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THE CASE OF

Gloria and I notice nothing
unusual about him as he
pulls up to the pumps, except
that he’s driving a red and
yellow truck with big, gilt
letters on the side that say:
““Mento, the Great Brain,”’
and instead of a hat, heis
wearing a Turkish towel
wrapped around his head.
On his face he has a long,
silky mustache and a scowl.
He's the maddest looking
guy we've ever seen, this
Mento, the Great Brain!

Before I can say anything

he holds up his hand likean

actor." Say nothing," he roars,
“To Mento the mind is an

open book. Bahh—

five gallons!”

Gloria giggles as she grabs
the air hose and starts on
the tires. I make with the 76.
Mento stands over me.''Like
the open book is the mind
to Mento," he says." You
were about to tell Mento
there is a war on, that you

« = - by your Union Oil Minute Man

have not the time to give
Mento service; that you
are too busy—bahh, yah?”

“'"Bahh, no-et I mean no,
babh, er—no, sir"’—I mumble
as I start to check the
oil and radiator.

Mento glares at me.*“You
tell Mento his business?
Babh—everywhere I go I
read minds. I know what
they’re going to say before
they say it. They push Mento
around. Bahh—they are to0
busy!”” Gloria has just
finished the windshield
and pipes up with “Not at
Union Oil Minute Man
Stations, Mr. Mento. Sure,
we're awful busy, all right,
but we’re never too busy 1o be
belpful,’and she gives him
the old wide-eyed smile.

Mento yells,“But this is
not possible—Mento reads
minds like open books."

“"Sure it’s possible, Mr.
Mento,” I tell him." 'Look,

we wanted your business
before the war; we certainly
want it «ffer the war.

So we figure theway to keep
it is to treat you the best
we can 70w, You don’t
have to be a mind reader

to find #hat out!”

Mento looks from Gloria
to me. “"This you are saying
—but you also are doing?"’
Gloria grins at him.

“"Well you got your gas, we

checked the oil, water and
tires and cleaned the
windshield. Doesn’t that
look like we mean it?”

Mento shakes his head and
climbs back in the truck.
He pulls his crystal ball
out from back of the sear,

““Mento, the Great Brain, is

through! This crystal ball,
she is no good! Bahb/!"'—
and he heaves it over the
back fence, from where
we heara resounding
crash, and goes chugging
out of the station!

THE

This morning The Brain
is back. He has a new sign
on the truck, It says:

M. Mento, H orm:rlam’ng &
Gardening.”” Underneath
the sign 1s another line
that reads: ““M. Mento is
never foo busy to be belpful.”

The latchstring is always ont
at Union Ol Minute Man
Stations. Courtesy, friendliness
and essential moloring services
are never rationed. We're
buisy, yes, as busy as anyone
elve, but we're . . .
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Close- Ups

e Reading Walter Ford's Lost Arch
story, in this issue, reminds us of the two
lads who came into Desert's office one
summer Saturday morning. They were
all set for a weekend trip into the Choco-
late mountain country to find the Black
Butte gold. All they needed were direc-
tions for reaching it . . . Walter Ford
and John Hilton, when they started for
the Mojave to look for the Lost Arch
treasure at least had directions and land-
marks—even with these aids, they failed
to locate the gold nuggers. But they
haven't given up hope. They just didn't
dig in the right spot!

» Another lost treasure has lured Hugh
Rankin, Los Angeles illustrator, into the
Vallecitos area of the western Colorado
desert. He will tell Desert readers about
his attempts to find the gold, equipped
with divining rod and radio finder. He
defends his belief that the gold is still
there by declaring, "I am not a gullible
person; no one has sold me wild cat
mining stock and I do not bet on the
horses.”” A map will accompany his story
—but he will withhold some of his
clues for he believes they are so definite
that he plans to return as soon as travel
conditions permit.

e Fred V. Sampson, who took the pic-
tures of the antelope chipmunks in this
issue, was born in lowa, studied art,
served in World War 1. His photos have
appeared in many newspapers and na-
tional magazines, Now he lives in the
Mojave desert, in the walled-up, glassed-
in abandoned shaft of a limestone quarry
surrounded by his animal neighbors. Al
though they often appear to be conscious-
ly posing or acting for Sampson's camera,
they are entirely unconfined and un-
trained.

o In several museums of the West are
relics which have heen found along the
trail of death and suffering left by the
Donner-Reed party, who in 1846 made
their way across the Great Salt Lake des-
ert of Utah, only to be trapped by early
snowfall in the Sierra Nevadas. Latest
discovery to be added to the tragic me-
mentoes is a worn, water-soaked little
bible which had belonged to the hero of
the party—Charles T. Stanton. In a
coming issue, Charles Kelly will tell
Desert readers of the unusual circum-
stances which led to the finding and
identifying of the bible carried by Stan-
ton—the man who c¢ould have saved
himself but chose to save the lives of
his comrades at the cost of his own.

CREED OF THE DESERT
By JuNE LEMERT PAXTON
Yucca Valley, California

The cloudburst struck the canyon deep.
With raging force its sides did sweep.
Great shrubs from rocks, the flood did

shake,

And left them lying in its wake.
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