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Desert Calendar

Jan. 28-Feb. 3—Open golf tournament,
Tucson, Arizona.

Jan, 31-Feb. 1—Sierra club official hike,
Rabbit peak, Santa Rosa mountains.
Meet at Borrego, California. Bill
Henderson, leader,

Jan. 31-Feb. 1—Second annual Thunder-
bird Ski meet, Arizona Snow bowl,
Flagstaff, Arizona.

Feb. 6-7—First annual Carrot Festival of
Imperial Valley, Holtville, Calif.

Feb. 7-8—Sierra club, All-American ca-
nal camp and desert hike in Oro-
copia - Chocolate mountains area.
Camp in desert wash about four
miles from Mecea. Jim Gorin and
Russell Hubbard, leaders.

Feb. 8—Snow Basin giant Slalom, Snow
Basin, Utah,

Feb. 9—Intermountain jumping cham-
pionships, Ecker Hill, Utah.

Feb. 10-15—Livestock show, Tucson,
Arizona.

Feb. 11-15—Riverside County Fair and
Date Festival, Indio, California.

Feb. 11-15—Pima County fair, Tucson,
Arizona.

Feb. 14-15—Third annual championship
Silver Spur rodeo, sponsored by
Junior chamber of commerce, Tu-
cson, Arizona.

Feb. 15—Intermountain invitational gi-
ant slalom, Ephraim canyon, Eph-
raim, Utah.

Feb. 20-22—Annual Ski Carnival, Ari-
zona Snow Bowl, Flagstaff, Ariz.

Feb. 20-23—23rd annual Fiesta de Los
Vaqueros, Tucson, Arizona,

Feb. 21-22—University of Nevada Win-
ter Carnival and Pacific Northwest
Intercollegiate meet, Mt. Rose, Nev.

Feb. 22—Lecture, "National Parks and
Monuments of the Southwest” by
Frank A. Schilling, Southwest mu-
seum, Highland Park, Los Angeles,
California,

Feb. 22—Intermountain cross - country
championships at Brighton, Utah.

Feb. 28-29—Four-way invitational win-
ter sports meet, Provo, Utah.

Feb. 28-March 7—Imperial County fair.
County fair grounds, Imperial, Cali-
fornia,

Feb. 290—Annual Dons club Trek to Su-
perstition Mountains, from Phoenix,
Arizona.

Feb. 20"The Jarabe Dancers,” lecture,
Southwest Museum, Highland Park,
Los Angeles, California.

Each Saturday until June 1 — Palm
Springs Desert Breakfast rides, with
guests of all Palm Springs, Cali-
tornia, hotels participating.

Each Saturday until June 1 — Palm
Springs Sunfun hikes to study plant
life and geology of Colorado desert
and mountain canyons. Desert Mu-
seumn naturalists give explanatory
talks. Palm Springs, California.
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The aunthor, an amateur geologist and rock collector, spent
two days in the cavern on one trip, méing measurements
and notes.

Dick Throp made a hazardous climb to reach this little
niche in one of the calcinm-lined rooms deep in the heart
of the mountain.

Ope‘cdt[on I«(rzdezy‘zoand/

Curiosity led two Tucson deer-hunters to crawl
through a tiny hole in the side of Catalina moun-
tains—and what they found was a beautiful cavern
lined with stalactites and stalagmites. This cave in
Peppersauce canyon has not yet been fully ex-
plored. but here are some glimpses of its exquisite
formations, given by a writer who has spent many
days in its depths.

By JOHN PRISER

Photos by Herb Paustian and Bob Holmes for
Western Ways

WHEN Herb Paustian suggested that I go with him in

search of a little-known cave in the Catalina mountains

north of Tucson, Arizona, 1 needed no second invita-
tion. Herb is a professional photographer and I am a rock col-
lector—and the prospect of exploring a new cave held great
possibilities for both of us.

According to the meager information we had, hunters in the
Catalina mountains had come upon a small cave opening par-
tially concealed by brush and rocks. Such openings are not un-
usual in the Catalinas,

Charles Yerington and Dick Throp, on a deer-hunting trip,
had wriggled their way along the little tunnel to where it
emerged in a roomy cavity. Flashing their lights around the
walls they spied another opening—the entrance to another tun-
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nel. Crawling along this a distance of 30 feet they found them-
selves in a much larger room. Here the beauty of the cavern
began to unfold. From the ceiling hung great stalactites, and
in the shadowy background were turrets and domes and castles
—the exquisite carving accomplished by Nature over a long
period of years.

Returning to Tucson, the hunters told friends about the dis-
covery and Herb became enthusiastic over a possible trip to the
cave. "There'll be some fine shots for my camera,”’ he said,
“and you'll find new specimens for your rock collections. There
is said to be a deep waterhole at the end of the cavern.”

The following Sunday we drove north from Tucson on
Route 80, through Oracle on Route 77, past the Three C ranch,
then two and one-half miles beyond Peppersauce canyon. It was
just daylight when we parked our car near a large stone bridge.
From here the cave was 100 yards upstream on the north side
of the wash, 4450 feet above sea level. Charles and Dick led us
through the tunnel. Herb and I followed with lights and tools.
Bob Holmes and Jim Bryant, co-workers of Herb'’s, completed
the party, carrying photographic supplies and a 50-foot rope.

