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entire family that occurs every Octo-
be and lasts for two action-packed
days? You're right! The Prospector’s
Club of Southern California’s annual
National Prospectors and Treasure
Hunters Convention. If you like coin
shooting, drywashing, gold panning,
dowsing, and are interested in all facets
of the treasure hunting field, this is a
must event. This Eleventh Convention is
being held October 7th & 8th at Calileo
Park, near California City, California.
Thousands of dollars in prizes and tro-
phies will be waiting for the lucky win-
ners of many categories of events.
Great camping facilities are available
with restrooms, showers and water for
only $6.00 for Friday, Saturday and
Sunday. Noted guests and treasure hunt-
ing personalities will be present, plus
the latest equipment will be displayed
and ‘demonstrated. Add planned activi-
ties for the children, free parking, free
admission and you get a packaged week-
end that’s hard to beat. See you there!
Another fun event to put on your list is
the 22nd annual Brawley Cattle Call, an
old-fashioned Western-style celebration
paying tribute to the cattle industry of
Southern California’s Imperial Valley,
which will be held the week of November
5-12. Brawley is located along State
Highway 86 just south of the Salton Sea.
Events will include a two-hour parade, a
Mexican fiesta, beef cookoff, bluegrass
concert and other activities in addition to
rodeo performances on Saturday and

W HAT’S A whole bunch of fun for the

.Sunday, November 11 & 12. More than

100 of the top cowboys in the West have
registered for this Professional Rodeo
Cowboys Association-sanctioned event.
It should be a whopper!
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piral

by RICHARD BAUMAN

a miracle in a small church in Santa

Fe, New Mexico? Or did a fantastic
number of coincidences come together to
produce the most unique bit of construc-
tion you'll find anywhere?

The ““miracle’ is a spiral staircase in
the Chapel of Our Lady of Light, that just
shouldn’t be. Architects and engineers
have studied these in minute detail and
say there’s no reasonable explanation for
the staircase to be standing. In fact,
many claim it should have crashed into a
heap of splintered wood the first time
anyone tried to use it.

It didn’t though, and in fact, it never
had a shaky day during its 85 years of
daily use. It's as sturdy today as when
completed in 1874. The only reason it
isn't in use today is to insure its preser-
vation.

Why is it such an unusual spiral stair-
case? For several reasons. How it came
to be built, why it “'works,”” the mater-
ials and techniques of construction, and
perhaps strangest of all, the old carpen-
ter who created it.

BID THE power of prayer bring about

The remarkable spiral staircase in the
Chapel of Our Lady of Light in Santa Fe,
New Mexico. Its builder is unknown, as
is the origin of the wood, and why it
works even though it lacks any visible
means of support.
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In 1872, Bishop Lamy, of Santa Fe,
contracted to have the chapel built for
the Sisters of Loretto. He’d brought
them to that city to start a school for
girls. Lamy wanted the chapel to be a
small replica of the Sainte-Chapelle in
Paris.

The original plans for the chapel in-
cluded a choir loft 20 feet high. Unfor-
turately, as the chapel neared comple-
tion, the architect who designed it was
murdered, and only then was his colossal
blunder discovered. The chapel is small,
about 25 feet by 60 feet, but the designer
hail omitted stairs to the loft from his
drawings.

Mumerous other architects were con-
sulted but it was their collective opinions
that a set of stairs to the loft was impos-
sible. Because of the chapel’s size, they
reported to the Bishop, a staircase would
take up too much room and make the tiny
church unusable,

Distressed by the news, but not dis-
couraged, the nuns decided to pray for
an answer to the problem. For nine days
they prayed to St. Joseph, the carpenter
saint, seeking his help in solving the pro-
blem.

I'hey weren’t to be disappointed, nor
did they have to wait long for their pray-
ers to be answered. The day after com-
pleting the novena an old man knocked
on the convent door. He was shabby
looking and the burro that carried his
tool box and belongings looked terribly
underfed. The coarse-bearded old-timer
dicdin’t bother with formalities. He told
the nun who answered the door that he’d
heurd they needed some stairs built and
that he could do the job.

Mother Mary Magdeline, the nun in
charge, showed him the virtually com-
pleted chapel. He said he’d start that
day, and didn’t want to be disturbed
while he worked. He told her he was go-
ing to lock the chapel until the job was
done.

It wasn't until almost three months
later that he allowed anyone to view his
work.

lhe most striking thing about this
staircase even today is it lacks any visi-
ble means of support. Spiral staircases
gather no strength or stability from
themselves. They require some sort of
exlernal support, either a centerpole to
wind around, a wall to cling to, or sup-
port from underneath. This one has none
of these.

Desert/October 1978

The Chapel

of our Lady of Light
is small and could
not accommodate

a conventional
staircase.

It is connected to the loft, but this of-
fers no stability nor strenghth. In theory,
it is impossible to use this staircase. Yet
it was used, and for some unknown rea-
son it has stayed in place.

Still, there’s more mystery to this
staircase than why it hasn’t collapsed.
The old carpenter did a remarkable job
in several ways. For instance, there isn't
a nail or screw in it. Where connections
have been made such as the steps being
attached to the stringers, wooden dowels
were used.

The two stringers to which the 33
steps are attached are in fact remarkable
works of construction. They are perfectly
matched spirals. It's suspected he
warped the wood into shape, which is
logical. Yet it remains a mystery as to
how he was able to form them so as to
get the inside and outside stringers to
match perfectly.

The outside one is necessarily longer,
while the inside stringer had to be twist-
ed into much tighter radii, yet when
the steps were put on they matched the

T e R

outside one exactly.

Amazingly, the stringers aren’t just
long pieces of wood bent to the precise
dimensions. Instead, they're made up of
several short sections that were spliced
together. Yet to the unaided and untrain-
ed eye, the joints are invisible.

One can only imagine what would be
involved in building such a staircase
today, if it were possible. A half dozen
carpenters, an engineer or two, sophisti-
cated measuring devices, and power
tools would be used.

This carpenter, though, according to
the diary kept by Mother Magdeline,
had only a couple of hammers, an an-
cient-looking and unusual saw, a T-
square and perhaps a chisel or two.
Nevertheless, he managed to build, with
unbelievable precision, this spiral stair-
case.

The mystery grows deeper though
when the wood he used is examined. It is
hardwood, unknown in New Mexico and

Continued on Page 46
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ranch southwest of Baker in the Mojave Desert.

Sheds, corrals, fances, even housing in
‘emote areas depend on such abandoned
timber resources.

by BILL JENNINGS

]
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HEIR GLORY days as transportation

links between desert mining areas

and civilization are long gone but
more than a dozen abandoned shortline
railroads in the California, Arizona and
Nevada desert still perform a useful
function or two.

Perhaps the most common use of the
old lines, from the Comstock Lode south
to Yuma, and from Oatman west to Vic-
torville, is as roadbed for the highways
that, ironically, sealed the fate of the rail
carriers.

