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DESERT 'CALENDAR 

Oct. 31-Nevada Day, parade, eve
ning celebration, Carson City, Ne
vada. 

Nov. 1-All Saints Day, dances, 
Taos Pueblo, New Mexico. 

Nov. I-Opening of first Wickenburg 
golf course, Wickenburg, Arizona. 

Nov. "4 - 13 - Arizona State fair, 
Phoenix. 

Nov. 6-United Miners National con
ference, Reno, Nevada. 

Nov. 8-9 -Arizona State Bankers 
convention, Phoenix. 

Nov. 10-11-12-American Women's 
Medical assoc1ation convention, 
Tucson, Arizona . 

Nov. 10-21- -Open season on deer 
and wild turkey in most sections 
of New Mexico. :, · 

Nov . 11-12--State-wide square dance 
festival, Globe, Arizona. 

Nov. 11-12-13-Clark County Gem 
Collectors Mineral and Gem show, 
U. S. Naval Reserve armory, Las 
Vegas, Nevada. 

Nov. 12-Harvest dance at Jemez 
Indian pueblo, 45 miles north of 
Aubuquerque, New Mexico. 

Nov. 12-Fiesta at Tesuque pueblo, 
Indian village seven miles north of 
Sant a Fe, New Mexico. 

Nov. 12-Arizona Engmeering con-
vention, Phoenix. · 

Nov. 12-13 - Old Tuc son days, in 
Tucson Mountain park, sponsored 
by Junior chamber of commerce. 
Includes reenactment of early-day 
life in Tucson, Arizona. 

Nov. 12-16-Ogden Livestock show, 
Ogden, Utah . 

Nov. 22--Season opens for hunting 
bear in New Mexico , with or with
out dogs. Season ends December 
10. 

Nov. 24-First of weekly rodeos 
staged by Desert Sun ranches, 
Wickenburg, Arizona . 

Nov . 28 - 29 - Twenti ' - ninth annual 
convention of New Mexico Farm 
and Livestock association, Albu
querque, New Mexico. 

November-Navajo dances after the 
first frost, in various communities 
at unspecified dates. Arizona and 
New Mexico . 

November-Winter guest ranch and 
resort season in Arizona desert 
opens. 

DATE OF DEATH VALLEY 
CENTENNIAL IS CHANGED 

Because of conflict with other south
ern . California events, date .of the 
Death Valley Centennial pageant to be 
presented in Desolation canyon of the 
Fune ·ral range has been changed • from 
November 19 to December 3-a two
week postponement . 

Officials announced the shift in dates 
following a meeting of directors of 
Death Valley '49ers, Inc. , sponsoring 
organization. The pageant will depict 
dramatic incidents in the journey of 
the Manly-J ayhawker parties through 
California's Death Valley just 100 
years ago. 

NOVEMBER, 1 9 4 9 

Volume 13 November, 1949 Number I 

COVER DEATH VALLEY MEMORIES, by Don Mohr 
Los Angeles, California 

CALENDAR November events on the desert 3 

TRAVEL New Gateway to Death Valley 
By PAT and GEORGE STURTEVANT 4 

WILDLIFE Lure for Wildlife 
By ROBERT M. RIDDELL 9 

QUIZ Test your desert knowl edge 12 

FIELD TRIP Grey Jewe ls of Bagdad 
By HAROLD 0. WEIGHT 13 

EXPLORATION 19 Days on: Utah Trails 
By RANDALL HENDERSON 19 

POETRY Calico, and other poems 26 

PHOTOGRAPHY Contest winners in Sept ember 27 

MINING Current news of desert mines 28 

LETTERS Comment by Desert readers 29 

TRAGEDY He Conqu ere d the River-
and Died in an Airplane 31 

HUMOR Hard Rock Shorty of Death Valley .32 

CLOSE-UPS About those who write for Deser t 32 

NEWS From here and ther e on the desert 33 

HOBBY Gems and Mineral s 41 

LAPIDARY Amateur Gem Cutter, by LELANDE QUICK 45 

COMMENT Just Between You and Me, by the Editor 46 

BOOKS Reviews of Southwest literature 47 

The Dese rt Magazine Is publlsh ed monthl y by the De ser t Press, Inc ., Palm Desert , 
California. Re·entered as sec ond c lass m at ter July 17, 1948 , at the p ost office at Palm D ese rt, 
California, und er the Act of March 3, 1879. Title r egistered No. 358865 In U. S. Patent Offi ce, 
a nd conte nt s copyrighted 1949 by the Desert Press, In c. Permi ssi on to reproduce contents 
mu st be sec u red from the editor in writing. 

