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The "Hermit" is My Friend . . .
Boise, Idaho
Dear Desert Folks:
I have just received the October issue of
your wonderful magazine and it was with a distinct shock that I read the article about the
"Hermit of Impassable Canyon." The "hermit"
is no other than Earl Parot, who is a personal
friend of mine and whom I esteem very highlyOf course you have a nice story, but surely
the author was not acquainted with this wonderful man whom it was my pleasure to know
over 30 years.
He is certainly a mild-mannered, honorable,
fine fellow and I am proud to know him.
Your magazine is very interesting and I
hope we will be able to contribute something
that will be of value to your publication, and if
there is anything you have in mind that we
might furnish you, it will be a pleasure to have
you call on us. With best wishes, I am,
ALLEN C. MERRITT
•
•
•

Those Highhat Calilornians . . .
Lovington, N. M.
Dear Sirs:
I am writing you for a little information.
While it may be out of your line of business, I
hope you can tell me anyway. I am planning
to spend a few months on the Arizona and California deserts and as it has been 17 years
since I was there and things happen so fast
and in different ways, I would be pleased to
know if there is any restrictions in regards to
entering California and if so, would like to
know what they are.
ROGERS LYNCH
Mr. Lynch: In view of the restrictions
now imposed at state boundaries not only
by California but by a number of other
states that is a very proper question. However, I am glad to assure you that if you
have a certificate for your car. and bring no
boll worms or other plant pests along with
you there will be no difficulty.
—K.H.

Mine was Too Rich . . .
Pasadena, California
Dear Mr. Henderson:
While I have been away on an extended tour
through the northwest, I have been a constant
reader of the Desert Magazine. I find it in most
all news stands everywhere.
In the October issue on page 20, in an article by G. Dale Hamilton entitled "Bonanza on
Treasure Hill"—it is stated that silver ore at
Hamilton, Nevada, yielded $27,000 to the ton.
I visited this old "ghost" town late in August and heard a lot of tales about it as usual.
But I am wondering whether or not at that time,
the price of silver was as high as $1,121/2 per
ounce. That is the price they must have gotten
and it must have yielded 24,000 ounces to
the ton.
Figure it yourself, any way you like, and
then draw your own conclusions.
A couple of years ago, there was a story
circulated around Bodie, that ore was discovered in an old shaft there, at the 800 foot level
that assayed $3,000 to the pound, and many
people repeated the yarn, and many believed it.
I have always been more or less a skeptic in
regard to these old tales of long ago, and maybe
I am "all wet" but still—I wonder? There is
the Peg Leg, the Lost Dutchman, Weepah and
a host of others all in the same vein, that make
me reach for the salt shaker. Skeptically yours,
ROY CARSON
P.S.—I am not looking for lost mines, but I
get a kick out of reading about them in Desert
(the best magazine in the West). So-what?
—R.C.
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Those Tenderfeet . . .
A jo, Arizona
Dear Desert Magazine:
I wish you would tell the whole wide world
how to pronounce the name of this town. The
tenderfeet insist on calling us "Ah-jo"—j as in
jolly. Sounds like the monkey man in a sideshow.
There isn't a prettier place name in the
Southwest than Ajo when it is given the correct Spanish pronunciation—Ah-ho.
The Ajo members of your Desert Magazine
clan will be forever grateful for a little help
through your very readable columns.
BILL VESTAL