The irony perhaps is lost on regional
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historians, however, because some of
the railroads had previously plowed up
the dim trails of the pioneer settlers of
the same region. One line, still in exis-
tence, the Phoenix Cutoff of the Santa
Fe, covers Paulino Weaver's obscure
trail to the Colorado River for some 25
miles west from Parker, Arizona, to
Rice, California.

Another route used successively by
freighting wagons, steel-wheeled ore
gondola cars and now 18-wheeled 40-ton
dump trucks was the portion of the old
Tonopah & Tidewater Railroad from Sil-
ver Lake south to Baker, on Interstate
15. This 10-mile stretch bypassed the
Silver Lake playa during floodtime.

Perhaps the longest railroad cum
highway line in heavy use today is the
route of U.S. Highway 95 from Las Ve-
gas northwesterly to Beatty, along the
1918-abandoned Las Vegas — & Tono-
pah Railroad, a 125-mile ore-carrying
line that was obsolete before its com-
pletion. The Rhyolite boom busted
before the trains got there!

The Nevada Highway Commission
bought the abandoned embankments,
streambed trestles and cuts of the LV&T
for just under $4000!, as compared to a
total construction cost for the railroad in
1906 of well over $1 million. The state
did the work in 1919, just after abandon-

Not yet a genuine

relic of mining history,
these wrecked
iron-ore cars at the
Red Cloud summit
siding of the Kaiser
Steel Corporation’s
Flying Eagle Railroad
illustrate the changing
and temporary status
of man’s impact on
the desert. Scene is 15
miles southwest of
Desert Center in
Riverside County.
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Young visitor sits on rock and

concrete abutment of former Picacho
narrow gauge railway trestle,

fading remnants of early Colorado River
gold mining camp 25 miles northwest

of Yuma. Timbers went into

home construction.

ment. An additional 15 miles of the pre-
sent state highway from Beatty north to-
ward Goldfield and Tonopah also is
former rail right-of-way, that of the
ill-fated Bullfrog-Goldfield through the
upper Amargosa River gorge.

The BG was also a product of the
post-Tonopah and Goldfield mining
boom period, when it appeared that Rhy-
olite, five miles west of Beatty, was
going to produce an even bigger bonanza
of gold and/or silver ore than either of
the more famous camps to the north. The
million-dollar BG line was started from
Coldfield south in mid-1906.

Perhaps more important than the
highway line it fathered, the BC was par-
tially responsible for one of the most
colorful episodes in Death Valley history,
the building of Death Valley Scotty’s
million-dollar castle in lower Grapevine
Canyon.

Scotty—nobody used his first name,
Walter—and his financial backer, A. M.
Johnson, a Chicago insurance mogul,

used the BG to haul hundreds of carloads
of cement, steel, lumber and other build-
ing materials from the handy siding of
Bonnie Claire before the railroad was
abandoned in 1928.

After the trackage closed down, Scotty




added the final touch, contracting to buy
several thousand ties for firewood and
construction purposes. In fact, he bought
so many that the storage arroyo became
known as Tie Canyon.

Only problem, according to legend, is
that the BG had invested in creosoted
ties, one of the few desert railroads to
indulge in that extravagance. When
Scotty and the Johnsons tried to light the
first one up in their ornate fireplace, it
nearly blew up the house. Creosote, in
addition to being a good wood preserva-
live and bug preventative, adds magical-
ly to the combustibility of the timber.
What with the acrid smoke, the incred-
ible heat and the unforgettable smell of
the burning oil, the newly completed
home nearly became the most expensive
campfire in the history of Death Valley.

Needless to say, many of the ties
were still left in Tie Canyon a few years

hack. The Johnsons realized a part of

their considerable investment, however,
by reselling the ties to ranchers as fence
posts and building timbers.

The most enduring legacy of the Tono-
pih & Tidewater and its parent, the Pa-
cific Coast Borax Co., is found in the
siructures of Death Valley Junction, the
town spawned by the junction of the

slandard-gauge T&T and its borax-haul-.

ing baby brother, the Death Valley Rail-
road. The DVR connected the junction
with several of the major borax mines,
particularly in the region of Ryan in
upper Furnace Creek Canyon.

The old borax company headquarters,
also operating center for the 1907-1939
railroad, is now a hotel and informal mu-
seum for Death Valley visitors while
Ryan still serves now and then as over-
flow housing for tourists when facilities
at Furnace Creek are at capacity.

Not all the bonanza railroads are aban-
doned, nor are all of them concentrated
in the Death Valley area.

Two are still active carriers, albeit
hauling much more mundane cargo than
gold and silver ore, or even borax con-
centrates, One, the 25-mile Trona Rail-
way, in fact is expanding, adding a new
terminal and shipping point near the
Pinnacles at the south end of Searles Dry
Lake currently. The Trona still runs a
daily freight round trip, connecting with
the Southern Pacific’s Jawbone branch
at Searles )unction, hauling several
thousand tons of Searles Lake chemicals
and minerals a trip.

The other active line is the narrow-
gauge Plaster City Railway, in Imperial
County, also about 25 miles long, con-
necting a major gypsum mill at Plaster

tourists to the Southwest.
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City with an open-pit quarry in the Fish
Creek Mountains, adjacent to Anza-Bor-
rego Desert State Park. Both lines are
now dieselized and decline to carry
passengers.

At one time, however, the Plaster City
line carried passengers to and from the
mine in a pair of high-powered sedans
welded together back-to-back and
mounted on steel wheels. The big Chry-
slers could make more than 60 miles an
hour on the steel rails just three feet
apart and it was a special thrill to barrel
down the arrow-straight line.

The Trona operated the last railcar
school bus in California, carrying high
school students to a connection with San
Bernardino County school buses at the
junction. The old railcar later was sold to
the California Western at Ft. Bragg and
until recently was one member of a se-
lect family of cars known collectively as
the “’Skunks,”” for their distinctive ex-
haust smells.

Also operated in the southern desert
was a lonesome five-mile carrier at Pica-
cho, now a state recreation area on the
Colorado River on the California side a
few miles north of Yuma. The old road-
bed for this narrow-gauge gold ore car-
rier—from the Picacho mine down to the
mill on the river—was converted more
than a half-century ago to wagon use and
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now is a popular recreational trail for off-
road vehicle enthusiasts in the remote
ard historic state park and national wild-
lif refuge at Picacho.

Fhe most bizarre use of former rail
facilities until very recent years was a
private airport on a cattle ranch at Rasor,
just south of Soda Lake, some 15 miles
from Baker. The old right-of-way of the
Tonopah & Tidewater made a perfect, if
narrow runway for light planes used by
the rancher.

Collectors of date nails, old bricks,
bottles and rail spikes pretty well have
cleaned out the old rail lines, stations
and camps of their treasures, but it is
still possible to find a bonanza of your
own out there.