RANDALL HENDERSON, Editor AL HA WORTH, Associate Editor 
BESS STACY, Bu siness Manager MARTIN MORAN, Circulation Manag er 

E. H. VAN NO STRAND, Ad ver ti sing Manager 
Unsolicited manuscripts and photographs submitted cannot be returned or ackn owl edg ed 

unl ess full return postage is enclosed. Desert Magazine assumes no re spo n sibility for 
damag e or lo ss of manuscripts or photographs a lth ou gh due care will be exercised. Sub
scribers should send notice of change of address by th e first of the month preceding issue. 

SUBSCRIPTION RAT ES 
On e Year ........ $3 .50 Two Years .... .... $6.00 

Ca nadian Subs criptions 25c Extra, For e ign 50c Extra 
Subscriptio n to Army Personnel Outside U. S. A. Mu st Be Ma iled In Conformity With 

P. 0. D . Ord er No. 19687 
Address Correspondence to Desert Magazine, Palm Desert, California 

3 



., ~ 
b( 

. ~ -',;~ -;.}"~,. ·. ! 
-.: ,... 

Just inside the entrance of qn almost inaccessible 
cave the riders found this grotesque Zif e-size figure 
painted in blue and white and red-obviously put 

there by prehistoric artists. 

The National Park service restored the ancient lad
ders to these ancient cliff dwellings, located m 

Bridges National Monument, so visitors could 
climb up and explore the ruins. 

For 19 days, Ross Musselman of the 4M ranch of Monticello, Utah, 
led a pack train with 12 riders along remote trails through the coloi:ful 
sandstone country of ·southeastern Utah. The party explored little known 
canyons, visited prehistoric Indian dwellings, and camped each night 
at springs and waterholes along the trail. Randall Henderson's story 
of this wilderness adventure was told in part last month, and is con-

cluded in this issue of Desert Magazine. 

By RANDALL HENDERSON 

Eighth Day 
_d FTER CAMPING three nights on 
~ the slick rock at Squaw spring, 

we were eager to be riding off 
into the unknown country that lay 
ahead. In a region so vast and so 
varied there is no monotony . We had 
adjusted ourselves to the routine of 
camp chores, and found increased en
joyment in the ever-changing land
scape as the days passed. 

We were up at daybreak this morn
ing, and while the packers were out 
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rounding up the animals, sleeping bags 
were rolled and breakfast prepared. 
We departed at 8:45. 

For three miles we back - tracked 
along the trail by which we had come 
to Squaw spring, and then spent the 
rest of the day following the upstream 
course of Salt creek. I do not know 
the origin of its name. There were 
some salt cedars on the bars along the 
first mile or two, but the channel was 
dry. Further up we found water
but it carried no taint of salt. 

, , , 

Once when the creek made a great 
loop the trail took a shortcut over a 
ridge. There was a natural archway 
through the sandstone dike at the top 
of the ridge, and the walls were coy
ered with Indian pictographs in white 
and red paint. One unusual feature 
of these picture writings - something 
I had never seen before--was the pres
ence of numerous imprints of a human 
hand, as if the primitive artist had 
dipped his hand in a vessel of paint 
and then ptessed it on the wall. He 
had well-shaped hands, and the im
print was sharp and clear. Marvin 
found a beautiful arrowhead at the 
base of the wall. 

Our noon stop was at a spring that 
gushed from the sandy bank of the 
creek. Ross told us he had never 
heard a name for this spring-but it 
has one now. To members of our 
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Showing the route of the 19-day trek. The numbers along the heavy dotted line 
indicate the consecutive night camps-18 of them. 

party it will always be Yellow-Jacket 
spring . 

We tied our horses in a thicket of 
oak and went to fill our canteens. A 
moment later the horses started paw
ing and snorting. Obviously something 
was wrong. We rushed back to the 
animals and found ourselves in a 
swarm of angry yellow-jackets . Sev
eral of us were stung before we · could 
move the stock to safer ground . For 
the information of those who have not 
been stung by a yellow-jacket , it is like 

20 

being punctured with a red-hot darning 
needle. The swelling in my ear did 
not go down for three days. 

