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Top o1 the Hill
4 miles west of
Jacumba, California
Dear Editor:
The Desert Quiz is my favorite indoor
sport. In June and July I missed two questions each. But I am getting better, as I got
them all in the August issue.
Having covered the desert and mountains
for the past 15 years hunting Indian relics,
hot or cold I love it.
HAPPY,
"The Old Man of the Mountains."
All right for you, Happy. You're the
first 100 percenter we've heard about.
You are getting too good—we are going
to make the next Quiz tougher.—Editor.

Pasadena, California
Gentlemen:
We do not know Desert Steve, have not
even had the privilege of visiting his Desert
Center, but our household feels that both he
and Desert Magazine deserve a hand on his
"My Friend, the Tortoise" in July Desert.
Anyone who undertakes the championship
of animals abused by man assuredly has something to say, and Desert Steve knows how to
say it.
Sincerely yours,
LAURA C. PETERS.

1000 Palms Oasis, California
Dear Randall:
Your last issue was so darned good that we
are getting up a few to go over to the Gallup
affair and later maybe attend the snake dance.
That article on the gold was fine as the devil.
Why there must be just lots of gold if only
we knew where to look.
Have had an eventful summer so far. Hiked
up San Jac like I said—not up Snow creek.
Had a four-day hike and I never will do anything quite so foolish. I learned a lot, anyway. It is steep up there, Randall. I lived
through it, and then, from Idyllwild I hiked
down to Palm Springs—and got lost! I had
a potato cork in my canteen. It came out,
and when I stumbled, all the water was lost.
I tried to make it down to Palm Springs via
Tahquitz ridge—about the most foolish thing
I could have done. They found me delirious
in back of the Tahquitz Estates, and the caretakers for the Davis estate found me and revived me. It was worse than a case of dysentery, believe me. My stomach acted up for
a week.
Then there was a tea party that got three
of us. Datura turned out to be a drug stronger
than we expected. I read an article in your
mag about the Dream Plant of the Indians.
We tried it. Randall, it worked! But gosh
sakes, we had nightmares, not dreams, and
fevers up to 106 degrees. Almost killed one
fellow from England. The Indians gave us
some bark to chew on, and it helped a little.
All my regards to you, and being inquisitive, you better not publish any more stories
of dream plants!
PAUL WILHELM.

Roosevelt, Arizona
Dear Mr. Henderson:
Ever since my introduction to the Desert
Magazine—especially since your publication
through Mr. and Mrs. Ruess of their son
Everett's letter to Mr. Reynolds and me — I
have wanted to express our appreciation. The
Desert Magazine is a delightful publication
that holds interest for our entire household.
Yesterday we had a laughable tragedy or a sad comedy — that I described for my
son's memory book. Perhaps it will give you
a smile too, so here it is:
He jell into a cactus—that little boy of
mine:
One would think he had the measles for
he looked as red as wine!
His playmates roared with laughter while
they pulled each cactus spike,
For Charlie did a "strip tease" right there
beside his 'byke'.
Probably many readers have noted in this
issue of D. M. that Mr. Barnes put Globe,
Arizona in Pinal county instead of GILA, a
perhaps natural thing to do with the Pinal
mountains and Pinal creek both right there.
Gila county made an impression on me because it touches Maricopa county on top of
Roosevelt dam—crossing the dam far off its
center. Mr. Reynolds and I were married on
Roosevelt dam and had to be certain the ceremony was performed on the Gila end, having obtained our license in Globe, the county
seat.
Best wishes to you and to all who assist in
making the Desert Magazine so fine.
ELEANOR REYNOLDS.

