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MANUAL WILL HELP YOU
KNOW SOUTHWEST PLANTS

One of the most useful and best illus-
trated works on Southwestern plantlife was
published for distribution in August,
1945, by University of Arizona, Tucson.
A MANUAL OF SOUTHWESTERN
DESERT TREES AND SHRUBS, by Ly-
man Benson and Robert A. Darrow and
collaborators, continues the university's
series of flora of Arizona and the South-
west. The first publication of the group is
THE CACTI OF ARIZONA.

This is a classification and description
of trees and shrubs roughly from Palm
Springs, California, to El Paso, Texas—
from what the authors call the creosote-
desert to desert-grasslands, embracing a
wide variety of growth. More specifically
the area includes the Mojave and Colorado
deserts of California; southern Nevada in-
cluding portions of Nye and Lincoln coun-
ties and all but the higher mountains of
Clark county; in Arizona the lowest level
of Grand Canyon and all the area west
and south of the Mogollon Rim and White
mountains; in New Mexico the territory
from Albuquerque south, and west of the
White and Sacramento mountains, and
in Texas the El Paso and Big Bend country.

Lest anyone think the portion of plant-
life included here is not much on the
"flowering" side, one glance through the
colored plates or at the table of contents

would convince him otherwise. For in the
desert many of the most brilliant flowers
are found on the more shrubby plants, as
well as on the trees. And unlike the ephem-
eral annuals which are seen for a com-
paratively short period, these are found
blooming over much of the year. Here at
random are a few of the "shrubs and trees"
treated—so just see if they do not include
some of your favorite desert "flowers."
Yuccas (about 10 of them), Nolina,
Agaves, Cliffroses, Apache Plume, Red-
bud, Palo Verde, Smoke tree, Ocotillo,
Pentstemon, Desert Willow (Chilopsis),
many of the Sunflowers and Asters. And
for the true desert rat there are the Salt
Bush, Desert Holly, Wild Apricot, Cats-
claw, Mesquites and Palo Verdes, Iron-
wood, Creosote, Crucifixion Thorn, Ele-
phant Tree, Washingtonia palm, Tama-
risk, Burrowweed and Rabbit Brush.

Introduction contains a fine discussion
of the characteristics of desert vegetation,
the distinctive appearance of the various
Southwestern desert regions, flower struc-
ture and a guide for using the botantical
key to identify plants.

There are 22 photos in full color, over
80 black and white photos, 43 plates of
line drawings. One of the best features is
the series of 110 geographical distribution
maps, one color showing location of the
main species through the Southwest states.
Appendix, index, paper bound, 411 pages.
$3.00.

"I might have become a millionaire, I chose to become a tramp."
—JOHN MUIR

Son of the Wilderness
By LINNIE MARSH WOLFE

A biography that is a living portrait of a man who combined in
one lifetime the work of a great naturalist, mechanical genius, moun-
taineer, glaciologist and apostle of conversation.

This is a book for the lover of the outdoors because it is the story
of one of America's greatest outdoor men. John Muir did not aspire
to fame, but it came to him nevertheless because he lived close to
Nature—and Nature develops the best in men.

$3.50 Postpaid to You

DESERT CRAFTS SHOP El Centro, California

"PINCUSHION" GENUS
COMES INTO ITS OWN

To the one whose knowledge of the
Mammillarias is confined to a little "pin-
cushion" cactus carefully nourished in a
window box, Dr. Robert T. Craig's book,
THE MAMMILLARIA HANDBOOK
will be a revelation, and to the collector
it will be a welcome addition to cactus lit-
erature. For to describe or name all the
known Mammillarias requires almost 400
pages of a 7x10V2 book! It is illustrated
with 300 excellent photographs.

The author, who lives in Baldwin Park,
California, first became acquainted with
this genus of the cactus as a child in the
prairie country of western Kansas, when
he was warned "not to touch" the pin-
cushion cactus but just to "look, at the
pretty flowers." Later when he became fa-
miliar with their beauty on the rocky hills
of southern New Mexico and the rugged
mountain sides of Guatemala, his interest
became deeper, finally culminating in the
present impressive monograph.

Although Dr. Craig has been able to
claim cactus collecting only as an avoca-
tion, being a dentist by profession, he has
spent much time the past 16 years in re-
search of the literature, field collections
and correlation of all available data on this
genus. His explorations through the
Southwest states and into Sonora and other
states of Mexico have brought adventures
as well as a rich collection and much val-
uable original data. Of the result, Paul C.
Standley, Chicago Natural History Mus-
eum, says, "Here in a single volume and
in a single series is presented the most
comprehensive account that ever has been
attempted on a single group of cacti. Dr.
Craig's splendid account of the Mammil-
larias is an admirable example of what can
and should be done for all groups of cacti."

Published by Abbey Garden Press, Pas-
adena, 1945. Bibliography, index. Cloth
bound, coated pre-war paper. $7.50.

• • •

BOOK BRIEFS . . .
One of the recent biographies of Mark

Twain is that written by DeLancey Fer-
guson and published by Bobbs-Merrill
company, Indianapolis. Mark Twain: Man
and Legend, while a serious and scholarly
biography, is full of flavorful anecdotes
and colorful incidents.

• • •
In 19 pages Edwin F. Walker has writ-

ten an introduction to the Indians of the
United States, America's Indian Back-
ground, Southwest Museum bulletin No.
18. It is accompanied by a 20x26 inch
folding map showing distribution of na-
tive tribes of North America. Price 30
cents.
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D E S E R T

• "A detailed account of the means
plants have developed for seed dispersal
would read like the records of some sup-
ernal Patent Office," says Jerry Lauder-
milk. His next story for DESERT, al-
though sounding nothing like the records
of a patent office, reveals some of the
ingenious and devious ways which have
been developed in the world of nature
to perpetuate the species. The snares and
barbs and stratagems which Jerry de-
scribes make such plants as the Devil's
Claw and Krameria seem possessed of a
conscious striving for immortality.

• Next month you will learn about the
man whose work shaped the destiny of
Coachella Valley, when Roy W. Nixon,
of the government experimental date gar-
den at Indio, introduces Bernard G. John-
son, who first envisioned this valley as
a date growing center. His enthusiasm for
dates was so great and his dealings with
natives of Algeria and other Old WorH
date regions so successful that he was
known as the American Arab. And his
personality was no less interesting than
his importance to the American date in-
dustry was significant.

• Evonne Henderson, who has been di-
recting the circulation department of
Desert Magazine since her brother Rand,
enlisted in the marines early in 1942,
on November 4 was married to Charles
A. Riddel 1 of the U.S. Marines, at Yuma,
Arizona. Corporal Riddell and the bride's
brother were buddies in the service be-
fore Rand's death in action at Saipan
July 7, 1944. After a brief honeymoon
Riddell left for North Carolina where
he will be on duty pending his discharge.
Evonne will remain at her post in the
Desert Magazine office until after the
holidays.

DESERT CALENDAR
Jan. 18-19—Annual convention New

Mexico Press association, Albuquer-
que.

Jan. 19-20—First Gem show, San Jose
Lapidary society, San Jose, Calif.

Jan. 24-26—Minerals and Production
meeting of Western mining indus-
try, Shirley-Savoy hotel, Denver,
Colorado.

Jan. 28-Feb. 28—International Nature
Photography exhibit, Chicago Na-
tural History museum, including
plant life, animal life, geology.