The canyon narrowed as we climbed 
higher, and the sandstone walls be
came more precipitous. Once Ross 
took us off the trail a short distance 
to an overhung sidewall where were 
painted four larger-than-life-size heads 
in brown and white pigment. The 
faces had distinctly oriental features , 
and were so skilfully -done I was un
willing to believe until I made a care-

THE 

ful examination that they had been 
put there by primitive savages. I have 
examined thousands of petroglyphs 
(incised in the rock) and pictographs 
(painted on the rock) in my years in 
the Southwest, but never before had 
seen anything approaching the artistry 
with which these heads were sketched. 
Ross said they were there, just about 
as we saw them, 20 years ago when he 
first came this way. 

Occasionally , far up on the side
walls, we could glimpse the ruins of 
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ancient cliff dwellings. We had no 
time to · climb up to them, even when 
they were _ accessible_ Some of them 
appeared to have no way of approach. 

In a cliff that faced a little meadow 
far up toward the headwaters of the 
creek Ross detoured to a wide vertical 
crevice in the sidewall, and back in 
the semi-darkness of the cavern we 
could see the mud and stone of ancient 
walls. By careful hand and toe climb
ing some of us were able to gain en
trance, and there on the wall just in
side the crevice was the life-size paint
ing of a fat Indian with a feather in 
his headband. The pictograph was 
done in blue and white and brown, 
and while the figure was grotesque, it 
was well preserved. 

It was almost dusk when we reach
ed our night camp at the edge of a 
meadow fringed with oaks. Our water 
came from a spring in the clay bank 
of the creek, and we had to cut steps 
to get down to it. The water was 
icy cold. 

Today our supply of fresh ·bread was 
gone, and Ross got out the dutch 
ovens and gave Marvin his first lesson 
in the art of making camp biscuits. 
As in most other camp cooking, the 
regulation of the fire is the all-import
ant factor in making good biscuits, es
pecially in these days when prepared 
biscuit mix can be bought in boxes. 
Ross, however, clings to the good old 
flour and water and baking powder 
recipe, with a spoonful of grease' and 
a pinch of salt and sugar . They were 
good biscuits . 

Today we rode 24 miles. 

Ninth Day 
There was good pasture at this 

upper Salt Creek camp, and we let 
the horses graze while we spent the 
day exploring old Indian ruins in the 
vicinity. Some of us hiked two miles 
and climbed to a great natural arch 
which was discovered by Ross and his 
daughter, Nancy, in August 1940. 
Rough measurements indicated that 
arch had a span of 17 5 feet and a 
height about the same. 
- From beneath the arch we could see 
in the distance another that appeared 
to be equally large . The arches and 
bridges so common in this region, are 
the work of erosion through many 
ages. 

Around our oak wood fire tonight 
we ate pinto beans , tamales , cheese, 
biscuits and jelly, with coffee. There 
were two nights on the trip when it 
was too warm to crawl inside the sleep
ing bags when we first went to bed
but we were always in them before 
morning. 

Tenth Day 
We left our upper Salt creek camp 
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Sandstone buttes and palisades in a setting of pinyon and juniper-this 
picture is typical of much of the area through which the trail led. 

at 8: 00 a. m. after a breakfast of oat
meal and raisins, and hotcakes with 
honey syrup. 

We followed the creek two miles 
and then climbed a steep ridge and 
had rough going up and down grade 
through pinyon forests until mid-day 
when the trail led down into Beef 
Basin, a great meadowland of tumble
weeds. 

Once we made a short detour to the 
site of an old Indian pueblo where the 
ground was covered with broken pot
tery. Ross told us that prehistoric 
pueblo sites are scattered over much 
of this area . Whether or not these 
mud and stone dwellings were built by 
cliff dwellers, or represent an earlier 
6r later culture I do not know . Many 
of them have never been excavated 
by archeologists. There is nothing left 
except the foundations, and in some 
instanc es these are covered with sand. 

The sites can be identified by pot
shards and loose stones. 

Our night camp was at South spring 
where we spread our bedrolls on 
smooth sandstone ledges. A trickle 
of good water seeped from a crevice 
and our engineering department took 
an old tin can and made a serviceable 
faucet. 

We have been out ten days, and 
have had at least a sprinkle of rain 
during seven of them. · But today ·the 
sky was ·cloudless and Beef Basin was 
hot. It is good country for cattle, but 
lacks the scenic horizons to which we 
had become accustomed. But we had 
a clean campsite and a cooling breeze 
came up during the evening. Marvin's 
biscuits, cooked over a pinyon fire, 
were extra good tonight. 

