountains, mesas,
rivers, etc., in New Mexico, including those set-
tled by the early Spaniards. Good for treasure
hunters, bottle collectors and history buffs.
Paperback, 187 pages with more than 5000
names, $2.45.

A FIELD GUIDE TO ROCKS AND MINERALS by
Frederick H. Pough. Authoritative guide to iden-
tification of rocks and minerals. Experts recom-
mend this for all amateurs as one of the best
3rd edition with many new color illustrations.
Hardcover. $4.95.

ANZA-BORREGO DESERT GUIDE by Horace Par-
ker. Third 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 todays
adventurous tourists. 139 pages, cardboard
cover, $3.50.

EXPLORING CALIFORNIA BYWAYS by Russ Lead-
abrand. There are two separate books under
this title. Volume 1 covers the area from Kings
Canyon National Park, near Bishop, to the
Mexican Border. Volume 2 covers one or two-
day trips around Los Angeles. Both books con-
tain maps for each trip with photographs, his-
torical information, recreational facilities, camp-
sites, hiking trails, etc. Excellent travel guides.
Both volumes are slick paperback, 180 pages,
$1.95 each. WHEN ORDERING BE CERTAIN TO
STATE WHICH VOLUME NUMBER.

THE WEEKEND TREASURE HUNTER by A. H.
Ryan. A companion book to his Weekend Gold
Miner, this volume is also concise and packed
with information on what to look for and what
to do with your treasure after you have found
it. Subjects range from Beach Combing to Sunk-
en Treasures. Paperback, 76 pages, $1.95.

DEATH VALLEY JEEP TRAILS by Roger Mitchell.
Although a system of paved roads covers Death
Valley National Monument, there is even a
larger network of back country roads leading
to old mining camps, stamp mills and other
little-known areas of interest. The author has
provided a guide to these places for explorers
with back country vehicles. Paperback, illustra-
ted, 36 pages, $1.00.

GHOST TOWNS OF NEW MEXICO by Michael
Jenkinson and Karl Kernberger. This exception-
ally well written volume is more than a ghost
town guide. It spans the history of New Mexico
from the past to the present and brings back to
life the conquistadors, gunmen, miners, mer-
chants and politicians who won the West. Kern-
berger's photographs are gallery quality. Hard-
cover, quality paper, large format, 153 pages.
$7.50. Makes an excellent gift.

MEXICAN COOK BOOK by the Editors of Sun-
set Books. Mexican recipes for American cooks,
thoroughly tested and suited for products avail-
able in the United States. Includes comprehen-
sive shopping guide, all cooking techniques and
recipes from soups to desserts and drinks. Large
slick paper format, well illustrated, 96 pages,
$1.95.

R E L I C S

BOTTLES AND RELICS

BY MARVIN AND HELEN DAVIS

This latest bottle book has more than 30
pages of full-color illustrations with the
bottles shown in natural settings. In ad-
dition to the color there are also dozens
of black and white photos of more than
500 bottles. It also includes sections of
collection and display of relics such as
guns, horns, cooking utensils and other
collectors' items. Slick paperback, 155
pages, four-color cover.

$4.50

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.

ROUGH RIDING by Dick Cepek and Walt Wheel-
ock. Two veteran travelers have compiled an ex-
cellent book on how to drive and survive in the
back country. Although based on driving
through Baja California, the information is ap-
plicable to all areas of the West. Strongly
recommended for both amateurs and veterans.
Paperback, 36 pages, $1.00.

REDWOOD COUNTRY by the Editors of Sunset
Books. A comprehensive travel guide and his-
tory of the giant Redwood trees of Northern
California, plus a complete description and
guide to the newly published Redwood National
Park. Accurate maps and more than 1 00 photo-
graphs. Large format slick paperback, 96 pages,
$1.95.

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.

BOOK OF CACTUS by Harry C. Lawson. Written
for the amateur, this book tells how to plant,
care for and identify cactus found in the West.
The 36 pages contain 409 small photographs
and descriptions of the plants. Paperback, $2.00.

TREASURE HUNTER'S GUIDE TO THE LAW by
Clair Martin Christensen. Answers all of the
questions relative to the legal aspect of find-
ing treasure trove. Subjects include Antiquities
Act, Mining Claims, Gold Regulations, Trespass
and Salvage, Claim Recordings, Tax Aspect and
many others. Concise and factual. Paperback, 46
pages, $2.75.

WILD FLOWERS OF THE PACIFIC COAST by
Leslie L. Haskin. A completely revised and en-
larged edition, this guide gives a broad scien-
tific basis for a definitive identificaton of wi ld
flowers. With descriptions are more than 100
full-color photographs, plus black and white,
describing 332 flowers and shrubs. Hardcover,
450 pages, $5.95.

WESTERN CAMPSITE DIRECTORY by the Editors
of Sunset Books. Just published, this book lists
more than 5000 private and public camp-
grounds in the 1 1 western states and British
Columbia and Western Alberta, including hun-
dreds of new campsites to care for the ever
increasing amount of people, taking to the open
road. Just right for planning a vacation. Large
format, slick paperback, illustrated, 128 pages,
$1.95.

THE WEEKEND GOLD MINER by A. H. Ryan. An
electronic physicist "bitten by the gold bug,"
the author has written a concise and informative
book for amateur prospectors telling where and
how gold is found and how it is separated and
tested, all based on his own practical ex-
perience. Paperback, 40 pages, $1.50.

A GUIDE FOR INSULATOR COLLECTORS by John
C. Tibbitts. Long time collector and author of
several bottle books, the author has written two
volumes on insulators, covering 90 percent of
the field. Insulators in Vol. 1 (127 pages) are
different than those in Vol. 2 (119 pages).
Paperbacks, well illustrated. $3.00 each. OR-
DER BY VOLUME NUMBER.

CAMPING AND CLIMBING IN BAJA by John W.
Robinson. Contains excellent maps and photos.
A guidebook to the Sierra San Pedro Martir and
the Sierra Juarez of upper Baja Calif. Much
of this land is unexplored and unmapped still.
Car routes to famous ranches and camping spots
in palm-studded canyons with trout streams
tempt weekend tourists who aren't up to hiking.
Paperback, 96 pages, $2.95.

A GUIDEBOOK TO THE SOUTHERN SIERRA
NEVADA by Russ Leadabrand. Illustrated with
good photographs and maps, this volume covers
the Sierra region south of the Sequoia National
Park, including most of the Sequoia National
Forest. Paperback, $1.95.