Feb. 23-24—Two ski events at Genoa,
Nevada: "Snowshoe" Thomson
Memorial cross country ski races;
Nevada-California state jumping
championship.

Feb. 28-Mar. 2—International Desert
Cavalcade, pageant and fiesta, Cal-
exico, California.

C i r c u l a t i o n of t h i s i s s u e of
D e s e r t M a g a z i n e i s . . .
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One of the most spectacular of the waterfalls in Guadalupe
canyon. A hand-and-toe detour was necessary to reach the

top of these falls.

Clear pools in almost white granite rock are one of the
lures of Guadalupe. Above this pool was an ancient Indian

camp strewn with broken pottery.

Guadalupe @anuon In

JLowet
This month Randall Henderson takes Desert readers across the border

into Mexico for a glimpse of one of the many beautiful palm canyons in
Lower California. And here also are some suggestions for a delicious
camp dinner—cooked Mexican style.

By RANDALL HENDERSON

f ] MEXICAN first told me about
I j Guadalupe canyon. He said that

many miles south of the border, on
the desert side of the range which forms
the backbone of the Lower California pen-

insula there was a deep gorge with hot
water coming down one side of the canyon
and cold water down the other.

According to reports current in the bor-
der town of Mexicali, the hot water springs

had fine curative powers, and old Mexi-
cans often went there for relief from rheu-
matism and other ailments.

But none of the Mexican nationals
whom I knew in Mexicali could tell me
how to reach the springs. Finally, with
vague directions from someone who knew
someone who had been there, a party of
us crossed through the Mexicali port of
entry and spent much of two days trying
to locate the canyon in which the springs
were located.

We hiked many miles up canyons and
over ridges, and found two cool springs
and many palms—but no canyon that an-
swered the description of Guadalupe.

The canyon derived its name, we were
told, from a pinnacle of rock—a granite
gendarme that stood in bold outline
against the sky on the ridge near the head
of the canyon. One of the early day ex-
plorers in that region had seen in the 200-
foot spire a resemblance to the Virgin of
Guadalupe — and thereafter it had been
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One of the many elephant trees that grow on the slopes
overlooking Guadalupe canyon. The sap of this tree is

almost blood red.

At one of the Guadalupe hot springs, left to right: Aries
Adams, Walter Gatlin, Salvador Campos, Maclovio

Vasquez and Daniel Marquez.

known as Guadalupe canyon. The pinnacle
was a landmark which would identify the
canyon we were seeking.

Eventually, I found one who knew the
road to Guadalupe—and so great is the
fascination of that wild region that I have
returned there four times in the past 12
years, despite the fact that I always get
mired in the sand somewhere along the
7-mile pull up a sandy wash to reach the
canyon entrance.

My last trip to the canyon of the virgin
saint was in October. It had been five years
since I had bucked that sandy wash. But
Aries Adams wanted to go, and was sure
his jalopy could make the grade. So we
arranged the trip.

Generally it requires tourist permits to
cross the Mexican border for an overnight
trip. But the inspectors at the international
gate at Mexicali waived this requirement
when they learned our companions on the
outing were to be three of their own
citizens.

Members of the party in addition to
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Aries and myself were Walter Gatlin of El
Centro, Daniel Marquez, Salvador Campos
and Maclovio Vasquez who reside in Mex-
icali and cross the border daily to work in
the flax mill where Aries is superinten-
dent.

Mexicali, a city of 15,000, has added
many paved streets and fine residence and
business buildings during the war period,
and hardly would be recognized today by
those who knew the town years ago when
it was a village of adobe huts, cantinas and
dirty streets.

Leaving the city pavements we followed
dusty roads across the fertile delta lands
where the cotton harvest was in progress.
Cotton is the main output of this Mexican
valley. Our route was the road which for-
mer Governor Cantu built many years ago
to connect Mexicali with the coast at Ti-
juana, paralleling the border on the Mexi-
can side. Twelve miles out we left the
cotton fields behind and began the gentle
climb over the pass which separates Mt.
Signal from the Cocopah range. From the

summit of the pass we looked down on the
great dry lake bed of Laguna Salada, called
Laguna Maquata on old maps. If you can
imagine the Salton Sea basin before the
Colorado river broke through and filled
it with water in 1905-06, you have an ex-
cellent picture of Laguna Salada today.

When I first saw this shallow basin in
1922 it was filled with water. Then a few
years later, one hot summer, the water
evaporated, leaving the floor of the lagoon
covered with dead mullet. Enterprising
Mexicans recovered hundreds of tons of
these fish and sold them for fertilizer.

Then in 1939, without warning, the
basin filled with water again. And now it
is dry, with a floor so hard and smooth
one can drive 40 miles across its surface at
top speed.

There is no mystery about the recurring
floods which fill the Salada basin. The
water comes from one of the many delta
streams of the Colorado river. When drift-
wood or silt accumulate in certain of the
delta channels, the water backs up and



•The whitish grey granite and the
dark fronds of the palm form strik-
ing contrast. The Virgin of Guada-
lupe is the guardian saint of this

canyon.

overflows into the Laguna basin for weeks
or perhaps months or years. The silt and
sand of the delta are constantly shifting,
and eventually the blockade gives way, the
channels to the gulf of California are re-
opened, and Laguna Salada is left without
a source of supply. The basin is so shallow
that when this happens the water will
evaporate in a single season.

The phenomenon of Laguna Salada is an
exact parallel to the cycles of flood and
drought which recurred in the Cahuilla
basin—now Salton Sea—over a period of
thousands of years before American en-
gineers brought irrigation water from the
Colorado to Imperial valley and erected
dikes to keep the river permanently out of
this below-sea-level basin.

There are many Americans living today
who saw the Salton basin dry in 1904 when
Imperial valley lands were being reclaimed
—and who recall the catastrophe that
threatened when the protective works gave
way in 1905 and the river poured in and
formed the Salton Sea we know today.

No engineers have yet tampered with
the Laguna Salada terrain—and so the sea
comes and goes in irregular cycles, accord-
ing to the natural fill and erosion of the
millions of tons of silt which normally
come down the Colorado river annually.
However, it hardly is accurate to refer to
this as entirely a "natural" process today—

for the construction of Boulder and other
dams in the Colorado have lowered the silt
content in the lower river, and this will
have a bearing on the status of Laguna
Salada. Just what the effect will be, no
one can say with certainty.

Fray Francisco Garces recorded that
Laguna Salada was full of water when he
reached that spot in 1771, and Juan Bau-
tista reported a lake there when he passed
that way on his scouting trip in 1774.
James Pattie found the lake dry in 1824
and he and his party suffered critically
from lack of water in their trek from the
Colorado river over the Cocopah moun-
tains and across the great salt flat and on
to San Diego.

This year the lake is dry, and as smooth
as a paved road. There are patches of salt
crust where the tires make a slight inden-
ture, but much of the surface leaves only
a faint car trail.

We followed the tracks which wood-
cutters had made when they go into that
area for dead ironwood and mesquite and
palo verde for the stoves of Mexicali. Half-
way the length of the lake our trail swung
in toward the precipitous mountain range
on the west—the range that separates the
Pacific from the desert.