Today we rode 23 miles. 

Eleventh Day 
Beef Basin creek tumbles over a 
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The riders pause for a rest in a little cove surrounded by red and white 
sandstone buttes. 

75-foot waterfall just below our South 
spring campsite, and from that point 
to its junction with the Colorado river 
is known as Gypsum canyon. We left 
camp at 8: 30 this morning and climb
ed a precipitous trail to a pinyon-cov-

- ered mesa from which we could look 
down on the colorful Gypsum canyon 
gorge. It is a Grand Canyon in mini
ature, in both color and form. 

From the mesa we led our horses 
down a rocky trail into Fable valley 
where the cattlemen bring their stoc;:k 
for winter pasture. Here , as in many 
other valleys in this highly eroded land, 
flood waters are gouging deep gullies 
across the bottom pasture lands-and 
carrying the rich soil down to the Colo
rado and thence to Lake Mead. Be
fore Hoover dam was built this area 
contributed millions of tons of silt to 
the building of Palo Verde and Yuma 
and Imperial valleys on the lower 
Colorado. As these gullies eat their 
way across the pasture lands the ero
sion takes place vertically-that is the 
banks cave off to form vertical walls 
10 or 20 or 30 feet high. Ross told 
us that during the 20 years he has 
been following these trails a tremen
dous amount of rich soil has been 
washed away. 

We camped tonight beside a little 
grove of Gambel oaks, and carried our 
water from a fine spring pouring into 
the creek a hundred yards away. 
Across a 30-foot-deep · gully in the 
pasture, on the opposite skyline of the 
canyon, was a high butte with the ruins 

-of what appeared to be an Indian 
watch tower at the top and the re
mains of a mud and stone fortress-like 
structure on a ledge half way up. 
These ancient ruins are inaccessible to
day, but sever al arrowheads were 
picked up by members of our party 
at the base of the cliff. 

Many theories have been advanced 
as to why the prehistoric savages in 
this region abandoned their home~ 
hundreds of years ago. They left long 
before the white man moved in. They 
may have been forced to leave by pro
longed drouth, by epidemic or by the 
depredations of warring tribesmen. 
None of us can be sure of the answer. 
Ross Musselman has a theory of his 
own - that these Indians may have 
been carried off as slave laborers by 
raiding Aztecs at the time when Mon
tezuma was building his great temples 
in central Mexico. Many archeologists 
probably would argue this point. 

Generally we left camp ahead of the 
. pack animals in the morning, but Don 
· and . Val with their train usually caught 
up with us before night. They arrived 
this evening without 01' Jim. Jim 
was a big white horse, the veteran of 
the pack train. Soon after leaving 
camp in the morning he appeared sud
denly to go loco, and raced off the trail 
with his load. When the packers tried 
to head him back he ran into bad 
rocks, fell off a huge boulder and 
broke a leg. In accordance with the 
unwritten law of the range, they ended 
his misery with a bullet. His pack 
saddle and load were shifted to the 
other animals. 

Today we rode 12 miles. 

Twelfth Day 
We left camp at 9: 15 this morning, 

heading up Fable valley_ We saw a 
well - preserved cliff dwelling beneath 
an overhang high up on the sandstone 
wall. Marvin climbed up to it, but 
reported no artifacts were to be found. 

Then we ascended a steep trail to 
the top of Dark Canyon mesa, con
toured around the buttes known as 
Sweet Alice Hills, and took a well
worn cattle trail down Trail canyon 

to its junction with Dark canyon. 
Trail canyon is used by the cowboys 
to take their herds out of Dark canyon 
for winter pasture. It is a drop so 
precipitous we did not even try to lead 
the horses. We let them pick their 
way down over the rocks for a 1500-
foot descent, while we were doing the 
same. Horses accustomed to the trails 
in this country follow well. Most of 
the time the smart rider will let them 
have a free head. 

As far as I am concerned Dark can
yon is the daddy of all the gorges in 
this region. I spent a week in 1946 
packing down this creek to its junc
tion with the Colorado river (Desert 
Magazine, Dec. '46.) It is an im
mense chasm bordered by serrated 
ridges in cream and tan and red sand
stone. When the late afternoon sun 
strikes the sidewalls it brings out a 
hundred variations of exquisite shad
ing. Against these brilliant walls the 
deep green of the pine trees which 
grow on the ledges and in cavities 
which pock the precipice provides the 
contrast for a picture • beyond descrip
tion. 