EARTHQUAKE COUNTRY by Robert lacopi. Pub-
lished by Sunset Books, this well illustrated
book separates fact from fiction and shows
where faults are located, what to do in the
event of ar\ earthquake, past history and what
to expect in the future. Highly recommended for
all Californians. Large format, slick paperback,
160 pages, $2.95.
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New factual
evidence
on the
legends
of the West

By Brad Williams and
Choral Pepper

This book examines many little-
known stories and legends that
have emerged from the western
region of North America.

Included are such phenomena as
the discovery of a Spanish galleon
in the middle of the desert; the
strange curse that rules over San
Miguel Island; the discovery of old
Roman artifacts buried near Tuc-
son, Arizona; the unexplained be-
heading of at least 13 victims in
the Nahanni Valley; and many
other equally bewildering happen-
ings. Elaborate confidence schemes
and fantastically imagined hoaxes
are documented, along with new
factual evidence that seems to cor-
roborate what were formerly as-
sumed to be tall tales.

Hardcover, illustrated, 192 pages.
$5.95

Send check or money order to
Desert Magazine Book Shop,

Palm Desert, Calif. 92260

Add 50 cents for postage and
handling. California residents

additional 30 cents tax.

Book
Reviews
by Jack Pepper

BEACHCOMBERS' GUIDE TO THE
PACIFIC COAST

By the Editors of Sunset Books

The sea and the edge of the sea in this
scientific age still hold enough mystery
to draw curious men. They also hold
enough known attractions—fish, shell-
fish, driftwood, semi-precious stones,
surfing waves and other attractions to in-
terest all types of people who are not so
much curious as they are in need of a day
of outdoor exercise and relaxation.

Today thousands of people are heeding
the call of "I must go down to the seas
again" and finding a reward in their ven-
tures. This book provides information
about the publicly accessible beaches be-
tween San Diego and Cape Flattery,
Washington to help vacationers and week-
enders decide where they want to go—
providing they can find space on the
beach, and parking areas.

Subjects in the interesting and informa-
tive book range from How to See a Sea
Otter to How to Surf to How to Fish,
with many other how-to-hobbies included.
It is beautifully illustrated and includes
detailed maps of how to get to the beach-
es. And once you are there it shows how
to identify sea shells. Large format, four-
color cover, heavy paperback, 112 pages,
$1.95.

UNDER COVER FOR WELLS FARGO

Edited by Carolyn Lake

The memoirs of old-timers can be
tiresome and boring in this day of the
jet-set, or they can move as fast as a John
Wayne western. I will be greatly sur-
prised if this book is not used as the
basis for a western movie or television
series.

Fred Dodge was an undercover agent
for Wells Fargo during the days when

the West was lawless and when men's
lives depended upon how fast they were
with a gun.

Dodge wrote as he lived, with vigor
and honesty, relating his experiences and
adventures as though they were common
place everyday happenings. Born in
1854, Dodge was raised among Indians
and miners and throughout his life he
was associated with men such as Wild
Bill Hickock and Wyatt Earp, but, be-
cause of being a "secret agent" he re-
mained in the background and kept his
anonymity.

Carolyn Lake has done an excellent
job of editing the voluminous material
and letters about Dodge which she found
in a trunk after the death of her father,
Stuart Lake, who made Wyatt Earp fam-
ous in his book Wyatt Earp, Frontier
Marshal. He died before starting his book
on Dodge. His daughter has fulfilled her
father's plans in producing a fascinating
and factual history of the wild West
which you will find hard to put down
once you have started reading. Hard-
cover, 280 pages, illustrated, $6.95.

NOTICE

Unless otherwise stated in
the review, all books re-
viewed in DESERT Maga-
zine are available through
the Desert Magazine Book
Shop. Please add 50 cents
per order (not per book)
for handling and postage.
California residents must
also add 5 percent sales
tax for the total amount of

books.



A Peek
in the

Publisher's
Poke

Y' ou MAY have noticed some subtle
changes in the format of your

DESERT Magazine and we hope all
of our readers are happy with the end
results. The pictures are being given
a more dramatic presentation and an
endeavor is being made to keep the
photos large and clear for easy identi-
fication. Some of the articles are set
in a different type face to break up
the monotony of all the pages look-
ing the same. We hope you like these
changes and that we are making

DESERT easier for you to read. With the coming of fall we plan to run a monthly
feature on rockhounding and have other ideas which hopefully will bring the
readership closer to the desert. We have been receiving many letters from readers
who say they like the new DESERT—although we appreciate those letters—actually
we love 'em . . . we do not publish them in the Letters to the Editor page. What we
do print is new information and criticisms. We want you to tell us what you think
is wrong with DESERT for only in this manner can we improve YOUR magazine.

For it is YOUR magazine. Other than the articles written by the editor and
occasionally by myself, all the material is sent in by "freelance" writers and photo-
graphers; which means people sending in manuscripts and photos they think might
be interesting to our readers. So send in your manuscripts, typewritten and double-
spaced, accompanied by black and white photographs if at all possible. We are also
very much in the market for color transparencies, which must be larger than 35mm.
slides, of scenic areas of the western desert. Please, no close-ups of flowers. If you
have an idea for an article, or want more information about our requirements for
color photographs, just drop us a query and we'll be glad to send the information
along.

We were greatly cheered with the recent re-opening of the home of the late
Cabot Yerxa, a desert pioneer whose man-made pueblo has been mentioned previously
in this column. Just when it appeared that vandals would destroy this most unusual
structure a group of conservation-minded people got together and purchased the old
pueblo from his estate. With extensive restoration having been done it was opened
July 4th and is now being operated as a museum exhibiting many of the articles that
Yerxa had garnered during a lifetime. The pueblo-museum is located in the thriving
desert city of Desert Hot Springs in the Coachella Valley of California.

The cover shot this month features the dramatic scenery to be seen in the
Capitol Reef National Monument, which we learned just recently has had its boun-
daries extended by the Department of the Interior. The new boundaries start north
of and include Cathedral Valley and extend south almost to the Purple Hills. This
will assure us that another area of this beautiful southwest will be preserved for all
to enjoy for generations to come.

BRAND NEW!
"METALERT"*
tells you
where the
action is!

Award-winning "Metalert" Model
70 leads you straight to the action—
fabulous relics, valuable minerals,
scarce silver and gold! Use it any-
where, even in streams and at the
beach!

Unsurpassed power and sensitivity.
Rugged, lightweight and beautifully
balanced for hours of tireless treasure
hunting. Revolutionary solid-state
circuits powered by easily replaced
standard battery.

Built to the same exacting stand-
ards as Fisher precision instruments
for industry and science. Look for
"Metalert" — the finest detector you
can buy!