At the edge of the dry lake we came to
the arrowweed shack and the well of Senor
Demara who has run cattle in that area for
many years. The animals find fairly good
grazing on the wide bajada that extends
from the lake shore to the toe of the moun-
tains, and in the canyons. There are
streams in nearly all the canyons which
gash the eastern slope of this range, but
the water disappears in the sand before it
reaches the floor of the desert.

There is a belt of sand dunes along the
western shore of the old lake. Many shards
and an occasional metate are found in these
dunes, relics of a prehistoric period when
Indians, perhaps ancestors of the vanish-
ing Cocopahs, lived along the lake shore
and fished and made bread of mesquite
bean meal.

There is a route—not a road—through
the dunes, marked by the wide tires of the
wood-cutters' trucks. It was heavy going
for the jalopy, but we made it through,
and then started the seven-mile trip up
across the gently sloping bajada to the
mouth of Guadalupe canyon.

Mexican engineers had surveyed a road
straight back to the mountains, and the
right-of-way had been cleared, since I last
visited Guadalupe. In former days we
merely followed the winding course of the
arroyo, dodging and turning to avoid the
smoke trees which grow thickly in this
wash. It calls for fast decisive thinking,
driving up one of those smoke tree washes
at 20 to 25 miles an hour, knowing that if
you take the wrong lane or lose momentum
you will spend hours of shoveling and
pushing to get the car out of trouble.

Framed between the palm fronds,
the pinnacle to the left of the cone-
like peak is Guadalupe rock, for
which the canyon was named by an

early visitor.

There's a thrill in the sport—but at the
end of an hour one feels a sense of mental
fatigue. Skiing over a new route on rough
tree-dotted terrain is the only sport com-
parable to it.

On this trip we followed the right-of-
way, and while there wasn't much of a
road, it was a simple matter to drive
straight ahead and keep up the necessary
speed. At the toe of the mountains the
road branched to the right, while the en-
trance to Guadalupe was on the left, so
Aries swung the car into a sandy wash and
we spun around trees and dodged rocks at
a dizzy pace for another mile. Then we hit
sand too soft even for this big-tired desert
car, and before Aries could swing around
and head downstream we were down to
the hubs.

But we had plenty of manpower, and
it was only a 15-minute task to get the
car turned around and on a solid base.
And there we made camp for the night.
We could see the palms a mile up the can-
yon. And back on the ridge beyond was
Guadalupe rock silhouetted against the
sunset sky.

The Mexican boys served the camp din-
ner that night. It was a new kind of camp
cooking for me, and what a feast it was!
We ate chicken tacos, then frijole tacos,
then chicken and frijoles mixed, and then
went back and finished up on straight
chicken. Yes, we ate a lot of tacos. The
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We spread our bedrolls on clean white
sand, and were up at daybreak for the hike
up the canyon.

We met the stream where the last trickle
seeped into the sand, before we had gone
a half mile to the canyon. Then young
palm trees began to appear along the water
course, and soon we were in a forest of
mature trees. It was in Guadalupe canyon
that I first made the acquaintance of the
blue palm — the Erythea arrnatd which
grows wild in Lower California and So-
nora. I have been looking for this palm in
its native state on the American side of the
line for years, without success. Apparently
it marches up within 25 miles of the Cali-
fornia border, and stops there. E. armata
is of the fan palm type, but not as tall
and rugged as the Washingtonia species
which grows on the California desert.

Of the 1155 palms growing in Guada-
lupe canyon—I counted only those three
feet high and over—about 85 per cent are
Washingtonia jilifera, and the remainder
blue palms. Nearly two thirds of the palms
in this canyon are young—under 25 years.
Several hundred of them have sprouted
and grown since my first visit to this can-
yon 12 years ago. I have no explanation for
this sudden appearance of so many young
palms. Normally, I would say they were
taking the places of an older generation of
trees which had been swept away by cloud-
burst torrents. But when that happens, the
bajada below the mouth of the canyon is
strewn with dead palm trunks lodged
against the boulders. There were a few old
trunks scattered over the Guadalupe fan,
but not in such numbers as to indicate
that the canyon had ever known such a
forest of trees as is developing there now.

Three-fourths of a mile after encounter-
ing the first of the palms we climbed to a
bench on the right side of the canyon and
reached the first of the hot springs. One
can smell the water before reaching its
source, for it is highly mineralized with

Looking down canyon toivard the
Laguna Salada lake bed jrom the

bench on which the hot springs
are located.

chicken had been stewed previously, but
the boys put it on the fire again and crisped
it in hot butter.

Mexican cooks somehow get a flavor
into frijole beans that no other chefs ever
achieve. We had corn tortillas, great stacks
of them. The tortillas had become some-
what wilted since they were cooked the
day before. But I learned about tossing
them on a bed of redhot embers to crisp
them again, and when we rolled our tacos
they were so hot they almost burned our
fingers.

That's a Mexican camp dinner for you,
and I can recommend it.
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This is the blue palm, Erythea armata, which grows alongside the W ashingtonia jilifera in
Guadalupe canyon. The palm derives its common name from the whitish blue cast of its

fronds. The fruit is the size of a small marble.

sulphur. It gushes from the boulders so
hot one cannot hold a hand in it. On cold
mornings steam rises from the spot. A
second large spring a hundred yards away
actually gurgles from a hole in the middle
of the huge boulder. Vari-colored algae
cover the surface of the rocks over which
the water pours. Hot springs in such a set-
ting of palms and pools and waterfalls as
one finds in Guadalupe canyon long ago
would have been the site of a million-dol-
lar health resort, in a more accessible
region.

We continued up the canyon, climbing
falls and gaining altitude rapidly for 2Vi
miles, until the last of the palms were seen
at an elevation of about 1500 feet. It is
another 1500-foot climb up a steep slope
to Guadalupe rock, but we lacked the time
for the ascent. And besides, it was more
fun discovering new pools and figuring
routes around the rocky barriers which
blocked the route along the floor of the
canyon. Once, making a detour around a
waterfall, I came upon a natural cave-like
shelter where former Indian dwellers had
left great quantities of broken pottery.
Well-worn depressions in the flat rocks in
front of the overhang were silent witnesses
of the days when Indian women knelt

here and ground mescjuite beans and palm
seeds into meal.

The rock in Guadalupe is granite, some
of it almost white, and worn smooth by
ages of running water. The floor of the
canyon and the slopes were covered with
much the same vegetation as one finds on
the Colorado desert north of the border—
ocotillo, agave, palo verde, catsclaw, wild
mint, bisnaga, buckhorn, and an occasional
chuparosa in blossom. The next most con-
spicuous stranger in this area was the ele-
phant tree. Many of them grew on the
slopes.

The lone dweller in Guadalupe canyon
—and he was there only on a temporary
mission — was Jose Redondo. He was
camping beneath an overhanging rock and
gathering herbs for the boticas in Mexicali.
On a tarpaulin in front of his shelter were
spread juniper twigs, yerba santa and a
shrub he called uata. It resembles rabbit
bush.

There is a mud and stone hut near one
of the springs, used only when ailing visi-
tors come to this canyon for the healing
power of its mineral water. Mexican pros-
pectors and hunters visit the canyon oc-
casionally, and vaqueros seeking cattle that
have strayed up among the rocks may be

met along the trail that leads to the springs.
But most of the time the Virgin of Guada-
lupe keeps a lonely vigil over a domain
that knows no human trespass.