After crawling on hands and knees for about five feet, we
reached the first small room. We lit our lanterns and adjusted
our gear for the next crawl down a narrow, sloping 30-foot
tunnel. At the end of the passageway, we shed our packs of
food, water, extra flash bulbs and coats and played our lights
about the room. We gasped in amazement at the white-coated
walls and ceiling and at the long glistening stalactites.
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A the party penetr:
the previous ones. 1t does not r
tree on the ri

I examined the walls and found the whiteness was due to
heavy deposits of calcium carbonate which resulted from the
slow dripping and evaporation of mineral-laden water. The
stalactites, too, were of the same composition. In other parts
of the cave, where the operation was in more advanced stages,
huge spikey stalagmites rose from the floor beneath the stalac-
i Many of these formations are still “'growing"—that is,
water still drips slowly from the end of the stalactites, settling
on the tip of the stalagmites below.

We thought perhaps the age of the cave might |
by the size of these formations, but later Dr. McKee, head
the department of geology at the University of Arizona, assured
me that size had no bearing. The rate of evaporation vari
cording to the circulation of air through the cave and the amount
of mineral in the water. Recently-opened mine shafts will some-
times contain fairly large stalactites after 10 or 20 years. Where
conditions are not so favorable, many years are required for even
a diminutive stalactite to form. It seems safe to assume, how-
ever, that our cave is many centuries old, for some of the depos-
its we found were mammoth and the evaporation process at best
is extremely slow.

We noticed a current of air moving toward the entrance as we
headed into the next room—which was even larger. Here the
formations were gigantic and the farther we proceeded the more
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amazing the sights became. My companions were stopping
frequently to adjust their photographic equipment, which gave
me time to search for rocks. I held a faint hope that we might
uncover some sign of former Indian occupancy or even recent
animal life, but was rewarded only by a few wildcat tracks and
some bat dung in one of the rooms.

While I was in a corner measuring one of the largest stalag-
mites, Herb called, "Hey, fellows! Get the lights ready. Here's
a bridge.”

I hurried over to find the others standing under a h na-
tural rock arch about eight feet from the ground. Where we
stood then a stream of water probably had once rushed thrcugh
the cave, carving a large hole in this deposit of solid limestonc
to form a brid

Leaving the

‘le. The ceiling sloped into the w
floor. Pipe-organ stalactites hung 30 feet overhead and from the
walls long, ribbon-like fins loomed out, gracefully d
ends. One huge cluster, composed of several small
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The entrance of the cave, well camouflaged in the center
of the picture, is about 30 feet above the floor of the arroyo.

It was in this room that I came upon the bat dung. This puz-
zled me, for it did not seem likely that bats would enter from
the low opening we had used. That fact, plus the current of air
we had all noticed, indicated that some other opening lay at
the end or along one of the passages we had not penetrated.

Absorbed in probing one of these little corridors, I hadn’t
noticed thie others pass ahead until Bob shouted, ""Come over
here and have a lcok. Where do you suppose this long shaft

oes?”’

The others were casting their lantern lights down a long
tunnel that sloped at a 45-degree angle to water level. The
smooth surface was in such a contrast to the boulders and jag-
ged floors we had passed over that we began to speculate. A
shift in the limestone strata couldn’t have left the smooth round
crevice. We concluded that only the force of running water
could have carved the shaft,

Nearing the water hole, which was about 30 feet in diameter,
we had to pick our way carefully. The last room was muddy and
wet and the ground showed signs of a recent cave-in. Edging
our way out to the end of the slippery ledge, we peered down
and back under the ledge at the pool. As it was too far to jump,
we used the rope to lower ourselves, Again we had to tread care-
fully on the mud, as the floor sloped steeply to the water and
on down 20 feet below water level. We took turns being low-
ered by our heels to reach down for as cool and clear a drink of
water as we ever tasted. On a later trip my companions tried
swimming in the water hole, and found the water so cold that
steam enveloped their bodies when they emerged from the pool.
Air temperature here, as it was throughout the cave, was 70
degrees.

On this first excursion, we were inside the pitch-black in-
terior for over nine hours. When at last we emerged, the daz-
zling light from the late afternoon sun nearly blinded us. Tired,
dirty and scratched from the rough rocks, we piled in the car
for the trip back to Tucson.

There 1 learned that the land surrounding the cave belongs
to the Coronado national forest on lease to the Three C ranch
for grazing. The probability of the Peppersauce canyon's cave
being commercially exploited is slight because of larger and
more accessible tourist-attracting caves in this part of the South-
west. Local publicity, however, has drawn the attention of many
young explorers who consider it a lark to inch through the long
tunnel at the mouth and scramble over rocks and through crev-
ices down long passageways hundreds of feet to the pools of
water at the end.

But this is not the end of the cave story. I have been back six
times since we first started to explore and still haven't seen it all.
My map shows seven known passageways still to be explored.
The flow of air along the main passage toward the entrance
also indicates an entrance that has not been discovered.

Making the map took two days of work inside the cave, With
a U. 8. Army engineer’s compass, a sight level and a 50-foot
measuring tape, a large scale map of each room and passageway
was made on cross section paper with details as to compass bear-
ings, length, height, slope. Later the 22 detailed maps were
combined on a master drawing with explanatory notes added.

