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(OOK BOOKS

For the outdoor enthusiast,
and those who like to flavor
their life with the unusual

ROUGHING IT EASY by Dian Thomas, puts
the fun back into camping with easy and
economical ways to prepare foods, equip a
campsite and organize a camping trip. Pa-
perback, 203 pages, $5.95.

AMERICAN INDIAN FOOD AND LORE by
Carolyn Neithammer. Original Indian plants
used for foods, medicinal purposes, etc., de-
scribed, plus unusual recipes. Large format,
191 pages, profusely illustrated, $4.95.

DUTCH OVEN COOK BOOK by Don Holm.
New and exciting culinary adventures in
Dutch Oven cooking. Heavy paperback, 106
pages, $4.95.

ARIZONA COOK BOOK by Al and Mildred
Fischer. Unusual recipes for Indian cooking,
Mexican dishes, Western specialties. Unique
collection. Paperback, 142 pages, $3.00.

CACTUS COOK BOOK compiled by Joyce L.
Tate. An excellent selection of recipes that
emphasize their edible or potable qualities.
Also includes chapter on Food Preservation.
Paperback, 127 pages, $2.00.

SOURDOUGH COOKBOOK by Don and
Myrtle Holm. How to make a sourdough
starter, and many dozens of sourdough re-
cipes. Paperback, 136 pages, illus., $4.95.

CITRUS COOK BOOK by Glenda McGillis.
An unusual and outstanding treasury of
citrus cookery. Includes tips on freezing,
juicing and shipping., Paperback, spiral
bound, $2.00.

CALIFORNIA COOK BOOK by Al and Mil-
dred Fischer. Recipes divided into '‘Early
California,'' ''California Fruits,'' ‘'California
Products,”’ ''Sea Foods'' and '‘Wine Cook-
ing.'" 400 more unigue collections by the
Fischers. Paperback, 142 pages, $3.00.

Please add 50¢ per total order
for postage and handling

California residents please aad 6% Sales tax

Send check or money order today to

M Magazine Book Shop

P. Q. Box 1318
Palm Desert, California 92260
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ITH THE arrival of cooler weather,

the desert regions of the Southwest

enter their ‘‘season.’” Tourism has
become a big factor in the growth of
many areas and when you scan weather
reports from other parts of the United
States and Canada, our warm days and
crisp nights must indeed be a beacon in
the night for those seeking a change!

My favorite time of day is early morn-
ing. A brisk walk stimulates the mind,
invigorates the body and really charges
the batteries for the day ahead. It can
also have its share of pluses if you enjoy
watching wildlife. Coveys of quail scram-
ble furtively among the heavy clumps of
tumbleweed, taking to flight just briefly
enough to ‘‘disappear.”’

One group of Gambel quail has taken
to visiting me on a regular basis and are
just spectacular to watch as they forage
for food. Roadrunners scurry back and
forth across my path, and about a mile
from the house a hawk, who has staked a
claim to a power pole, interrupts his
sweeping search for food to peer down
from his throne at a mere mortal!

This has been a bumper year for the
black stinkbug, or pinacate beetle. Hun-
dreds of them stand on their heads as |
pass by, daring me to come close enough
for an encounter of another kind!

All these extras from my walk along
the road. Think how rewarding a hike
across the desert would be.

As Randall Henderson once said,
““When folks come to the desert they
should bring a knapsack and hiking
shoes and go out alone or with a good
companion and seek out for themselves
the spiritual lift that comes with close
association with the things of Nature.”’

Wil

Happy
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By Slim Barnard
The tours by the Hoppy Wandereis con-
tain excellent maps, mileage, history
of the areas, costs of gascline consump-
tion, lodging meals, what to wear and
the best time of the yeor to make the
trips. A family can plan their trip and
determine the exact amount of time and
money required.

Volume MNumber One covers 52
throughout California’s deserts, moun-
tains, lokes and seashores. In Volume
Number Two, Slim and Henrietta explore
Arizona, Nevada and Old Mexico, with
the areas ranging from modern resorts
to ghost towns.

tours

When ordering BE SURE to state Volume
One or Volume Two. Both books are large
format, heavy paperback with 150 pages.

$2.95 each
Please add 50c for postage/handling

Calif residents add 6% sales tax

Order from

M Magazine Book Shop

P. QO Box 1318, Palm Desert, Calif 92260

GOOD QUALITY MAIL-ORDER
PHOTO DEVELOPING

Kodacolor and Fujicolor
Print Films Developed and Printed

Normal 12 exposure roll............. $2.50
Normal 12 exposure roll with
new roll of Kodak or Fuji film...... $3.80
SEND FOR

5 ¢RE

: ) Thermometer plus price

sheets and mailing envel-
opes, “Limited offer—one
per family please.

Your Reliable Photofinisher

MARKET BASKET PHOTO CO.

P. 0. Box 2830, 1544 Frazee Road
San Diego, California 92112
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A marvelous new book about ' |
o s iga E UL John W. Hilten ”
~ “The Dean of American Desert Painters”
by
Katherine Ainsworth

Just one of the many beautifully reproduced Hilton paintings included in the book.

The Man Who Captured Sunshine is a hiography of a
remarkable, modern day, Renaissance Man — John W. Hilton.
Though John Hilton is best known as the “"Dean of American
Desert Painters,” he is also a distinguished botanist, gemologist,
and zoologist. Hilton also is a noted writer and linguist, a guitarist
and singer.

The Man Who Captured Sunshine is inspirational . .. a
book which inspires one to overcome adversity, to achieve
excellence, to strive for a genuine joy of living. The reader will cry,
but more often will find himself/herself enjoying the pleasure of
hearty laughter, of grand adventure. The significance of this book,
above all else, lies in an impelling force which inspires the reader
to live a fuller, more meaningful, more joyous life ... to be a doer, a
creator, a giver.

The author, Katherine Ainsworth, makes no apology for the
“lack of objectivity” in writing this book . . . she has been a friend
and admirer of John Hilton for over thirty years. Katie's late
hushand, Ed Ainsworth, was John Hilton's best friend for almost
as many years. This “labor of love” has resulted in a magnificent
hook about a magnificent man.

TO PLACE ORDER:
Please send check or money order ($12.95 per copy)

i DESERT MAGAZINE BOOK SHOP
P.0. Box 1318
Palm Desert, California 92260
California residents add 6% sales tax, and please enclose

50¢ for postage and handling.
¥ AN ETC PUBLICATION



ISBN 0-87004-257-2 ‘Paperbound
306 Pages 6" x 9" $5.95

Oregon, says author Ralph Friedman, is
more than places and names on the map.
“It is people, past and present, history,
legend, folklore. . .."" So we invite you to
track along with him, in this new book from
Caxton, to encounter the rare and unusual
in Oregon, “'to locate a waterfall seen only

by afew, to huntoutaburial ground soaked
with the juices of history, to discover the
amazing Jim Hoskins of Pilot Rock, the
tragic Captain Jack, the remains of Fair-
field, the cavalry names etched on a desert
bluff, the legend of a gunslinger . . ."