For example, the writer found more
than a dozen eroded but still useful
bricks recently at the abandoned Palm
Springs station site on the still-active
Southern Pacific mainline. | figure the
bricks had been used to circle ornamen-
tal palm trees installed well before the
turn of the century and thus can be 100
years old.

Before you rush to the Palm Springs
station site at Windy Point on State
Highway 111 three miles southwest of
the Interstate 10 junction, pause. The
original Palm Springs station, from
about 1880 until the mid-1920s, (where |
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Now closed, the Trails End tavern was
the last public establishment in remote
Kelso, midway between Barstow and Las
Vegas on the old San Pedro, Los Angeles
& Salt Lake Railway, now Union Pacific.
Kelso formerly was a busy helper-engine
terminal at the foot of Cima Hill,

found the bricks) was on the North In-
dian Avenue at what is now called
Garnet.

And that outlines the problem of-find-
ing the old railroad lines. Most of them
just didn’t run where you thought they
did. For example, don’t try getting to
Tonopah on the Tonopah & Tidewater,
as one writer implied you could fairly re-
cently. As close as you could get was
Gold Center (where?), a now forgotten
camp just south of Beatty.

Bonanza railroad names, just as the
camps they served so long ago, had a
tendency to be a little optimistic, you
see,

Other rail lines long abandoned or re-
routed that still provide roadway or other
uses for desert residents and wvisitors
included:

The Nevada Southern, from GCoffs
north to Ivanpah in eastern San Bernar-
dino County, built in 1893, A county road
from Lanfair Valley through Vanderbilt

to Interstate 15 near Nipton is on the old
line.

San Diego & Arizona Eastern, aban-
doned only two years ago after major
flood damage. The California State Park
System hopes to use old watering facili-
ties, trestles, tunnels and roadbed as
trails, campgrounds and other attrac-
tions for Anza-Borrego Desert State Park.

The Randsburg Railroad, from Four
Corners, or Kramer Junction,; north to
Red Mountain, the roadbed for U.S.
Highway 395.

Atlantic & Pacific Railroad, predeces-
sor of the Santa Fe from Needles west to
Barstow, an old steel bridge across the
Colorado River at Topock now carries a
natural gas line instead of trains.

Mohave & Milltown, Arizona shortline
connecting mines in the vicinity of Gold
Road and Oatman to milling sites on the
Colorado River east of Needles. The old
right-of-way is now part of a pattern of
off-road vehicle routes in the rugged
Black and Chemehuevi Mountains. [
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BAJA CALIFOR

AJA CALIFORNIA, Mexico’s 1000-

mile-long finger of land which juts

south from the international border,
used to be called "' The Forgotten Penin-
sula.”” Today, with the transpeninsula
highway running the complete length
from Tijuana to Cabo San Lucas, Baja
California is no longer forgotten. Thou-
sands of automobile-oriented tourists
pour down the desert peninsula seeking
““fun in the sun.”” Others, with less time
to spare, zoom in by air to visit the lux-
ury spas that their more pedestrian fel-
lows either can’t afford or are unable to
reach by car. In brief, it's getting more
and more difficult to experience the iso-
lation and feeling of adventure which
once made Baja so appealing.

When Marvin and Aletha Patchen in-
vited Jean and me to join them on a
canoe voyage down Baja California’s re-
mote eastern coastline we accepted with
instant enthusiasm. Here was a golden
opportunity to explore a region of the
Mexican peninsula which had long been
inaccessible to us. Would we consider
going? You can bet your sweet life we
would.

Jean and | aren’t Johnny-come-late-
lies to Mexico’s Lower California. Over
the years we have walked it, driven it
and flown over it (Desert Magazine, Oc-
tober, November 1974, ‘"We Walked A
Mission Trail’’). Snooping into Baja’s
hidden corners has become a way of life
for us. The thought of canoeing down the
Gulf of California coastline was inspira-
tional and we were ready.

Several months passed, however, be-
fore the time was right and our equip-
ment was ready. Marvin had put a great
amount of planning and research into the
venture. There were a hundred details to
be attended to before our expedition
could get under way.

A few weeks prior to the canoe trip it
was decided to reconnoiter the gulf coast
by air. On a two-day flight in the Pat-
chens’ airplane we flew some 600 miles
down the gulf shore to the town of
Loreto. For most of the air trip we main-
tained an altitude of about 500 feet. This
allowed us to make careful notes of any
coastal features which might affect the
12

canoe venture, The air reconnaissance
was later to prove invaluable on the sea
voyage.

QOur twin 20-foot canoes were alumi-
num Grummans, fastened together, cat-
amaran-style, by two aluminum cross
bars which made them exceptionally
stable. Each canoe was powered by a
Volvo 8Y:-horsepower outboard motor.
The two boats could be separated and
used independently in the event of
severe damage to either one. Spray
covers were tailored to fit between the
two canoes and cover the midships. This
helped to keep the gear reasonably dry

although occasionally, when the wind
kicked up spume and spray, Jean and
Aletha, in their vulnerable bow posi-

tions, were drenched with sea water.
Each canoe carried about 1,000
pounds which included equipment, fuel,
water, outboard motors and passenger
weight. We started with 55 gallons of
water and 20 gallons of gasoline and this
gave us a safe margin between known
points of supply. Gasoline consumption
worked out to about 12 miles per gallon
at an average speed of six to seven miles
per hour. We figured our water needs at
one gallon per person per day. The
Desert/October 1978




amount and kind of food took some care-
ful consideration and we carried enough
to last us for two weeks, at which time
it was estimated we would be in a posi-
tion to purchase fresh supplies. We
hoped, of course, to supplement our diet
with sea food.

Finally we were ready as we ever
would be and D-Day was at hand. Puer-
tecitos. 50 miles south of San Felipe, on
the Gulf of California, was our embarca-
tion point. From there, friends would
drive our car back home to Borrego
Springs and we would head our canoes
south on the sea lanes to high adventure.
Desert/October 1978

by GEORGE W.
LEETCH

TWO
ADVENTUROUS
COUPLES
EXPLORE THE
REMOTE
EASTERN
COASTLINE
OF BAJA
CALIFORNIA
WITH
CANOES.

" The silver canoes
with their bright
orange canopy
provide a contrast
to the tranquil blue
waters of the
Gulf of California.

Just exactly how far we were going and
how long it would take was still undecid-
ed. We gave ourselves a month and the
distance traveled was not of major im-
portance. Our principal interest was to
explore the remote gulf coastline of Baja
California, investigate secluded bays
and coves and hike into palm tree can-
yons which could be reached only by
foot.

Strong winds delayed our departure
from Puertecitos Bay for a day and we
took advantage of the time by doing a
practice drill of loading and unloading
the canoes and portaging them back and

JA BY CANOE!

forth to the water’s edge. The exercise of
loading and unloading the equipment
and canoes and hauling them to a safe,
high tide line was later to prove the big-
gest chore of the trip.