"Trademark
WRITE FOR
FREE LITERATURE

I
I

FISHER RESEARCH LABORATORY
Dept. DE Palo Alto, Calif. 94303

I want to be a winner! Rush me infor-
mation about "Metalert" treasure
and metal detectors, success stories,
Discovery brochure.

Name
Address —

Zip - A



OF
THE

RIDGE
ROUTE

by Robert C. Likes

.

IN THE EARLY 1900s, a paved road was
needed to span the mountains that

blocked the flow of traffic northward
from Los Angeles to the San Joaquin
Valley. After several routes were consid-
ered, one was finally selected and con-
struction began in 1914.

This pioneer highway became known
as the Ridge Route, a narrow ribbon of
concrete that followed the very top of
the ridges from Newhall to Bakersfield.
By 1916, the Ridge Route was hailed as
the greatest influence in promoting unity
between the northern and southern sec-
tions of the state. It was the main artery
through which flowed California's ever-
growing motoring population. Several
Inns were built to accommodate the weary
motorist who had to muscle their horse-
less carriages for long hours of seeming-
ly endless miles of twisting and turning.

The Ridge Route was relocated in
1933, and the historic Old Ridge Route
was abandoned. Once familiar landmarks
like the Halfway Inn and Tumble Inn be-
came nothing more than ruins and were
soon forgotten. Sandberg's popular resort,
where the great and near-great stopped
to dine, was slowly dying. In 1963, this

RELICS
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Rain and erosion following
a forest fire revealed old bottle
dumps resulting in this
bonanza found by the author.
Bottles had been hidden for
more than 30 years.

f l

famous old landmark, now deserted and
decaying, burned to the ground, bringing
to a close the last link to the roaring
twenties on the Old Ridge Route.

It was these ruins that first attracted
me to the Old Ridge Route. Records
showing the volume of traffic these
havens of rest handled were proof there
must be large dumps of discarded old
bottles existing near each ruin. But,
could they be found? The washes and ra-
vines had grown over with brush so im-

mense that it defied man to enter, yet
permitted rains to cover the relics of the
ridge under a blanket of sandy soil. This
made it almost impossible to determine
where the main dumps were located. The
end result of hours of searching and dig-
ging was a token display of the treasures
of old glass that lay hidden just out of
reach.

Sometimes nature has a way of reveal-
ing the very things she has carefully
guarded for years. A forest fire, moved
by high winds, consumed the dense
growth of shoulder high manzanita,
leaving in its wake nothing but smolder-
ing stubs on the parched ground. Months
later, seasonal rains began washing away
the acres of ashes. Trickles of water
flowed unrestrained down the ridges
over the now unprotected soil, while to
the northwest, thunderheads moved in
and soon the naked earth felt the full
force of the winter storm. Each depres-
sion became a churning body of water,
eroding top soil that took years to build.

These were the conditions that brought
about the discovery of one of the large

Continued on Page 36

it's HYDRAULIC
t<

it RAISES

The unique hydraulic mechanism which raises the
camper top can be safely operated even by a small
child. Locks prevent accidental lowering. The top is
lowered quickly by the simple turn of a valve. Drive
safely at any speed with minimum 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 wi th 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 tree folder describing fhe most advanced camper on fhe road.

R. D. HULL MFC, 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, 9D42 Longpoint Rd, Houston. Texas 77055. Dept. D.

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



IF YOU would like an exciting and re-
.warding adventure then go noodling

—the Australian term for combing opal
dumps. There are numerous opal sites
throughout various parts of the western
states and if you know where to go you
can hunt opal free. But it is much easier
to pay a fee to a bonafide opal mine
owner for the privilege of hunting the
gem stones on his property—and be 99
percent sure of bringing home "bragging
stones."

We chose Keith Hodson's Rainbow
Ridge Opal Mine in northeastern Ne-
vada's Virgin Valley—just this side of
the Oregon line. Keith has two choices
for opal hunters; he charges a $5 fee for
noodling his dumps—with a take-home
total of opal worth $200, or a $150 five-

month season "miner's license" in which
you can take your time to dig for opal
in virgin ground. For this $150 fee you
can take home a total of $600 worth of
gem opal. If you exceed this total, you
may purchase the excess at a fraction of
the cost.

When noodling, your finds are gener-
ally small chips. But, even a tiny grain is
still a gem opal! Immersed in glycerine
in small glass spheres, capped and jump-
ringed to ear-clips for earrings, or hung
on a gold chain as a pendant, these small
chips are gorgeous!

Using Winnemucca as a starting point
to reach Virgin Valley take U.S. 95 north
out of Winnemucca. Thirty miles north
is the junction with State 8A. Turn west
on 8A to Denio. The road goes through

NOODLING IN
historic pioneer country — the Quinn
River-King's River region where many
clashes took place between the Paiute In-
dians and the early settlers.

In this country you will see fantastic
mirages and funnels of dust devils. It is
also a very lonely area. Houses are many
miles apart and most are abandoned.
Seventy miles from the turnoff you reach
Denio where State 8A turns due west
again. This is the through road to Ce-
darville, Calif., some 100 miles west-
ward, and just over the California-Ne-
vada line.

At Denio fill up with gas and check
your oil and water. If you need more
groceries, this is the place to procure
them as it is the end of the line, as far
as stores or gas stations are concerned.

There is a 30-mile drive from the
Denio road junction to Virgin Valley
and the Thousand Creek region. This



Virgin Valley's opal beds (left)
are part of a large prehistoric lake
said to be 13 million years old.
Digging for opal takes
patience—but the finds are
worth the effort. Specimens of
opal (below) in tray are
from Virgin Valley. Larger
ones in right tray are
Australian opal.
(Opposite Page) deer and
antelope feed in the meadows
early in the mornings.

by Dorothy Robertson

VIRGIN VALLEY
valley is well watered with springs and
creeks in many areas. Here, also, is the
Charles Sheldon National Antelope Re-
fuge where the Department of the In-
terior Fish and Wildlife Service head-
quarters is called Duferrena Sub Head-
quarters. On the Duferrena Ponds there
are many ducks and other waterfowl
and early in the morning you can see
deer or antelope browsing among the
grasses fringing the ponds.

This is where you will see the large
signs of the Rainbow Ridge Opal Mine
pointing south. The road takes you to an
old CCC Camp where you will find hot
and cold running water, a stone shower
room building, rest rooms, picnic tables
and benches and stone fireplaces.

From the camp it is just a five-mile
drive on the left-hand road junction to
the opal fields. Keith Hodson maintains
a small sales-room office at the entrance



Some of the fine pieces of opal found by the author and her husband who called
their collection an "out-of-this-world jackpot." Photo by Chuck Vollmer.

to the dumps and mine area, where you
will sign in and pay your chosen fee. He
also has hundreds of specimen bottles for
sale. The opal fields are open from 7:30
A.M. to sundown, every day in the week
except Wednesday. The season ends Sep-
tember 30.