The CAXTON PRINTERS, Ltd.
P.O. Box 700
Caldwell, Idaho 83605

GIVE Ducl

Subscriptions as Gifts

Y% An ETC Publication

‘Books
for

“Desert
‘Rgaders

All books reviewed are available through the
Desert Magazine Book Shop. Please add 50c
per total order for handling and California
residents must include 6% state sales tax.
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THE SAN GABRIELS
Southern California
Mountain Country

By John W. Robinson

This is an epic book about a popular
Los Angeles metropolitan area camping
and hiking region that is still the major
retreat for smog-bound city residents
winter and summer,

The San Gabriels, still called the
Sierra Madre on many old maps, form a
transverse or east-west buffer across
Southern California that have influenced
population trends, transportation routes
and even the weather for many centuries.
In the old chamber of commerce views of
the mountains, snow-capped immediate-
ly behind the orange groves, it was gen-
erally the San Gabriels you saw.

And, for millions of television viewers,
the annual coverage of the Pasadena
Tournament of Roses parade on New
Year’s Day, or thereabouts, has always
included a pan shot or two showing snow
or at least the greenish-blue highlands
along with the floats and beautiful girls.

John Robinson has written lovingly
about Southern California’s mountain
country much of his life. He has pub-
lished five previous trail guide and re-
gional books, all about Southern Califor-
nia, mostly about its mountains, and he
has hiked and camped in the San Ga-
briels tor more than 30 years.
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One of the best things about this book
is its treasure of rare photographs, many
of them out of old family albums never
before opened to the public, There are
many views of long-gone summer
camps, old trails and historic foresters,
miners, hunters and other mountain
denizens.

Because he wound up with so much
material, gathered he said over a 20-year
period, Robinson divided his San Gabriel
Mountains west of Mt. Baldy, leaving
the way clear to another book at an early
date, he hopes.

Thus, this volume concentrates on the
region from the west fork of the San Ga-
briel River to Big Tujunga Creek, north
of Glendale.

Robinson traces the history of the U.S.
Forest Service in the San Gabriels from
the original San Gabriel Timberland Re-
serve in 1892 to today’s Angeles
National Forest. He recalls the great
fires of 1919 and 1924 that burned better
than 200,000 acres. In some areas of the
‘24 burn the pine and fir timber has
never regrown.

The writer, who knows the area as well
as anyone living, leaves the reader with
great memories of the campgrounds hey-
days before World War |l and also helps
spread the gospel of wilderness con-
servation.

Published in hardcover, with more
than 200 photographs, $19.95.
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DESERT RIVER
CROSSING
Historic Lee’s Ferry
on the Colorado River.
By W. L. Rusho
and
C. Gregory Crampton

All mileage begins at Lee’s Ferry, Ari-
zona, both up and down the Colorado
River, and for good reason. Nearly all
the history stemming from man’s involv-
ment with the strategic Grand River of
the West has a peg at or near this deso-
late spot just downstream from Glen
Canyon and near the true upstream end
of Grand Canyon.

E L T
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The writers, a comparative unknown
but thorough craftsman, Will Rusho, and
a widely known professor and Utah his-
torian, Greg Crampton, are benefitted
by a short foreword supplied by Senator
Barry Goldwater, who rode the river in a
dory piloted by the late Norman Nevills
of Mexican Hat, Utah, in 1940. There are
few people who can say that and the dis-
tinction gives Goldwater an unusual per-
spective on the mighty river.

Rusho is so very thorough that he test-
ed—and found wanting—one of Lee’s
Ferry’s enduring legends, the unusual
sound qualities of the Echo Cliffs. When
Major J. W. Powell, the so-called mod-
ern discoverer of Grand Canyon, led his
second boat expedition down the river in
1871 he noted that a pistol fired at the
river from this rampart, the downstream
entrance to Glen Canyon, echoed with a
roar like musketry. In 1974, while re-
searching his book, Rusho tried the same
thing without success, but charitably al-
lowed that maybe weather conditions
were not quite right.

In any event, Rusho and Crampton dig
deeply in the maze of sometimes con-
flicting history and legends about John
Lee, for whom the ferry is named—but
who operated it only briefly—and the
later dignitaries who crossed or stayed.
Lee had thought the isolated bend of the
Colorado could be a haven for him, as a
fugitive from the federal government
which wanted to try him for his role in
the infamous Mountain Meadows Mas-
sacre. He was caught, executed by firing
squad, but gave his name forever to the
isolated spot.

Today, it is the site of most Grand
Canyon dory and raft excursions through
Grand Canyon as well an an excellent
camping and exploring area on its own,
at the mouth of the usually dry but some-
times roaring Paria River.

The authors divide their excellent little
book into the major phases of river his-
tory, the ancient ones, the Spanish ex-
plorers, the Mormon colonists and
guides who opened northern Arizona
and made peace with the Navajo, Piute
and Ute, the later-day outlaws, Zane
Grey’s visits, the mining and steamboat-
ing adventures and most recently the
controversial dam builders.

The little book is profusely illustrated
with some never-before seen photo-
graphs, excellent maps and a good read-
ing list. Paperback, 126 pages, $5.95.

LAKE POWELL

OFF-SEASON IS JUST AS

It's the greatest for summer family fun.
Wahweap, Bullfrog and Hite resorts/marinas
are open year around, but you really should
try us in the spring, fall and winter. . .

Not only for moderate temperatures, better
fishing and less crowded conditions, but for

Savings to

BEAUTIFUL

r----------

Name

Send color and rate hrachures on
Wahweap, Bullirog and Hite resorts/marinas.

Adiress

Cay.

State. Iip

I -

Lake Powell Resorts B Marinas ov

Mail 1o

Box 29040, Phoenix, AZ 85038
New central reservations system:

West of Mississippi cal tolfree 18005286154 [l

In Arizona, call (602) 264-8466,
B B R B 0 B B B



LEGENDS
OF

by HAROLD O. WEIGHT

OHNNY LANG discovered the Lost

Horse mine in the closing days of

1893, high on a mountain in what is
now Joshua Tree National Monument.
Or did Dutch Frank Diebold make the
strike? Or Bill McHaney?

While the horse may have been lost,
Lost Horse mine never was. It was dis-
covered, located, opened, worked, pa-
tented. Camps were established, roads
made, mills built and operated. An esti-
mated $350,000 in gold was produced.
Its chain of ownership is of record from
1893 to its acquisition by the National
Park Service in 1966.

Yet the actual discovery and much of
the history of the Lost Horse are as
clouded with variation, contradiction and
confusion as almost any lost mine

8

legend. Pick any of those three ‘“discov-
erers’” and you find seemingly authentic
stories or traditions in support.