Dr. Carpenter, head of the Department of Entomology at
Harvard university, was vacationing in Tucson last summer
when he heard of the cave and asked me to guide him through.
We planned only a short stay because, the scientist explained,
insects would be found only within 20 or 30 feet from the
opening. To Dr. Carpenter’s surprise, we found an odd species
of spider and cave crickets as far inside as 200 feet from the
entrance,

That day 50 or 60 different insects were taken from the cave.
Many were extra large specimens of blind cave crickets with
long jumping legs and no eyes, black dirt beetles, small flies,
moths, spiders and others. Dr. Carpenter explained that the
cave crickets are one of the mysteries of science. They are found
in many caves in all parts of the world, yet they cannot travel
from one cave to another. This type of cricket would die with-
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out moisture, moderate temperature and protective darkness.
Obviously it could not travel across hundreds of miles of desert
from one cave to another. Even if the crickets had been isolated
in their own vicinity long before the desert took shape, it is a
scientific marvel that cave crickets are identical the world over
even today,

You never know what you'll find next in a cave. Although
our explorations yielded no gems of value, or evidence of In-
dian occupancy, my third trip was especially rewarding. Deep
inside the cave I discovered some unusual-shaped crystals in a
wet section previously overlooked. Protruding upward from the
floor of a very narrow crevice were sharp pointed pure white
crystals of calcium. They were neither stalagmites or stalactites.
Each point was similar to all the other points—a three sided,
straight edged pattern of crystalline form. They were definitely
the result of precipitation, not evaporation.

Explorers of this cave—or any cave—may well take a tip or
two from veterans. Ample light is one of the first requisites.
The Peppersauce Canyon cave is very irregular, and it would be
almost impossible for anyone to get out safely without light. A
good flashlight with extra batteries is the most reliable source,
although a carbide miner’s lamp is also excellent if you know
how to handle one.

The science of cave exploring is known as speleology. Any-
body who explores the underground caverns, whether just for
the thrill of a new adventure or in search of a scientific horizon,
may call himself a speleologist. Many may find hidden treas-
ures, but the surest reward is a chance for good exercise and a
better understanding of geology. Banded together, explorers of
caves have organized the National Speleological society with
headquarters in Washington, D. C. Bulletins are sent regularly
to members showing the location of newly discovered caves and
telling stories of the experiences of member speleologists all
over the world.
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The Canyon vak, found in the Pinyon pine belt of the

higher desert ranges, varies in size from a shrub to a 60-

foot tree. Both toothed and entire leaves are seen on the
branch pictured bere. Beal photo.

Ok Trees on

peje‘zz‘ /% ountain’

By MARY BEAL

LTHOUGH oak trees belong to one of the most im-

portant and widely distributed genera in the northern

hemisphere, it is surprising to find so many species na-
tive to the desert mountains.

The background of the oak’s distinction reaches to antiquity
when it was prominent in legend and mythological lore, The
Druids held it sacred, together with the mistletoe growing on
its branches. Oak groves were their temples of worship. The
huge Yule log burned during the ancient Yule festival was
always of oak, brought in on Christmas Eve with special cere-
mony.

Its religious significance has faded but the oak's importance
continues in its useful contributions to domestic life and indus-
trial development. It supplies valuable timber, the hard close-
grained wood having superior durability and strength. Its acorns
provide an excellent food for both wild and domestic animals
and were a staple for the Indian, being rich in fats and oils.
To prepare them for human consumption, the Indian women
ground them in a stone mortar to a powdery meal, leaching out
the tannin by filtering water through the meal until no bitter-
ness remained. It was eaten as mush, bread or soup. Charles
Francis Saunders in his Useful Wild Plants gives an interesting
account of this preparation and of the gathering of the autumn
harvest of acorns, celebrated by ceremonial dances and songs.

The Western oaks have marked differences from those of
the Fast and Middle West but the acorn, with its nut set in a
scaly cup, identifies them as Quercus, the botanical label of the
genus. The desert oak that T know best is the Canyon oak, Gold-
en-Cup oak, or Maul oak.
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Quercus chrysolopis

This mountain Live oak in favorable situations is an impos-
ingly handsome tree, wide-domed and symmetrical. To see it
you must follow up the canyons or climb the slopes far up into
the Pinyon belt of the higher desert mountain ranges. It is ex-
tremely variable in habit of growth, shape of leaf and acorns,
and adapts itself to varied conditions of location, being found
almost throughout California from the coastal to desert ranges.
Sometimes it takes a shrubby, or irregular form; often it is a
well-shaped tree 20 to 60 feet high, with a short trunk and
horizontal branches that form a broad, rounding, densely-leafy
crown. Young twigs are hoary with soft wooly hairs and the
new leaves are bronzy or light yellow-green, fuzzy beneath. The
thick leathery older leaves, 1 to 2 inches long, are blue-green
and polished above, paler and felted underneath with yellow-
ish powdery hairs. The leaf shape varies from broad ovate to
oblanceolate, with all gradations between, the margin entire or
sharply-toothed, often on the same twig. The slender yellowish
staminate catkins droop from the axils of the season’s growth,
the pistillate flowers solitary or few in a cluster. The acorns ma-
ture the second autumn, the nut being ovate, or oblong, about
one inch long, and the broad, thick cup fits over it like a fuzzy
yellow turban. The wood is one of tEe most valuable of the
western oaks, used chiefly for agricultural implements and
wagons.