The sea was calm on the following
morning so we loaded our gear, cranked
one of the motors into life and pointed
the bows of the canoes south with ill-con-
cealed excitement. This was it! This was
the big one! Somehow | felt that Marvin,
as unofficial captain of the expedition,
should announce in brisk, nautical voice,
““This is not a practice run. All hands
man their stations.”” Actually, our leave
taking seemed to cause scarcely a ripple
of interest from the casual loungers on
the beach. | really wasn’t expecting
confetti and the village band playing a
fond farewell but surely it wasn’t every
day that a group like ours sailed from
Puertecitos on such an adventure. But
then, maybe Cortez faced the same
public apathy when he set out to explore
the New World.

The sea run, that first day out, proved
to be the longest of the entire trip.
Everything was interesting and notewor-
thy. Baja California’s rugged coastline
slipped by in an ever-changing proces-
sion of scenery. Chocolate-colored lava
cliffs were interspersed with gleaming
sandy beaches and rocky coves. It was a
temptation to visit every interesting bay
and jutting promontory. We covered the
47 miles to Bahia San Luis Gonzaga in
eight hours and beached the boats at Al-
fonsina’s fish camp by mid-afternoon.
Gasoline was available there and we re-
placed the four gallons which had been
used on the day’s run. Camp was made a
few miles down shore that evening
where we were entranced by the antics
of a large school of porpoise which ca-
vorted just off shore. The graceful crea-
tures would throw themselves complete-
ly out of the water and smack down with
a great splash. Young porpoise, attempt-
ing to emulate the behavior of their par-
ents, made the scene even more enter-
taining.

We quickly adjusted to the close con-
finement of our canoes. Every item had
its special place with various priorities as
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A palm tree canyon [above] which we hiked into. | believe that this was the one
dlescribed by Erle Stanley Gardner in his Baja book. Rocky caves [below] at Punta
Itemedios give shelter from wind and sun.
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Marvin Patchen sitting guard on canoes in case tide rises.

to closeness in case of need. Recause
supplies and equipment occupied almost
all available space, the passengers were
limited in their movement. Jean and Ale-
tha dispensed the food back to Marvin
and me from their forward positions.
Bailing buckets and sop-up sponges had
a very high placement priority, as did
life-preservers. Also within easy reach
were things such as maps, binoculars,
cameras and fishing tackle. Jean’s back-
pack served as her handbag, a magical
receptacle from which she could produce
a seemingly endless variety of useful
objects.

We constantly kept a close weather
watch. A fresh breeze could quickly stir
up spray and chop that would send us
scurrying for the shelter of shore. Long
stretches of open water between head-
lands were avoided and we hugged the
contours of the coast, no matter how
much it twisted and turned. After all, we
were there to enjoy the trip, not to prove
how brave we were. Despite our vigil-
ance we were sometimes overtaken by
sudden winds which sprang up without
warning. A note from the log describes
one such experience. ‘‘West wind start-
ed just as we reached Punta Remedios.
White caps came up quickly and we were
soon shipping water. Everyone bailing
with scoops and sponges. Finally made
shore after anxious half hour, Gear port-
aged ashore and all hands relieved to be
on dry land.”

For the most part, though, the voyage
was a smooth one. There were long, lazy
hours of complete pleasure as we cruised
through the rich gulf waters. Sea birds
put on a never-ending display as they
circled and dived to feed on teeming
schools of fish. At times the sea would
churn as the hapless anchovy, in an ef-
fort to escape the predatory fish, would
leap from the water only to be snatched
by a swooping frigate bird or tern. It was
not unusual to see the dark bulk of a
whale as the great creatures surfaced to
blow a fountain of vapor. Fortunately,
the leviathans kept a respectable dis-
tance from our canoes and apparently
found us of little interest. Once we pass-
ed a little sea snake as it wriggled on the
surface. A peculiar, oar-like tail propel-
led it through the water in a rather aim-
less fashion and its twisting movement
was not unlike that of the snakes in the
California desert regions.

We dined almost daily on fish which
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were caught while trolling. The variety
of fish in the gulf is almost beyond be-
liel and none of our meals featured the
samne kind of sea food twice. Sierra
muckerel, bonita, amberjack and cabrillo
were just a few of the fish that appeared
on the menu and we lived lavishly on na-
ture’s abundance. On one exceptional
occasion we received a bounty on the sea
that was entirely unexpected. Three
days out of San Felipe we met the
Paseidon, a charter boat carrying a party
of sportfishermen. As we hailed the boat
and came along side, the contrast in size
between our little canoes and their big,
sea-going craft was indeed impressive.
Barely concealing their astonishment
those worthy gentlemen reached into
their ice box and presented us with four
cans of cold beer!

On air flights over the gulf region of
Baja California we had noticed alluring
canyons lined with palm trees. Their in-
accessibility and remoteness only
strengthened our determination to ex-
plore them from the ground. Guided by
Mexican topographical maps and notes
made from aerial reconnaissance, we
bickpacked in to visit these pristine
areas. As we walked through the natural

avenues of native palms it was easy to-

iriagine that we were the first humans to
enjoy their solitude,_

It took us three days to pass the 45-
mile-long island called Angel De La
Cuardia as we sailed down the Canal of
Whales and turned into beautiful Los
Angeles Bay. There we took on gasoline
and water before treating ourselves to a
fine noon day meal prepared by Mama
Diaz and her capable staff. We also were
able to make a radio-telephone call to
friends at home announcing that we
were alive and well.

As we progressed south the days lost
their identity as dates on the calendar.
Time became a kaleidoscope of changing
scenery. Various campspots were fixed
i our memory, not as names on the
map, but places of some unusual occur-
rence which stuck in our memories. For
instance, there was the camp of the
crafty coyote, One morning we awoke
alter a night’s sleep on the shore of a la-
goon to find the site covered with coyote
tracks. We soon discovered, to our dis-
tress, that the anchor rope had been
chewed through in two places (fortunate-
lv the canoes were on the beach), two

Continued on Page 46
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Above: Jean and Aletha sitting under the shade of their elegant parasols while we
cruise south. The pennant flies from the copper tube of our fresh water still [below]
which Marvin designed. It is constructed from a pressure cooker and yields about
one gallon of fresh water an hour from sea water.
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F THE many snakes residing in the

Waest, the Mormon racer is a fellow of

whom it may be said: “'Here is a
snake who knows his way around the
desert.”

Particularly at home in the higher
deserts of the Great Basin, this neat
brown-olive snake with the pale yellow
underside likes his scenery open and
spacious. ldeally, sagebrush and rabbit-
brush should be clumped here and there
for shade and shelter from the wind,
with bunch grasses and desert annuals
iddlded to provide good ground level
Lover.