Actually, I had made two trips to Rain-
bow Ridge—the first trip one week prior
to the one I took with my husband. On
my initial trip I paid my noodling fee
and brought home a quart jar almost
filled with gorgeous scintillating opal
chips and a few larger chunks valued at
about $200. When my husband, Allan,
saw my loot he decided he wanted to try
his luck. He took a week's leave and
headed for Virgin Valley, where he de-
cided to gamble on the $150 digging fee.

On my previous visit to the dumps, I
had watched one man digging excitedly
as he uncovered a "hot spot" in the clay
bank. He had a pail full of opal chunks
valued at over $2300! He had found
black opal, honey-colored and clear
"jelly" opal—all a blind kaleidoscope of
flashing rainbow colors. And he had
been digging for less than a week!

Naturally, we wanted to try and locate
the "hot spot" but the clay bank looked
so different after a week's interim that I
10

could not locate the place. Keith showed
us where he thought the area was, and
at dawn the next morning, Allan was at
the wall. Keith provides pails of water
in which to wash and soak the opal,
miner's pick, shovel, and a sharpened
screwdriver which is ideal for working
out opal pieces.

Virgin Valley's opal beds are a part of
a large, prehistoric and long-dry lake,
with an age of some 15 million years.
This is fairly recent as far as opal is con-
cerned, for Australian opal beds are 75
million years old. Opal was formed eons
ago by the conifers, mostly sequoia red-
woods, as driftwood dropping into the
lake and becoming immersed. The beach
material is a clay of the bentonite family
called montmarillinite. This bentonite is
an altered volcanic ash. Every bit of Vir-
gin Valley opal is a cast after wood. It is
not a petrification and that is why you
never find growth rings in Virgin Valley
opal specimens. But you do find an opal-
ized outer shell or "bark" appearance
around limb-sections of opal.

As the wood rotted away, it was re-
placed with the silica which came from
the clays. Opal was first found in Virgin
Valley down among the sagebrush roots
along the old shorelines. But as opal
hunters began working the areaSj the low-

er reaches of the ancient lake shore were
cleaned out. In time all this earth-moving
created mounds, and the opal levels be-
gan to extend upwards until they reached
the present level. Regularly Keith bull-
dozes the acreage, equalizing the earth,
making it easier for prospective hunters
to find opal.

Keith's mine proper is off-limits, for
he and his family work it themselves.
Sometimes he will make an exception
and take viewers down into the mine.
The tailings from his own mine are
dumped outside by ore-cars and people
may noodle the mine dump also.

On the morning of our dig, Allan
worked for four hours without finding a
single chip of opal. Then I heard a shout.
I arrived at his diggings in time to see
him gently disengage the most beautiful
specimen I have ever seen. It wasn't
large—only 2l/2" in length, %" in width
and almost %" thick. But the color! It
was black opal—a gorgeous deep-burning
flashing flame of royal purple, ruby, deep
emerald and gold. Keith said it was a
beautiful, rare specimen with a potential
value of $1000 if it was cut up into in-
dividual jewelry stones, and worked and
polished. If left as a specimen, it would
be worth far less.

Within two days, we dug and re-
covered our $600 quota of gem opal. I
must say Keith is extremely generous in
his grading of the precious stones. As
far as I know, I have never heard of any
opal-hunter at Rainbow Ridge leaving
dissatisfied.

We had different types of opal, all
fantastically beautiful. Some were a
light, honey-opal suffused with flashing
pinfire in a myriad of colors; others were
black opal, and clear jelly opal — all
scintillating with fire.

And to augment the bigger pieces of
opal Allan dug out, I spent my time on
my knees combing through the clods to
pick up each tiny chip. I have dozens of
small bottles filled with opal chips that
dazzle the eyes.

Was it worth it ? I'll say it was! I have
made numerous gift items by making
floating-gems jewelry—glass bulbs filled
with glycerine and opals.

So, for a different type of trip try your
luck at the opal fields. You'll never be
the same again—once you find your first
flashing opal! •



BACK TRAIL to

A
P
L
A
T
AIN AUGUST 1889, a sheepherder was

walking behind his band of sheep in
the high mountain country near the head-
waters of the South Fork of the Little
Bear River. This small willow-bordered
stream, lined with beaver dams, drains
the mountain area northeast of Ogden,
Utah and flows into Cache Valley, event-
ually to find its way into the Great Salt
Lake.

While following the sheep he noticed
a rock reflecting the sun's rays with an
unusual gleam. When he picked it up he
discovered it was exceptionally heavy for
its size. Several days later, when the fore-
man brought supplies to his camp, the
herder showed him the rock. The fore-
man took a piece of it back to Ogden
with him. The sample was sent to a Salt
Lake City assayer who reported that it
contained more than 400 ounces of
silver to the ton!

The foreman hurried back to the sheep
camp. With the herder he went to the
discovery site and located a mining claim
which they named the Sundown. The re-
quired location papers were filed at the

county courthouse in Logan. Although
the newly discovered area of expected
riches was located nearer to Ogden than
to Logan the discovery site was in Cache
County, of which Logan was the county
seat. Cache County had been named for
the fur caches hidden in its valleys by
early day trappers but its name would
soon be better known for the cache of
mineral wealth discovered by the sheep-
herder.

When news of the sheepherder's dis-
covery leaked out prospectors rushed into
the area and located other claims. Some
of these later became famous for the
wealth they produced, including the Lu-
cretta, Mountain Boy, Yellow Jacket and
Red Jacket.

Due to lateness of the season and the
approach of winter to the high moun-
tains little work was done on the claims
that year but as snow began melting on
the high ridges activity began to boom.
Prospectors who had been waiting im-
patiently in the lower valleys moved into
the area and by the time the Sego Lilies
were blooming 1500 miners, prospectors,

by George A. Thompson

promoters, merchants, and camp followers
were on the scene and more than 100
new claims had been located. That sum-
mer a line of log cabins and false front
buildings, which the miners called La
Plata, Spanish for silver, sprung up along
the small creek. The clear cold snow
water of the stream soon became muddied
and the beaver dams were broken down
by prospectors in search of silver treasure.
Cabins and business houses spread out
where only a few months earlier a coyote
had silently followed the herder's sheep.