In the Providence mountains you reach the first oaks at about
6000 feet where the canyon walls are steep. There the trees are
inclined to be rather shrubby or irregular. Farther up where the
walls spread out into slopes reaching to the top ridges and peaks,
the oaks find better footing and more head-room, developing
into splendid domes of bright green leafage. T'll never forget
my first sight of one of those tree masterpieces, near the top of a
long ridge far above me. T couldn’t believe my eyes, but it
loomed up conspicuously long before I reached the heights of
the first outpost of the Canyon oaks. One canyon that slashes
into the heart of the range, bends around between the high
peaks and broadens into a wide bowl where the oaks are dom-
inant, both shrubby and more stately trees. Its reported loca-
tions include northern Mexico and Arizona.

Similar to some of the phases of the Canyon oak, and for-
merly listed as a variety of it, is the Palmer oak,

Quercus palmeri
An evergreen, rigidly-branched small tree or shrub 6 to 15
fect high, the stiff, leathery, grey-green leaves elliptic to round-
ish, spinose-toothed and undulate, paler and hairy-felted be-
neath, an inch more or less long. The acorn’s cup is shallow and
thinnish but covered with a dense golden wool, the ovoid nut
tapering to a point. Locally abundant, often forming thickets,
from the chaparral hillsides up to 7000 feet in Arizona, the
ranges bordering the Colorado desert on the west, and into
Lower California. Arizona has some noble oak forests, especial-
ly in the southeastern part. The species that dominates those

open park-like forests is the Emory oak,

Quercus emoryi
Very drouth-resistant, the Blackjack or Bellota (everyday
names of Emory oak) grows up to 50 feet, a beautiful upright
tree with one main dark-barked trunk and rather small branches
spreading out horizontally, or occasionally shrubby. The sharp-
pointed leaves are green above and below, broadly-lanceolate,
with a few teeth at apex or entire, The acorns mature in 2 YEArs.
The Bellota extends east through southern New Mexico into
western Texas, and northern Mexico. Also common in the same
general arcas is another large evergreen oak, the Arizona White
oak,
Quercus arizonica
Usually a shapely tree, up to 60 feet high, with light-grey,
ridged bark and crooked branches, the trunk sometimes 3 feet
in diameter, sometimes a large shrub. The dull leaves are ob-
lanceolate to obovate, cordate at base, the veins prominent be-
ncath, The acorns mature the first season.
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Norman Newvills and bis lining crew lowered the boats along the edge of Lava falls with
ropes, while the passengers portaged the cargoes on shore.

Q‘Zdﬂd{ édﬂyO'Il Voyage # .-.

At Lava Falls the Nevills river expedition faced its most hazardous
water—but passage was made by portaging the cargo and lining the

boats along the edge of the rapids. Then after conquering the most

treacherous obstacle at this stage of

the river, one of the boais nearly

capsized in q little riffle below. This is the concluding chapter of Randall
Henderson's story of his voyage through Grand Canyon with the 1947

Nevills expedition.

By RANDALL HENDERSON

‘7- HE ENTRANCE to Havasu can-
yon is a narrow slit in the Grand
Canyon sidewall. The turquoise
blue water which enters the Colorado river
in the Havasu tributary was deep enough
for our boats, but so narrow we had dif-
ficulty using the oars. But the current was
sluggish and we were able to propel our-
selves 150 feet back into the crevice, to a
point where the cliffs open up and the
stream is bordered by a grassy floor wide
enough for our camp.
This is a lovely spot. The lower side-
walls are coated with lime. Cascading
down between them, with a green border
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of grass and water cress is one of the most
colorful streams in western America. In
quiet pools the water is green, and then it
tumbles over a miniature waterfall and is
churned to a milky turquoise blue.

A small tribe of Indians—the Supai—
live seven miles upstream. But they seldom
come to the river, and there is no trail. I
hiked from Supai village to the Colorado
with 15 members of the Sierra club in
1942. We waded much of the way, and
clawed our way through dense thickets the
remainder.

With a cascade of blue-green water at
our feet, a narrow slit of sky overhead, and

sidewalls that blend from pure white to
dark brown and grey between, this truly is
a colorful setting, and we could have en-
joyed this camp for days if our schedule
had permitted.

We had rainbow trout for supper—the
fish Otis Marston caught that morning at
Tapeats creck. But the perishable items in
our commissary were gone. We left Phan-
tom ranch with many loaves of bread, but
the last of them had turned moldy. The
remaining bacon, cheese and eggs were
hardly edible. But while some items in
our food stock were low, we still had an
ample supply of others.

Major Powell wrote that at this point
his rations were reduced to a little musty
flour, some dried apples, and an ample
supply of coffee. In our boats were many
cans of canned ham, fruit and fruit juice,
biscuit and flapjack flour, cream of wheat,
potatoes, peanut butter, pork and beans,
pickles, tomatoes and milk and coffee and
tea. Despite the moldy bread we were liv-
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ing in luxury compared with those carly
Colorado river navigators,

Sleeping space was rather limited here,
but each of us found a ledge or a grassy
corner big enough for a bedroll, and in-
stead of the roar of rapids we had the tink-
ling music of Havasu creck as our bedtime
serenade.

Most members of the party had sleep-
ing bags. At the last minute before leaving
Lee's ferry I discarded mine, and T never

r?

