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X -meet tke
. . . by your Union Oil Minute Man
Gloria, our beautiful Minute
Maid, and I had just opened
the station last Saturday
when bedlam, itself, drives
right into the station!
It's the Eager Beaver Patrol,

Troop No. 17, Boy Scouts
of America, and their pals,
jammed in CalWithertree's
truck. Cal's their Scoutmaster,and he's taking them
out to collect waste paper.
Before Gloria or I can say Be
Prepared, the station's swarming with assorted Scouts.
While Gloria asks Cal about
gas, I start to check the oil,

but a Scout beats me to it.
He gives me a smart salute
and exclaims: "A Scout is
courteous."
'Now wait a minute," I tell
him. "The Union Oil
Minute Men are also—"
At this point another Scout
comes scooting around the
truck dragging the water
hose. I make a pass at it, but
hesays: "AScoutisfriendly."
'But dag-nab it, bud, so are
the Union Oil—" I start to
shout, but I'm interrupted
by two more Eager Beavers

with the air hose. "Hey,
now," I yell,' 'this self-service
might be fine at some places,
but we Union Oil Minute
Men believe our customers
are still the most important
people who come into our
stations, and we try to be—"
'Helpful!" exclaim the two
Scouts—"Boy Scouts are
helpful—pardon us, please."
The whole thing is getting
serious. Then I get a
wonderful idea. I sneak
around the pumps to get the
windshield cleaner. But by
the time I get it the Scouts
have already got another
bottle, have cleaned all the
glass, and are all tucked back
in again; and Cal Withertree
and the truck and the
assorted Scouts go roaring
out of the station, leaving
me standing by the pump
with the bottle in my hand.
I see Gloria watching me.
"Now you listen to me,
Gloria,"! say. "Remember

this—Union Oil Minute
Men are—"
Gloria grins, and says:
'Trustworthy, loyal, helpful,
friendly, courteous, kind,
obedient, cheerful, thrifty,
brave, clean and reverent!"
Then she salutes and marches
into the station... from
which I hear giggles!
Say, doesn't anyone want a
good deed done?
The latcbstring is always out
at Union Oil Minute Man
Stations. Courtesy, friendliness
and essential motoring services
are never rationed. We're busy
as anyone else, but we're...
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• New contributor this month is Dr.
Philip A. Munz, distinguished professor
of botany, Pomona College, Claremont,
who collaborated with Jerry Laudermilk
on the story of plant adaptation. His
book on Southern California botany
proves his interest in flora of this desert
and semi-desert region. But his special
interest lies in his research throughout
the western hemisphere on the Oenothera, genus of the evening primrose.
• Mabel Wilton, whose first contribution to Desert Magazine appears in this
issue, started life in Michigan, has written articles, short stories and poems for
religious, nonsectarian and juvenile publications under several pen names. She
has appeared as speaker on numerous
radio programs, she wrote skits and
poems for Fanchon Marco's drama class
for a year, some of which are now published in book form, dedicated to her
adopted daughter Patricia Ann, now in
air corps, medical division, of the WAC.
• When entering Death Valley from the
old Nevada mining towns of Beatty and
Rhyolite, one usually enters through
Daylight pass in Boundary canyon. Those
who seek the remotest bypaths might
turn off this road before reaching the
Pass, following the trail through Leadfield and continuing through Titus canyon. It is the high walls that narrow this
canyon down to the point called Titus
Portal which are photographed by Josef
Muench for this month's cover. The
rocky road here shows only a faint track
as evidence that automobiles dare adventure into such a forbidding place.
• Next feature for those interested in
mineralogy is a mystery story, such as
only a scientist like Jerry Laudermilk
could tell. It's a story of ancient Indian
beads of a mysterious red stone which
shows all the warm tones of color from
pink to dark red and which sometimes
glows with a deep velvety shade like the
color of hematite. It took a spectrographic
analysis in a college lab to solve the mystery of this red stone's origin. Those who
have been skipping words like "spectroscopy" in magazine a n d newspaper
articles, are going to become familiar
with its importance and the ways in
which scientists use it to answer their
questions.

CREED OF THE DESERT
By J U N E LE MERT PAXTON

Yucca Valley, California
There are tiny foot-prints on sandy roads
Where quail crossed here and there;
The designs they leave remind one
Of quilts at a county fair.
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Wilson Howell is a man with a dream. A dream which he has been laboring for 17 years to bring to fulfillment.
In a wilderness empire above a vast desert land he is building roads and trails and check dams. As he makes
plans for rustic cabins and ramadas and outdoor barbecues, he bears in mind the wild rustic beauty of the natural setting. For it is such a n environment that is needed by artists, writers, scholars and scientists and those
others who are overworked a n d strained to the breaking point. It is for these that Wilson Howell is creating
what he calls his little paradise. He wants to provide for them delightful hideaways at the end of dim aromatic
trails a n d such sports as tennis, swimming, horseback riding, hiking. This is the story of how one man is building a dream—for others.