The only regret in connection with such
a trip is the necessity for leaving the tran-
quil beauty of this landscape. One could
loiter for days among the palms and beside
the clear granite pools. A stream of cold
water comes down the canyon from some-
where above and eventually joins volume
with the streams of mineral water which
(trickle down from the springs on the
bench. The hot water has lost both its tem-
perature and its odor before it reaches the
bottom of the gulch, nor is there any taint
in the flavor of the water below where the
streams meet.

I would like to pay a tribute to the mem-
ory of the early day explorer who gave
this canyon its name. It is fitting that such
a lovely canyon should have so saintly a
guardian angel as the Virgin of Guada-
lupe. For the present, it is unlikely that this
retreat will be overrun with tourists. It is
to be hoped it never will be profaned by
other than those who will look up at the
lonely Virgin on the ridge above and sense
their responsibility to keep this place clean
and beautiful.
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This is where the side-road takes off from Highway 66 near mile post 114. The power line
may be seen on the left, and Pisgah crater in the background.

Qaitaet 2-nou.qk not 2-vetuvodu
We don't know what the book on etiquette says about the good old

custom of licking your rocks to determine their polishing qualities. But
here are some interesting slants on the subject. This is another of John
Hilton's field trips—into an area where there is jasper enough to supply
the cabochon-cutters for many years.

By JOHN HILTON

r HIS STORY starts with an ordin-
ary post standing beside a lonely
stretch of desert highway. The post

is about four feet high and six inches wide,
and is painted white. It bears the number
114 in black figures. I have been passing
these roadside posts for years without ever
bothering to find out who put them there
and why.

Then a letter from Kenneth J. Hines of
Puente, California, was passed along to me
by the editor of Desert. Kenneth ranges
far and wide over the desert country, and
his letter suggested that the rockhound
fraternity might be interested in a field
trip out along Highway 66 in San Bernar-
dino county, California, to some jasper
and agate areas he had discovered.

The sketch accompanying the letter
showed a side-road leading from the high-
way at mile post 115. The mileposts, he
explained were located along the road a
mile apart, starting at the San Bernardino
courthouse with No. 1.

We had driven over the pass through
Sheep Hole mountains from Twentynine
Palms — Barney Barnes, Calvin Stillwell
and myself. Our goal, as indicated by the
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sketch, was milepost 115. It would be easy
to locate because a power line crossed the
highway at that point.

We already had passed Amboy crater
with its lava flows which look like com-
paratively recent scars on the desert land-
scape. Now ahead loomed another black
lava cone—Pisgah crater. Here again was
a rough dark mass of twisted flows and
crumpled lava fields which contrasted with
the soft contours and tan shades of the
surrounding desert. These craters have not
yet had time to become part of the land-
scape. It will require many thousands of
additional years before they will blend
with their background. The face of the
earth does not absorb its scar tissue at a
very rapid rate.

We were riding along talking of these
things when we saw the high steel towers
of the power line ahead. And there was
milepost 115, the place where we were
scheduled to leave the highway. But some-
thing was wrong. There were two roads—
and we had no clue as to which one to
follow.

While we debated the question, we saw
the metal framework of a sub-station and

a cottage out along the power line to the
north. We decided to drive in there and
see if the people at the power station could
straighten us out. We met a young man
coming out of the station. He smiled and
introduced himself as Bob Bloomingdale.
When we told him we were on a Desert
Magazine trip his welcome became even
more cordial. It turned out that Bob and
his family not only are Desert readers but
rock collectors as well. It was a pleasant
surprise all around and in a few minutes
we were meeting the rest of the family and
discussing rocks and the other things of
the desert.

Suddenly I remembered our mission and
asked Bob and his father about the jasper
field that we were hunting.

"You're right in the middle of it," they
told me. "It extends several miles in every
direction from here. There are good gem
stones to be had practically in the front
yard."

This was a new experience to me. I have
found desert folks living in or near gem
fields on other occasions but often they
were quite indifferent to the interesting
material under their feet. These people
were different! They not only knew about
the gems close to them but took an interest
in the many other mineral deposits in the
area and had dabbled some in cutting gems
on their.own.

Bob took us over to a pile of rough rocks
in the yard and we saw that there must be
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Barney Barnes still holds to the old desert custom of licking your rocks to see how
they will look when -polished.

a great deal more than jasper in this area.
Manganese and copper ores, agates, crys-
tals and other interesting specimens were
there in profusion. I reached down to pick
up an especially interesting piece of
flowered green and red agate when I saw
something move in the failing light. We
all recoiled instinctively as the tiniest side-
winder rattler I have ever seen emerged
from under the rock I had just picked up.
He was not quite as long as a lead pencil
nor as big around but still a sidewinder
and poisonous. The little fellow wasn't
mean like some of his elders, however, and
never so much as attempted to strike as I
herded him into a glass jar to take to a
friend.

The Bloomingdales seemed a bit apolo-
getic about the sidewinder incident and
assured us that this sort of thing didn't
happen every day. In fact they agreed that
this was the first snake they had seen

around the place for several years. We
made a rather careful search for the bal-
ance of the brood but this one must have
been a rugged individualist who had his
own ideas about migration, for no others
turned up.

That night we camped out on a dry lake
north of Ludlow because we wanted to take
a short run up into the slopes of the Cady
mountains in the morning to check a theory
that had developed in the conversation of
the afternoon. The subject of the source
of all this jasper had come up and I re-
marked that some of it looked a good deal
like the jaspers that I had collected years
ago in the Cadys. Bob and his father said
that there were agates and jaspers in a
place on the south side of this mountain
range so we decided to see if there might
be a provable connection. It was dark and
moonless when we stopped on the lake, but
soon we had our steak supper cooking and

our camp set up. Steaks and hot coffee on
the desert for the first time since 1941,
seemed to bring home to all three of us
that the long years of doing what we didn't
want finally were over and a thrilling new
era lay ahead.

After supper was over and the dishes
washed, Barney got out his Mineralight
and cast its rays on some of the samples
we had picked up near the Bloomingdale
yard. To our pleasant surprise, some bits
of chalcedony fluoresced a brilliant light
green. Then we started walking over the
lake bed to see if anything there reacted
to the light. Presently we came upon some
wind blown gravel on the floor of the lake
and sure enough there were small bits of
stone that fluoresced the same green. In
ordinary light we found that they were
also bits of chalcedony. This was interest-
ing and while not a final proof, did point
to the possible source of the gems in the
flats and rolling hills below. The Cadys
are heavily eroded and undoubtedly were
a much higher range at one time. It would
appear that from them came many of the
stones we found in the foothills the next
morning.

We were getting towards the edge of
the lake and the bits of chalcedony were
interspersed with grey limestone that fluor-
esced ruby red to orange. Then we saw
headlights coming down the lonely road
where our car was parked. We knew that
there was very little travel on such a road
and certainly not at night. To our surprise
the cars came abreast of ours and turned
out into the lake and stopped about a
cuarter of a mile away. Then we under-
stood why they were out at this time of
night. The headlights of one of the cars
were focused on a small red plane that had
made a forced landing that afternoon. The
boys in the plane had walked to Ludlow.
But they saw our lights in the approximate
location of the plane and became worried.

We had more trouble explaining our
presence on the dry lake to them than they
had to us. The light fascinated them, how-
ever, and presently the aviators and the
folks who had brought them out from
town were wandering around over the
desert following Barney and his ultra-
violet light, exclaiming over the beauties
of the rocks underfoot.