GORGE

had occasion to regret it. My bedroll was
an air mattress, a blanket, and a light
waterproof tarpaulin, and that was
enough. Only on rare occasions on a sum-
mertime trip through Grand Canyon is it
cool enough to crawl inside a sleeping bag.
They are of service only as padding—and
an air mattress does the job much better,

We were up at six next morning and
after a breakfast of buckwheat cakes, spent
three hours climbing the walls and explor-
ing the lower Havasu, Norman and Joe
climbed to a high point upstream from the
Havasu-Colorado  junction where five
well-constructed rock cairns could be seen,
but found no records in them, Some one
dared Norman to jump over Havasu creck
from sidewall to sidewall at the top of the
narrow slot through which we had Eronght
the boats, 40 feet above the stream. Before
the bantering had ended, Norman, Garth,
Al and Kent all jumped the 10 or 12-foot
span. Then Joe Jr. jumped from a ledge 30
feet up on the sidewall to the creek below
and swam out.

But there were more rapids ahead and
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at 10:10 we departed reluctantly from our
little shangri-la in Havasu canyon. We ran
Havasu and 164-Mile rapids without stop-
ping, and then had lunch on a bar above
Cataract creek. Joe Jr. ran the Wen
through Stairway creek rapids, all the boats
carrying full passenger loads. We ran Red
Slide rapids easily and after navigating six
heavy riffles, passed a huge plug of lava
out in the stream, known as Vulcan's
Forge.

One of the questions I had intended to
ask Norman at the end of the trip was
which, in his opinion, was the roughest
rapid on this voyage through the canyon.
But when we came to Lava Falls I knew
the answer. At this stage of the river, Lava
Falls is the daddy of them all.

According to the geological map the
river drops 25 feet in a half mile, which is
less than at some of the other rapids. But
as Norman put it, "It isn't the depth of
the fall that counts, but the manner of do-
ing it.”" In most of the rapids OI' Man
River rolls over submerged boulders, cre-
ating a hump on the surface of the water

and a treacherous hole below each of them,
But at Lava the river collides with its bur-
ied blocks of lava. Every wave is an ex-
plosion wave, sending a spray high in the
air,

Norman ran this rapid in low water in
1940, but at this high stage it looked like
suicide to attempt it. “"We'll line this one,”
the skipper said, after looking it over.

There was a narrow beach above the
falls, and some clear water seeping out of
the bank. It had the sweetish taste of lime-
water, but was palatable, and we had a
comfortable camp that night, always with
the roar of the rapids in our ears.

A visitor arrived during the evening, the
first stranger we had met since leaving
Phantom ranch. John Riffey, custodian of
Grand Canyon national monument on the
North Rim—not to be confused with
Grand Canyon national park — hiked
down from his headquarters at Tuweap,
at an elevation of 4775 feet, to spend the
night with us. He had been advised in ad-
vance of our schedule and the rangers at
Phantom ranch told us he probably would
be with us for a few hours,

We were camped on the south shore, but
when we saw him making his way down
over the lava talus on the north side just
before dusk, Norman rowed across and
brought him to camp. From him we
learned the geological history of this sec-
tor of Grand Canyon. The north wall here
is solid lava, which according to geolo-
gists, probably came from a now extinct
crater on the North Rim known as Vul-
can’s Throne. Three times in geological
history Vulcan has erupted and sent a
great stream of molten rock into the gorge
at this point. One can imagine the thun-
derous hiss of steam and the great clouds
of vapor which filled the skies when those
streams and avalanches of hot lava poured

over the rim and into the water of the
Colorado.

At each of those periods the canyon was
partially plugged, and reservoirs created
above. But eventually the scouring action
of the silt-laden water cut its way through
the obstacle. The action was hastened by
the fact that Nature doesn’t take as much
pains with its lava dams as does a 20th
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Where the voyagers camped overnight beside the blue-green water near the mouth of
Havasu creek. The white coating on the lower sidewalls is lime deposited by the styeam.

century engineer when he creates a struc-
ture such as Hoover dam. These natural
dikes of lava lacked the deep bedrock
foundations and the recessed abutments of
a man-made structure, And as the lava
hardened it cracked and left crevices
through which the water seeped, and hast-
ened the process of destruction. We saw
blocks of prehistoric lava clinging to the
granite and limstone and sandstone walls
during the remainder of the trip all the
way to Lake Mead.

But Nature has not yet finished the job
of cutting a smooth floor for the river at
Lava Falls. And the side canyons are still
bringing in storm debris to block the chan-
nel.

We slept on the beach that night, and
next morning Lava Falls looked as ugly as
it had the day before. And yet, despite the
chaos of mighty waves out there in mid-
stream, I believe that if Norman had taken
a vote of the passengers and boatmen as
to whether it should be run, or the boats
lined down the side, the decision would
have been almost unanimous for the ride
through. Such was the confidence the
members of this expedition felt in their

FEBRUARY, 1948

boatmen and the sturdy 16-foot cataract
boats,

But we did not argue with the skipper.
He knows the river far better than any of
the rest of us will ever know it. And so in
gooad spirit we began the arduous task of
portaging food and bedrolls and camp
equipment down along the rocky shoreline
a third of a mile to a point below the falls.

Norman organized a lining team com-
posed of Kent and Joe Jr. on the tow rope
and Garth and John Riffey on the stern
rope. As captain of the team he remained
in the boat to guide it over and around the
rocks on the edge of the torrent. In fast
water the crew on the upper rope held the
boat back, and when it had to be skidded
over boulders that projected above the sur-
face the ropemen below pulled it along.
The rest of us were making trip after trip
with our packs along the shore.

At 11:00 o’clock the boats were through
and reloaded, and we dropped down-
stream a half mile to a sandbar where we
ate lunch in the shade of an arrowweed
thicket. The thermometer read 108 de-
grees.