But whoever found the gold, whatever
else happened there, the story of the
Lost Horse mine does begin and end
with Johnny Lang. Johnny worked it
first, he was there in its prime, he knew
its waning days. He is there now, buried
close beside the road through Lost Horse
Valley to Keys View, near the Lost Horse
turnoff. But Johnny’s history is as nebu-
lous as that of the Lost Horse mine.

George Washington Lang, says Brown’
& Boyd’s ‘“History of San Bernardino

b Kol

and Riverside Counties,’”” was an
Arizona cattleman who brought large
herds into Southern California to sell.
When the Colorado River broke its banks
in 1891, it left pools of water and abun-
dant grass along its route, Lang, running
cattle through, found this unexpected
feed. With son, Jehnny, he brought 9000
head from Arizona to pasture there.
The principal source for the chronicles
of the Langs and the Lost Horse mine is
William F. Keys. You will find bits and
variations of his stories in almost every-
thing published about them. But it
should be noted that the important his-



tory of the mine was made before he got
there. His evidence can only be heresay.

Keys came into that country about
1910. He later acquired the McHaney
ranch, eight miles northerly from the
Lost Horse mine, and lived there until
his death in 1969. His recollections,
taped by NPS personnel at his ranch and
the Lost Horse mine, in December, 1966,
were made when he was 87 vears old.

But Keys not only knew Johnny Lang,
he worked with him, mined with him,
found him dead on the desert, and
buried him where he died.

""The Langs moved into New River be-
for there was any activity in Imperial
Valley,” Keys said. ‘‘Lots of pepper
grass growing, and it would improve
their color. Then they moved up to Indio,
Coachella Valley, and fed their cattle
there, They wanted a bit of summer
range, and traded a hundred cows to Jim
McHaney for the privilege of using Lost
Horse Valley and Witch Springs, which
is now Lost Horse Well,

“So they brought their cattle up and
were camped at Pinyon Well, Johnny
and his father. The horses got away.
Johnny tracked them right up to the
McHaney ranch entrance, here. And he
met Jim McHaney on horseback.

““And Johnny says: ‘Did you see my
horses? | tracked them right in here.’

"* “You lost no horses,” Jim McHaney
said. ‘If you don’t turn around and go
back, Il fill you full of lead.” **

Ten-stamp mill [left]

of the Lost Horse mine,
which was hauled by
horse and mule over 50
miles to this site.

It has recently been
restored by National
Park Service.

Buildings of Lost

Horse mine camp, [right]
about 1950. Building far
right was cookhouse
where Johnny Lang
spent his last days.
Building in foreground
was assay office.
Others probably
dwellings.

Harry Vroman photos.
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Boulder
supposed to
mark graves

of two men
buried at

Lost Horse
Well.

James date

in error.
Harry Vroman
photo.

Why this violent and unneighborly re-
ception from a man who had just approv-
ed use of nearby range by the Langs?
Keys said it was because the McHaney
ranch was the hideout for a gang of cattle
rustlers, and Jim wanted no one poking
about.

"Bill McHaney brought his cattle here
in 1879, Keys said. ‘“Then Jim, his
brother, came. They had the whole
country in cattle here. They also got to
dealing with stolen cattle. Bringing them
over from Arizona, big herds. Selling
them here and there, where they could.”’




This legend of far-flung rustling oper-
ations from McHaneys’ isolated ranch,
some dozen miles south and west of
Twentynine Palms, has never been sub-
stantiated, Neither has it been dis-
proven. It is widely accepted. But it is
also made clear by Twentynine Palms
pioneers, including Keys, that Bill
McHaney had no part in the rustling.
Brother )im was the badman of this and
other tales.

Turned back at the ranch, )Johnny
Lang made his way to Witch Springs.
Dutch Frank Diebold, early prospector,
was there.

““Frank was camped under a rock,”’
said Keys. “’He had discovered the Lost
Horse mine. He had the rock right there.
Johnny could talk German. Frank show-
ed him the rock.

‘*And Dutch Frank says: ‘I don’t dare
locate it. They said they would drag me
out by the neck by the saddlehorn if |
did. But Ill sell it to you.’ ** The *they”’
were McHaney cowboys.

Dutch Frank’s specimens must have
been impressive. Despite his recent con-
frontation with Jim McHaney, and the
warning Frank had received, Lang hur-
ried back to Pinyon Well to show the
gold to his father. They paid $1000 for
Frank’s discovery, and Johnny set about
monumenting the claims.

Thus Bill Keys’ story of the Lost Horse
discovery,

Ben DeCrevecoeur, first white child

born (in 1874) in the Morongo country,
told a somewhat different tale to Maud
Russell, Twentynine Palms historian.
Ben had been a freighter to the Lost
Horse in its early days.

““The Langs, old George and son John,
became miners by accident,”” said Ben.
“The elder Lang was drifting cattle
down in Lower California. His horse got
away, and John was following the trail.
He got up in the San Bernardino Moun-
tains and sat down on a rock. He noticed
it was mineralized and broke off a chunk,
and saw the gold. So he and his father
traded some cows to McHaney for a part
of that valley and the little spring, and
they began developing the mine.”’

Bill McHaney made his own claim.
McHaney showed Frank Rogers, land
developer who was visiting him at his
Twentynine Palms Oasis home, a piece
of gold ore and said:

“You know, | found the Lost Horse
mine. But I had things to take care of, so
| didn’t get back there for three weeks.
Over | went to file location notices, and
what do you think? A fellow named Lang
had beaten me to it.

| said to him: ‘To hell with it. I’ve got
a better prospect, anyhow.’ *

So again—if McHaney found, Johnny
Lang filed.

"““And while he was monumenting
those claims,”” Keys said, '‘these

cowboys rode up on the ridge. Johnny
saw three hats bobbing up and down on

the horizon. He knew they were watch-
ing to see how many were there. One
man, they might kill him. More, they
might not. So Johnny ran down the hill
and beat it to Pinyon Well.”

At the well, allegedly for strength in
numbers, Johnny took in three partners
besides his father. The original locators,
according to the notice filed in the record
book of the Pinyon Mountain Mining
District December 29, 1893, were
Johnny, George Lang, Ed Holland and ] .
J. Fife. The other early partner was Al
G. Tingman, well known pioneer Indio
merchant. Holland and Tingman owned
the two-stamp, gasoline-powered Pinyon
Well ore mill, the only operating one in,
the district.

Returning in force to the Lost Horse
mine, the partners finished monument-
ing the claims without opposition from
lurking cowboys. Samples from the
three-foot ledge averaged $500 a ton.
Two tons of croppings milled at Pinyon
Well returned $7000. These values, re-
ported in Riverside and San Bernardino
papers, set off a very lively gold rush
into a still unknown, almost uninhabited
and lawless region. How lawless would
soon be shown.