Neighborwise, the Mormon racer
favors kangaroo rats and ground squir-
rels, since their laboriously excavated
burrows make fine retreats into which he

in rush when pursued by his enemies.
In these, too, he can coil up comfortably
when the night's cold descends on the
desert’s surface, or when the midsum-
mer’s sun makes scorchers out of these
so-called ““cold deserts.”” Surprisingly
tulerant of heat as this snake is, there are
itill times when underground is the only
place for him to be, especially when he is
;hedding and the danger of moisture
0ss so much greater.

Grocery-wise, he’s a fellow who dines
an what’s available—principally insects
when they're around—grasshoppers,
crickets, katydids making up the late
summer and fall menu, while mice,
moles, birds, lizards, small snakes fill
him up in early summer. Alert and ac-
tive, the Mormon racer is a skillful hun-
ter. On the prowl daytimes, head and
neck held high, he hunts by sight, his
slender body sliding along so easily
there’s scarcely a tell-tale movement in
ihe low vegetation. His final approach to
a prey he’s spotted is a careful one,
ending in a short swift dash and a right-
on-target grab. Insects and small prey
are simply bitten and swallowed. But
that first grab may not be enough for
larger lunch items, With a quick loop of
his body, then, the snake holds his prey
down, depending on the weight of his
hody and mare tooth work for the final
¢uieting. The lunch is then swallowed
whole. Held firmly by his recurving
teeth, it is worked gradually down his
throat by alternating action of his upper
and lower jaws, various bones of which
can be moved independently.

Naturally enough, for snakes that
usually get to be only two and one-half to

L
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three and one-half feet long, there are
plenty of enemies around. Old hawk-eye,
the red tail sailing lazily around in the
desert sky, watches for them from the
air, burrowing owls get them, skunks dig
them out, and larger snakes such as the
big kings will dine on Mormon racers at
every opportunity. But these wary
snakes are not called racers for nothing.
Quick reactions and speed were built
into their slender muscular bodies long
ago, and they know the ancient racer
trick of instant enemy distraction.
Hence, under imminent attack, the
wily racer thrashes his body around to
focus attention on the spot he’s just left,

MORMON

by K. L. BOYNTON

and takes off with surprising speed, dis-
appearing almost like magic into the
nearest hole, or among the sparse desert
vegetation. Excellent climber that he is,
he may take to a low desert shrub, lie
dead still, hidden among the branches.
If, however, he’s cornered, he’s no sissy,
promptly producing threatening sound
effects—that age-old tail vibration rou-
tine developed by the snake tribe long
before the rattlers capitalized on it.
Pushed too far, he will strike defensive-
ly. During the breeding season, when
nerves are strung out anyhow and
ordinarily good dispositions get pretty
ragged, he may even initiate an attack.
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Active May through September, Mor-
mon racers are out of circulation October
through April. As fall approaches they
leave their open range with its cover of
desert shrubs and grasses, and often
travel considerable distances to the
ruzged bare regions where their hiber-
nating dens are located. Clumped to-
gether deep down among the rocks and
crivices and underlying soil, they spend
the winter. When the warmth of spring
relurns, they emerge, and after a sun-
ning warm-up, shove off once more for
their summer open range. Breeding
takes place shortly after emergence, the
mules being sexually mature at one year,
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Mormon racer or
vellow-bellied racer.
Photo courtesy

San Diego
Zoological Society.

the females not until three.

Mrs. Mormon racer produces one
clutch of eggs a year, averaging some six
in number, which is nothing like the
production record of her bigger eastern
cousin who may lay as may as 17. She
deposits her neat little clutch in a rodent
burrow, an ideal spot for snake egg de-
velopment since it is pleasantly warm,
but still well insulated from too much
sun and from the night’s cold. Her job
now finished she can get on with the
business of recouping from the wear and
tear of egg production. Under the best
of conditions, egg making takes its toll
physically. It is particularly costly for a

snake living in a harsh desert environ-
ment. She must now make up for this
energy loss and build up physically to be
able to meet the demands of the long
months of hibernation, a rigorous period
during which the snake loses some seven
percent of their autumn body weight.

Elliptical in shape, the eggs are tough
and leathery. They absorb moisture from
the warm humid burrow during the some
42-51 days required for incubation and
hence at hatching time are about twice
as big as when they were laid. With all
this good protection provided by some
bucktoothed architect, Mrs. M’s eggs
come off with better than 90 percent suc-
cess, the snakelets arriving along about
mid-August. Hatching takes time. The
little one first slits open its shell with its
‘egg tooth,’” a temporary horny part of
its nose scale, and then rests. Perhaps,
in a little while, it puts its head out. Then
it waits, maybe a day before finally
coming out entirely, About nine inches
long, the brand new racer can make
lunging strikes and vibrate its tail ances-
tor fashion, at once.

Emerging from the burrow the first
time, the little snakelet faces a world in-
habited by 'big, bad, hungry predators.
So dangerous are the first two months for
these newcomers that only eight to thir-
teen percent of them make it the first
year. Not that Nature shoves these little
jobs out into the world with nothing to go
on. Naturally alert and quick, they soon
learn where the escape facilities are.
Best of all, they are endowed with their
tribe’s hunting skill. Expert insect catch-
ers they are indeed, and their August ar-
rival is at the fortunate time when my-
riads of grasshoppers and crickets are
out frolicking, so there is plenty of food.
The youngsters make about a three-fold
gain in weight during their first season
of activity in spite of heat and moisture
problems imposed by their desert home.

As a clan, snakes have a rougher time
handling temperature problems than do
mammals and birds since they lack the
built-in body temperature regulating de-
vices enjoyed by these other two. Their
body temperature, then, follows closely
that of their environment. Sluggish in
the cold, they must depend on outside
sources of heat to warm them for activ-
ity. Conversely, their upper tolerance of
heat is reached early and consequently
many desert snakes spend their days
underground coming out for business
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when the sun finally quits blasting for
the day. The Mormon racer, however,
obviously less bothered by heat, spends
the warm part of the day on the surface.
In a big study made by the team of H.
Hirth, R. C. Pendleton, A. C. King and
T. R. Downard in Utah, it was found for
instance that these snakes were abroad
in June and July from a couple of hours
after sunrise right through the noon heat
and on to about seven o’clock in the
evening. Nor were their body tempera-
tures excessive, running from about 25 C
1637 C.

Not much was known about how these
snakes actually handle the desert’s high
temperatures until zoologist W. S.
Brown made his four year study of Mor-
mon racers in Utah, using radio tele-
metry. Out to see what a typical June
day was like in the life of a racer, he ar-
rived at the known nighttime retreats of
a couple of his candidates well before
daybreak. Ensconcing himself in a stra-
tegic position, he waited for the slug-
gards to get up.

