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Reno, Nevada
Editor, Desert Magazine:
I've been reading Marshal South's diary in
your interesting magazine each month. Until
recently, I had a great desire to visit this unusual family in its desert retreat on Ghost
mountain.
But after reading the "trail sign" near Yaquitepec which you published in your October
number, I've lost interest in Ghost mountain.
There's too much regimentation up there.
With all the faults of our civilized communities, we can still wear the kind of clothes we
wish. But at Yaquitepec they post a notice
telling visitors what to wear and what to go
without.
I love the desert country because of the freedom we enjoy in Nature's great outdoors.
But as far as I am concerned Yaquitepec is
just another one of those places where they
herd you around and tell you what to do.
REX VANDEVENTER.

Silver Peak, Nevada
Dear Mr. Henderson:
I got a pleasant surprise when I turned to
page 30 of the Desert Magazine of October
and saw the picture of the stage in the old
Piper Opera House, in Virginia City, Nevada.
I heard many interesting things about it, of
Mark Twain's lectures, and old time actors
who played there as I had friends who liv< d
in Virginia City and Carson City for many
years, but I was too dumb to remember them.
So I am not writing to win the prize, but
just to tell you why this picture interested
me.
On that stage, May 28, 1908, I took the
part of White Fawn, the Indian girl in
The Girl of the Golden West, with Leo C.
Bell, leading man and Rose Bell Marston as
Girl of the Golden West. Dozens of girls
who played there had written their names on
the walls of the ladies' dressing rooms, and of
course I too put the name I played under,
Zetta DeMognette, on the wall of the room
I had, where no doubt it still is.
MRS. F. M. HUGHES.
Tucson, Arizona
Dear Mr. Henderson:
In your September number of the Desert
Magazine—"Cochise No Take Cattle." Of
course he didn't. Mr. Sherman Baker said so,
and so did Cochise.
It is hard to think of a savage who was
capable of no greater atrocity than tieing down
his victim in the hot sun and enticing ants
into his propped-open mouth with a line of
honey, and listening to his screams of agony
—being the author of a crime so great as
stealing and lying. No doubt he was the soul
of honor, this victim of pale-face treachery.
Excerpt from letters written by some of the
pioneers of Arizona: "More than 100 of our
citizens were murdered by these Indians
(Apaches) in the face of a treaty they had
broken without provocation."
And again:
". . . the Mexican alcalde acknowledging that
the Apaches had habitually stolen property
from the whites in Arizona and ran it into
Mexico, and that his government could not
afford him protection."

Rocks in Joshua Tree national monument described in Howard H. Pattee's letter on this page
It is well known that even before the white
man came to Arizona the Apaches had for
ages made their living by stealing from other
tribes who were agricultural, and much less
warlike. Why such a change of heart toward
the white man?
Noble Cochise! It is a hundred to one his
people stole the cattle, and he lied. Anyway,
Mr. Baker, it was a pretty story.
GEO. W. BAYLOR.
• •
•
Seattle, Washington
Dear Miss Harris:
We have now reached the two year stage of
Desert Magazine readers and it makes one
have a pretty good feeling, especially since
we have just returned from another wonderful
trip into your country. We thought you might
like to know about some of our ramblings as
we saw so many places that had been written
about by other desert lovers in your magazine.
We left late in August and went to Yellowstone national park by the way of the Bitter
Roots and they were particularly lovely at
that time of the year. Old Faithful came up
to all of our expectations—just about the
loveliest sight that one could see on this
wonderful earth of ours—and we also enjoyed
the rest of the park. We then went on down
through the Teton range and they were really beautiful. Then on down through "The
Hills of Old Wyoming" to Denver and Colorado Springs, where we had a most enjoyable time at the famous Antlers hotel. And so
on down south, over Raton pass and over the
Santa Fe trail to Santa Fe and we were fortunate enough to arrive there at the time of the
Fiesta—thanks to the information received in
the Desert Magazine calendar. I wonder if
an article could be written about this historic
event and, what we consider, the most colorful place we have ever been. We stayed at
La Fonda and only left with the regret that
we could not stay—just a little longer. From
there we went on to Albuquerque and Oh,
how the time flew from there to Riverside.
There were so many things to see and so many
blankets and so much beautiful pottery to
buy and we could hardly go through the Navajo reservation and not stop at every little rug
stand as they are so pretty.
The people through New Mexico, Arizona
and California seemed to be a little more
friendly than anybody we have ever encountered. Even the man at Amboy, in the heart of
the Mojave desert, at Bender s Service station.
We stopped there for gas and when one of