The first time | visited Lost Horse
Well, two names and dates were clearly
painted in black on one of the nearby
granite boulders: JAMES 1893 and
LOPEZ 1894. Outlined by rocks beside
the boulder were presumed graves.
Probably two men are buried at the well.
James was one, but the date is wrong.
Lopez was not the other, but the date is
right.

In November, 1894, Ignacio Hemenes
(probably Jimenez), Lost Horse mine su-
perintendent, suffered an apparent heart
attack while being lowered into the
mine. He rang the hoistman to stop, got
off at the 50-foot level, and died there.
He was buried at the camp at the well,
then called Langville.

Thirty-year-old, blue-eyed, brown-
haired Frank L. James, recently from
San Diego County, died on April 5, 1894,
in a flare of frontier violence, And the
question of whether it was cold blooded
murder or the deserved death of a bravo

Stamp batteries of the Lost Horse mill,
five stamps in each. One of the shoes is
off #1 battery. Guy Ohlen, left. Harry
Vroman photo.
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Lost Horse Well residence area, as it
looked while Jepp Ryan and his wife
lived there. Harry Vroman photo.

illustrates clearly the fog of contradiction
that masks so much Lost Horse history.

Bill Keys says James worked as a
miner at the Lost Horse and prospected
the country in his free time. He discover-
ed what would become the McHaneys’
famous Desert Queen mine. Those same
cowboys who threatened Dutch Frank
and worried Johnny Lang found his work
and his location notice.

““They were sharp as a coyote to any
disturbance of the ground,’”” Keys said.
““They tracked James over to the Lost
Horse and found the ore there. Then
they knew he was the man. The rest
stayed up on the hill while one, Charlie
Martin, walked down aways and yelled
to James, who was in the little cabin in
the ravine:

“ "We've found a rich strike here. Do
you own this ground?’

‘' James says: ‘Well, I’ll come up and
take a look.’

““And he came up, and Martin shot
him. That was to get the Desert Queen.”’

If James was killed for the Desert
Queen ledge, it is strange that the
McHaneys did not file on it until Janu-
ary, 1895, ten months later. And while
Martin may have joined the cowboys, he
had come to the area only weeks before
as a prospector, grubstaked by San Ber-
nardino attorney Byron Waters. After
the killing, Martin went immediately
into San Bernardino and told his story,
with Waters now his attorney.

On April 2nd, he said, he had located a
quartz claim. Two days later, James lo-
cated the same ledge. Martin met James
on the disputed ground in the presence
of George Myers and McHaney (whether
Jim or Bill not specified). Pointing to a
monument, James asked Martin if it was
his. It was, said Martin.

““You go and tear it down,’”” James
said, ‘‘or | will cut your heart out.”

Then, quoting the Riverside Enter-
prise, ''James made a lunge at Martin
with a knife. He cut him on the left arm,
near the shoulder, the gash being about
three inches long. He stabbed him twice
over the left nipple; cut a gash near the
right nipple three inches long, and made
a cut all the way across from above the
right nipple to the center of the breast.
Two cuts were made in his left hand,

which he was using to ward off the
blows. Martin had no weapon.

*A gun belonging to one of the other
men was lying on the ground several feet
back. As James kept advancing with the
knife, Martin grabbed the gun and shot.
This did not stop him, and another shot
was fired, taking effect in James’ breast
and killing him. The miners congregat-
ed, examined into all the circumstances
and concluded to bury the body owing to
the heat and the long distance to the
railroad.””

San Bernardino County Coroner
Thompson examined Martin’s wounds
and they were photographed as evi-
dence. Thompson then went out to

exhume the body and examine witnesses.

An inquest was held April 16 at
McHaneys' ranch. Verdict of the Coron-
er’s jury was that James had come to his
death from two pistol wounded inflicted
by Charles Martin. ‘’And we further find
that Charles Martin acted in self defense
while his life was in jeopardy at the
hands of the deceased.”’

There remains, of course, the possibil-
ity that the James killing was a claim-
jumping scheme that went wrong, in
which case the witnesses were interested
parties, One of them did make that pistol
available to Martin instead of stopping
the fight. And who made up the jury?

Through most of 1894, Lost Horse ore
was hauled over eight miles of primitive
and precipitous wagon trail and milled at

Pinyon Well. But the mill’s capacity was
only three tons a day, and water was so
scarce it had to be pumped back and
used again.

So Johnny Lang and ]. ]. Fife con-
structed a larger two-stamp mill at Lost
Horse Well. The stamp battery was
made by Baker Iron Works, Los Angeles,
the six-horsepower gasoline engine by
the Los Angeles Windmill Company.
The mill, “‘running like clockwork,’” was
in full operation by November, 1894,

According to records, the original
owners sold out early in 1895 to ] . D. and
Thomas Ryan. According to Bill Keys,
the others sold but Johnny Lang retained
his interest. As the Ryans operated, they
steadily improved the property. Water
was piped three and one-half miles and
raised 750 feet to the mine by a steam
pump at Lost Horse Well. The hoist,
skip, and a 10-stamp mill at the mine
were operated by steam.

The new mill was bought at a mine in
the Chuckawalla Mountains, 50 miles
southeast of the Lost Horse, and freight-
ed to Lost Horse in April, 1897. It took
four six-horse wagons and three eight-
mule teams to pull it through Wilson
Canyon and up a reconstructed road to
the mine. That same year, in August, the
Lost Horse mine was patented to
Thomas C. Ryan, Jepp D. Ryan, Mat-
thew Ryan, Ethan B. Ryan and Samuel
N. Kelsey.

Continued on Page 30



FOUR GORNERS
NATIONAL MON

HE DESERT is vast and illimitable

here, suggesting great age without

the intrusion of man, red or white.
This is a land of extremes, of contrasts,
of contradicitons. Barren desert is on
every side, yet if we count the eons
through which it has been inhabited by
civilizations that have come and gone, it
is an ancient, venerable land.

The distant cars, like ants, crawl over
the road, or seemingly crawl, for the
human eye can telescope deep into the
distance here due to the flat, treeless ter-

rain, and air that has still escaped the
smog of man’s civilization.

Strangely, the cars seem to be con-
verging at one particular spot on the
desert just ahead. There is a parking lot
of sorts, you notice as you approach. A
mobile home is parked to the left. And in
the center of the lot is a raised dais of
enduring stone, quite large in size.

As you pull up, you notice that people
are climbing aboard the dais as if in
great haste, pushing forward to its exact
center for some reason, all of them so

[cowshoo) ...

NEW MEXIC

e

|

anxious, as if the spot might be some
coveted Shangri-La attained only after
great struggle.

This is the Four Corners National
Monument, the only marker of its kind in
the continental United States.