At Lead Pipe Springs . . .
Los Angeles, California
Dear Sir:
Enclosed please find a picture of a tame
bird that came into our camp over the Labor
day weekend. At that time the Los Angeles
lapidary society had a field trip near Lead
Pipe springs, in the desert east of Randsburg.
On our arrival to camp Saturday morning,
we noticed this unusually tame bird running
about. It seemed utterly fearless and just kept
out of arm's reach. Bread crumbs were offered
it, but it was not interested. However, it soon
showed us what kind of food it liked, when it
followed the erratic flight of a grasshopper,
caught it and crept into the bushes to eat it.
Several men in the party caught grasshoppers,
which the bird took from their hands. It also
stopped hunting food itself and hung around
for the men to provide the insects.
When a person left camp, the bird would
follow him, expecting a handout, and would
be flying and running and keeping almost under the feet, until it was convinced no grasshoppers were forthcoming. Then it would fly
back to camp.
It stayed around all day but at evening it
joined three birds that chanced to be flying by.
We thought that was the last of the bird, but
early next morning we found it perched on the
cot of one of our members, waiting for its
breakfast.
As I happened to get more grasshoppers for
the bird than some of the others, it made my
camp its headquarters and followed me every
time I left the spot. This picture was taken of
the bird eating a grasshopper from my hand. I
found by holding the grasshopper firmly, the
bird would fly to my hand and pick the insect
until it was consumed. This was done several
times, and limited only by the lack of grasshoppers.
I am not sure of the identity of the bird, but
hazard the guess it was a Dwarf Cow Bird. It
was about the size of a black bird, plumage
was a drab brown with white edges around the
feathers. The breast was full, with beak straight
and strong and eyes black. None of us heard it
make any cry.
When we broke camp Labor day, it was still
there. Perhaps some of your readers could correctly identify the bird from this rather meager
description and possibly someone might come
in contact with it, in the vicinity of Lead Pipe
springs where we were looking for blue agate
nodules.
The bird event was one of the highlights of
our trip, and all enjoyed its friendly visit.
CHARLES G. SCHWEITZER

Birthday Greetings . . .
El Centro, California
Dear Randall:
When I picked up the October issue of Desert Magazine and I saw that it contained the
index to Volume IV, I realized then that you
have completed your fourth year of publication.
Congratulations upon what you have
achieved and congratulations to you upon attaining an ideal which I know you had in
your mind for many years. The Desert Magazine has become a wonderful publication under your leadership. May you have many times
4 times 4 times 4 years of continued success.
ROBERT HAYS
Thanks, Bob, but the ideal isn't aituined
yet.
—R.H.
• •
•

Jitterbug for Rockhounds . . .
Denver, Colorado
Dear Mr. Henderson:
Private David E. Smith's letter in the August
issue of Desert Magazine reminds me that there
is a general agreement in this part of the country that the new army car, known around the
posts as the Jeep or Jitterbug, is really ideal
for rock hunting, in the mountains as well as
the desert. I believe that if mineral collectors
realize this, the government will have little
trouble in disposing of what are left of them
when the wars are over. Each mineral club
should own one to be rented to members who
are making trips off the improved highways.
Desert Magazine might remind its readers about
this when the time comes.
RICHARD M. PEARL
Secretary
Colorado Mineral Society

"Maze was Always There" . . .
San Bernardino, California
Dear Mr. Henderson:
After reading the very good letter of Frederick C. Butler in the October number of The
Desert Magazine in which he comments on the
"Mystic Maze" south of Needles, I would like
with your permission, to say a few words myself on that subject.
To begin with, one man's guess as to its origen is as good as another's for nobody knows.
Until the first rough auto road was built
across the hills from Needles to the Santa Fe Topock bridge the maze was to all intents unknown. (That road connected with the railroad bridge, which was planked over to allow
passage of automobiles.)
Then the maze, close to the highway, began
to attract attention. Some years ago a Los Angeles magazine expressed the belief that railroad engineers in the search for beds of gravel
needed in the bridge construction were responsible for the maze.
Now, as I very well remember, preliminary
work on that bridge began in 1888. Mark the
date.
R. J. Halsey came to Needles with the railroad in 1883. In 1886, while traveling on foot
towards Needles from the Black Metal mine
of Pete McGuire down the river, he came upon
the maze but thought nothing of it, for, in
truth, it is not at all impressive.
Years later, after it had been formally "discovered," Halsey, Wm. Hutt and the writer
went down to look at it. "Shucks," said Bob
Halsey, "I saw that in 1886 and forgot all
about it."
Subsequently the three of us, individually
and collectively, questioned many old Indians
about it and invariably the answer was: "We
don't know who made it. It was always there."

CHARLES BATTYE
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3 1 - N O V . 1 Palm SpringsCoachella Valley boat races, Salton Sea, California.

OCT. 31-NOV. 1 Nevada's 77th Admission day, Carson City. Parade,
pageant and "1864 Ball," Saturday.
OCT.

31-NOV. 1 Annual livestock
show, Ogden, Utah. E. J. Fjeldsted, show manager.

NOV. 1-2 Home-coming for alumni of
Arizona State Teachers college.
Flagstaff. Football game Saturday with N . M. College of Agriculture, followed by Home-coming ball.
Deer season in Ruidoso and Sacramento areas, New Mexico.
Special permit applications from
state game office, Santa Fe, before Oct. 20.
1-DEC. 31 Nevada season on mountain
hare and cottontail; varies in
counties.