The community soon boasted two
stores, a barber shop, and a combination
saloon and gambling hall. The Thatcher
Brothers opened a bank, and a newspaper
with the impressive title of The Special
Courier appeared on the streets. Appar-
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ently the miners had little time for read-
ing or else they spent their idle time in
more entertaining pursuits for the new
paper published its last issue when win-
ter's first snow blanketed the ridges. A
post office was also opened and among
the first riders to carry the mail from
Ogden Valley was David O. McKay, now
95 years old and president of the Latter
Day Saints (Mormon) Church.

Rich silver was found right at the sur-
face in many of the claims with values
as high as $1700 per ton being reported.
Some of the ore contained as much as
46% lead and 28% zinc in addition to
high silver values and reports of other
rich finds were being heard daily. Con-
fidence and prosperity were evident
everywhere in La Plata while speculation
in its mining stocks kept the Salt Lake
Mining Exchange busy. And, like most
boom camps, promoters fleeced the un-
wary with their fancy gilt-edged stock
certificates, often issued on properties
they had never seen and which at best
were of doubtful worth. At least one sale
appeared to be legitimate; the sheepherd-
er and his foreman partner sold their

Sundown claim to Thatcher Brothers
Bank for a reported $10,000.

Ore from La Plata's mines was hauled
by teams up the bottom of the steep
gulch where the town was located and
across the ridge top to the headwaters of
Beaver Creek which they followed down
a rough and winding road to the South
Fork of the Ogden River. From there
the teams followed the river to Hunts-
ville, past the present site of Pineview
Dam, and down a narrow, twisting can-
yon to Ogden. There the ore was loaded
aboard the Utah Northern Railroad and
shipped to the smelters west of Salt Lake
City. The stage road followed the same
route from Ogden to Huntsville but
there it turned up Wolf Creek, climb-
ing a steep and rocky canyon to La
Plata. The stage route was too steep for
the heavy ore wagons to follow.

After weathering the blizzards of win-
ter, La Plata appeared to be prospering
but there were warning signs that all
was not well. Several of the smaller
mines closed when they ran out of ore
while ore values at the larger mines de-
creased rapidly as their shafts were sunk

To Monte Cristo

Evening shadows
over the

abandoned mining
town of

La Plata with the
back road winding

down to the
empty cabins.

OGDEN

deeper. Many of the shafts had been
sunk near the bottom of the canyon and
soon water seeped into the workings.

As ore values decreased and depth
and pumping expenses increased more
and more of the mines ceased to oper-
ate. The new owners of the Sundown
sank an expensive shaft but no great
bonanza was uncovered and when win-
ter came again it closed also.

Still new claims were located and new
mines employed miners from the closed
properties. Housewives went about their
chores, coins still clinked across store
counters and card tables, and the log
boarding houses still housed crews of
bachelor miners. But it was apparent
the boom was over and the decline had
begun. The saloons closed earlier and
the tinkle of the honky-tonk piano didn't
sound quite so loud. With fewer miners
working there was less money in circula-
tion and stores began to close their doors.

Only a few hopefuls stayed to weather
the silver panic of 1893. When the last
mines closed the miners left the silent
workings and boarded up their cabins.
Over the years the deserted buildings
fell victim to the deep snows of the high
mountain winters and the driving winds
sweeping down from the peaks of the
Monte Cristo Range. Soon little re-
mained of the small camp at the head of
the Little Bear River. Beavers returned
to build their dams and deer came back
to drink water from the creek which was
sparkling clear again. And sheepherders



followed their herds along the canyon
bottom which once knew the shout of
voices and the roar of mine machinery.

By the standards which western min-
ing camps were measured La Plata was
never a boom camp of great notoriety
but it produced $3,000,000 during its
short-lived heyday. Today the old wag-
on road up Beaver Creek is a paved
highway passing several miles from the
old camp but separated a world away by
barbwire fences and locked gates. There
is almost nothing left of the stage road
up Wolf Creek and the way is long, but
if the hiker takes along a fly-rod and
stops to fish awhile he might be re-
warded with a catch of native trout.

Several miles below the old camp on
the Little Bear River a water storage
project called the Porcupine Dam has
been built. Fishing is good there and
there are uncrowded camp sites. An old
road which winds up the canyon beyond
the lake deteriorates quickly into a foot
trail. This back trail to La Plata is prob-
ably the most interesting and scenic
way to get to the old town. Although
the climb is steep the magnificent
mountain scenery more than compen-
sates the hiker for his effort.

It was on one of those perfect au-
tumn days, when golden Aspen leaves
were falling, that I followed the back
trail to La Plata. A gray coated deer
standing by the decaying two story log
boarding house where bachelor miners

Continued on Page 39
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A S BIRDS go, Abert's towhee isn't
very glamorous. A dingy over-

all grey bird except for a dark face,
it is about robin size and has a long
tail. Songwise, its sharp "Peek!"
forcefully delivered doesn't call
forth raptures from listeners. But
this drab looking bird, at home in
the seared and blistered wastelands
of California, Arizona and New
Mexico has achieved a bit of fame
among desert scientists.

True enough, the Abert towhees
are found in cottonwood thickets,
mesquite and chapparal near irriga-
tion ditches and streams and not in
barren open stretches far from
water. Still, so well adapted are these
birds to high temperature living they
thrive even in the low hot Colorado
desert.

Every animal has a normal range
of body temperature within which
he operates. A drop too far below
this, or a rise too far above, is fatal.
To stay in business, therefore, the
14

animal must somehow maintain this
balance between the heat of its own
body and that of its surroundings.
It must not produce or take on more
heat from its environment than it
can lose.

Obviously, such balance keeping
is hard in the desert. Many rodents
and some birds such as certain owls
avoid extra heat loads by going un-
derground during the day, but not
the Abert towhee. A tree and bush
percher, he must face additional
problems caused by poor shelter.

Just being a bird in the desert
is tough in the first place, for birds
are great little heat-making machines
themselves. Their small bodies work
at a fast rate, burning up oxygen, as
a very high expenditure of energy is
necessary for flying. All this activity
produces heat and results in higher
body temperature. Feathers are hot,
too, designed to hold in body heat
by trapping warm air layers, so birds
are overdressed for hot air tempera-

tures. To make matters worse, they
have no sweat glands.

The Abert towhees haven't heard
all this bad news about themselves,
and hence they do not know they
shouldn't be living in the desert.
They go ahead raising bouncing
families of from three to four bright-
eyed chicks in deep cup-like nests
in what trees or bushes there are
around. And when the youngsters are
at last feathered and smart enough
to know the clan's food finding trick
of kicking the ground debris around
to find seeds, they take up desert
residence, too. The Abert towhee
tribe increases.