The Ceographical Center of the United
States is in Butte County, South Da-
kota; the present Population Center of
the nation (until 1980) has been pinpoint-
ed to the Southern lllinois town of Mas-
coutah. But this center, like the geogra-
phic, is unchanging, for strangely the

by
GROVER
BRINKMAN

The desert is
vast and
illimitable here,
encompassing
the Four Corners
Navajo Tribal
Park. The
woman in the
foreground is a
native Navajo,
ready to
answer
questions.

12



This rugged marker
tells briefly the history
of Four Corners.

corners of four states meet here, and
perhaps always will unless someone up-
sets the entire topography of the nation.

A well-known western writer recently
labeled the spot as ““Tomorrow in Every
Direction.”” The statement might seem a
bit incongruous at first, but upon due
contemplation is quite acceptable.

Here at this isolated pinpoint beyond
the mysterious Lukachukais, the soil of
Arizona meets that of New Mexico, Colo-
rado and Utah. This is the needlepoint
on the compass where the rectangular
corners of four states touch. There is no
commercialism here, no souvenir stands
or any of the gimmicks set up to get the
tourist’s dollar. A Navajo woman has a
drink for the thirsty, and that’s that.

For a spot of such importance, it is
rather a bleak place, flat and perpetu-
ally windy, summer or winter. One can
easily get a taste of sand in his or her
mouth. It is also Navajoland, and the
marker is part of the Four Corners Nava-
jo Tribal Park.

Looking at the desert here, it is easy to
envision this vast emptiness as a primal
home of hairy aborigines who stoned to
death the giant sloth, the mammoth and
many another beast now extinct; of no-
mads little more advanced who hunted
with bows and spears and built shelters
of stone; of fierce raiders who preyed
upon their peaceful neighbors; of gentle
priests who strove to impress the faith
and culture of Spain upon the red men
they found here.

Not only tourists and geographers
from the U.S. but visitors from much of
the free world come here. The spot has
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that type of magnetism', a strange allure
that is hard to put down with mere
words.

The visitors place one foot in Arizona,
the second in New Mexico. Then they
bend forward on the marked dais (unless
their aching back forbids), touch their
left hand fingers to Utah and right hand
fingers to Colorado. Unless one is quite
obese, the feat of being spread over four
states at the same time is quite simple. It
is accomplished hundreds of times each
day of the tourist season.

The Navajos have a word for the area,
Hozhoni, which means ‘‘that which is
good, peaceful, beautiful.”” They hope to
keep it that way, the white man and his
litter notwithstanding.

But most of the hurried tourists see
only the monument, with its four states
quartering the dais. The man with the
expensive 35mm camera poses his wife
and children, exposes a few frames of
color film, and soon the family return to
their car and zoom off to the next attrac-
tion that is a possibility for his slide file.

A small Navajo boy and his sister,
both very good business people, have a
stepladder at the Four Corners, which
they let photographers use, after an ex-
change of a silver coin. The children also
pose on the dais to add a human touch to
the photo. Their coin collection, at the
end of a busy mid-summer day, might be
surprising! '

Most of the tourists spend less than a
hour at the monument, but those who
linger feel the impact of the desert. The
ancient rocks and the blue sky are still
the same. Geographically, the spot is
significant; historically it is ever more
so. The first white man who tugged his
burro through these flats, using the dis-
tant obelisks of Monument Valley as
guiding posts, saw nothing but the lure
of gold ahead. The gold, at least much of
it, is still in the distant mountains, cast-
ing its eternal lure.

The emptiness of this land, to the east-
erner, is both appalling and frightening.
But the passing of time changes its
image to one of magic. ]
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NO. 26 IN A SERIES ON
CALIFORNIA PALM OASES

by DICK BLOOMQUIST

N THE beginning the palms grew wild

at Palm Spring. The Indians knew

them. The Spaniard Pedro Fages saw
them in 1782,and probably as early as
1772. The first written reference to na-
tive Washingtonias in California is found
in Fages’ diary of 1782, in which he de-
scribed a journey from the Colorado
River to San Diego with 20 leather-jacket
soldiers.

Fages mentioned two palm oases. The
first, which no longer exists, was noted
on April 17, 1782, and may have been
located along Carrizo Creek, perhaps
near the future site of the Carrizo Stage
Station. The second oasis, referred to on
April 18, was probably Palm Spring.
Fages must have also seen these same
palm groups in 1772 when he traveled
through the Carrizo Corridor from west
to east while in qusuit of deserters from
San Diego.

In the 1820s a Mexican mail train be-
tween California and Sonora skirted the
waterhole, as did American mountain
men a few years later, Eighteen hundred
forty-six saw Kit Carson, General

14

Historic Palm Spring
in the Anza-Borrego
Desert was once an
important oasis along
the Southern Emigrant
and Butterfield trails.
Pencil sketch
by author.

Kearny and the Army of the West pass
by during the Mexican War. Kearny's
diarist, Lieutenant William H. Emory,
described native ‘‘cabbage trees’’ or
palms in his log on November 29 of that
year; his report, published in 1848 as
Notes of a Military Reconnoissance from
Fort Leavenworth in Missouri to San
Diego, California, is the earliest known
record in English of Washingtonia fili-
fera. It is almost certain that Emory was
referring to Palm Spring, which lay
along the overland trail. Some of the
trees at nearby Mountain Palm Springs
are also visible from the desert floor, but
they are situated several miles off the
main route.

In 1847 Lieutenant Colonel Philip St.
George Cooke’'s Mormon Battalion came
through, opening the first wagon road
into California. But it was the discovery
of gold in 1848 that brought a flood tide
of Mexicans and Americans past Palm
Spring over the Southern Emigrant
Trail. The San Antonio and San Diego
Mail, the first transcontinental line in
the United States to carry both passen-
gers and mail, came along in 1857, fol-
lowed the next year by the coaches of the
Butterfield Overland Mail, running be-
tween Tipton, Missouri, and San Fran-

cisco via El Paso, Tucson, Fort Yuma
and Los Angeles. In 1858 Warren Hall
built a Butterfield station at Palm
Spring, halfway between the Carrizo sta-
tion to the southeast and' Vallecito
(“’Little Valley’") to the northwest, but
the Civil War soon ended the careers of
both stage lines.

Travelers destroyed the palms some-
times during the 1850s, and for 100 years
the waterhole could not live up to its
name. Then, in the late 1950s or early
60s, three Washingtonias were planted
by rangers of the Anza-Borrego Desert
State Park. The watering place has thus
moved through three eras—from native
palms to no palms to man-planted palms
—and is one of the two non-native oases
described in this series, the other being
Mopah Spring.

With a little care, passenger cars can
almost always reach Palm Spring. The
dirt road branching from Highway S2 fol-
lows Vallecito Wash—the route of the
Southern Emigrant and Butterfield trails
—for a short distance before veering left
to the oasis, where a monument recounts
highlights in the waterhole’s history.
Three long-skirted, close-set fan palms
rise behind the plaque, the two larger
trees on the end partially hiding the
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smaller middle one. In 1977 they ranged
between 26 and 30 feet in height.