One drinks literally gallons of water

cach day in such temperatures, and we
were taking salt tablets to keep our sys-
tems from being drained of their minerals.
There are some pretty springs gushing
from banks of maidenhair ferns below
Lava Falls. The water was clear, and
looked most inviting—but its tempera-
ture was 79 degrees, and it tasted so bad
we preferred to drink the muddy 79-
degree water that ran in the river. On the
map this place is marked as “"Warm
Springs" and there have been widely vary-
ing reports as to its temperature. We
checked it with two thermometers at 79
degrees.

We were grateful to John Riffey for the
help he had given us in the lining and
portage job. Norman invited him to ride
through a riffle just below our lunch camp
and get a sample of white water navigation
before starting the return hike up the cliffs
to Tuweap.

Before we shoved off, Norman told Al
and me to put on our life belts. Then he
gave one to John, showed him how to put
it on, and then slipped into his own kapok
jacket, I thought it rather strange we
should be putting on our preservers for a

11



[V ] 36
| £y ‘gﬁr";ﬂ?ﬂ
| | # & 3
\%| | 'y, -9
B ¥ =
W (T % LS.
d g FUALS
| o | @F‘ ) //{"/j
[ Fi
4’; ™~ 1

N L\
| o7 nlfﬁn. @)\
| s Ry | ISR R
T

/ S "'J ,ir '."_'f..'"’fflufiﬂi_!uiml\-;- I|I'].
z AT - |
S B {1y
/ 3 [ ";Lij’rwﬂ'.”'h'.'W'“W' '| |

] (i |

L (s

i g g 0
| --’!,f{'p:”(""‘wll\“ 0

-"-',"Luuding | [ |
T el
&’i | | .\‘;W "wﬁ-
lj | ST |
i [ | | |
| (
o | "
Z | R /
LT
| § et i

| DOWNSTREAM
' [
|

|
_

Straightaway rapids.

Yo

\

"\h \a I"‘\II' |
022 %8 Rl

! \ 4 W
ek N
ey @ %‘/ PR AN 4%
24 /Y ST
m = YL SUBMERGED | ﬂ | ’ i
e . G EN .7 gy | |
N L Tl T L N L
A 8 AR B~ ~Rockyy, . /II'
w |

L= e ey .:z(,\ s ot ﬁh
R 1 4 g
e -.1450(_:%%%@% Lo £

ﬁla‘gb

v\ :
/.:J ; _.;I. ; I'I e : WHII.
= I e i .
= [ Lo :3fug!,!l‘~,ﬁ‘.‘ W7
. e A r RN i \ 7
: ) II: II‘I-J- | | Il ‘ | m Kl
(4 i N =y n Al ‘I“ .

TR TN
I| ,I / J.' { JI i

J'II f )‘ .I';J;‘y i
R WY
R N 'J""IJ"'J'

W)

\ L Lo

S i,
QN s €4
1\' dc' [/ i

' Fy Iﬂ" ' > [
;'gding\ 1 "‘LW JI F

W )
7y, ey
; Il | //f/fﬂ?m, A / /
1 | y |

ol
iy

. [ 7
.flll l’ o, e, a.-’lllll //
SRy

_ / DOWNSTREAM /

o

“C" rapids.

N\

// .llllf 'I‘
_ /

!

g‘
>
=
<
L= r
w

-
w

I

/ 7 'f','@{_"))' i
// f@.\: i -'.‘,‘,Mh !
i i_ﬁ"f’fﬁf‘?}ﬁ“

¥y "'\'/:'-J £ ’ o
2 0

- ‘// 3
ot . 3 2
1 i .//./ "/';h' / "r { /’
""?Hﬂrmuﬁ"'( Q o e
L O

R ol
| R
N Lunding%“\‘ / /4
B AN T s 45 from

\ DOWNSTREAM

“S” rapids.

/
7

These sketches by Norman Nevills and Norton Allen show the technique most commonly

used on the Nevills expeditions to run the boats through the three |
many variations, depending on the height of the stream and the roc

¥

es of rapids. There are
5, both submerged and

protruding, but the theory generally is to follow the main tongue or "V to the point where
it breaks into buge waves, and then get out of the waves as soon as practicable. The boat
goes stern first so the oarsman is always facing his greatest danger, whether it be rocks,

lowly riffle with only three-foot waves.
But the skipper usually knows what he is
about, and we did as we were told and
asked no questions.

We headed into the riffle, but instead
of "stealing” through in the usual manner
Norman turned the boat broadside just
in time for one of those 3-footers to curl
over and land on top of us. The weight of
the water on one side tipped the boat on
edge and for a moment I thought we were
going to turn over. Al and I were out in
front on the stern deck and the wave lifted
us clear off the wood and we were hanging
by the ropes. I was on the low side, and if
Al had lost his grip and come tumbling
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holes, waves or sidewall,

down on top of me we would both have
gone overboard.

But just at the critical moment Norman
dropped his oars and leaped to the upper
side, and 1 think his added weight there
kept us from capsizing. The boat righted,
full of water to the gunwales. Instinctively,
we began fishing in the bottom for some-
thing with which to bail. Al found a
bucket down there, but when he tried to
bring it up Norman's foot was wedged in
it. But we drifted into smoother water and
by the time we had reached the shore had
bailed at least a half ton of water out of
the cockpit.

"I wanted to give John a little sample of

rough water,” Norman admitted after-
ward, "but I didn't intend to come that
near pitching you fellows overboard.” In
one little riffle, John Riffey had come closer
to a capsize than any of us had experienced
on all the rest of the trip.