It was 7: 45 when we reached a log 
cabin near the head of the canyon, and 
here we camped by a noisy little water
fall, with a cool spring close by. 

Today we rode 25 miles. 

Thirteenth Day 
For breakfast this morning we had 

oatmeal with raisins and creamed 
chipped beef with hotcakes . Ross 
uses dried milk for everything except 
coffee, and canned milk for that. For 
cereals and cooking the dried milk 
\Yas very satisfactory. 

There was an easy ride ahead today, 
and we did not leave camp until 9:50. 
Then we rode down Dark canyon to 
its junction with Peavine canyon, and 
up Peavine nearly to the top of Elk 
ridge where the cattlemen had piped 
water from a good spring. 

Nancy Musselman met us here with 
the jeep, loaded with provisions for 
our commissary and grain for the 
horses. For nine days we had been 
living out of the packs carried by the 
horses, but Ross Musselman is an old 
hand at this business and we suffered 
from no shortages. 

We were again above 8000 feet-in 
the land of aspens and big pines, col
umbines and Mariposa tulips_ The 
Forestry service maintains a ranger 
station at Kigalia on Elk ridge, and 
a good road leads down to Blanding. 
Deer are plentiful in this area. In fact 
nearly all of San Juan county is deer 
country. We saw literally hundreds 
of antlers along the trails - the relics 
of the annual shedding period. 

Both Nancy and Don Thomas play 
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the guitar, and she brought the instru
ments with her. Val Leavitt sings all 
the western songs. Thanks to Nancy 
and the wranglers we had a campfire 
program of music that was one of the 
highlights of the trip. · 

The sky was overcast ,when we went 
to bed, and we trenched our sleeping 
bags for a shower-but it did not 
come. 

Today we rode 14 miles. 

Fourteenth Day 
Fresh eggs and fresh bread for 

breakfast this morning. 
We left camp at 9:00 a. m. and an 

hour later reached the saddle between 
the Bear's Ears where our trail con
nected with the road that goes from 
Blanding to the Natural Bridges Na
tional Monument. 

The Bear's Ears are two well known 
landmarks which rise several hundred 
feet above Elk ridge. They are shaped 
like volcanic craters with one side of 
each cone broken away. Actually 
they are sandstone buttes formed by 
some strange freak of erosion . Th_ey 
are covered with aspen and spruce 
trees. 

From the saddle between them we 
could look far out across the pinyon 
flat which lay between us and the 
Natural Bridges Monument, which was 
our goal that day. 

Part way down the grade we stopped 
at Maverick spring and then until late 
afternoon jogged along the road which 
motorists take into the Monument. 
Riding a smooth road became a little 
monotonous after the exciting trails 
of previous days. 

Mile after mile we rode along an 
almost level lane bordered by juniper 
and pinyon. We saw two Navajo ho
gans, used during the pinyon harvest 
when many of the Indians come north 
to gather nuts . 

Late in the afternoon we reached 
the Monument headquarters where J. 
Wyley Redd, the custodian, and his 
wife live in a tent house and haul 
water from Maverick spring. Wyley 
has been custodian here for eight 
years. Al Scorup and his cowboy as
sociates are credited with the original 

Top- Owachomo bridge in the 
Natural Bridges National Monu .

inent in Southeastern Utah. 

Center_:_ Katchina br(dge, under 
which the riders camped two 

nights. 

Bottom'-Sipapu bridge, reached 
only by a foot tra;l. 



· mscovery of these bridges. Later 
through the efforts of ✓Zeke Johnson, 
they were set aside as a National Mon
ument. 

Owachonio bridge, formerly called 
Edwin, is in Armstrong canyon oppo
site Monument · headquarters. This 
bridge may be seen by motorists at the 
end of the road. Katchina bridge 
(formerly Caroline) is three miles 
away at the junction of Armstrong and 
White canyons, and may be reached 
only by foot trail. It is another three 
miles up White canyon to Sipapu 
bridge (formerly Augusta). 

Mrs. Redd told · us Wyley was out 
searching for some Indian ruins, and 
we met him later along the trail. She 
served us ice water from the kerosene
burning Servel, and we took the trail 

· for Katchina bridge where we were to 
· camp for the night. 