The oasis nestles along the verge of
the sunstruck Carrizo Badlands, where
vegetation is sparse and water virtually
nonexistent. On both sides of Palm
Spring, however, moisture on or near the
surface nurtures a long thin line of mes-
quite which stands out vividly against
the bleached Badlands. The name
’Mesquite Oasis,”” in fact, is sometimes
applied to the entire strip of green.

Mesquites (some adorned with mistle-
toe), sedges and inkweed are among the
plants found near the palms. A tiny
stream of water flows for a few feet be-
fore ending in a shallow pool much
visited by birds. House finches, western

MILEAGE LOG
0.0 Junction of State Highway 78 and
County Road S2 (Scissors Crossing)
in east San Diego County. Drive
south on S2 toward Interstate High-
way 8.

5.9 Blair Valley in Anza-Borrego Desert
State Park. Little Pass Primitive
Camp and a section of Butterfield
Overland Mail Trail are a short dis-
tance to left.

8.7 Box Canyon historical landmark
marker on Southern Emigrant and
Butterfield trails on left.

17.7 Reconstructed Vallecito Stage Sta-
tion in Vallecito County Park on

GORDON’S
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5555 Atlantic Ave., Long Beach, Calif. 90805

Phone (213) 428-6496
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THE
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P.0O. Box 1318

THE GOLD HEX BY KEN MARQUISS

A single man's endeav-
ors, Ken has compiled $3.50

20 of his treasure hunts

in book form. His failure to hit the ‘‘jack-
pot'' does not mean he is treasureless.
From gold panning to hardrock, from
dredging to electronic metal detecting, he
enjoyed a lifetime of ‘‘doing his thing.'

Please add 50c for postage/handling
Calif. residents add 6% state sales tax

M Magazine Book Shop

Palm Desert, California 92260

e 346-8113

75-188 Highway 111,
'l\-ﬂoo[:-é): Indian Wells,

right.

21.1 Road to Agua Caliente County Park
on right. Stay on S2.

25.8 Palm Spring sign. Turn left off S2
onto dirt road. Under normal condi-

tions passenger cars can travel this
road without difficulty.
26.8 Junction. Turn left.
27.5 Palm Spring in Anza-Borrego Des-
ert State Park. Elevation about 870
feet.

bluebirds and phainopeplas abound, and
the patient observer will see numerous
other species, especially in springtime.
Mistletoe seeds voided by birds adhere
to many a perch in the mesquites, and
tracks of mammals, reptiles and insects
mark the bordering sands. Diegueno
potsherds are still in evidence on the
flats near Vallecito Wash.

A spirit of peace and well-being per-
vades Palm Spring. Water, natural
surroundings, birds singing in the warm
sunshine, a breeze in the palm fronds—
all play a part in it. Together with the
legacy of history, they have made the
oasis one of the most restful and
romantic way stations along our desert
trail. O
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ARTA BECKET is joyously alive

and well—dancing her way into the

hearts of thousands who visit Death
Valley Junction every year.

Dancing in Death Valley Junction? If
you are one of those who have yet to hear
of Miss Becket and her delightful pro-
gram of ballet-mime, | can imagine your
incredulous surprise. After all, Death
Valley Junction is not exactly a major en-
tertainment center of the world. It's rea-
sonable to believe, however, that the
beauty which lies in walt for you has
raised this tiny hamlet to a cultural
height never imagined during its early
history.

Death Valley Junction, in the early
twenties, was an important supply point
for the Pacific Coast Borax Company and
the Tonopah-Tidewater and Death Val-
ley Railroads which served it. A true
company town, its hub was Korkill Hall
where most of the social activity was cen-
tered. Here, the local citizenry came to-
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by
ANNIS M.
CUPPETT

One of the
murals
adorning walls
of the
Amargosa
Opera House.

gether to be entertained by movies and
dances and to participate in church ser-
vices, town meetings and weddings.

But the town began to fade in 1928,
when the Pacific Coast Borax Company
closed the mine and mill operations. The
Death Valley Railroad was abandoned
three years later and the death rattle of
the town was heard in 1940, when the
Tonopah & Tidewater Railroad conceded
its long and final struggle. For many
years, Death Valley lunction and Korkill
Hall were visited only by quickly passing
tumbleweed, and the music and laughter
which had permeated the walls of the
Hall took on the overtones of a ghostly
babel.

Life was not so quiet in New York City
where a young girl was growing into
womanhood and revealing an innate tal-
ent and love for ballet. Her parents ar-
ranged for professional training and at
fourteen, Marta Becket began the train-
ing which would turn her eventually into

| ‘MARTA_
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a graceful and interpretive ballerina.
Her schedule under Ingeborg Tarruo,
Caird Leslie and the American Ballet
School among others demanded a rigor-
ous program of two or three daily les-
sons, and prepared her for a well-receiv-
ed professional debut at the age of se-
venteen. Following this, she joined the
Corps de Ballet at the famous Radio City
Music Hall before amassing her many
additional dancing credits which include
a number of Broadway musicals such as
““A Tree Grows in Brooklyn,”” ‘‘Show
Boat,”* and ‘“Wonderful Town.”’

Amazingly, ballet was not Marta’s
only passion. She also loved to paint and
found time to discipline her talent in this
direction with lessons from Antonio Cor-
tizes. Although she was above all else, a
ballerina, this instruction would one day
assume great importance when her in-
ner visions would need to be expressed
in a medium other than dance.

Never one to rely solely on her past
achievements, Marta Becket continued
to grow in her professional capabilities
and soon decided it was time to choreo-
graph and perform her own works. She
did this successfully for a decade as
guest artist with various ballet compan-
ies and symphonies all over the United
States, and during one of these road
tours, met Tom Williams—the man who
would become her husband and manager.

At this peint, we have two stories and
it is interesting to contemplate that if it
were not for a flat tire, the two would
have remained as separate entities for-
evermore. As it happened, Marta and
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BECXET
(Desept_

and Verve

Tom decided to take an automobile trip
through the Western United States and,

at one point, found themselves in Death

Valley Junction with a flat tire. The year

was 1967 and while the tire was being re-

paired, Marta Becket wandered about

the deserted town. Soon, she found her-

self in front of a dilapidated building

and, peering inside, was delighted to see

a stage—obviously, the building had Marta Becket

once been a theater of some sort! in one
As soon as the car was once again in of her

running order, the couple resumed their delightful

trip to Las Vegas. The conversation had costumes.

changed since their unscheduled stop Photo by

and all talk now focused on the building Lynne

Marta had discovered. Excitement punc- Pearlman.