The next morning as we were about half
way to the foot of the mountains from the
lake and had stopped to examine some
agate and jasper along the trail the little
red plane took off from the field. They
circled and dipped their wings as they
came overhead.

It didn't take us long to find out that
this part of the Cady mountains was no
place for field trippers. Our car struck high
center several times and we decided that
the jaspers near the highway would do as
well.

Back at mile post 114 we turned on the
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Bob Bloomingdale (left) and his father with some of the jasper and agate specimens they
have brought in from the Pisgah area.

dirt road and traveled three-quarters of a
mile. There in a shallow depression among
the low rolling alluvial hills, we found a
veritable wonderland of multicolored jas-
per. There were some agates and chalce-
dony roses and a few pieces of bloodstone
but by far the most outstanding gems of
the field were jaspers in just about every
color known to the mineral. I even found

a jet black piece with cherry red markings.
It wasn't a matter of finding jaspers, it was
a matter of deciding which ones not to take
along. I think that I am safe in saying that
about one per cent of the rock covering the
surface of that basin and the surrounding
hillsides was jasper or agate.

We would gather gems for a while and
then sit down, dump our sacks out on the

ground and sort out the best. It was during
one of these sorting periods that I looked
up and saw Barney Barnes licking a jasper
with a vim and expertness that could only
stem from long practice. This brought up
the age-old rockhound's question of "lick
or not to lick" and we found that the three
of us were unanimous in the belief that
licking a stone will tell a collector more
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about its polishing possibilities than any
other hasty field test yet devised. We also
agreed that the new fangled idea of drib-
bling water on them from a canteen was
a mild form of sacrilege not to be con-
sidered by serious desert rockhounds. We
discarded the idea of an "artificial licker'
designed from a mucilage bottle with a
rubber spreading tip as fantastic and too
sissy for words (probably the idea of some
fastidious woman who, if she could have
her way, might force people to eat fried
chicken with a fork).

Finally after discussing the various ar-
guments against licking and balancing
them against the joys and advantages, we
came to the following conclusion:

First—The sanitary angle shouldn't
hold one back, for doctors agree that desert
sunlight and heat kill germs. A smooth
fine grained rock isn't much of a germ
hatchery at best, for germs, like all other
life, have to eat to multiply. That much
for sanitation and health.

Second—The accusation that it doesn't
look nice for folks to go around licking
pebbles: In our opinion, it's all a matter
of what folks are used to. Arctic explorers
soon cease to see anything indelicate in the
way Eskimos eat blubber with their fin-
gers, because this is the custom of the land.
Licking rocks to see if they are fit to polish
is a well established custom on the desert.

Third—The average non-licker of rocks
sees only that the rockhound wets the rock
with saliva and wonders why water
wouldn't do as well. But a real rockhound
learns a good deal about the grain and
texture of the rock when he licks it. The
tip of the tongue is extremely sens'tive to
touch and will tell a person more than his
finger tips about grain and structure.

Then there are the various safety fac-
tors. Rockhounds are notoriously absent
minded when in a good gem field. They
become temporarily unaware of the pas-
sage of time, the temperature, hunger,
thirst or the little woman waiting in the
car. A dyed-in-the-wool licker will never
die of thirst due to absent mindedness of
this sort for when the saliva runs out he
suddenly will come out of his trance and
look up a canteen. Another thing we
agreed might save the life of an absent
minded rockhound is the fact that when
the temperature really starts to rise and
the rocks get so hot they sizzle when
licked, he probably would snap out of it
and realize that the temperature is too high
—thus averting a heat stroke.

We didn't stay in the field long because
in spite of our discarding, we soon had a
representative collection of the area and
had determined that it extended far
enough to keep a lot of rockhounds licking
and picking for a very long time.

One of the things about this trip that
stands out is the fact that it can be reached
by many who might otherwise seldom get
a chance to gather rocks for themselves.

TRUE OR FALSE There are several ways to improve your
acquaintance with the Great American
desert. One way is to travel and explore.

Another is to read books. And a third way is right-here in front of your eyes—
the desert quiz. You'll not get all the answers right. If you score half of them cor-
rectly you'll know more than the average person. A score of 15 is excellent. More
than that puts you in the class with the sand dune sages. The answers are on page
44.

1—The coyote is entirely a vegetarian. True False
2—The bite of the chuckawalla lizard is poisonous. True False

3—The Bill Williams river in Arizona was named after a famous trapper, scout
and mountain man. True False

4—The saguaro cactus withstands long periods of drought by storing water in
its roots. True False

5—An arrastre is a primitive mill for crushing ore. True False

6—Cochiti is the name of an Indian pueblo in New Mexico. True False

7—Winnemucca was a former chief of the Paiute Indians. True False

8—Ocotillo grows a new coat of leaves only in the late winter or spring.
True False

9—When a Navajo woman dies, it is tribal custom that the husband inherit her
flock of sheep. True False

10—Billy the Kid was a noted outlaw in Utah. True False.

11—Wasatch mountains may be seen on a clear day from Palm Springs, California.
True False

12—The only poisonous lizard found on the deserts of the Southwest is the Gila
Monster. True False

13—The book Death Valley in '49 was written by William Lewis Manly.
True False

14—Desert drivers should carry chains to put on their car wheels when driving
through dry sand. True False

1 5—Iceland spar is the name given to a certain type of quartz crystals.
True False

16—White Sands national monument is located near Alamogordo, New Mexico.
True False

17—Antelope still run wild in certain parts of Nevada. True False

18—Nogales, Arizona, is a port of entry from Sonora, Mexico.
True False

19—Jacob's Lake in northern Arizona was named for Jacob Hamblin, Mormon
missionary. True False

20—The Mojave river of California is a tributary of the Colorado.
True False

The field is so accessible, the ground so
firm and the material so plentiful that even
a patient in a wheel chair could gather
rocks here. It is with this in mind that I am
asking the more active readers who go on
the trip to refrain from picking up material
within the first few hundred feet of the
road and leave it for the less fortunate
who might get a great deal of joy from the
thrill of actual collecting.

We stopped in to say goodby to the
Bloomingdale family. They were hard to
leave. There were more rocks to look at,
the fine telescope that brings out all of
the details of the crater and many other
things. They are proud of the sturdy Ari-
zona ash trees that are growing so well in
their yard. When all the water has to be

hauled, the growing of a shade tree is a
real accomplishment, worthy of pride.

The Bloomingdales told us, too, of their
plans when the other son comes back from
the service and they aren't so short handed
at the station. They will again take family
trips into the surrounding desert and col-
lect more stones, get the cutting machine
going again and in other words, do what
a good many of us plan to do—get a kick
out of our desert like we used to before
world's turmoil clamped down on most
everything worthwhile.

As we drove homeward past post 114
we felt a wave of thankfulness to whoever
started setting out those mile posts along
the highway and to K. J. Hines for calling
our attention to them.
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From the Sky City the ancients looked out across a sea of black lava—where pinon and
cedar have now \ound root.

Jlolt &ttf oft tke
Who were the ancients who dwelt on this well-fortified butte? From

where did they come? When did they leave, and why did they abandon
a home where Nature had provided so well for their comfort? No one
knows the answers to these questions. But Clee Woods has given a graphic
picture of the ruins as he found them on a recent trip into the lava-bed
country of New Mexico—a story that will stir your imagination.