Desert Biologist Dawson, observ-
ing all this asked himself: what does
this bird have going for him? How
come he flourishes when cousin
brown towhee so much like him is
not to be found in desert conditions,
sticking instead to the more moder-
ate coastal regions? Does this one
know better how to exploit arid con-
ditions, or is there something under
those grey feathers that doesn't
meet the eye — some temperature
regulating device?

So naturally enough Dawson set
about finding the answer, and he
came out with some facts surprising
in themselves, and stimulating to
some long, long thoughts on life in
general.

Being a bird has its drawbacks,
to be sure, but there are some ad-
vantages too. Birds can fly to sources
of water, and change residence over
a distance to a more favorable spot,
both of which are real survival
pluses. Oddly enough, the high body
temperature that is normal in birds
can be an advantage up to a point,
too. Desert birds run from 102.2 to
107.6 on the average (a dog's nor-
mal is 101.4F) thus birds can stay
"cool" longer because they continue
to lose heat to the environment un-
til the day's air temperature equals
and passes that of their own. Then
in turn they must begin to take on
heat from the environment.

And here, paradoxically, the fea-
ther overcoat helps to a point, act-
ing as insulation and delaying the
heat transfer for awhile. And birds,

TowheeTactics



by clamping down their feathers,
squeeze out the warm layers of air,
and cool themselves further. One
more ace under the wing, so to
speak, are the more sparsely fea-
thered areas, generally located on
the chest sides, so that by holding
its wings out, the bird can unload
heat at these barer spots.

Also, while lacking sweat glands,
birds can cool themselves by pant-
ing. Stepping up their breathing
rate increases the movement of air
over the moist surfaces of their
lungs and bronchial tubes and cool-
ing takes place by evaporation. In
this too, a set-up peculiar to birds
might play a very important part.
They have a series of air sacs that
connect with and supplement the
work of their lungs. These large thin
walled bags lie outside the lungs in
the body cavity, and they may well
help ventilate and cool the interior
part of the body during panting.

But panting involves water loss
through evaporation, and a bird dies
if it becomes dehydrated, as does
any animal. Thus, while it helps for
awhile, panting is a source of dan-
ger and its accompanying water loss
must be compensated by additional
intake.

Now all these being-a-bird pluses
and minuses apply equally to the
Abert and the brown towhees, so,
thought Dawson, it must be that the
Abert's body temperature can go
higher without being fatal. But to
his surprise, he found that the lethal
point was exactly the same for both
birds: 116.4F; (in man it is 110F.)

Does heat tolerance up to the
lethal point make the difference in
Abert's desert success? Well, the
brown towhee has to drink much
more water under the same air tem-
perature conditions. And above a
certain point loses water faster, so
showing greater sensitivity to heat.

How about body heat production
through stepped-up metabolism as
the day gets hot? Yes, beginning at
93.2F, the brown towhee starts
manufacturing slightly more heat
per unit of weight. And actual pant-
ing differences? Neither bird loses
more by panting than half the heat
it produces, so Dawson concluded

it didn't do either of them enough
good to be a sure way to lose heat
in high air temperatures. Both birds,
therefore, accumulate heat as the
day gets hotter.

Does the Abert have a special
system of slowing down the speed
of its body processes such as sink-
ing into a torpor during the long hot
hours? Nothing doing; he's wide
awake. Everything pointed to the
fact that the Abert does not have
anything fancier than his cousin to
buck high temperature living.

This naturally left the status at
the old quo: the brown towhee in
the coastal regions, the Abert re-
joicing in the desert, and the scien-
tist still without an answer.

But Dawson took another hard
look at his figures and findings
and he saw that the Abert had sev-
eral small edges over the brown,
any of which might be discounted
as not significant in itself, but when
they were added together could total
up a score that might mean survival
and success. For instance, the Abert
showed it could tolerate heat slight-
ly better than the brown. It lost a
little less water at high tempera-
tures, its body temperature was a lit-
tle lower under heat stress, and it
was unable to go without water en-
tirely for 24 hours at an air tempera-
ture of 102.2F with no ill effects. In
fact, in hot temperatures with water
available, the Abert drank consider-
ably less water than the brown, show-
ing that it needed less for cooling.

For a bird that has to face high
temperature living these "edges"
didn't look like much to work with,
but with the right behavior, they
might indeed count.

So Dawson did a lot of Abert tow-
hee watching and found that be-
havior-wise this bird "knows" what
he's about. He times his schedule,
being active in the early morning—
on the ground seed foraging, flying
short distances, or socializing. In
the hot hours of the day he takes
himself out of circulation, retiring to
the deepest shade he can find as
close to water as he can get. He
drinks occasionally, splashes water
on himself now and then wetting his
feathers, which acts as evaporative

cooling. While he can't keep his tem-
perature steady, he can slow down
its rise until the big desert cools off
towards the end of the day. Then
he's out seed eating again. Thus he
can stand the heat of desert living
that keeps the brown towhee out.

The Abert towhee is in his way a
scientific headliner because he
shows what a BIG difference little
differences can make, and how it is
that a bird, small of body, fast of
metabolism, can stay above ground
in the desert day.

His is a successful life because he
is in balance, albeit it a very delicate
one, with his surroundings. All of
which gives rise to philosophic con-
templation of the ways of birds and
men: everyone has little "edges" to
his advantage; if birds can make the
most of theirs, why can't men? •
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Arizona's Canyon
of the

BigSleep
by Ernie Cowan

W E CALL it La Canada de Sueno
Grande, but the official name is

much less descriptive. To us Ramsey Can-
yon in the Huachuca Mountains of south-
east Arizona is better called the Canyon
of The Big Sleep.

Ramsey Canyon could have been the
spot where Rip Van Winkle curled up to

One of the many weird
geological formations in

Ramsey Canyon (left)
is The Box, entrance to a

green valley with trees
and high grass.

The narrow aperture
is 150 feet long. A visitor
(right) examines some of

the many bottles on
display and sold by Nel

Brown, long-time
Canyon resident.



slumber those 20 years. The lush green
hills which surround the canyon are teem-
ing with wildlife and natural history. It
is a paradise spot to be explored and en-
joyed.

Grass-covered meadows invite one to
pause awhile and catch a few winks, and
the musical brook running through the
canyon is a marvelous lullaby. We aren't
the only ones to think so highly of Ram-
sey Canyon. In 1965 the federal govern-
ment declared the area a natural historical
landmark because of the significant plant,
animal and geologic formations found
there. Within the few square miles of the
canyon there are several rarities including
birds, snakes, and rocks which are found
nowhere else in the world.