Volume 5

AH Saints' day at Taos Pueblo,
New Mexico.

2

Pheasant season opens in Utah.
Counties vary 2 to 5 days.
Frederick
Jagel, Metropolitan
Opera tenor, guest artist with Albuquerque, New Mexico, Civic
Symphony
orchestra,
opening
10th concert season.
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Arizona City Days, marking 70th
anniversary of Arizona City as
Yuma county seat.
At Yuma,
Arizona.
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Tyuonyi ruins in Frijoles canyon.
Mora M. Brown went to the ancient ruins in Frijoles canyon on a moonlit midnight to endeavor, in her imagination, to bridge the vast span of
time since the ancients dwelt in this place. For her it was a rich experience
—and if you are one of those humans who find peace and inspiration in
the solitude of a lonely desert canyon, you will enjoy it with her.

Midnight at SandeLiet
By MORA M. BROWN
fl T WAS a rich experience—the midV/ night I spent among ancient ruins in
October moonlight. The moon, full
and glowing, made luminous the goldleafed trees along the little river and the
tumbled walls upon the gentle slope. Its
magic carried me far back into the past.
I do not know why I selected the Frijoles canyon ruins in Bandelier national
monument near Santa Fe, New Mexico,
but for weeks I had thought about this
moonlight tryst with the ancients who once
dwelt in this place.
It was late afternoon as my husband and
I wound among the tufa canyons of this

great table-land and saw in the soft cliffs
the caves which olden men had carved out
for their homes. It was sunset when we
slanted downward from the juniper and
pinon covered mesa into the long court
before the modern stone pueblos which are
headquarters and lodge.
At that late hour in that late month we
were the only visitors. Our guide led us
from the museum to a pathway shaded by
cottonwoods, alders and box-elders, and
bordered by the stream. Beyond the quiet
water spread a lovely rock-trimmed campground in the shade of oak and pine.
Then the pathway left the stream and

led us to the first kiva, a rock-lined, circular chamber in the ground where these
ancient people conducted tribal ceremonials. We brushed past wild gallardia in
bloom, past rabbit-bush, sunflowers and
buckwheat dry with autumn, then through
a labyrinthine entrance into the ruins
known as Tyuonyi.
Six hundred years ago this was a multiple-storied community dwelling built in
the form of a huge oval about an open
plaza. The ruins of three kivas, one freed
of debris, edged the path on our left. To
the right, beyond the huddled and broken
little stone rooms, rose a rugged basalt and
tufa cliff in which were the cave-homes of
people whose front yards had been the
roof-tops of stone houses strung all along
the base of the cliff.
Tyuonyi is not a complete oval now; its
highest point is not yet excavated. But in
the resurrected walls of the 200 standing
rooms, and in the artifacts found there, is
revealed the story of the life its builders
lived.
In the face of posted warnings it took
courage for me to ask if I might return in
moonlight. But Ranger Elmore said yes.
He may have sensed the way I felt about
it. "But," he added, "it will be midnight
before the moon reaches the ruins, and
midnight will be cold."
Midnight—good! My one remaining
problem was how to come to it alone.
There are times when a husband's desire to be protective is an error. I needed
that quiet hour away from talk of war. I
needed it to reach beyond myself. But no,
husband said, it wouldn't be right for him
to leave me there alone.
But he was tired. Stretched out on a
warm bed to wait for midnight, he fell
asleep; and I, warmly wrapped, slipped
out alone.
What a changed world! The moon was
king, and he covered his kingdom with
that special kind of brightness which
flattens everything to two dimensions.
Moon-touched objects were luminously
silver; shadows were absolutely black.
Gone with sunset were the landmarks of
the day.
Where was the path? We had gone out
the rear door, and then which way? The
ruins, I recalled, were on a long slope. I
could see the black cliff standing guard
behind them. I started out across the slope
to intercept the path.
It was strange the way the ground,
which in full daylight had been stationary, began to hump itself and to drop in
sudden hollows. Even my flashlight could
not keep me from stumbling, from getting
entangled with brush, from being
scratched. But I kept on; the black cliff
was always ahead. It was only the path
which was hiding. I do not know how
long I fell into little washes before I
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