Below Lava Falls we had an exciting
moment when we spied the yellow color-
ing of what appeared to be a boat lodged
among the weeds on a sandbar. “May be
Roemer's boat,” Norman yelled, and start-
ed pulling for the shore. We had been
looking for the wreckage of such a boat all
the way down from Phantom ranch.

The story: An Austrian known as
Charles Roemer left Lee's ferry October
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Members of the 1947 expedition at the Separation rapids plague installed by [ulins F. Stone.

19, 1946, with only meager provision,
stating he was going to run the Grand Can-
yon rapids in his rubber boat. He was last
seen floating past the foot of Bright An-
gel trail October 24, and his fate remains
a mystery. -

We had seen footprints on the sandbar
at one of the rapids on the way down and
had every reason to believe they were made
by Roemer, but we found no other evi-
dence of his passing. Norman was first to
reach the yellow something in the weeds

—and he turned back with an exclamation
of disgust.

"It is a boat,” he said, “but not Roe-
mer's.” It was a small wooden skiff, tied
to a mesquite tree, and probably had been
used by fishermen coming down Whit-
more canyon. We left it as we found it.

We camped that night on Whitmore's
bar, and the following day after running
only minor riffles arrived at the mouth of
Spring canyon for an overnight stop There
is a fine spring a half mile up the side can-
yon, and Kent and Garth and I fought our
way through a jungle of willow and arrow-
weed and mesquite to reach it. The tem-
perature was 122 degrees, but it sprinkled
just after dark and cooled the air enough
to provide a comfortable night's rest.

FEBRUARY, 1948

There were clouds of bats in the air at
dusk.

We were off at 8:00 in the morning.
Fifteen minutes later we ran 205-Mile rap-
ids without stopping. It was short and
choppy. Then came Granite Park rapids
which was an easy one, and at 10:35 we
reached 217-Mile rapids. Although not a
major rapid, it Iookcafrough and we pulled
in above to look it over.

Norman studied it awhile, then turned
and said: “This is going to be Dub's day.
I'll run the Wen through. Joe, you follow
in the Mexican Hat. Randall, you bring
the Sandra through, and Al will follow in
the foan. The rest will stay here on the
rocks and watch you landlubbers do your
stuff.”

I wouldn't have been more surprised if
Norman had told me to jump in the river
and swim down to Lake Mead. I am
neither a good swimmer nor an cxpcn—
enced boatman, And Norman knows it.
I am like Dick Wick Hall’s frog that lived
on the desert so long it never learned to
swim, Oh, I can paddle around a little,
and I know which end of the oar to use as
a propellor. But in the water I am a Dub
with a capital "D.”

I grinned at Norman—and then T re-

alized he was not kidding. So—if he was
willing to trust the newly-christened San-
dra, the pet of his fleet, in my hands, I
would surely do my best to deliver it right-
side-up at the bottom of the rapids.

I stood on a high rock and watched
Norman glide down the tongue of the
rapid, carefully avoiding a big rock where
the water tumbled over into a switling
eddy near the tip of it, and then pull like a
sonuvagun to keep out of the 8-foot waves
that could easily dash the boat into the
granite wall on the opposite side. I've
watched Norman take his boat through a
hundred of those rapids on the San Juan
and Colorado rivers. I knew the theory of
it perfectly. But I wondered if those pesky
oars would do what I told them to do.

Joe Jr. came through without trouble
and then I made my way up the shore to
where the boat was moored above, with
much the same fecling I had at Kelly
field in World War I the first time the in-
structor got out of the plane and said:
"Now you take it off and fly around the
course.

I overlooked no detail. I had observed
that before Norman and Kent tackled
rough rapids they always reached over the
side of the boat and washed their hands



Joe Desloge [r. in the kapok life

jacket in which bhe swam Deubendorff

rapids. Later he and Otis Marston
went through without preservers,

and face in river water, and then took a
drink of it. I don't know just what signifi-
cance there is in that little ritual—but if
there were any fetishes which would help a
fellow stay right-side-up going through
that tumbling water, I was going to need
them. So I gathered up everything loose in
the boat and put it in the hatches, stripped
down to my bathing trunks, hooked a life-
belt around my waist, washed my face and
hands in the river water, took a gulp of it,
and then untied the boat and shoved off.

It took about four minutes to row out
into the current above the tongue, a half
minute more to glide down the tongue past
that submerged rock, and then in less sec-
onds than it takes to write this down on
the typewriter I had pulled out of those
big breakers and was coasting along in
smooth water to a point just above where
Norman had moored the Wen. Those oars
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had done just what I told them to. "You
followed my route perfectly,” Norman
said.

So that is the beginning and end of my
career as a Colorado river boatman. I am
going to quit now while my record, like
Norman's, is 100 per cent. Lady Luck
might not be so good to me next time.

We dropped down below 217-Mile for
lunch, then in the afternoon ran Granite
Springs and 224-Mile rapids without stop-
ping. Granite Springs marks the high
point reached by Harry Aleson in his effort
to bring an outboard motorboat upstream
from Lake Mead several years ago. He had
to buck some rough water to get this far,
for the lake was not as high then as it is
now.

We camped that night on a sandbar at
the mouth of Diamond creek whete a road
was built in to serve the drilling crew
which spent several months on this spot
scouting the possibilities of a storage dam
in the river.