The mountains surrounding Ramsey
Canyon overlook the community of Sierra
Vista on the fringes of Army Fort Hua-
chuca. This was Apache country and the
stories of the Redman and his activities
in this area are plentiful. Fort Huachuca
was a major Army stockade during fron-
tier days and it wasn't many miles from
there that Cochise made his last stand
against the calvary as they won the west.

To get to Ramsey Canyon take State
90 east from Sierra Vista, between Tucson
and Douglas, turn south on State 92 and

look for Ramsey Canyon Road on your
right in about six miles. There are several
features to enjoy just motoring into the
canyon, but there are also places to stay
for the family that has time and wants to
explore.

Adrian and Alta Hon have two modern
cottages on the banks of Ramsey Creek
which they rent to Canyon visitors. Hon's
Hummer Haven is a prime spot for hum-
mingbird watching and fanciers have
come from all over the nation in the past
to view the pocket-sized birds. Varieties
rare to the United States are common
here. Many tropical varieties of hummers
reach the northern limits of their range
in Ramsey Canyon which is only about
10 miles north of the Mexican border.

The Hons are experts on the many
varieties of winged visitors and can quick-
ly point out the rare ones found only in
the area. Spring and early summer are
the best times for bird watching, but
there are always feathered visitors to en-
joy no matter what the season.

At the end of the public road into the
canyon lives Nel Brown. Nel is as much
a part of the canyon as the trees. She has
lived there many years and knows the
canyon intimately. Nel has perhaps one of
the finest collections of old bottles that
I have ever seen. Many of them are for

sale to anyone who happens along. Ram-
sey Canyon was an early gold mining
area and Nel has combed the many gold
camp dumps and collected the fragile
treasures, many valued at well over $100.

For the naturalist, Ramsey Canyon is
a Disneyland of nature. Within the can-
yon can be found the wild pig of the
southwest — Javelina, the racoon-like
Coati Mundi, white tail deer, mountain
lions and occasionally the jaguar or
ocelot.

Geologic formations of the area are
astounding. The creek has cut through
hundreds of feet of rock in one area
creating a formation known as "The
Box." The Box is about 150 yards long
and in places not more than an arm's
span wide. The rock cliffs tower over-
head several hundred feet. Once through
The Box the canyon opens into a wide
green valley with pine, oak, and fir trees
and a mat of high grass. Permission to
pass beyond Nel's home into The Box
must be obtained since you must cross
private property. But if you are not a
hunter and just want to enjoy the scenery,
your chances are pretty good.

The area can be reached from Miller
Mountain to the east along public trails,
but this is a little longer and less scenic
route. A check with the U.S. Forest Ser-
vice to obtain a map of the area would
be helpful in planning a hiking trip into
the canyon from Miller Mountain. The
U.S. Geological Survey Topographical
maps of the area are also an invaluable
aid in locating trails and old mines. The
Sunnywide 15-minute quadrangle covers
the canyon area.

Beyond The Box an old mining road
drops to the canyon floor from the sur-
rounding hills and curves along the can-
yon bottom and leads one to several old
mines in the area. It's paradise for the
rock hunter or photographer.

Man has left his mark in Ramsey Can-
yon, but nature is slowly reclaiming her
domain in the area south of The Box. No
one lives beyond this point today, but
the valley was once teeming with activity
around the turn of the century and the
previous 25 years.

If you have a week, or maybe only a
day to spend in Ramsey Canyon, try to
save a few minutes for a nap under a
big shade tree. Only then can you really
appreciate La Canada de Sueno Grande.

•
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fishing for
desert..

MY THREE youngsters watched from
the sagebrush as I cast a small

silver spinner into the back eddy. As I
retrieved it through the slack water to
the current's edge my leader stopped. I
tugged cautiously in case of an unseen
snag, and instantly my line began power-
ing downstream.

Whatever it was, I knew it was big.
Since this stream carried nothing but
trout and chubs, I felt a little more an-
ticipation than usual. Finally the fish
moved into rapids. There I had my first
look at a brown trout at least 21 inches
long.

Another 50 feet downstream he lashed
into a root-laden bank. I wasn't certain
how long the light leader would hold
him. Yet without some pressure on him
he would hopelessly entangle himself.
I'd brought the kids along so their
mother, back at the camper, could enjoy
a short nap. One had been entrusted
with the net. In several minutes the fish
began to tire, and Wade, age 5, came
up with the net. Then I put the mesh
under four pounds of brown trout.

Back at the camper, Wade showed
the fish to his mother. We were only
gone 20 minutes, but the kiddies had
also each landed one fish. What's more
we were parked on concrete; it was the
middle of the day, and there was no
signs of any anglers having fished here.
18
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Yo« d<?»'/ have to fight tree limbs and
brush while fishing for trout (left) in the
lower section of Utah's Fremont River.
Author's daughter (above) isn't exactly sure she
liked modeling with these two beauties.

That's southern Utah's Fremont River.
Although heading at Fish Lake with an
altitude of 8700 feet, the Fremont quick-
ly spills into the desert. After coursing
through Capitol Reef National Monu-
ment, the Fremont empties into Lake
Powell.

Because of its bleak surroundings,
with none of the pines or clear cascades
usually associated with trout streams, the
Fremont is often overlooked. Many tour-
ists spend several days at the beautiful
campgrounds along the Fremont inside
Capitol Reef without even realizing it
holds trout. One California couple told
me they had brought along fishing rods,
tried a lake 40 miles away, and wondered
now if there was any place they might
use them again. That evening I caught
half a dozen browns and rainbows just
upstream from their campground.

Returning to this same stream twice

the next month, I took and released 17
trout over 14 inches. This is not unusual.
I have been visiting the Fremont each
spring for 12 years, and except for the
rare occasion of a flash flood, have al-
ways come away with three or four big
browns.

The excellent fishing is not the only
remarkable thing about the Fremont.
It is the solitude. An angler can often
find a ridge of crimson cliffs with him-
self as the only admirer. Or he may
find nesting Canadian geese in the Bick-
nell Bottoms area. Deer and predators
are frequent visitors to the area. One
reason is the lack of population. Less
than 2000 perosns reside in Wayne
County, 40 miles off U.S. 89, Utah's
main north-south highway artery. Turn
east at Richfield or Sigurd on U.S. 24.
When looking at a map it is understand-
able why most anglers avoid this region,

BROWNS by
Hartt Wixom
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with the remote, trackless names; Sul-
fur Creek, Grand Wash and Dirty Devil.
They include water but hardly sound
like names associated with trout.

What does not show on the map is
the cold water supplied by springs along
the stream, and the high altitude which
provides trout food. Rock rollers and
stone fly nymphs of large size are found
among the moss and clay banks of this
almost rockless river. The smooth, murky
water surface hides a major lunker
staple, the chub.