It was a rugged three-mile ride down 
the canyon, and we arrived at our 
campsite on a sandbar beneath the 
massive arch of Katchina just at dusk. 
There were no springs here, but we 
found drinkable water in holes along 
the creekbed. 

White canyon would delight the 
heart of a rockbound. There were 
fine specimens of jasper in many col
ors, and chunks of what appeared to 
be black · petrified wood. Ross told 
us this wood came down from Wood
enshoe mountain where there are logs 
of it on the slopes. 

There were old Indian ruins under 
an overhang near the bridge and, many 
grinding holes in the rocks . 

Today we rode 24 miles. 

Fifteenth Day 
During the night the horses wander

ed far up the canyon, and it was near
ly noon when Don had rounded them 
up for the day's ride. 

At 1: 30 we took the trail for Sip-

apu bridge. We arrived there 45 min- ward a saddle at the head of Dark can
utes later, and then continued up the yon known as The Notch. 
canyon to cliff dwellings· reached by Along the road we met Julian 
a 50-foot ladder the park service has Thomas, forest ranger at this station. 
maintained for visitors. No effort has He told us they had been experiment
been made to restore these dwellings, ing with aerial reseeding of the range. 
but the stick-in-the-mud granaries far They had found the "pellet" method, 
back in the cave were well-preserved seeding 1 ½ pounds to the acre, much 
and of interesting composition, differ- less effective than the distribution 
ing from the usual mud and rock con- from the air of 1 O pounds of untreated 
struction of the cliff people. seed. In places where cattle can be 

White c· any o n is good hunting kept off the range for a period of two 
grounds for botanists as well as rock or three years, the aerial reseeding is 
collectors and photographers . I saw bringing back a fine stand of grass 
squaw tea (ephedra) as high as my and edible shrubs. 
head. Indian paint brush was the pre- We passed over many sections of 
dominant flower, and I counted 43 the range on this trip which obviously 
flower stalks on one root system. The have been over-grazed. The main de
trees included the usual pinyon and struction caused by excessive feeding 
juniper plus maple, cottonwood, oak is not in the current loss of the grass, 
and boxelder. but in the destruction of flowers and 

Today we rode eight miles. seeds which would enable the range 
to reseed itself. Perm.anent damage 

Sixteenth Day is done by erosion which immediately 
Pete Spang and I left camp at 6: 30 starts when the grass dies. Our trail 

to hike up the canyon ahead of the led along mile after mile where prac
others to take some pictures of petro- tically the only surviving plants were 
glyphs we had seen on an overhead sage and tumbleweed. In the higher 
ledge previously. At eight o'clock the levels of Elk ridge snowberry replaced 
others caught up with us and we ar- the usual sage. 
rived back at Monument headquarters I had seen , the tiny plants of the 
at 8: 40. Oregon grape , with leaves resembling 

Today we merely back-tracked over . mountain holly, many times along the 
the road that brought us in to the trail , and finally discovered one with 
Natural Bridges, and arrived at our . · fruit. It grows a delicious looking 
previous camp in Peavine canyon in purple berry-which is very very 
mid-afternoon. bitter. 

Today we rode 24 miles. In mid - afternoon we arrived at 
Gooseberry ranger station where we 

Seventeenth Day found a comfortable camp with a fine 
It rained intermittently during the spring for ourselves, and good pasture 

for the horses . night but we were well waterproofed. 
After one has lived much of his life Today we rode 22 miles. 
on the desert it is a novel and pleasant 
sensation to lie out on the ground in Eighteenth Day 
a snug bag and hear the rain pattering Gooseberry station was well named. 
on the tarpaulin that covers you. Great patches of wild gooseberries 

After breakfast we headed out along grow here, and the fruit was ripe at 
the road past Kigalia ranger station to- this season. They are more palatable 

in pies than eaten raw, and we picked 
only a few of them. 

Deer were grazing in the pasture 

" " " 
Palm Desert Art Gallery in the foyer of the Desert Magazine on 

Highway 111 between Indio and Palm Springs was opened for the 
season October 15. 

when we awakened at five in the 
morning . . The packers rounded up the 
horses and we were away at 8:30. 

Our trail · today was an endless suc
cession of ups and downs. We were 
crossing . the great canyon systems of 
San Juan county at right angles. One 
hour we would be following a traiF. 
among the pines at the top of a ridge~ 

. ••.. The Gallery, exhibiting the work of 40 of the top-ranking painters 
,..;; ,-.,, of the desert scene, is open to visitors seven days a week from eight 

until five. 