That evening, just as the sun went
down, four of us were given our initiation
into the Royal Order of Colorado River
Rats, This is a ritual passed along to Nor-
man many years ago by Emery Kolb, and
is given to those who make their first trip
through the gorge from Lee’s ferry. Mar-
garet, Kent, Al and I were the eligible
members of this expedition. Margaret be-
came the sixth woman to join the Order,
Regarding the initiation, I can only say
that it was a very wet affair,

Otis Marston reported that a lion and
cub were seen on a ledge below 205-Mile
rapids. Also, some wild burros were scen
and heard during the day.

That evening on the beach by the light
of the moon we played charades, as we had
done many evenings on the voyage
through the gorge when we were not too
tired. We chose sides and limited our act-
ing to the titles of books, plays and songs.
Ours was a congenial group and we en-
joyed those evenings of play. From Lee's
ferry to Boulder City I never heard an un-
kind word spoken by one member of the
party to another.

All the major rapids had been passed,
and my companions were relaxed and gay
when we shoved off next morning. There
were a few minor rapids to run that day—
Diamond creek, Travertine, 231-Mile,
232-Mile, 234-Mile, Bridge canyon,
Gneiss canyon—and then we came to
Separation rapids, once a nightmare to
boatmen, but now submerged under the
waters of upper Lake Mead.

It was here that Powell's first expedi-
tion had a tragic split. Three of the crew,
Wm. H. Dunn and O. G. and Seneca
Howland, announced they were leaving
the party and climbing out. Powell pro-
tested, but they climbed to the North Rim,
and two days later were killed by Indians.

Historians have not agreed as to who
was most to blame for the division in
Powell's party, almost at the end of the

End of the journey. The cataract boats

were towed from Pierce's ferry o
Boulder City by a Park service launch.

journey. Some have accused Powell of be-
ing harsh and arbitrary. Others regard the
men who left as deserters. Julius F. Stone
became an outspoken partisan on the side
of Dunn and the Howlands, and in 1939
placed a bronze plaque in memory of the
three men on the sidewall above the rapids.

I was interested in Norman's conclu-
sions regarding this episode. “Powell may
have been guilty of all the misdeeds
charged against him,” said Norman, “and
yet I cannot justify the men in leaving him
at this critical point in the journey. In my
opinion they were deserters.”

We climbed the sidewall to read the in-
scription on the plaque, and then had
lunch in the shade of trees along Separa-
tion creek.

One of the launches operated by private
concessionnaires on Lake Mead was sched-
uled to meet us somewhere near the head
of the lake. But the bars and shoals where
the Colorado dumps its daily load of silt
into the reservoir make treacherous navi-
gation for large craft, and we were sure
they would not come as far as Separation
creek. That afternoon we rowed with the
sluggish current in the upper lake, and
when a breeze sprang up hoisted our tar-
paulins as sails.
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By six o'clock in the evening we esti-
mated we had come 20 miles. We pulled
in and camped among the tamarisks and
willows on a bar near Quartermaster can-
yon. We could hear wild burros braying
during the night.

Next morning we were up at 5:30, and
two hours later the camp chores were fin-
ished and we were on the lake again, The
crew and passengers took turns with the
one set of oars in each boat, working 30-
minute shifts. Occasionally there would
be a light breeze, and we would take ad-
vantage of it to raise the sails. But most of
the time we were on our own power. The
current had disappeared by the second day
and it was slow going, but no one com-
plained.

At 11:30 we pulled in to Emory falls, a
picturesque cascade that drops 40 feet over
a sheer cliff into a little cove. When Lake
Mead is at low stage sandbars and drift-
wood often make the falls inaccessible by
boat, but the lake was high now and we
were able to fill our canteens by rowing
directly under the falling water.

On the gravel bar at Emory falls is a
botanical garden of strange bed-fellows.
Yellow columbine, crimson monkey-
flower, thistle and maidenhair ferns were
growing together where a seepage from the
sidewall provided moisture for their roots.

We had expected the launch to meet us
here, but when it failed to arrive at 4:00
o’clock we shoved off and headed down
the lake with our oars and improvised sails.
Below Emory falls the canyon walls in
which we had been imprisoned for nearly
three weeks rolled back and unveiled a
great expanse of blue sky. We were out of
the Grand Canyon gorge.

Our immediate destination was Pierce's
ferry. We were sure the boat would meet
us there. As we headed into the great in-
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At Emory falls the boatmen were able to row in and fill the canteens from the
falling stream.
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Julius F. Stone erected this plague at Separation ra pids where Dunn and the
Howlands left the Powell party.

let in which the Pierce ferry landing is lo-
cated we heard the put-put of an outboard
motor, and in a few minutes Bill Green of
the Pierce ferry ranger station came along-
side. We tied onto the little power boat
and arrived at the landing in tandem for-
mation just before dusk.

Green lives alone at the old landing, op-
erating a weather station for the Weather
burcau, taking water measurements for the
Reclamation bureau, seismological read-
ings for the Geological survey, and in
the service of the Park department filling
the role of custodian and dude-wrangler,
Fishermen and campers often follow the
rough road to the old ferry for a few days’
outing. This is part of the Hoover Dam
recreational area and Bill Green is Uncle
Sam'’s official representative in this remote
corner of the desert world, and a good host
he proved to be.

We camped overnight on the beach and
next morning a National Park service
launch arrived with a welcoming commit-
tee that included President Paul McDer-
mott of the Las Vegas chamber of com-
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