The sun rose, but the snakes didn’t.
Time went on. The birds were up and
doing, and here and there a lizard ap-
peared on the scene, but the snakes
didn’t. Finally, at just about eight A.M.
some two hours after sunrise, one of the
racers stuck its head out from under its
boulder. That’s all. After awhile it added
its neck. Then head waving back and
forth, its tongue flicking, it tested its sur-
roundings. Ten minutes more of this and
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the snake, finally deciding apparently
now it was time to get up, crawled out
and over to a patch of cheat grass where
it proceeded to sun itself.

Brown continued the day’s surveil-
lance and from that and many another he
came up with a good solid reason why
Mormon racers can be abroad by day:
they regulate their temperature by slick
behavior means. The first period of bask-
ing in the sunlight brings up their tem-
perature from about 21 C to 31 C, a gain
of 10 degrees in about as many minutes.
And, as the hours go by, they maintain
an optimum range a few degrees above
this by subtle use of the various kinds of
shade offered by the shrubs. Where they
are in relation to the bush is determined
by the morning or afternoon sun, and for
the most part they seem to select places
where the sunlight sifting through foli-
age makes a kind of mosaic of sun and
shade on the ground. When the sun gets
through too much, they retreat to
patches of total shade.

In addition, they also change their
body shape from time to time, depend-
ing on the amount of heat they want.
Fully extended, for instance, the body
gets sun its whole length. A looped posi-
tion receives less, and when coiled up,
there is little area for the sun to hit.
When the ground becomes too hot, they
can crawl up into a sage or rabbitbrush
and there, maybe three feet off the
ground, escape the hot surface radiation.
Finally, if the day’s heat gets to be too
uncomfortable, they can retreat under-
ground.

Dealing with cold temperatures is
something quite different. The racer is
unable to stand much of it, Hirth et al
finding that a body temperature of 9.6 C
is probably about the minimum. Hence
the imperative need of reaching comfor-
table quarters well before winter sets in.
They must, therefore, return to the hi-
bernating area. Naturally enough, this
annual two-way migration has long been
of interest to zoologists. Hirth &
company’s study on three species of
snakes threw some light on the subject,
and then W. S. Brown, working with W,
S. Parker this time and focusing on the
Mormon racer, brought some interesting
facts to light.

Their racers denned in accumulations
of rounded quartzite stones heaped up
on underlying soil, old rock piles probab-
ly left from ancient Lake Bonneville
days. Several separate dens, some 5-6 m
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to 15-18 m in size, made up the complex.
Slapping up wire fences around these
vaiious dens, they caught the snakes as
they emerged from each in the spring,
marked them, installed tiny transmitters
in some, and released them. The snakes
moved out for their summer grounds as
usial and the zoologists tracked them
with radio receivers, figuring that each
snike had reached its summer ‘"home
range’’ when it did no further traveling
an was repeatedly captured there later.
Di-tances traveled by the snakes varied
by individuals, the males dispersing an
average of 781 m, the females 663, the
champion going more than 1.8 km to his
home range.

What may look like a random move-
ment away from the hibernating quar-
ters in the spring may not be so. One fe-
male, captured successive years at the
saine den, migrated along an identical
roiite and occupied the same home range
each year. This would certainly suggest
that some individuals at least have a kind
of route memory made up of distance
an direction. And it seems to work on
the trip back in the fall. Ninety percent of
the snakes, Brown and Parker found,
refurned to the exact den used the pre-
vious winter, some from long distances.
This was something to accomplish, since
the several dens in the complex were no
further apart than 35 m.

Interested to see if the snakes could
find their way home if displaced, they
captured 13 of them as they came into
the den area, setting them free various
distances away. The first one made it
back in four days. It took the last one 12
to do it, but they all got back.

How do these Mormon racers find
their way?

Do they use landmarks? One lady, for
instance, used the same gully between
her den and home range on four oc-
ca-ions, and seemed to know the route.
Another used gullies as pathways for
part of the trip each time, then left them,
culting off to change direction.

Do they use the sun as guide? Zoolo-
gist H. F. Landreth found that the big
western diamondback rattler used solar
cues to follow a fixed directional path
after it had been displaced in a test, and
it may very well be that these Mormon
racers can do the same thing.

ertainly they use their very keen
sense of smell. It would hardly seem that
scent left in their outward journey in the
spring would still be on the ground to be
Desert/October 1978

used for the fall return trip. But there
could be a definite smell that remained
in each particular den—a smell left by
previous aggregations of snakes, a smell
perhaps of different soil conditions
under the rocks. The human nose, a poor
excuse for a smeller, has no way of
knowing.

The hatchlings, now about two months
old and about 11 inches long, are the last
to arrive at the den area. Are they late
because being small it takes them longer
to get places, or is it because they do
need to follow the scent trail left by
adults who have gone before, or is it a
protection afforded by a kindly Nature
since if the adults were journeying at the
same time the hatchlings might be
eaten?

Anyhow, eventually the Mormon
racers are all tucked in for the winter.
Come spring, 24 percent of the hardiest
hatchlings have survived, and 93 percent
of the adults are still on deck, an excel-
lent score all things considered. With
luck, they can continue to grace the des-
ert scene for an expected life span of
17-20 years—that is, if they can stand
that other very inelegant name by which
they are also known: vyellow bellied
racers. O

GENUINE
DOMESTICATED
GOLDEN CHIA SEEDS

(SALVIA COLUMBARIAE)

Sufficient for four 50-foot rows. Complete
instructions. Packet: $2.00.

HARRISON DOYLE
P.0O. Box 785
Vista, California 92083

MM'HLFIIMH.MA"'-'IN o
N N DREAS s
w’W

o RIREALES daat
% i T 3 serion o e Wi

B AR O DAoL DA

LAt T e Tt
=3 i
T LU NG PN S

K

PRESENTS

PAUL WEBER, JR.

ONE MAN SHOW
OCTOBER 1-13

As inspired by

Ocotillo Springs
in Borrego Valley

Judy Henry Crandall, Director

saooleBack

western art callery

(714) 835-3311

X 151




) [
Ay

by BILLIE DURFEE

A TRIP DOWN
MEMORY LANE AS A
FORMER RESIDENT
VISITS HISOLD
HOME TOWN—
BISBEE—THE
ONCE-BOOMING
MINING CENTER IN
SOUTHEASTERN
ARIZONA.

43 guacims~ ROOMS
DINING ROOM COFFEE SHOP

=

Ornate lamp standard
and hand-painted sign

at the Copper Queen
Hotel, a Bisbee landmark.