us asked him if it would be cooler as we
went on he said he could not say but said,
"You folks have come a long way, many
miles, and have spent many dollars in order
that you could have a change of scenery from
what you have been accustomed to and after
all that is wha-t we take vacations for." I
believe that is about the nicest way he could
have expressed it. Don't you? We thought you
might like to know how one man in the
heart of the desert can cheer us on our way.
From Barstow we came through the Joshua
trees—one of nature's most beautiful sights.
They must be beautiful when they are in
bloom. Would it be possible to have an article about these "miracle trees" and perhaps
a photograph or two?
And so we arrived in Los Angeles and on
back to Seattle but we want to thank you in
behalf of the Desert Magazine for the many
articles about the country through which we
passed and hope at some future time, not too
far away, to be able to see the Southwest
again.
With best personal wishes, I am
E. F. PORTER.
•

•

©

Claremont, California
My dear Mr. Henderson:
I am sending enclosed two pictures that
you may want to use. They show a rare example of natural "opus antiquum" that is to
be found on the road to Key's View from 29
Palms. It is visible from the road but it is
rather difficult to see as the "wall" is the
same color as the surrounding granite. This
line is visible for several hundred feet but
in only one small section does it attain the
height shown in the pictures. The maximum
elevation above the base is 4 feet and 6
inches. All of the rocks shown are loose. As
far as any direct observation will permit, the
rocks on the top are the same material and
composition as the basic granite out of which
the wall seems to emerge. In addition to the
structural and material peculiarity it is remarkable that a "dry masonry wall" of this
age could stand so long in an area known
to have had many earthquakes
I will be glad to give you more information if you wish. We enjoy the Desert Magazine regularly and congratulate you on its
continued improvement. Incidentally we can
recommend the "Big Rock Country" as having some of the best air raid shelters in the
world.
Yours until Quail springs becomes a "military objective."
HOWARD H. PATTEE.
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NOV. 29-30—Fiesta Days in Brawley
California.
29-30 Barry
trated
down
Heard

Goldwater to give illustalk on his recent trip
the Colorado river, at
Museum, Phoenix, Ariz.

DEC. 2 Argentinita's field company of
Spanish dancers, on artist series
of University of Arizona, Tucson.
2-3 Papago Fiesta celebrating feast
of San Xavier, patron saint of
the Old Mission, San Xavier
Mission, Tucson, Arizona. Evening events begin 7:30; solemn
services 9:30 a.m., Dec. 3- Juan
Davis, chairman.
5

Imperial Valley Associated chambers of commerce convention, Calexico, California.
Imperial Highway association to
meet in El Centro, California.

8

Third annual amateur rodeo,
sponsored by I m p e r i a 1-Yuma
Peace Officers, at Imperial county
fair grounds, Imperial, California.

10-JAN. 2 Christmas festival in Madrid, New Mexico.
12

Fiesta of Nuestra Senora de Guadalupe, Santa Fe, New Mexico.

14-15 Southern California Sierra club
members will explore Menagerie
and Pastel canyons in the Mojave desert. For map and further
information see Desert Magazine,
December 1939. Leaders: Russell
and Peggy Hubbard, 2071 Balmer Dr., NOrmandie 5682, Los
Angeles, California.
15
Sixth annual dog show, Palm
Springs, California. Open air
showing, all breeds.
24

Night
procession with
cedar
torches, Taos Pueblo, New Mexico.