By CLEE WOODS

/IT WAS almost dusk. Betty and I
V puffed hard up the old trail that was

gutted these hundreds of years by
hard July and August downpours. We'd
spent too much time down at the huge
square stone house talking to George
Hanna and his big family.

George had said, "But you've never seen
a ruin till you see this one," and he'd
jerked his head back toward the trail we
now were on.

As we neared the top our anticipation
grew keener. Too bad we didn't have more
time. But we'd come back again. Funny
how you always think that, isn't it? That
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you'll come back. Sometimes you do. More
often you never do, but that desire to re-
turn keeps on haunting you all through the
years—to go back to this or that spot on
the desert where some of your heart has
been left.

"Look! How do you get over that?"
Betty asked, pointing up ahead.

She indicated a stone wall four feet high
squarely across our already straight-up-
and-down trail. But with a little searching
we found a hole broken through this wall,
apparently by some sheepherder so that his
sheep could get to the rich black gramma
grass beneath the acres of pinon and cedar

trees which spread a needled umbrella over
the mesa.

We struggled through this breach in
the wall, and found ourselves on flat table-
land. And there but a short distance away
lay the great ruin just as they had left it,
except for what hundreds of years had
done with wind and sun and rain and de-
cay. A whole little city high on an almost
impregnable New Mexico mesa.

Probably four-fifths of the rimrock
thrust up from the plain was so straight
and sheer that no primitive man ever could
have scaled it at any time. At the few places
where attacking forces might have climbed
up we found rock-walled battlements still
in place. A narrow neck or isthmus of land
connected this protruding thumb with the
main body of Putney Mesa, thus affording
potential enemies one spot where they
could assault the place on level ground.
But all the way across this narrow neck is
a row of rooms, with no doors or windows
on the outside. This line of rooms, all of
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This part of the mesa needed no battlements for defense.
Betty Woods contemplates the defense wall on the south sid~

solid masonry, sealed off the one highly
vulnerable spot of the whole mesa.

Although much of the stone has tumbled
down, you know as you look at that forti-
fied section of the defense works that atop
the outer edge of these rooms there had
been a rock wall from behind which the in-
habitants might defend the city with ample
advantage. You know, too, that the bravest
and most able men lived in that row of
houses, ready any hour of the day or night
to leap to the walls with their arrow-
crammed quivers, their bows and spears
and clubs and stone missives. The story is
all quite plain, even today.

As dusk deepened that evening in April,
1938, my wife and I hurried from one point
to another. Every so often Betty would
shout, "Come and look at this!"

Night drove us away, and we were
forced to climb down that steep, gullied
trail in the darkness. But we would come
back. Next fall, sure. Then we'd have more
time.

But during the next three years we never
found the time to come back. Then the war
stopped our travels for four years. But this
year we did go back! Early in the morn-

ing, too, fortified with lunch and all the
time we wanted.

We'd turned to our right off Highway
66 eight miles east of Grants, New Mex-
ico. That puts us on a roughly graded dirt
road which runs south along the east side
of New Mexico's great lava beds. There
was no mistaking the road because we had
the lava beds on our right constantly. Put-
ney Mesa kept squeezing the road down
against the malpais on our left until some-
times the car fenders almost scraped the
tar-hued lava walls. Often we had to resist
the desire to stop and climb up onto some
rolling malpais ridge where the lava lies
in jagged black masses, and where a few
Ponderosa pines and many pinon trees
grow up through the cracks in the lava.
The mesa walls on our right thrust up hun-
dreds of feet. Sheer sandstone bluffs of
pink and red and grey, with great arches on
their faces in that odd way sandstone cliffs
in the Southwest have of outdoing archi-
tects in the beauty and majesty of their
creations.

A few Navajo hogans squat within sight
of the road. The Indians find grassy
stretches between mesa walls and malpais.
The Navajo sheep are also herded for miles

into the lava, because everywhere that sand
and decayed vegetable matter settle in the
lava, there the sheep find grass and brush—
rubber bush, rabbit bush, ponel shrub and
temita.

As we rode along we spied two Navajo
girls, perhaps 12 and 14, running up over
the sharp biting lava like wild creatures
seeking cover. Now they crouched between
a bluebush and a big slab of lava that stood
on end like a tombstone. Cautiously, the
girls peered down at us, with a backward
glance now and then as if to make sure
there would be room for further flight in
case we stopped. Their sheep grazed
through the lava. A herd of sheep in the
Navajo country is usually evidence of the
presence of hiding Indian children when
no herder is in sight.

We let the girls believe themselves un-
discovered, and hurried on. We knew this
morning where we were going. Back to
our ruins!

Thirteen miles from Highway 66 we
came in sight of the big square stone house.
But George Hanna didn't live there any
more. His dry-farm fields now were cov-
ered with tumbleweeds and poppies. We
by-passed the white man's crumbling
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house, drove up through the narrow open-
ing between great barn-sized sandstone
rocks, and took to the steep trail afoot.

Now, reaching the gap in the once un-
assailable wall, we could examine every
corner of the ruins in detail, even to step-
ping off measurements. We had the time
to stroll along the rimrock fortifications.
To look down a long talus and see, in
imagination, a hostile tribe sulking up
through the scrub oak, cedar and pinon, to
take the place by storm.

We saw, too, the defenders on the walls.
Small, red-bodied men with flat heads and
blunt, rugged faces. Their uniforms noth-
ing but G-strings. Their arsenal at their
feet. How they slithered arrows down at
the crouching bodies that exposed even a
few inches to view. How they heaved
those stone-barbed spears when some dar-
ing enemy succeeded in fighting his way
too near the stone wall. How they yelled
their derisive defiance down at the waver-
ing besiegers. How they shouted with joy
as the attackers began to drop back, con-
vinced that it would be too costly in lives
to attempt the last fifty yards up that steep
draw and there to meet a stone wall and
valiant warriors on top of the wall.

The stone parapets you find there to-
, day sometimes are rather crudely laid. But

when you go to the pueblo itself, the ma-
sonry is the equal of any pre-Columbian
stone work in the Southwest. I would class
it above anything I've ever seen at Mesa
Verde, Chaco Canyon or Aztec.

The striking thing about these ruins is
that they give the definite impression that
they were built on a pre-conceived plan,
and a plan of high order. There is a main
communal pueblo fronting on a large plaza,
with two smaller inner plazas completely

surrounded by rooms. The large plaza is
enclosed on the east only by a stone wall.
This pueblo is about 525 feet long by 225
wide.

The main pueblo contained between 300
and 400 rooms. Most of the rooms are
about 8x12 feet in dimensions. The mesa
top covers between 12 and 15 acres, at a
rough guess. Scattered out from the main
pueblo are a number of smaller room clus-
ters. The largest of these has something
less than 30 rooms. Down over the mesa
rim and below the defensive walls, where
the cliff walls are not straight up and down,
a few isolated cliff-dweller type of ruins
perch. The one similar room on the north
side is in a perfect state of preservation.
You imagine that these rooms stuck around
on the more vulnerable sides of the cliff
were the barracks for men detailed to the
outer defense of the mesa.