20 Desert/ October 1978




Complete

1979
Book
Catal

TREASURE TALES
DEATH VALLEY
BAJA CALIFORNIA
MEXICO-TRAVEL
WILDLIFE/PLANTLIFE
HIKING

GHOST TOWNS
COOKERY

MAPS

INDIAN LORE
GEMS/MINERALS
MINING

HISTORY

SHOP

BY MAIL
OR

VISIT OUR

Treasure Tales

TWO HUNDRED TRAILS TO GOLD, A Guide to
Promising Old Mines and Hidden Lodes
Throughout the West by Samuel B. Jackson. A
terrific authoritative guidebook jam-packed with
detailed descriptions of hundreds of gold-pros-
pecting opportunities, the historles of lost bo-
nanzas, and stories of still-to-be-located lost
mines. Covers every gold-bearing section of the
United States. Hardcover, extensive index, 348
pages, $8.95.

LOST MINES & BURIED TREASURES ALONG
THE OLD FRONTIER by John D. Mitchell. The
second of Mitchell's books on lost mines which
was out-of-print for many years. Many of these
appeared In Desert Magazine years ago and
these issues are no longer available. New read-
ers will want to read these. Contains the original
map first published with the book and the one
pin-pointing the areas of lost mines. Mitchell's
personal research and investigation has gone
into the book. Hardcover, 240 pages, $7.50.

LOST MINES OF THE GREAT SOUTHWEST
by John D. Mitchell. The first of Mitchell's lost
mine books. Contains 54 articles based on ac-
counts from people Mitchell interviewed. He
spent his entire adult life investigating reports
and legends of lost mines and treasures of the
Southwest. Hardcover, illustrated, 175 pages,
$7.50.

TALES OF THE SUPERSTITIONS, The Origins
of The Lost Dutchman Legend by Robert Blair.
An intriguing and well documented account of
the fabulous Lost Dutchman. The author turns
up new clues and signatures which will prove to
be both a setback and a stimulus to the search
for the legendary mine. Paperback, 175 pages,
$4.05.

BURIED TREASURE & LOST MINES by Frank
Fish. One of the original treasure hunters pro-
vides data on 93 lost bonanzas, many of which he
personally searched for. He died under myster-
ious circumstances in 1968 after leading an ad-
venturous life. Illustrated with photos and maps.
Paperback, 68 pages, $2.00.

DEAD MEN DO TELL TALES by Lake Erie
Schafer. A sequel to Buried Treasure & Lost
Mines by Frank Fish, the author knew Fish for
many years and claims he was murdered. Her
books adds other information on alleged lost
bonanzas, plus reasons she thinks Fish did not
die a natural death as stated by the authorities.
Paperback, illustrated, 80 pages, $3.00.

THE GOLD HEX by Ken Marquiss. A single
man's endeavors, Ken has compiled 20 of his
treasure hunts in book form. From gold panning
to hardrock, from dredging to electronic metal
detecting, he enjoyed a lifetime of '‘doing his
thing.'" Slick paperback, illustrated with photos
and maps, 146 pages, $3.50.

LOST LEGENDS OF THE SILVER STATE by
Gerald B. Higgs. The author provides interest-
ing reading on 16 legends about the golden age
of Nevada. lllustrated with rare old photos.
Hardcover, 147 pages, $7.95.

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

INSIDE DEATH VALLEY by Chuck Gebhardt. A
new revision of this comprehensive guide and
roference text. Information on the accommoda-
tions and services, plus an outstanding Entry
Guide listing 13 possible routes into the valley,
and a Place Name Index. Includes 70-odd photos
ol the commonly found points of interest, plants
and scenics. An indispensable guide for anyone
planning to visit Death Valley. Paperback, 166
pages, $5.95.

LOST MINES OF DEATH VALLEY by Harold
Waight. This is a new approach to the enigma of
Ciwath Valley Scotty's life and legends and gives
additional insight into the Lost Gunsight and
Brayfogle bonanzas, plus other Death Valley
mysteries. Paperback, historic photographs, re-
furence material, 86 pages, $2.50.

50 YEARS IN DEATH VALLEY by Harry P.
Gower. First hand account of the dramatic min-
ing years by a man who spent his life in the
mysterious valley. Describes the famous charac-
turs of Death Valley. Paperback, illustrated, 145
pages, $2.95.

SFLDON SEEN SLIM by Tom Murray. Profiles
and vignettes of the colorful “'single Blanket
jackass prospectors'' who lived and died as they
lonked for gold and silver in Death Valley. Slick
paperback, exclusive photos of the old-timers,
65 pages, $3.00.

BALLARAT, Compiled by Paul Hubbard, Doris
 Bray and George Pipkin. Ballarat, now a ghost
town in the Panamint Valley, was once a flour-
latiing headquarters during the late 1880s and
1900s for the prospectors who searched for silver
and gold in that desolate area of California. The
authors tell of the lives and relate anecdotes of
the famous old-timers. First published in 1965,
this reprinted edition is an asset to any library.
Puperback, illustrated, 98 pages, $3.00.

LOAFING ALONG DEATH VALLEY TRAILS by
William Caruthers. The author was a newspaper
mun and ghost writer for early movie stars, poli-
ticlans and industrialists. He *'slowed down"
long enough to move to Death Valley and there
wrote his on-the-spot story that will take you
through the quest for gold on the deserts of
Culifornia and Nevada. Hardcover, old photos,
187 pages, $7.95.

A NATURALIST’S DEATH VALLEY by Dr. Ed-
mund C. Jaeger. In this revised third edition,
D, Jaeger covers and uncovers some of the
mysteries of this once humid, and now arid
trough. He tells of the Indians of Death Valley,
ths mammals, birds, reptiles, amphibians,
fishes, insects, trees, wildflowers and fossils.
Fuperback, 66 pages, $2.00.

CAMELS AND SURVEYORS IN DEATH
VALLEY by Arthur Woodward. A diary-like ac-
counting of the day-by-day experiences of an ex-
pedition for a survey of the boundary between
Culifornia and the Territory of Nevada. Paper-
buack, 73 pages, $2.00.

DEATH VALLEY JEEP TRAILS by Roger Mit-
chall. A guide to the large network of back coun-
try roads leading to old mining camps, stamp
mlills and other little-known areas of Death
Vulley National Monument. Paperback, illustrat-
e(l, 36 pages, $1.00.

DEATH VALLEY GHOST TOWNS by Stanley
Faher. Death Valley, today a Mational Monu-
mant, has in its environs the ghostly remains of
many mines and mining towns. The author has
«a|no written of ghost towns in Nevada and Ari-
zona and knows how to blend a brief outline of
ench of Death Valley's ghost towns with historic
photos. For sheer drama, fact or fiction, it pro-
cuces an enticing package for ghost town buffs.
Fuperback, illustrated, large format, $2.95.

RHYOLITE by Harold Weight. Tales of Shorty
Harris, Ernest Cross, Bob Montgomery, M. M.
Beaty and the men and women who established
the famous mining town near Death Valley. Pa-
perback, historic photos, 40 pages, $1.50.

MINES OF DEATH VALLEY by L. Burr Belden.
About the fabulous bonanzas, prospectors and
lost mines. Paperback, $2.50.

