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Ovens Full of Gold . . .
Chandler, Arizona
Dear Sir:
I enjoyed the story of the Lost Dutch Oven
mine by Mr. Rexford Bellamy in the October
issue of the Desert Magazine.
Since the Lost Dutch Oven story appeared
in my book "Lost Mines and Buried Treasures
of the Great Southwest," I have received more
than a hundred letters from people throughout
the United States and several foreign countries
seeking additional information as to the location of this lost mine.
I am convinced that the mine now being
worked by Clifford Gillespie is the "Lost
Dutch Oven Mine," said to have been found
years ago by Tom Scofield. The fact that the
mine is located in the Old Woman mountains
instead of the Clipper range only goes to show
that in searching for these lost mines the seekers should take in more territory. Old-timers
did not always know the exact locations of
their finds and in the absence of a reliable map
only gave the approximate location. They did
not always know where one range ended and
where the other started.
Then too the man who discovered these rich
outcroppings, in telling the story often deliberately placed the mine in a nearby range or
mountain as they sometimes had a sneaking
idea that they might want to come back and
look for it themselves. Moral—take in more
territory. The author does not always know
the exact location either. If he did the chances
are that he would locate it himself.
Many an Anglo-Saxon is a prospector and
treasure hunter at heart. To discover a lost
mine or dig up a buried treasure is the dream
of Eternal Youth. The wonderful thrill of such
a discovery cannot, however, be experienced by
all of us. Tales of hardships followed by the
finding of a fortune in a lost mine or the digging up of a hidden treasure fascinate us even
though we know they are only fiction. How
much stronger then must be the appeal of true
accounts of the finding of one of these long
lost mines or treasures.
Here's hoping that Clifford Gillespie takes
out many Dutch Ovensfull of gold from his
lost mine out there in the Old Woman mountains.
J O H N D. MITCHELL
•
•
•

Change the Signboard . . .
Coachella, California
To the Desert Magazine:
Your October, 1940, issue carried a story by
Hulbert Burroughs on "Forgotten Oasis in
Eagle Mountains."
Regarding the canyon he refers to as Monsen
or Jack Fork, here is some additional information that may be of interest: I have an old government map which lists this as Anshute canyon.
It was named for Charlie Anshute who du?
a well in the rocks where the spring is seeping
out, put in a gasoline engine and laid pipe
lines to some of his claims. He built a ladder—
it may be the same one shown in Mr. Burroughs' picture.
Old-timers knew this waterhole as Anshute
well. He had a team, one black and one white
horse. One morning they were missing. He
followed them. They had been stolen by two
men and a woman, Mexicans, and were headed for the border. Later Anshute's body was
found where the thieves had killed him when
he caught up with them.
A posse took the trail, but the trio escaped
to Mexico. Later they returned, and as nearly
as I can recall, one was hanged at San Quentin,
and the others given long terms, to be deported when they had completed their time. I believe one of them died in prison.
As historian of the Coachella Pioneer society I am trying to have the sign changed to Anshute canyon.
JUNE A. M. McCARROLL

Stuck in the Sand . . .
San Bernardino, California
Dear Mr. Henderson:
Pardon me if I take exception to quiz question numbered 2 in your November issue.
I claim to be an expert on getting stuck in
sand and while, when I first entered on my
career at getting stuck, I was pretty "green," I
have picked up quite a bit of valuable experience.
There is, of course, no doubt but that, at least
in the ordinary case—I can think of exceptions
at that—the choice lies between the jack and
the shovel. You choose the shovel. I choose the
jack.
There are two grounds for comparison of the
two tools: (1) the relative importance of the
operation performed by each; and (2) the comparative availability of a substitute tool. On
both counts the jack wins.
On count ( 1 ) , it is far more important to
lift the car from its "dug-in" position wherein
it will probably be resting on its rear housing
than to shovel sand from in front of the wheels.
Your greenhorn will shovel blisters onto his
hands and cramps into his back with a net result
of finding his car sink deeper and deeper into
the sand. Your experienced desert driver will
calmly set up his jack, lift the rear end of the
car out of the hole, fill in a found^t-on of
brush and rocks and roll out of his difficulty.
On count ( 2 ) , the jack also wins. I have
been caught without each tool. The shovel is
easily replaceable as to function bv a frying
pan, a wash basin or any one of half a dozen
other pieces of equipment likely to be with you.
• As to the jack it is another story. I was caught
not long ago hopelessly stuck going up a sandy
wash—and I had a shovel too. I remembered a
fence two miles back which I had fortunately
observed and I hiked back to it for a post to use
as a lever. A hike in another direction produced a rock suitable for use as a fulcrum. With
this improvised jack I raised the car out of its
sandy grave and got away. I think you will
agree with me that the finding of these substitute materials even under the difficulties indicated was an exceptional and unusual piece
of luck.
It is not impossible to imagine a case without an undue stretch of the imagination in
which a too wholehearted reliance on your answer might produce a situation with highly uncomfortable or even possible tragic results.
ROBERT MACK LIGHT
Dear Mr. Light:
Well, I rather expected to start an argument when I suggested that the shovel was
the handiest tool when stuck in the sand.
As a matter of fact our staff members did a
lot of debating over the subject.
There is much merit in your side of the
story. I can merely go back to the fact that
in my own experience—that includes being
mired in everything from earthquake crevices to cloudburst water, with numerous
dunes thrown in—I've relied on my shovel
ten times to every once that I dug out the
jack.
We'll probably agree on one thing—
not to put ropes or chains on the tires
when in the sand. I walked 14 miles for a
tow car the night I learned that lesson.
Thanks for your letter—and more power
to your old jack.
—R.H.