The entire city appears to have been con-
structed over a comparatively short period
of time. I saw no indication, except per-
haps in one cluster of inferior rooms, that
the pueblo was built progressively, with
improvement or regression in evidence in
the type of construction, as so often is the
case with a large ruin like Chaco Canyon's
Pueblo Bonito. Here the masonry all ap-
pears to be of the same remarkable excel-
lence. The builders must have been at the
zenith of their culture when they came to
the mesa, since it appears they built all of
the pueblo within a generation. Extensive
excavation might contradict this tentative
conclusion. I am judging only by surface
appearances of the ruins.

In some spots the walls stand six feet
above the accumulated debris, and in per-
fect alignment. This may suggest a fairly
recent culture, possibly Pueblo IV. On a

high, wind-swept mesa, however, dust and
sand accumulation might be so retarded
as to make this evidence misleading.

The only definite suggestion of the age
of the ruins which I found on the surface,
other than the masonry, was in the pottery
sherds. The decorative figures of the pot-
tery often show a distinct glaze and a
bold, free stroke of the paint brush charac-
teristic of Pueblo IV peoples within the
Keresan linguistic cultural horizon, which
would include nearby Acoma. What little
observation qualified archeologists have
made of this lava-bed section would point
tentatively at least to the belief that these
ruins along the eastern perimeter of the
lava beds were left by tribes akin to the
Acoma people, if not actual Acoma ances-
tors. There is, too, the added suggestion of
Acoma kinship in the proclivity to build
pueblos upon rock-walled mesas. Acoma's
present perch is atop a very similar impreg-
nable rock. We do know definitely that
Coronado recorded no inhabited pueblo
here on the east side of the lava beds, when
he crossed the northern tip of the malpais
in 1539- His historian does mention an in-
habited town or two a little west of the
lava.

That brings us to the long trail across the
lava, beginning at the very foot of our ruin
mesa.

"Yes," George Hanna had said that
afternoon in 1938, "there's an ancient trail
that starts in here and crosses the lava.
There are more ruins on the west side, not
to mention Zuni itself. These people,"
again jerking his massive head toward the
ruins, "likely made that trail. They even
cleared loose malpais out of the trail, and
filled in cracks big enough to swallow that
car of yours several times over. I reckon
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they traded and visited back and forth with
the pueblos on this side."

No sounder conclusion could have been
reached. But why did they leave their
pottery sitting in some of the ten thou-
sand caves in the malpais? Occasionally,
pottery has been found in a cave—three,
five, ten vessels. In other instances the
pottery vessels have been found concealed
behind pieces of malpais within the caves.

On this trip we visited one cave, three
miles deep in the lava, which had evidence
of ceremonial occupation, possibly of a
temporary dwelling. It had deep ash pits,
metates and a smoke-blackened roof. In a
lower room were found nine pottery ves-
sels, most of them perfectly preserved. In
my collection this moment I have a flat-
tened wooden implement three feet long
and tooled to the shape of a sickle. This I
found in this cellar room, after it had been
overlooked by the original discoverer.

I also have three excellent pottery ves-
sels which came from another cave a short
distance from the big ruin on the mesa. One
of these is a rarity, a gallon-sized bowl in a
deep-red slip with crude outside lines in
white and a very fine inside design in black,
including a figure which resembles an
Apache devil-dancer. Don't ask me what

significance such a figure has in a bowl that
may have been made before the Apache
ever reached New Mexico. I know only
that very few pottery vessels have been
found anywhere with the distinctive out-
side markings of crude white lines on red
and very good inside decorations in black
on red.

That's all the background we were able
to bring to our big ruin there on the mesa
on our return visit. The story of those an-
cient dwellers remains an unsolved mys-
tery—whence they came, who they were,
where they went, and why.

It was an odd coincidence that as we lay
beside an ant hill within the ruin and
looked for beads—getting a few, too—a
B-29 passed five or six thousand feet above
us. Perhaps there we had encompassed for
us the story. War. Some enemy tribe had
found a superior weapon or a superior
mode of attack, just as that B-29 had
proved itself superior over Germany and
Japan.

Or perhaps disease hit this beautiful
little city so gloriously located. Then, in
their wisdom slowly acquired from the
ages, the old men of the tribe knew it was
time to get away from the death that kept
striking night and day. Time to leave every-

thing where it stood and go found a new
city, one clean and not cursed with the
devils of death.

What a pity, too. Up there they had
everything. Reserve water naturally stored
in a big reservoir on the western rim of the
mesa. Ice-cold springs down in the lava at
the foot of this mesa. Sub-irrigation for
their corn and squash and peppers down in
the bottom land. Game in great abundance
for 50 miles to the east. More game out in
the lava, where deer and big-horn sheep
still thrive.

And here they had majesty. Beauty. An
awesome and strange and stupendous
world to look out upon, in that mighty sea
of black malpais west and north and south.

We love it now, this ruin-dotted country
beside the lava. We love the black,
ropy, writhing malpais itself, with its mys-
terious caves, its lost trails, its vast sweep
of black, black, black. And sitting on the
battlements high above that lava world, we
think a thousand thoughts, ponder a thou
sand questions about our big, unspoiled
ruin which even today speaks to us so elo-
quently of an industrious, intelligent peo-
ple who intended when they built our sky
city that their children's children should
live here forever in security and happiness.

On the steep gullied trail to the top the climbers encountered this stone wall.
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Following a clue given by a
Papago Indian, Richard Van Val-
kenburgh climbed a peak in the
Guijus range in southern Arizona
and found the top strewn with
petroglyph-covered boulders —
one of the finest Indian "picture
galleries" in the Southwest ac-
cording to his report to Desert
Magazine readers.

Johnny Mallas sketches some oj the
glyphs which cover the boulders on

the top of the Guijus peak.

the Cftuplt
in tit

Gu.iju.5
By RICHARD VAN VALKENBURGH

/ " i - N E DAY after a trip to the well
\^y known Picture Rocks at the north-

ern end of the Tucson mountains I
mentioned the visit to my friend Miguel, a
Papago Indian from the rancheria of ali'-
chukshaun, or Little Tucson, 70 miles
southwest of Tucson, Arizona.

"Yeh, they're pretty fair. But pretty
scarred up," he grunted. "Let me tell you
about some better than those. My grand-
father told me. Down near the old Papago
campground at ali'bac, 'where little ones
dug a hole,' and which the Mexicans call
Arivaca, there is a whole mountain top
covered with these Indian writings. The
place is north of the village in the Las
Guijus mountains."

Tucking away the odd but rhythmic
name in the back of my mind it was not
until late spring that I heard it mentioned
again. One day Shorty Thome, a former
sailor turned prospector, mentioned that
he owned some claims down at Las Guijus.
He was going down there the following
Sunday to visit an old compadre, Jesus
Canez.

It took a little convincing to assure
Shorty that what little gold I might obtain
was from writing, and not by digging. He
agreed to take me along. So on the fol-
lowing Sunday morning we left Tucson just
as the sun was coming up frem behind the
Rincons. John Mallas, an artist, was the
third member of the party.

Our route lay southward over U. S.
Highway 89. A few miles out of Tucson
we could see in the distance the white
towers and domes of San Xavier as they
gleamed like jewels in the emerald green of
the desert. As we traveled farther south
the growth became more rank and the mes-
quite and palo verde replaced the saguaro.