24

Christmas Eve Nativity scenes,
Santa Fe, New Mexico.
Dances after midnight mass, Indian Pueblos of New Mexico.
Jaycee Christmas Tree at Phoenix,
Arizona High school stadium.
Mat Meyers, chairman.
Indian Deer Dance, Taos Pueblo, New Mexico.

24
24

25

28-29 Pushawalla Canyon and Willis
Palms, north of Edom, to be visited by Sierra club. See map and
story in Desert Magazine, December 1937. Leader: Tom Noble, 3005 Fanita St., OLympia
5517, Los Angeles, California.
28-JAN. 1 Southwestern Sun Carnival
and Sun Bowl football game, El
Paso, Texas.
29

Annual rendition of "The Messiah" by Salt Lake Oratorio society, with Salt Lake Tabernacle
Choir and assisting artists. W.
Jack Thomas, chairman, Union
Pacific Bldg., Salt Lake City,
Utah.

DECEMBER,

1940

Volume 4

DECEMBER, 1940

Number 2

Reproduction from water color by Parke Vawter.
Comment from Desert Magazine readers . . .
Current events on the desert
WHEN SANTA COMES TO THE DESERT,
and other poems
LOST TREASURE Lost Silver of Pish-la-ki
By CHARLES KELLY
PHOTOGRAPHY Prize winning pictures in October
MINERALS
The Rillensteine Case
By J. D. LAUDERMILK
WEATHER
October temperatures on the desert
PERSONALITY
Cartoonist of the Desert Country
By MRS. WHITE MOUNTAIN SMITH . . .
BOTANY
Wild Hollyhocks of the Desert
By MARY BEAL
FRONTIER LIFE
Traders at The Gap
By MORA McMANIS BROWN
PUZZLE
TRUE
OR FALSE, a test of your desert knowledge
ADVENTURE
They Got Their Geodes
By NELLE C. EWING
TRAVELOG
Trail to 49 Palms
By RANDALL HENDERSON
HOBBY
Cactus—edited
by LUCILE HARRIS
FICTION
Hard Rock Shorty of Death Valley
By LON GARRISON
BOOKS
DEVELOPMENT GOLDEN MIRAGES, and other reviews . . . .
Water Now Flows Through the Dunes
NEWS
By LARRY D. WOLMAN
PLACE NAMES Here and There on the Desert
DIARY
Origin of names in the Southwest
November at Yaquitepec
HOBBY
By MARSHAL SOUTH
Gems and Minerals—
MINING
edited by ARTHUR L. EATON
LANDMARK
Briefs from the desert region
Piper's Opera House
COMMENT
By RUTH C. FERRON
Just Between You and Me—by the Editor . . .

COVER
LETTERS
CALENDAR
POETRY

2
3
4
5
9
10
12
13
16
17
20
21
24
28
29
30
32
34
36
37
39
43
44
46

The Desert Magazine is published monthly by the Desert Publishing Company, 636
State Street, El Centro, California. Entered as second class matter October 11, 1937, at
the post office at El Centro. California, under the Act of March 3, 1879. Title registered
No. 358865 in U. S. Patent Office, and contents copyrighted 1940 by the Desert Publishing
Company. Permission to reproduce contents must be secured from the editor in writing.
RANDALL HENDERSON, Editor.
TAZEWELL H. LAMB and LUCILE HARRIS, Associate Editors.
Richard B. Older, Advertising Representative, 416 Wall St., Los Angeles, Calif. Phone TR 1501
Manuscripts and photographs submitted must be accompanied by full return postage. The Desert Magazine assumes no responsibility for damage or loss of manuscripts
or photographs although due care will be exercised for their safety. Subscribers should
send notice of change of address to the circulation department by the fifth of the month
preceding issue.
SUBSCRIPTION RATES: 1 year $2.50 — 2 years $4.00 — 3 years $5.00
GIFT SUBSCRIPTIONS: 1 subscription $2.50 — two $4.00 —• three $5.00
Canadian subscriptions 25c extra, foreign 50c extra
Address subscription letters and correspondence to Desert Magazine, El Centro, California