By MABEL WILTON

/

HE interior of the little thatched
roof curio store at Ribbonwood, on
Pines-to-Palms highway, was COQJ

and inviting when we stepped inside. The
earth floor felt restful to our tired feet.
No one was in the store and there was
no answer to our repeated calls, so we
made ourselves at home, poking about
about among the articles on display, examining the rings made from ribbonwood,
the pine cone lapel pins.
Finally we became uneasy, and curious
too, about the continued absence of the
owner, and were wondering what to do
about it when Patricia Ann, my daughter,
discovered a note penciled on an empty
paper sack under a chunk of rock on the
counter. The note said, "I am working on
the road over toward the rim of Palm canyon. If you want me for anything just
strike the Indian gong hanging outside the
door and I will come up to the store.—
Wilson Howell."
Since it was Patricia Ann who had discovered the note, she felt she should be the
one privileged to strike the gong. She
struck it with such a blow it sent echo after
echo vibrating, with seemingly electrical
force from one mountain peak to another
through the quiet summer air.
"Bravo!" I remarked with a chuckle,
"that surely ought to awaken the dead, let
alone bring the hermit from his lair. Say,
that's a pretty slick idea, that Indian gong,"
I went on, "it surely leaves the hermit a lot
of leisure—Oh! Oh!—that must be Mr.
Wilson Howell coming now." I had spied
the tall slender figure of a man in faded
blue denim trousers and battered old felt
hat just rounding the curve in the road that
leads off in the direction of Palm canyon.
"Yoo, hoo!" we called to him, through
cupped hands, and he "Yoo hooed" back
to us in the same fashion. As he approached we could see that his face was tanned to
the color of brown parchment from the
desert winds and sun. His faded blue eyes

held a quizzical look, and they seemed to
take us all in at a glance.
"Are you the owner of this place?" we
asked, and when he assured us he was, we
added, "But, aren't you afraid to go away

off into the hills and leave the store wide
open to the public like this? Aren't you
afraid someone will carry off everything in
the place?"
"No, no indeed," he said, his blue eyes

Wilson Howell under a Ribbonwood,
the shrub for which his "paradise"
was named.
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here now, I have visions of a group of log
cabins up here on the top of this mountain,
with lots of roads and trails leading to the
most scenic spots. There could be a tennis
court and a swimming pool, horseback riding, hiking and all kinds of sports. There
are all sorts of hideaway places here among
these rocks and it's an ideal place to come
to get away from the hubub of city life."
As he spoke his face was alight with many
dreams.
"Do you know what I was doing up
there on the rim of Palm canyon?" he
asked abruptly.
"No," I answered, "I wouldn't know,
but please go ahead and tell me all about
it."
~ .
-"I was working on a road I am breaking
through
to the very rim of Palm canyon.
Along Pines-to-Palms highway which now curves down to the desert past
Some day I hope to have a good road where
Ribbonwood. Fraskers photo.
cars can drive clear down to the canyon,
and then I hope to establish a series of
smiling at us from beneath the brim of the
lakes there."
drooping old felt hat. "I just naturally
"But, isn't that a tremendous undertaktrust folks and I guess they just trust me,
ing
for one man alone?" I asked doubttoo. I never have had anything stolen yet,
fully.
and I never yet have been cheated out of
"Well, yes, I suppose it is," he answerany money." He chuckled to himself as
ed.
"That's just why I need help. But, that
though he just that minute had thought of
isn't my only problem. I have a lot of
something amusing. Seeing our questiontrouble up here fighting vandalism and
ing eyes, he explained, "Once I found a
cattle grazing. The ranchers around here
note on the counter in the store, saying that
will let their cattle run loose, and then
the customer had taken an article and had
there
always are some people who will be
hidden the money somewhere in the store,
destructive."
but of course he didn't say exactly where
he had hidden it. Well, it took me exactly
He seemed lost in thought for a few
three days to find that three dollars and
minutes, then resumed his account.
25 cents. No," he added thoughtfully,
"I have made a critical study of this
"nothing is ever locked here at Ribboncountry up here and from the standpoint
wood."
of recreation and living conditions, I find
"How do you happen to be living up
it to be the most wonderful and exhilarathere all alone?" I asked.
ing spot in the whole Southwest. This
place could be made into a regular para"Well, you see, it's like this. I have a
dise—yes, it's a regular paradise in the
wonderful idea for a project, and I have
One of the many check dams Wilson
making,"
he added as his eyes turned albeen trying to get someone interested
Howell has built.
most reverently toward the west and the
enough in it to"-help me carry it through. I
mountain peaks where the sun was setting
can't make much headway alone. It's a big
undertaking, and it means a lot of hard spell, yet at the same time they can be sur- in a peacock fan of multi-colored clouds.
rounded by a beautiful natural setting.
work with a lot of capital involved."
I broke in on his meditations to ask,
"Instead of just the two cabins I have
"Project!" I exclaimed. "What project
do you mean? Let's hear about it."
Through this wilderness Howell has been building roads and trails.
That seemed to please him. I could see
it was a subject very close to his heart.
"I am trying to make this place into a
sort of community rest center, or in other
words a rest resort for people in ill health.
I want to make it into a place that is entirely different from the general run of
health resorts. A quiet, peaceful place with
all the comforts of home, yet retaining as
much of the natural scenery and atmosphere as possible. Something entirely rustic from beginning to end where sick people can come for the rest and relaxation
they so badly need. I would prefer to
make it into a place where artists, writers,
scholars and scientists, who are badly in
need of just such an environment, can
come and forget their work for a brief
JULY,
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