Close-up
view

of a small
portion of
mural on
opposite page
shows detail
of Marta’s
artistry.
Color
photography
by Lauren
Aspinwall.
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tuated their words and sentences tumbl-
ed out, one on top of another. They soon
understood that their hopes and dreams
for the future were being crystalized and
they became aware of a possible turning
point in their lives. Having long labored
under the realization that the glamour of
living in New York City was growing
thin, they hungered as one for freedom —
freedom from all that they found unplea-
sant. Perhaps, they thought, there was
something to the concept of fate. Per-
haps destiny had, indeed, led them to
this neglected theater in its forgotten
corner of the desert,

By the time the two arrived in Las Ve-
gas, many deeply-hidden thoughts had
been dredged from their subconscious
minds, brought out into the open and
examined in the bright light of a hot
desert day. They determined to learn
more about ‘‘their’’ theater and, after a
few telephone calls, learned that Korkill
Hall was available for lease—although a
great deal of work would be required
before it was once presentable and
usable as a theater. The lease was sign-
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ed in August, 1967, and initial plans call-
ed for it to be used as a studio.

As often happens, these original,
hastily-conceived plans were soon chang-
ed. It was not long before Marta Becket
and Tom Williams were planning to util-
ize the theater on a full-time basis and
much to the bemusement of their
friends, the two were soon involved in
the throes of a major move from New
York City to Death Valley J unction, Cali-
fornia. It was at this point that Miss
Becket made a momentous decision: she
would accept no other engagements but
in this little town

The pair re-christened the building the
Amargosa Opera House and in February,
1968, Marta danced before an audience
of twenty. The performance marked the
culmination of several months of back-
breaking labor which had included
everything from general repairs to an on-
the-knees scrubbing of the old wooden
floor. At times, they had wondered if
they would ever know rest again but on
that night, when Marta Becket saw those
twenty waiting to see her dance, she

knew they had made the right decision.

There came a time, inevitably, when
the twenty or so people who comprised
the inhabitants of the area had other
plans for those evenings when Marta
had scheduled performances. She soon
found herself dancing to a theater where
her husband was the only human ele-
ment in the sea of chairs facing the apron
of the stage. But in spite of the lack of a
full house, Marta never wavered. She
continued to dance—even to an empty
theater.

During the summer of 1968, a flash
flood deposited a large amount of debris
and mud in the Opera House and while
the two were cleaning it up, Marta had
an inspiration which would help make
the Amargosa Opera House famous: she
would paint an audience on the inner
walls of the theater!

As we already know, Marta had exten-
sive training as a painter during her for-
mative years. This training now became
all-important as the first of more than
260 faces began to appear on the Opera
House walls. The mural, begun in Sep-
tember, 1968, depicts a 16th century
Spanish Court and includes a King and
Queen (bearing an uncanny resemblance
to Tom Williams and Marta Becket), re-
presentatives of various religious orders,
gypsies and many, many others. Some
are obviously meant to portray sedate
and upstanding citizens while one can al-
most hear the others as they call out to
friends across the room—adding their
rowdy manners to the colorful scene.

The side walls near the stage repre-
sent the wings of a theater with operatic
characters waiting for their cues. Under
the central window on the west wall, a
man holds a scroll which bears the
mural’s dedication—in Latin. Written by
Marta, the translation is as follows:

“The walls of this theater
and |
dedicate these murals
to the Past: without which
today would have
no beauty.”’

The painting was completed in Au-
gust, 1972 and after a full day’s rest,
Marta began painting the ceiling,
completing it in the fall of 1974. In the
central dome, angels supplied with
musical instruments play lilting tunes,
while cherubs and doves encircle them.
As visitors crane their necks to see every
detail, it is generally agreed that the ceil-
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ing provides an appropriate Michelan-
gelo-like touch to the Amargosa Opera
House.

At the end of the recent 1977-78 sea-
son, Marta Becket had given over 1,300
performances of her highly innovative
ballet-mime programs. Today, her in-
numerable hours of practice are reward-
ed by a full house during each of her
thrice-weekly performances, catapulting
reservations into an all-important
commodity.

Miss Becket’s repertoire includes
twenty pieces—with a total of 56 charac-
ters! The program lasts approximately
one and one-half hours and includes vig-
nettes from such ballet classics as
Giselle interspersed throughout her
sometimes poignant, sometimes comedic
characterizations such as the one high-
lighted by Queenie Smythe—a billion-
airess who gave up a fortune for show
business. In addition to writing and
choreographing her own productions,
Miss Becket sews her own costumes
and, when necessary, designs and sews
the stage sets, as well.

Much of Marta’s repertoire has been
put on film, as have her mural and vari-
ous scenes around the town of Death
Valley Junction. As a result, ‘‘Marta
Becket's World’* will be available for use
by schools, clubs and educational tele-
vision. Other films are in production and
will be directed to these and other uses.

The programs at the Amargosa Opera
House are presented on Friday, Satur-
day and Monday evenings at 8:15 p.m..
The season opens on September 1 and
continues through the end of May (with
Saturday performances only during Sep-
tember and May). Reservations are sug-
gested and there is no admission charge
although a $2.50 donation is appreciated.
As a result of the recent closure of the
Amargosa Hotel (it is being leased to “‘a
group which plans a mineral recovery
operation’’ in the area), nearest accom-
modations are available at Death Val-
ley’s Furnace Creek Inn and Ranch
which are approximately 30 miles away.
The Opera House is closed during June,
July and August.

To obtain reservations for the Amar-
gosa Opera House, call the telephone
operator and request Death Valley
Junction toll station #8. Or, write Tom
Williams, Manager, Amargosa Opera
House, Death Valley Junction, California
92328. [}

Desert/ January 1979

Oldigs, but Goodies!

RELIVE THE EXCITEMENT OF THE OLD WEST!
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If the BLM wildern

€ess

rules pass, this type of traditional

desert road will
be off-limits.

WHY?
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To paraphrase the late Gertrude Stein,
‘‘a road is a road is a road,”’ but only, ap-
parently, when the U. S. Bureau of Land
Management says so, under the confusing
legal language of the Wilderness Act of
1964.

The problem is, the definition of a road
contained in the Act determines that more
than 275 areas of federal land in the Cali-
fornia desert can be declared roadless and
therefore potential wilderness in the BLM
California Desert-Conservation Area.
These enclaves of 5,000 acres or more,
therefore, may be closed to all vehicular
travel sometime in the mid-1980s by Con-
gress, meaning ALL recreationists, stock-
men, miners, scientists, EVERYONE.

As Marvin Patchen points out in this ar-
ticle, this means even most roads in Anza-
Borrego Desert State Park, for example, do
not qualify—although BLM’s current
study does not include state or private
lands.

Every desert visitor should study the
CDCA program first hand, decide if it is
what he feels necessary, and then com-
municate with his federal legislator! Con-
tact BLM’s Riverside district office, 1695
Spruce St., Riverside, Calif. 92507. The
preliminary work is finished! Don’t delay.