DEATH VALLEY SCOTTY TOLD ME by Elea-
nor Jordan Houston. A fascinating and unusual
recount of famous Death Valley Scotty's adven-
tures as told to the author while she and her
ranger husband were Scotty's nearest neighbors
in 1948. Some of these escapades have never
been told before. |llustrated, 116 pages, $2.50.

BACKPACKING DEATH VALLEY by Chuck
Gebhardt. This 4x5 inch guide fits pocket or pack
and provides temperature, terrain, equipment
and survival information on hiking Death Valley.
22 easy-to-read maps accompany 18 day-hikes
and 28 backpack treks. $2.50.

20 MULE TEAM DAYS IN DEATH VALLEY by
Harold O, Welght. Specialists and critics praise
this account of the great borax wagons of the
1880s, the drivers and mules, the trail to Mo-
jave. Story of Borax Smith, Wm. T. Coleman,
Death Valley pioneers, Harmony Borax Works.
First-hand stories. Includes reprint of Henry G.
Hawks' Report on Death Valley 1883. Paper-
back, 48 pages, 33 historic and modern photos,
map. 5th ed. $1.00.

GREENWATER, "“GREATEST COPPER CAMP
ON EARTH,"” by Harold O. Weight. Contem-
porary with the great Bullfrog District gold days
was this phenomenal camp at the edge of Death
Valley. Its discovery, meteoric rise, stock promo-
tion, its sudden death. Told by men who were
there. Includes story of nearby Furnace. Paper-
back, 36 pages, 16 historic and modern photos,
map. $1.00.

DEATH VALLEY: Geology, Ecology, Archaeol-
ogy, by Charles B. Hunt. Death Valley has long
been a place of fascination for people the world
over, and much as been written about it. Now,
however, all aspects of this famous (or infamous)
desert have been brought together in this book.
Lavishly illustrated with 163 photos and line
drawings, 234 pages. Paperback, $6.95; hard-
cover, $14.95.

SCOTTY'S CASTLE by Dorothy Shally and Wil-
liam Bolton. The sumptuousness of the castle,
its history, construction and design of the build-
ings are told by the authors, both National Park
Service employees who have been associated
with the maintenance and interpretation of the
property since the government acquired title in
1970. Paperback, large format, profusely illus-
trated, $2.00.

DEATH VALLEY SCOTTY, The Man and The
Myth by Hank Johnsen. For all its physical
wonderment, Death Valley's most intriguing
mystery was embodied in a paunchy, single-
handed prospector who for 50 years captured the
headlines of America with his bizarre and flam-
boyant escapades. This is the tale of Death Val-
ley Scotty, also known as Walter Scott. |llustrat-
ed with an abundance of old photos, large for-
mat, paperback, $2.00.

Baja California

THE SEA OF CORTEZ, The Gulf of California,
Baja, and Mexico’s Mainland Coast by Ray
Cannon and the Sunset Editors. A rich and color-
ful text acquaints the traveler and outdoorsman
with the history, people, climate and travel op-
portunities of this exciting wonderland. Each of
the 12 regions that make up the Gulf of Galifor-
nia is covered in a separate chapter with a spe-
cial section on how to catch ‘‘Cortez fishes.'
Large format, hardcover, 272 pages, $14.95.

A FIELD GUIDE TO THE COMMON AND IN-
TERESTING PLANTS OF BAJA CALIFORNIA
by Jeanette Coyle and Norman Roberts. Over
250 plants are described with 189 color photos.
Includes past and present uses of the plants by
aborigines and people in Baja today. Scientific,
Spanish and common names are given. Excel-
lent reference and highly recommended. 224
pages, paperback, $8.50.

BAJA CALIFORNIA OVERLAND by L. Burr
Belden. Practical guide to Lower California as
far as La Paz by auto with material gleaned from
extensive study trip sponsored by Univ. of Calif.
Includes things to see and accommodations.
Paperback, $1.95.

BAJA [California, Mexico] by Cliff Cross. Up-
dated to include the new transpeninsula high-
way, the author has outlined in detail all of the
services, precautions, outstanding sights and
things to do in Baja. Maps and photos galore,
with large format, 170 pages, $4.95.

TRAVELS IN THE INTERIOR OF MEXICO: In
Baja California and Around the Sea of Cortes,
1825, 1826, 1827 and 1828, by Lt. R. W. H.
Hardy, R.N. An oldie but a goodie, an alltime
classic for the library of any Baja buff, written as
a journal by one of the first non-Spanish visitors
to this wild region. A faithful reprint with all the
flavor of the original 150-year-old English edi-
tion. Hardy supplied many of the place names
still used in this area. Hardcover, an excellent
map, 558 pages, $20.00.

BAJA CALIFORNIA GUIDEBOOK by Walt
Wheelock and Howard E. Gulick, formerly Ger-
hard and Gulick's Lower California Guidebook.
This totally revised fifth edition is up-to-the-min-
ute for the Transpeninsular paved highway, with
new detailed mileages and descriptive text. Cor-
rections and additions are shown for the many
side roads, ORV routes, trails and little-known
byways to desert, mountain, beach and bay re-
cesses. Folding route maps are in color and new-
ly revised for current accuracy. Indispensable
reference guide, hardcover, $10.50.

THE CAVE PAINTINGS OF BAJA CALIFOR-
NIA, The Great Murals of an Unknown People
by Harry Crosby. A sequel to his The King's
Highway in Baja California, the author presents
a tantalizing disclosure of a sweeping panorama
of great murals executed by an unknown people
in a land which has barely been penetrated by
man. Beautifully illustrated with color reproduc-
tions of cave paintings and sketches of figures
which appear on cave walls in four different
mountain ranges. Hardcover, large format, 174
pages, $18.50.

THE KING'S HIGHWAY IN BAJA CALIFOR-
NIA by Harry Crosby. A fascinating recounting
of a trip by muleback over the rugged spine of
the Baja California peninsula, along an historic
path created by the first Spanish padres. It tells
of the life and death of the old Jesuit missions. It
describes how the first European settlers were
lured into the mountains along the same road.
Magnificent photographs, many in color, high-
light the book. Hardcover, 182 pages, large for-
mat, $14.50.

BEACHES OF BAJA by Wait Wheslock.
Beaches on the Pacific side of Lower California
are described by the veteran Baja explorer. Un-
like California beaches, they are still relatively
free of crowds. Paperback, illustrated, 72 pages,
$1.95.

CAMP AND CAMINO IN LOWER CALIFOR-
NIA: Explorations and Adventures on the Baja;
1908-1910, by Arthur W. North. A handsome
new edition of an old favorite of many Baja Cali-
fornia travelers, with new illustrations and all of
the author's original photographs. A classic ac-
count of land and sea travels in a raw territory
written after travels 70 years ago. Modern writ-
ers use North as a starting place. Hardcover, 130
photographs, 346 pages, $20.00.