Lost Dutch Oven . . .
Reno, Nevada
Dear Mr. Henderson:
I am a reader of the Desert Magazine, and
noted your article in the October issue, concerning the Lost Dutch Oven Mine. For your
information will state that I have taken over
the Gillespie property, and my brother, Delbert B. Mills and myself, have added it to our
holdings in the same canyon of the Old Woman
mountains, and have formed a corporation
under the name indicated on this letterhead,
and are operating the property.
We believe the properties possess great
merit, and when properly developed should
make a good mine.
HOMER C. MILLS
• •
•

Porcupine Eggs . . .
Pasadena, California
Dear Mr. Henderson:
On a recent trip into Utah I ran across the
most curious mineral specimen you ever saw.
Up near Mt. Carmel on highway 89 someyoung children were selling petrified porcupine eggs at $1.00 each. I was told that these
specimens were very rare, and that the only way
to find them is to hang around where porcupines are plentiful, and when you hear a porcupine cackle, it is a sure sign that said "porky"
has laid an egg. Then all you have to do is to
hunt around till you find one, which might take
some three million years or more.
The specimens I saw were cockle burs, tied
with a pink ribbon.
I didn't bring any home as I thought I might
find good specimens in Imperial Valley.
ROY CARSON
• • •

Living Specimens Wanted . . .
Southwest Museum
Dear Mr. Henderson:
We have had inquiry here from the authorities at La Purisima Mission, near Lompoc, as
to where they can obtain a few cattle of the
rather small, black, rangy Colonial Spanish
breed with which the old California ranchos
were stocked in early days.
It is hoped to make La Purisima a "living
museum" of early California and for this reason a small herd of the typical cattle are needed.
We know where to find the right sheep, for
the breed formerly raised by the Navajo Indians are still to be found in remote portions of
the reservation, and these are direct descendants of the sheep brought in by the Spanish colonists.
Perhaps some of your readers can tell us
where to find the cattle.
Wishing continued success to the magazine,
I remain,
M. R. HARRINGTON
•
• •