Most of the 6900 to 6500 foot alti-
tude of the Fremont is without trees or
other scenic picnicking areas. Perhaps
that is why few fishermen bother with
the Fremont. But for those who have
cast into these waters there are usually
just as many quickly convinced anglers.
This isn't to say there are not some slow
times—in the summer months even this
spring-fed river seems to be too hot for
feeding trout. But in spring and fall
the browns go on a feeding rampage.
March is the best time for rainbows,

and many spawning fish up to six
pounds are taken each early spring.

There are many intriguing forest
areas around the Fremont Valley. One
is the Boulder plateau where alpine
lakes filled with brook trout can be
visited by jeep or horseback. Fish Lake,
Johnson Reservoir, Mill Meadow and
Forsythe Reservoirs are others produc-
ing large fish. The upper Fremont River
is also a good place for large cutthroat.

Many veterans of this desert country
prefer the lower Fremont, hot sun,
sand, and winds notwithstanding. The
trout are larger below Bicknell, and if
fishing early or late in the day it is an
excellent place for the entire family.
With little brush or trees, and a likely
lunker lair almost anywhere in the deep
water, it is an easy place to fish. I usu-
ally let the smaller ones throw out a
worm and wait. There are fewer streams
in the West where they are just as likely
to hook into a huge trout.

Another nice thing about the desert
surroundings. With little farming and
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closed land to worry about, the vaca-
tioner and angler can go up and down
the stream just about any place he
pleases. Naturally there are some live-
stock gates, and landowners appreciate
the usual amount of courtesy. Or the
vacationing family can camp at the cot-
tonwood meadow at Capitol Reef and
use it as a base of operations for hiking
to Hickman Natural Bridge, looking at
the wind-carved cliffs, hiking down
the old pioneer road which once followed
Grand Wash, or fishing. There are also
Indian writings and rocks.

The Utah non-resident fishing license
is $15 a season, or $5 for five days. A
2-day license may be purchased for $2.50.
Further information may be obtained by
writing to the Utah Fish-Game Depart-
ment, 1596 West North Temple, Salt
Lake City, Utah. Inquiries to Capitol
Reef should be sent to the headquarters
office in Fruita. In addition to a scenic,
cliff-surrounded campground, Fruita also
has a lodge, two gasoline stations and a
cafe-store. Other supplies, including film
and bait, can be purchased at Torrey, nine
miles upstream from Fruita. Below Fruita
are some spectacular waterfalls and cas-
cades, but few trout. The elevation here
is too low, the water too warm.

Fly fishing is best near Bicknell, but
big bucktails and streamers in the hands
of a skillful angler are also good bets on
the river near Torrey. It is a good idea to
take along extra leader tippets because
the Fremont's big browns have a way of
coiling them around sub-surface roots
and rocks, however few the angler may
see. These fish grow heavy and huge-
finned, often amazing an angler with
their strength. Both browns and rainbows
are prone to jump at any time.

A fish hatchery near Loa supplies
plenty of rainbows at easy access points.
But the browns, sometimes naive due to
the low fishing pressure, are the species
which keep fishermen happiest here.
Some of the bigger ones are taken after
dark. The Fremont, as is usual with all
Utah year-around waters, is also open
night and day. Its fishing season never
closes.

It can yield a lunker almost anytime,
and it often does. But you don't have to
take my word—try it and see for yourself.

•

AMERICA'S

NEW VACATIONLAND!

LAKE POWELL
RAINBOW BRIDGE

GLEN CANYON DAM

TRIPS from ONE HOUR to FIVE DAYS
SPECIAL ONE DAY TRIP to RAINBOW BRIDGE

Fishing unexcelled. Water Sports. Finest
photography. Complete Marina. Boat
and Motor Rentals. Accommodations.
New Motel. Trailer Park.

Write for Information

ART GREENE
CANYON TOURS, INC.

WAHWEAP LODGE and MARINA
P. O. Box 1597 Page, Arizona

Phone 645-2761

ZIP CODE YOUR MAIL

FOR FASTER POSTAL SERVICE

"Take it from me
A King Winch has the pull

of a bull elephant...
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PAN
HAPPY
by Ken Marquiss

DON'T LET my establishment look
fool you. It is true I have no un-

washed guru mop, beads, daisies or tin-
kle bells. I have no polka dot blueprints,
cranked out of an egghead sociology fac-
tory for instant Utopia, and I don't pay
weekly tribute to some psychiatrist. Never-
theless I, too, belong to a kind of lost
generation and have my own hang-up—
I'm gold pan happy!

So is my wife. From 40 yards down-
stream, by the pitch and power of the
squeal, I can tell exactly what has shown
up in her pan—whether it is a plinker, a
plonker, or a rare, nerve- shattering
growler.

If you haven't already guessed, a plink-
er is a very small nugget just big enough
to pick up in the fingers which makes
a musical little "plink" when dropped
against the in-sloping wall of her gold
pan. The medium nugget makes a deeper
but very melodious "plonk"; while the
big nugget (after about the third clean-
ing pass) can actually be heard "growl-
ing" beneath the sand against the base
of the pan—even before you see it!

Where my wife picked up the plinker
and plonker bit is obvious, but the growl-
er tag is legitimate and goes back to For-
ty-niner days. Georgetown, on the Mother
Lode north of Placerville, in the old days

was originally known as Growlertown be-
cause of the early profusion of "growlers"
found in the discovery panning.

With us, river bank sniping—the small
time panning of gold dug out of bedrock
crevices, from under boulders, tree roots,
etc.,—is strictly a vacation fun project.
There is something about it that gets to
you.

There is a strange magic to finding
your first good nugget. Against the wet,
swirling cloud of drab sand it suddenly
beams with a steady yellow evening star
glow. Understandably, the Mejicanos
call them "chispas" or "sparks." Your
discovery may actually be worth only a
couple of bucks, but right then you
wouldn't swap it for a "C" note.

Oddly enough, from that time on you'll
rarely be fooled by shiny mica or glitter-
ing pyrite in your pan again—you've
passed your test; you are an old-timer!

Chasing the yellow rainbow is prob-
ably worse than golf or fishing, but, un-
less you really get hooked, the cost of
equipment and play is a whole lot less.
All you need is a gold pan, and around-
home items like a pinch bar, a foxhole
shovel or big garden trowel, a long
shanked thin screw driver (with % inch
of the end bent at right angles and point-
ed to clean out crevices), an assortment

Al Morton, a professional photographer and adventurer from
Salt Lake City, Utah, illustrates the proper gold panning posture.
He took the photograph in the Mother Lode Country.
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