A SUBSCRIBER’S ORINION

by MARVIN PATCHEN

road extremist’” and when it comes to
matters of managing the California
desert, again | find myself in the middle
with no friends among the tunnel-vision-
ed environmental extremists or the men-
tally deficient off-roaders who scar the
desert with a trail of beer cans and imbe-
cilic behavior. But what is of greater
concern is how Washington has produc-
ed a perfect example of sick government
when they announced their plan to make
most of the California desert into a no-
vehicles-allowed Wilderness Area.
There is nothing wrong with the Wil-
derness Area concept and not permitting
new roads to be built in a few areas that
are now roadless. But that is not what
the BLM has done. They have made up
their own rules and have declared that a
desert road is not a road unless it has
been improved by hand or mechanical
means. This is so inappropriate to desert
conditions that one must question why
the BLM has set such ridiculous stan-
dards for roads? The BLM calls a road:
“’An access route which has been im-
proved and maintained by using hand or
power machinery or tools to insure rela-
tively regular and continuous use. A way

POLITI.CALLY | am a ‘‘middle-of-the-

21



maintained solely by the passage of ve-
hicles does not constitute a road.”” (The
italics are mine.) If the Anza-Borrego
State Park went by the BLM standards
most every dirt road in the park would be
closed!

Ten years ago the BLM began a cam-
paign to restrict desert travel by showing
photos of ORV devastation. Because
there really wasn’t enough significant
damage to prove their point they used
the same photos over and over again of
the Barstow to Las Vegas motorcycle
race and tracks left by Patton army
tanks. The BLM talked some university
professors into backing them up with de-
vious press releases on how plant and
animal life would disappear if man was
allowed to drive through the desert.

Environmentalists echoed the BLM’s
“fragile desert’”” theme. One environ-
mental group stooped low enough to fake
some damage to petroglyphs so they
could blame off-roaders. Fortunately
they got caught in their charade but
when the truth was revealed the publi-
city was far less than when the original
accusation was made against the off-
roaders.

Today and millions of tax dollars later
the BLM propaganda machine rolls on
ignoring three important facts:

1. Vehicle harm to the California des-
ert is less than one hundredth of one per-
cent (1/100 of 1%) of its total area!

2. The BLM does not recognize the
existence of Death Valley, Joshua Tree
and the Anza-Borrego parks.

3. Nor does the BLM concede that a
combination of the desert’s rugged
mountain terrain, along with parks and
huge military bases, make uncontrolled
vehicle travel impossible in nearly 50%
of the desert.

There is no denying that in some areas
a few people have made a mess of the
desert’s surface. But to penalize 99% of
the desert visitors who respectfully treat
the desert, with retarded regulations is
not appropriate.

The BLM claims that they are only car-
rying out the will of Congress. Baloney! |
can find nowhere in the records where
Congress told the Department of Interior
to create a new definition for a road so
that most of the desert under their juris-
diction could be made into a wilderness.
Even those with elementary knowledge
of the desert realize that the majority of
the desert dirt roads are not created by
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bulldozers. Most were made when some-
body chose a route that was either the
most direct or had the least obstacles,
and with ensuing use it became a desert
road. Many dry sand washes are major
routes of travel that never require main-
tenance, but the BLM’s rules specifically
state that if a road is passable only be-
cause of continuous use it really is not a
road. Now if a bureaucrat can suddenly
change the definition of a road by a whim
it’s frightening to consider what they will
think of next. If they apply the same cri-
teria to human beings it could mean that
a person is not a person unless they are
sick and need medical attention to keep
them well.

Randall Henderson, founder of Desert
Magazine, an early Sierra Clubber, and
a Desert Protective Council member,
would be boiling with anger with the cur-
rent proposals. Randall was an active

i

Editor’s Note: Since 1960 Desert Maga-
zine has published articles and photos by
author Marvin Patchen on hiking and
paleontology. The most recent has been
““Summer Desert Hiking’’ [8/74] and
““The Time Machine’’ [2/76]. For other
magazines he has written numerous
stories on his year of remote desert liv-
ing in a Jeep camper. He also designed a
special observation aircraft and has
spent hundreds of hours studying the
desert geography from the air.

desert hiker and he would take his Jeep
to the base of many desert mountains
and hike up the canyons to the summit.
Under the BLM proposal many mar-
velous desert hikes that can be ac-
complished in a weekend or a day, would
be out of the question because you’d
have to park your vehicle so far from
where you want to really start to hike.
Just one example of the BLM’s peculiar
thinking is the Davis Mountain area
south of Ocotillo. The area is laced with
old mine roads including one road that is
almost four lanes wide. These roads al-
low one to easily get to the base of the In-
Ko-Pah Mountains, which offer a scenic
area for hiking with a base campsite at
the foot of the mountains. But no, the
BLM wants you to park your car near the
highway and then hike five miles over a
perfectly usable dirt road to the foot of
the mountains.

| happen to be an ardent desert hiker
and it’s possible that I've covered as
many miles in the desert on foot as any-
one alive. | know that adding a needless
ten miles to a hike can be devastating,
especially in the desert where you must
carry your own water.

My work in paleontology also makes
me conscious of the implications the Wil-
derness Proposal has on the scientific
community. Although, with a lot of red
tape one might get permission to drive
into a Wilderness Area, it probably
wouldn’t be worth the effort. Conse-
quently, the time and effort to carry ne-
cessary apparatus, cameras, water and
camping gear would kill many field trips.
Also rock hounds would be hampered in
their hobby.

A recurring theme in each proposed
wilderness area is ‘‘the opportunity for
solitude.”” The opportunity for solitude
exists today for those who make the ef-
fort to seek it. Today anyone with a ve-
hicle that can cope with desert roads has
thousands and thousands of campsites
that offer solitude. Many of these mar-
velous places will become off limits to
vehicles under the new Wilderness Pro-
posal and less, not more, opportunities
for family camping, including backpack-
ing, in solitude will occur.

Indeed, those with passenger cars,
who must stick to smooth roads, are un-
affected, and they will continue to be
corralled together in camping ghettos.
Rather than providing for the needs of
those who have passenger cars or cum-
bersome motorhomes by building more
campsites to spread the campsite popu-
lation, the BLM spends millions of dol-
lars on trying to hinder those who have
the ability to spread out.

The most frightening aspect of the sit-
uation is that the BLM admits that all the
public hearings and solicitation of com-
ments won’t change a thing. It’s an ex-
ample of democracy at its worst.

The most important question is, “'Why
has the administration found it neces-
sary to banish by edict, desert roads?
Was the decision made in some recent
meeting where the BLM made a deal
with the environmentalists by saying
that we’ll deliver the California desert if
you’ll get off our backs on some other
subject? What power play was so com-
pelling to make the BLM take the risk of
offering such a bizarre method to create
a desert wilderness?

Desert/ January 1979