No Mystery in the Maze . . .
Los Angeles, California
Editor, Desert Magazine:
In your October issue you have a letter from
Fredrick C. Butler regarding the mystery maze
near Needles.
The January, 1933, number of Touring Topics, Page 32, has an article stating that the
ridges of rock is the work of the contractor
who built the Santa Fe bridge at that point. He
used a scraper to line up the rocks so they
could be shoveled into the wagons. He claims
to have saved almost $1 per cubic yard by getting his material in this manner. He started to
get his rock from a quarry.
The Touring Topics also quotes a paragraph
written in 1891 for "Transactions of the American Society of Civil Engineers," pages 692 and
693.
The above may help you take the mystery out
of the maze.
CHARLES PUCK
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NOV. 28-30 Fifth annual Papago Indian fair and rodeo, Sells, Arizona. Richard Hendricks. chairman.
DEC. 2 Annual PapagO fiesta of San
Xavier del Bac, 9 miles south of
Tucson, Arizona.
4-6
Border Days celebration at Calexico, California.
6-7
Sierra Club of Southern California to weekend in Little San Bernardinos. Camp in Box Canyon,
hike to Hidden Springs and
Grotto canyon. Steve Ragsdale
of Desert Center, leader.
7
All Breed Dog show, Desert Inn
mashie course, Palm Springs, California.
7-JAN. 3 Annual Christmas Illumination pageant, Madrid, New Mexico.
10-13 Four performances of Romberg's
light opera. The New Moon, by
Salt Lake City Opera association,
at South high school, Salt Lake
City, Utah.
11-12 Annual fiesta of Tortugas Indians, featuring Los Matachines
Dance, Tortugas Indian village,
New Mexico.
12
Fiesta of Nuestra Senora de
Guadalupe, Taos and Santa Fe,
New Mexico.
13-15 Santa Fe Trail days, Santa Fe,
New Mexico.
20-21 Eagle Canyon, branching from
Palm Canyon back of Palm
Springs, will attract Sierra club
members. Fluorescent minerals
will be shown at Saturday night
campfire program. Paul Kegley,
133 S. Kenmore, Los Angeles,
leader.
28
Presentation of Handel's The
Messiah by Salt Lake Oratorio
society, direction of Dr. Adam S.
Bennion, Salt Lake City.
29-JAN. 1 Southwestern Sun Carnival,
El Paso, Texas. Dr. C. M. Hendricks, Mills Bldg., director.
Fortnight before and after Christmas—
Presentation
of old Miracle
Plays: Los Pastores, L'Aparicion
de Nuestra Senora de Guadalupe,
etc., in Santa Fe and many Spanish-American villages of New
Mexico.
Early in December—Shalako Dances
and New House ceremonials,
Zuni Indian Pueblo, New Mexico.
No fixed dates—Ye-be-chai and Fire
Dances, Navajo Indian reservation in New Mexico.

FOR CHRISTMAS . . .
What finer compliment can
you pay your friend than the
gift of a quality magagine—
the Desert Magazine.
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By ROLF TIETGENS
Albuquerque, New Mexico
First prize in the October photographic
contest went to this portrait of a1 Navajo
Indian. Taken with a Rolleiflex 2 /4x2V/4 camera, Panatomic X film, no filter. F:5.6, 1/50
sec.

Special Meld
The following photos were adjudged to
have unusual merit:
"Thistle Sage Blossom," by Howard A.
Bell, Trona, California.
"Rider and Horses," by Gladys M. Relyea,
Salt Lake City, Utah.
"Gopher Snake," by Aries Adams, El Centro, California.

By ROBERT J. SCHULZ

Los Angeles, California
Winner of the second prize in this month's
contest is the photo of one of the colorbanded conical formations in Petrified Forest
national monument, Arizona. Taken with a
Kodak 620 Monitor, infra-red film. "F" filter,
1 sec. at F:22. D-76 developer, 9 min. Kodabromide paper No. 3.

Kofa massif viewed from the west. Entrance to Cliff canyon is in the shadow at the left center of the picture. Cars
generally are parked to the left of the low black hill in the
foreground.
You wouldn't go to desert sand
dunes looking for orchids—nor
would you normally go to the
rugged Kofa mountain in northern Yuma county, Arizona, looking for wild palm trees. But the
palms are there nevertheless—
growing in a steep narrow slot of
a canyon in the heart of a great
massif of volcanic rock. Here is a
story about one of the botanical
rarities of the Southwest—in an
area every desert traveler will
want to visit sooner or later.
E of the myths often quoted by
writers not too familiar with their
Southwest is that Saguaro cactus
in its native habitat never grows west of
the Colorado river, nor the Washingtonia
palm east of the river.
Since rainfall, elevation and time are
the only factors which normally limit the
spread of botanical species, it would seem
odd if the meandering Colorado were an
impassable barrier between two of the
DECEMBER,
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hooking down Kofa Palm canyon. The gorge is so narrow
the sun reaches the bottom of it only a feiv hours each day.
Although palms must have plenty of moisture, no water
reaches the surface here. Photo by Emil Eger.

Mountain(2llmbet5
the Palm ramllu
By RANDALL HENDERSON

most conspicuous plant forms on the
American desert.
But it isn't true!
Many years ago on a trip to Laguna dam
above Yuma I saw fine specimens of the
Saguaro on the west side of the river.
These cacti are now well known to desert
travelers. They are identical with the
species that grow across the stream in
Arizona.
And there are native palms in Arizona

in the Kofa range in northern Yuma county. There may be other palm oases in Arizona—I am not sure. But Nature placed
the Kofa palms in a setting so unusual as
to give them a distinctive place among the
botanical rarities of the Southwest.
You might go to Kofa range hunting
gold or mountain sheep, or the exhileration of a hazardous adventure in mountain
climbing—but never in quest of palm
trees.
5