Dodge City, Kansas
Dear Sir:
The Desert Magazine is the most perfect
and beautiful writing to come out of the west.
I wish I had spare time to write you some of
the many grateful thoughts I have known since
receiving my complete file of the magazine.
For Mr. Henderson, the editor, I want to
suggest a new and novel way to reach the
Natural Bridge, Death Valley: Ship your car
from El Centro to Indio. Take your kayak
and hitchhike up to the south tip of Salton
sea. Paddle up to the north end of the sea.
Hike up to Indio. Drive from there via Cottonwood springs, Pinto basin, Twentynine
Palms, Warren's well, Old Woman springs,
Box S ranch, Victorville, Randsburg, InyoKern, Brown, Mountain springs (visit Shultz
who came to California via Cape Horn).
Go on to Darwin, after you visit the 5,000
pictographs in Box canyon. Take the old
Eichbaum toll road (if you can). Turn off in
the direction of Skidoo and go through Wildrose canyon to Indian ranch and the Ghost
town of Ballarat, and on toward Granite
wells.
And now for the unusual—to enter Death
Valley via Wingate pass. Drive or push your
car up the steep pitch where the old Twenty
mule team borax trains used to follow the
old Monorail trestle. Try to average 10 miles
an hour for several hours, and you will really
reach Death Valley, and not far from Bad
Water find a sign, Natural Bridge.
Wingate pass is a road of memories. The
old Twenty mule team borax trains used to
ply that way from Death Valley to Mojave
and the railroad. In 1937, in a low Chrysler
8 sedan I drove out of Death Valley over
Wingate pass. Scraped bottom a thousand
times in four hours. All tenderfeet avoid this
road. If at any time your car gets discouraged,
just leave it and send for one of Ben Hulse's
Caterpillars. You'll make it easily from there
on.
To anyone who does not enjoy Death Valley I will pay $100 to find me a more beautiful place.
HARRY L. ALESON.

Pasadena, California
Gentlemen:
Enclosed please find $1.00 for a binder for
my husband's recent copies of the DM. He
has all the first copies in a binder that we
bought in May, but he needs another.
We enjoy reading all of the magazine. Don't
let anyone make you think that it should be
changed very much, and keep up the good old
average by limiting your articles to about
the length they are now. At least that is
what we like.
ADA GIDDINGS.

Hard
Rock Shorty
of . . .
Death
Valley
By LON GARRISON
"Someway," philosophized Hard
Rock Shorty, "it's the onexpected
that gits you. Things you is used to
don't bother you usually no more'n
your wife does. But when changes
comes, trouble begins. Like Wally
Wilson's chickens over here by
Wild Rose."
Hard Rock stuffed his battered
corncob with tobacco, borrowed a
match, and went on with his story.
"Wally an' his Missus was livin'
over there by Deep Spring, an' Mrs.
Wally got tired o' the lonesomeness
when Wally was out workin' on his
claim. So she went out an' got herself a dozen chickens to keep her
company as well as lay a egg or
two—she hoped. The chickens did
fine. Only she hadn't figgered on
the wind. There at Deep Spring it
blows about 30 mile a hour from
the east, an' has bio wed that way
ever' day n' night for 40 years.
"First off, it like to blowed them
chickens away 'til the old lady got
em anchored down to rocks an' the
like. An' then after a week or two
they sort o' got used to it, an' got
into the habit o' leanin' into the
wind as they walked around the
yard. It wasn't long 'til they all developed a sort of permanent tilt to
the east — just walked that way
natural.
"In fact, them chickens got so
used to leanin' on the wind, that
one day when the wind stopped
right dead all of a sudden, they all
toppled over. She never could get
'em back up again 'til the wind
started blowin' once more."
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AUGUST, 1939
28- M Western division of American
Mining congress meets at Salt
Lake City.
31 to Sept. 4 Nevada state fair and
rodeo at Fallon.

2 Corn dance at Acoma, New Mexico.
2-4 Dig-N-Dogie Days fiesta at Kingman, Arizona.
2-4 Fiesta at Santa Fe, New Mexico.
Col. T. B. Catron, chairman.
2-4 Annual rodeo at Winnemucca, Nevada.
3-4 San Pedro valley rodeo at Benson,
Arizona.
3-4 New Mexico State Game Protective
Ass'n., meets at Carlsbad.
4 Labor Day stampede at Duchesne
Utah.
7-9 Beaver county fair, Milford, Utah.
E. S. Holmes, manager.
8-9 Peach Day at Brigham, Utah. W .
L. Hoist, manager.
12 Corn dance at Santa Clara pueblo,
New Mexico.
14-16 Annual rodeo at Vernal, Utah.
Ralph Watson, secretary.
15-16 Mexican Independence Day fiesta
at Phoenix.
15-17 New Mexico federation of labor
meets at Carlsbad.
15-17 Northern Arizona livestock show
and county fair at Holbrook, Arizona.
16 Deer hunting season opens in Imperial and San Diego counties,
California.
16-17 Mexican Independence day fiesta
at Agua Prieta—across the border
from Douglas, Arizona.
19 St. Joseph's Day fiesta at Laguna
pueblo, New Mexico.
20-23 Bi-State fair at Clovis, New Mexico. A. W . Anderson, manager.
22-24 Antelope Valley fair, Lancaster,
California. Tom Foley, chairman.
23 to Oct. 7 Second annual photographic exhibit at Museum of
Northern Arizona, Flagstaff.
24 ;:o Oct. 1 New Mexico State fair at
Albuquerque. L. N . Harms, secretary.
28-30 Cochise county fair, Douglas,
Arizona.
pueblo,