Santa Gam&i ta tUe
BY ELWOOD LLOYD

Illustration by Norton Allen
Oh Gee! Gosh-golly, and Dag-nab!
(Hearty North-Pole
swearing)
They look so pretty, but how they grab!
(It's cholla that Santa's wearing)
Their waxen spines, in the Christmas moon
Shine like silver floss or a silk cocoon
But their barbs are sharp as a steel
harpoon
And into my hide they're tearing.

1 swan, I vow, and I do declare,
(Hove Arctic Circle cussing)
I've trekked this desert with wary care
(It's cholla he's still discussing)
But the dad-burn things jump out and snag
A traveler's clothes and dunnage bag
And tear good pants almost to rag.
Small wonder that I'm fussing.

My delivery schedule's shot all to heck!
(Note Santa's execrating)
And my temper's snarled in a bloomin' wreck.
(Cholla's so aggravating)
I just touched one in passing by
And a hundred smote me hip and thigh.
I like this old desert, but my, oh my—•
a lolla s most exasperating !

EXILE

DESERT CHRISTMAS

CHRISTMAS STAR

BY ADELIA M. PRUDDEN

BY GRACE CULBERTSON

Morro Bay, California

San Diego, California

BY ROBERTA CHILDERS

Fallon, Nevada
I'm grey and gold-flecked high grade,
A chunk of ore in a ring,
Polished rare like the piece of jade
That graced an ancient Ming.
The man who wears me treats a whim,
For he never worked a mine.
The hole that coined me means to him
More gilt-edged stock to sign.
I was blasted from the earth's deep womb,
Picked from out the muck;
They took me to his silken room,
Said, "Here's a piece for luck."
Since then I've traveled from Nome to Castile,
But you miners will understand
When I say it's lonely. I want to feel
The touch of a kindred hand.

JUST CLOUDS
BY EDWIN S. GILES

Goldfield, Nevada
There are clouds that teem with moisture,
There are clouds that promise rain,
But they rapidly drift past us
And are never seen again.
There are clouds so dark and threatening
As though rain, it surely must:
But they vanish o'er the hill top
Leaving us with clouds — of dust.

Green mistletoe in gay festoons was strung
By nature's own artistic hand, and hung
In banners from the cottonwoods age old
Beside a stream the sunset turned to gold.
And desert holly one of us renamed
"Holly Immaculate" and so proclaimed
Was woven into silvery wreaths to hang
While mocking birds at Christmas midnight
sang.
The skies were blue, the sun shone warm and
bright,
And stars were big and close above at night.
With one great star a scintillating gem
We thought must be the star of Bethlehem.
The shepherd's camp
Gleamed friendly in
glow,
And we could hear
bark
That told the flocks
dark.

To find the Christmas Star I'd leave the sea
And seek the solitude of desert sands;
For in still places hide the holy lands:
High desert skies are full of mystery
And there a star could lead men easily.
The shepherds and the wisemen and the bands
That crossed old deserts from the caravans
That keep the pilgrim willing company.
Not Galilee or any other sea
Nor pleasant places of your land or mine
Were half so fraught with strange expectancy
As are these quiet sands that hold the key
To some forgotten peace, some shining shrine,
Some promise past the last Gethsemane.

fires on a high plateau
the night like candles
the watchful

CREED OF THE DESERT

herd-dogs

B Y J U N E L E MERT PAXTON

were safe there in the

Yucca Valley, California
I'm a harmless native
Just out for a whirl;
I'm an old sand-devil
Just taking a twirl.

And peace was there, goodwill to fellow man,
With understanding of our Saviour's plan,
For He was host it seemed, and graciously
Gave unto us His hospitality.
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