.tf 

When visiting the Desert Magazine pueblo there is also the oppor
tunity to browse in the book and crafts shop and inspect the publishing 
plant. We extend a cordial welcome to Desert's readers and their 
friends. 

· and the next we would be crossing a 
creek hundreds of feet below. I often 
walked on the downgrades, partly to
make it easy on my horse, and partly 
for the exercise. I wore hiking shoes, 
rather than riding boots, for that pur
pose . . 

In mid-afternoon we rode across the 

24 THE DESERT MAGAZINE 



11" ' ,'. .• ',' '•"' 

· •. 8ayles ranch, where several hundred 
acres of grain were watered from a · 
stream that comes down from the 
Abajo mountains. This was the sec
ond cultivated rancp. we had seen in 
18 days. 

Near the ranch we 'passed thickets 
· of choke-berries just ripening. It is 
luscious appearing fruit, but mostly 
seed, and not very appetizing. In the 
Abajo mountains we had seen wild 
strawberry and raspberry but they 
were not in fruit at this time. · 

On one of the ridges today we saw 
more Indian sites, and above the 
Bayles ranch was a great outcropping 
of chalcedony in many shades. 

Just before dark we reached our 
night stop .in the Red Bluff forestry 
camp on the side of Ab~jo mountain. 
The 4-H clubs of San Juah and Grants 
counties were having a camping field 
trip here, and 160 young people and 
their leaders were having a grand time. 
The noise of so m·any voices was in 
strange contrast with the stillness of 
the wilderness through which we had 
been riding. About the only sounds 
we had heard along the trail were the 

· calls of the canyon wren and the pin
yon jay, the swish of the wind in the 
trees, and the occasional jingle jangle 
of the pans and buckets tied on top 
of Kewpie's pack. Kewpie was such 
a little mule she had to trot to keep 
up with the long legged horses, and 
we always knew when the pack train 
was approaching by the rhythmic rat-
tle of Kewpie's load. ' 

We camped tonight on the edge of 
a little meadow of wild iris, now in 
seed, and cooked our biscuits on dry 
?ak wood. This was our last night 
m camp. 

Today we rode 28 miles. 

Nineteenth Day 
We were up at daybreak this morn

ing, for we were rather glad after 18 
days to be heading back to the land 
of milk shakes and hot baths. 

We followed the Abajo mountain . 
road two miles and then took off 
through a forest of aspen trees for the 
steep climb to Dickson pass, between 
Abaja peak and South peak. 

From the summit we could look 
down again on the sage plain where 
Monticello stands. There were old 
mines near the summit-mines that 
never had produced much gold-and 
a good trail led down past them along 
South creek to the floor of the plateau 
below . 

It was 18 miles to Monticello and 
there we 'completed our circuit, rode 
the last eight miles back to the ranch 
in cars that were waiting for us. 

One of the members of the party 
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In the shadow of the overhang at the top of the picture is one of the many 
cliff dwellings seen on the 19-day trek. 

expressed what I believe were the fee!
ings of all of us: "I wouldn't do 1t 
again for a thousand dollars, and I 
wouldn't take ten thousand dollars for 
the experience." . 

For it was rugged. It was espec
ially hard for folks who are not ac
customed to riding regularly. Ross 

. Musselman is one of those who believe 
that our civilization is having a soft
ening effect on the human species. His 
trips are planned to make the riders 
hard and fit. 

We rode on two meals a day. Gen
erally breakfast was served before sev
en in the morning, and on two oc
casions it was nine in the evening be
fore dinner was ready. Each rider 
cared for his own horse, except that 
the women's mounts were saddled for 
them. All of us lost weight on the 

trip-but that was good- for most of 
us. 

Ross told me that not all his trips 
are as strenuous as this one. This fall 
his headquarters will be moved to an
other ranch near Moab, Utah, and 
next season he plans eight or ten.:day 
pack trips with shorter rides for those 
who do not fancy the gruelling 19-day 
schedule. 

San Juan county is a gorgeous 
country. It is comparatively poor in 
mineral and agricultural resources. 
But no region in the United States is 
richer in the intangible values of 
beauty and natural history. Its limited 
economic resources and sparse pop
ulation may become an asset as more 
and more Americans seek the relaxa
tion to be found only in the great silent 
spaces of the d~sert wilderness. 
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