30 Fiesta de San Geronimo at Taos and
other pueblos in New Mexico.
30 Central New Mexico Teachers' Association meets at Santa Fe.
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SPLIT MOUNTAIN CANYON, California. Photograph by Hulbert Burroughs, Los Angeles.
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29 Sundown dance at Taos
New Mexico.
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By ROBERT W. CLARKE
Tucson, Arizona
Awarded second prize in the July contest of the
Desert Magazine. Taken with a Rolleiflex camera,
£3,5, 1/50 second, at f8, 4:00 p. m. in July, 1939.
First prize in the July photographic contest was
awarded to Frank Ordway, Claremont, California.
His picture, "Yucca," was of such quality it is to be
used later as a cover for the Desert Magazine.

In addition to the prize winners the judges in the
July contest rated the following entries as having
unusual merit:
"Sunset Clouds" by A. R. Leding, State College,
New Mexico.
"Boulder Dam" by Edith Kolb Lehnert, Grand Canyon, Arizona.
"Superstition Mountain" by Fred Hankins, Taft,
California.
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Seven years ago Nina and Steve Shumway filed
on a homestead high UD in the Santa Rosa mountains on the rim of the Southern California Desert.
Nina held down the claim while Steve worked in
his date garden in the Coachella valley to grubstake the project. And now their home is completed
and Uncle Sam has given them a deed to the property. Here is Mrs. Shumway's story of their experience—a story that will be a revelation to those
Americans who thought the pioneering days in the
west were over.

4jatd Rock
•Horn el teadeti
By NINA PAUL SHUMWAY

r

HE pioneers of the midwestern prairies plowed out
patents to their government homesteads with ox teams.
The settlers of the Northwest hewed theirs out with
axes. We blasted out our title to 640 acres on the side of
Asbestos mountain in Southern California's Santa Rosa range
with dynamite.
We filed on our claim 4300 feet up on the mountainside
overlooking the Colorado desert in 1932. From that time
until October, 1937, when we finally had complied with
Uncle Sam's requirements for a stock-raising homestead we
used enough dynamite to operate a huge quarry. We moved
literally tons upon tons of granite.
It was our own idea. We wanted that kind of a homestead. We loved the granite tors and terraces of Asbestos
mountain and we purposely selected one of the most precipitous slopes as the site for our cabin. The beauty of this
spot would be ample compensation for the toil that was
necessary.
During the five years we spent in creating our mountain
home our symphony was the music of hammer on drill steel
with the inevitable crescendo of an echoing blast—followed
by the steady staccato of pickpoints on stone. What would
have taken five minutes with a shovel in ordinary soil, required two hours of drilling, a charge of dynamite, and a
long session with a pick, before we were ready even to begin to shovel.
From the time we began to build our three miles of road
to connect with the Palms-to-Pines highway until our walls
were erected, we blasted our way. And I mean we, for 118
pounds of woman with a five-foot crowbar, enough enthusiasm, and a proper leverage can "wrestle ' boulders right along
with the men.
Clearing the building site, developing a spring in Grapevine creek and piping the water three quarters of a mile to
SEPTEMBER,

1939

Nina and Steve Shumway

the house, sinking postholes for fences, in fact every improvement went ahead to the accompaniment of violent explosions and mighty showers of dust and splintered granite.
We built "The Tors" in a wilderness — a wilderness that
howls at times when the fogs from the Pacific roll in over
the ridge and the wind comes raging across the flat as if it
were trying to tear the mountain in fragments and hurl them
into the great warm bowl of the desert thousands of feet
below. Yet in spite of all our blasting and building the wilderness still predominates. But it is a bright, beautiful wilderness—not a waste.
Pinon pines, juniper, scrub oak, buckthorn, mountain mahogany—all the hardy members of the Southwest's dwarf
forest, as well as many small shrubs and bushes, march in
verdant armies up the rugged slopes whose turrets and bastions are brilliantly etched with lichens; or troop down into
the ravines where several kinds of rich forage grass follow
the stream beds, sustained by moisture stored in the gravel
from the winter's run-off or torrential summer thunderstorms.
So plentiful is herbage that for many years, at certain seasons, cattlemen on the other side of the mountain have run
stock through this area.
In spring the graveled benches are carpeted with flowers.
The rocky steeps burst into bloom. Paintbrush, encelias, pentstemon, mallow, all the cactus and yucca tribes display glorious