Around Saguarito and Continental cul-
tivation and the virgin desert had created
their own kaleidoscope of color. Along the
river bottoms the bright green fields were
bordered by cottonwoods. At the river
terraces the olive green of the desert cut
sharply from the fields and swept upward
to the rose-tinted mountains that ended
in the pale blue of the spring sky.
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To Tucson: n

KINSLEY RANCH
(ARIVACA JUNCTION)

• \ FERNSTROM MILL ta«===^
CERRO COLORADO
or HEINTZELMAN MINE

(GHOST TOWN)

SWiCAYE-rANm

^^M&JZ^

At Kinsley Ranch, 37 miles south of
Tucson, we turned off at Arivaca junction.
The graded road led to the west. After
four miles we reached the famous old ranch
of Sopori. Once a populous Sobaipuris In-
dian village in the time of Father Kino, and
the later scene of many Apache raids, So-
pori is now a peaceful spot with its shaded
white buildings and green fields.

On a small spur overlooking Sopori we
stopped at a roadside shrine. Inside a small
rock grotto there stood a diminutive re-
ligious figure. At its feet were candle butts
and scattered about were real and imitation
flowers. Later we learned that this sacred
place was called La Boveda de Santa Rita,
"The Grotto of Santa Rita."

Our road wound up the historic valley
of the Sopori. Deserted adobes, some dat-
ing back into the Spanish era, lay tumbled
into the bloodstained earth where many
a settler had fallen victim to the savagery
of Apache forays. Poking its red head up
in the background of the west lay the
famed rendezvous of the Apache — the
Cerro Colorado.

Fourteen miles west and slightly south
of Kinsley Ranch, we came to a road fork.
The sign on the mail box read Mary G.
and Emma Mine. Before us spread the
'dobe ruins of what had once been a large
mining camp. Taking the side road we
stopped at the top of the hill beside an old
cemetery.

While we counted the 26 lonely graves
Shorty commented, "This is the mass
cemetery where lie a number of Yaqui who

died in a cave-in. Over on that slope is an-
other burying ground. There rest the peo-
ple who were killed during the Apache
raids. For this is the famous old Cerro
Colorado."

The American history of the Cerro Col-
orado began in 1856, a few years after the
Gadsden Treaty. According to Hiram C.
Hodge, an early observer, the first tele-
graph line in Arizona ran between this
mine and the Frowita (Fraquita) 15 miles
to the south.

There is no question that the Spaniards
worked the rich silver lodes of the Cerro
Colorado long before the coming of Anglo-
Americans. For it was at Arivaca, some ten
miles to the south, that the Mission San
Angeles de Quevavi was located in 1739.
This Kino mission was on the upper Santa
Cruz river in the vicinity of present No-
gales, Arizona.

The first American development was be-
gun in 1857 by the Sonora Exploration and
Development company. Sometimes known
as the Heintzelman mine after one of the
stockholders, Major Heintzelman, the
Cerro Colorado was reported by Sylvester
Mowery in 1859 as destined "to become
more famous than any of the great mines
of Old Mexico. From a late letter it is
claimed that the ores thus far smelted yield
the astonishing average of $950 per ton."

Up to the outbreak of the Civil war the
Cerro Colorado produced over $2,000,000
in silver. The Union owners were driven
out. For a time Raphael Plummely, early
author and secessionist took over. But with

the removal of Arizona's garrisons the
Apaches went on the rampage. In a short
time the mines, buildings and hoisting
works were destroyed. The place was aban-
doned.

During the confusion the rich deposits
were high-graded by all who dared come
into the Apache infested country. Large
quantities of ore were taken by Mexicans,
and Patrick Hamilton in 1884 stated that
the town of Saric, Sonora, was built from
the proceeds of the plundered Cerro Colo-
rado.

I soon realized that days could be spent
prowling the Cerro Colorado and the sur-
rounding region. As the objective of the
trip was the Indian glyphs we moved on
toward the Guijus. Our winding road was
slow but good. Gradually we climbed into
a grass covered valley that was bordered by
two slate-colored ridges.

After passing a sign reading Arivaca
Placers we began to see the ruins of adobe
buildings, the evidence of the once popu-
lous mining camp of Las Guijus. In Eng-
lish this translates "rubble or conglom-
erate." Shorty commented on the long since
removed residents of the dwelling, "That's
Pauley's place—he fell down a shaft and
died.

We found Jesus Canez's shack under the
mesquites bordering the draw below the
tungsten mill and airfield of Arizona's big-
gest producers of the metal, Fernstrom and
Co. The old miner was busy crushing tung-
sten float in an old iron crucible when we
drove up. After introductions Johnny and
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I wandered around his place while he and
Shorty caught up with their gossip.

Canez still operated in the methods of
his forefathers. Near his well was an old
style arrastre. His power for moving the
shaft, to which two heavy grinding stones
were attached, were his burros. I had seen
the remains of old arrastres in the La Pla-
cerita region of Newhall, California, but
this was the first time I actually had seen
one working.

After Shorty and Canez had their visit
I learned something of the old miner's life.
He had been born in Arivaca in 1876 and
as a child had known the time when the
Apache were ravaging the region. Very
little of his 70 years had been spent away
from the Arivaca and Guijus region.

I steered the conversation to Indians.
He said, "Si. The old Apache trail came
down through the high country from the
Tucson range. At the Guijus it swung east.
From the Cerro Colorado they raided down
into the Sopori, across the Santa Cruz val-
ley and into the Santa Rita range."

According to Canez, the Guijus and Ari-
vaca country originally had been inhabited
by the Papago. History records that at the
time of Kino, around 1600, the Sobaipuris,
a Piman speaking people dwelt in the re-
gion. Research is yet insufficient to tell
much about these people other than that
they spoke the same language as the Pima
and Papago.

My query as to pottery sherds brought
out that they were to be found on every
wash in the region. Canez's nephew Jose

Q
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Shorty Thome, sailor turned prospector, Jesus Caiiez and his nephew Jose Juan.

Juan had even dug up a whole pot in which
there was the skeleton of an infant. Canez
had been disturbed about that and had
made the boy re-bury the bones.

Shorty Thome looks on as old Jesus Canez pans gravel \rom a nearby placer.
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Taking me to the edge of the wash where
there was a gap in the trees Canez pointed
out northeast to a high barren mountain.
"On top of that mountain there is the
proof that Indians were here. For up there
are picture writings in abundance."

This was the clue I was seeking. Possibly
these were Miguel's glyphs?

Shorty and Canez planned to go up to
Pescara Vieja, the gap in the Guijus range
that leads to Arivaca, to look at some gold
claims. So Johnny and I decided to search
for the Indian writings. We already had
named it Glyph peak.

After crossing the wash we traveled
northeast from Canez's place. As a quartz
vein lay in the direction we traveled, we
had to be careful that we did not tumble
into the prospect holes. Going was fair
if one kept a watch out for Spanish bayo-
nets, opuntia, and bisnaga. There were also
rainbow cacti, ocotillo, and other species
in abundance.

An hour's hike up ravines and over low
hills brought us to the base of the moun-
tain. We took time out in a shady canyon.
While we had found a small series of
glyphs on the hill southward there was no
evidence of Indian occupation along the
banks of the draw.

We heard a rustle in the dense thicket
up the ravine. With a crackling of branches
four javelina, the wild hog of the South-
west, trotted out into the open. With hair
bristling a large boar unhurriedly led the
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