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Now! anew il
you change only

2 times a year

The time when you changed oil every 1000 miles is past! With
Union Oil Company’s sensational New Triton motor oil, you need
only 2 oil changes a year ~light grade for winter driving, heavy

grade for summer.

New Triton lasts far longer than any other oil you've ever known
before because it contains special, war-developed compounds that
almost completely prevent the usual deterioration common to pre-
war oils. These compounds give it 3 remarkable new characteristics.

1. IT WON'T BREAK DOWN: Air in your
engine, mixing with the lubricating oil,
is the chief cause of oil breakdown. New
Triton contains an oxidation preventive
compound which, for all pracrical pur-
poses, eliminates this problem.,

2. IT WON'T TURN ACID: Ordinary oils,
after 1000 miles or so of driving, turn
acid — eat into precious bearings. New
Triton contains a compound which pre-
vents corrosion. You can drive for six

months on the same oil with no fear of

damage. Just add oil as needed.

3.IT CLEANS YOUR MOTOR: New Triton
not only gives you far longer and better
lubrication, but its special detergent
quality actually keeps your engine washed
clean of harmful carbonand sludge deposits!
The loosened impurities are held harm-
lessly suspended in the oil,

NOTE : The washing quality of New
Triton can be demonstrated to the
naked eye. After a few miles of driving,
the oil on the measuring stick will be
black with impurities held in suspension
in the oil. This shows that the oil is work-
ing. It does not mean that the oil

should be changed. The process of
washing your motor is a continuous one.

Drive in today at any Union Qil Station
and ask the Minute Man for complete in-
formation on how you can drive for six
months between drains on this new oil.

MNEW TRITON cuts wear 509% over straight
mineral oils —lasts far longer than oils
have ever lasted before.

UNION OIL COMPANY
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DESERT

Close- Upd

e One of next month's features for DES-
ERT will be the story of Eddie Main,
prospector, who sums up his philosophy
this way: "It isn't greediness for wealth
that keeps a prospector going . . . it's the
fun of living, the friends you make, and
the freedom that goes with it.” Eddie
lives a stone's throw from Senator Char-
lie Brown's general store at Shoshone,
California—and it was there in the Mo-
jave desert that author F. Conrad, a
Riverside engineer, first met Eddie while
investigating property for the Kaiser
company.

® Most people, who have heard of Hopi
Indians at all, associate them with snakes
because of the annual ceremonial prayer
for rain in which their snake “brothers”
feature. But Hopis also will tell you that
“Eagles are Hopis, just like snakes are
Hopis.” For the next issue, Dama Lang-
ley has recorded what one of the Eagle
Men told her of this saga of ancient Hopi
days.

e Although Margaret Carrick looks at
her neighbors' sumptuous gardens with
full appreciation, she confesses, "l see
even more sheer beauty in a rainwashed,
sun-bleached stick which God has creat-
ed and the winds have bent and curved
into a thing of grace which cannot be
duplicated.”” That's why her flower ar-
rangements are called “"weeds” by others.
Some of them will be published in DES-
ERT next month; one group appeared in
the December, 1944, issue.

DESERT CALENDAR

Jan. 31-Feb. 3—Tucson livestock show,
including 16 classes in horse division.
World's championship quarter horse
speed trials at Rillito race track, Jan.
27 and Feb, 3. Stake races, same dates
and Feb. 10.

Feb. 1-Mar. 31—Two-month open season
on Javelina (peccary or wild pig) in
Arizona. Strict regulations on use of
rifles and bows.

Feb. 16—Mineral show and field trip,
sponsored by Desert Gem and Mineral
Society, Blythe, California.

Feb. 22-24—La Fiesta de los Vaqueros
and 21st annual rodeo, Tucson, Ari-
zona, For information write Sheriff Ed
Echols, Chamber of Commerce,
Tucson.

Feb. 23-24—Sierra Club trip to Hidden
Springs from Box Canyon (914 miles
from Mecca, California). Desert Steve
Ragsdale, Desert Center, will be host
and leader.

Feb, 28-Mar, 2—International Desert
Cavalcade, Calexico, California. His-
torical pageant and fiesta.

Circulation of this issue of
Desert Magazine is . . .

26,200 COPIES
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PEDRO'S WAYBILL

By HELEN L. VOGEL
Mecca, California
“Seiior, I tell you thees ‘cause you have geev
Me water when I almost now have die.
Thees gol' 1 foun'. See—now you weel
believe?
For us a thousan' dreams thees rocks weel buy.

“Sefior, from here, thees spring where is the
skull—

We go eento the sun to thees smoke tree.
Weeth back to sun we turn an’ see a hull

Of Spanish galleon once so proud at sea.
She's stuck, thees ship, at doorway of a gorge.
Go thru, my fren’, eento a leetle vale

Where are the palms an' by the stream a forge
Part cover by the san’. Thees ees the trail.

" Ahora—Ileeft the eyes to mountain top,
Where evening sunrays kees the alta peak.
There look an' wen the yellow sun have stop,
Ees there, my fren’, ees there the gol’ we seek.”

L] L] .

PALM SPRINGS
By Grace Parsons HarMoN
Los Angeles, California

Like a maid sophisticated, red hibiscus in her
hair,

Palm Springs gazes at the mountains with her
desert-mystic air;

Smoothly stream-lined, smartly contoured, richly
born of artist’s dreams,

Under moon or winter sunshine, her rare vivid
beauty gleams:—

So alluring, tantalizing, with her desert-mystic
air,

Is this sultry, red-lipped mistress, with hibiscus
in her hair!

L - L]

DESERT SARAH

By CeciLE BoNHAM
Glendale, California
The desert is a woman Nature tries
With years of loneliness and reprimand,
It scourges her with whips of chiseled sand
And brands her from a forge of burning skies.
Her years are numberless, but Sarah-wise
She brings to birth a clawing, sharp-toothed
band
As drab as she. They over-run the land
And lie in wait to clutch and terrorize,
Yet, woman-like, she feels the urge of spring,
And all her latent dreams are then expressed
In one great rush of evanescent art;
Cerise and gold, and purple lupine wing
Are pinned in clusters on her ancient breast
To feed the starving beauty in her heart.
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Dedert Hour

By DorotHy HUMES
Los Angeles, California

The sun, a molten ball, drops down a sky
Clear-washed in topaz. Gleaming bars of cloud
In chrome and apricot and saffron dye

Retlect along a sand-ridge where a crowd

Of sulphur-blossoms clings and importunes
The arid land for life. They light the sea

Of billowing, wind-rippled yellow dunes
That surges on in lone immensity.

A traveler meditates in wonderment,

Bronze features gilded by the aureate sun.

His spirit knows the hush of still content

As amber earth and sky merge into one;

Pervading Peace, in this transcendent hour,

Unfolds within his heart—a golden flower.
L ] L] -

NOT FORGOTTEN

By GrRACE PARSONS HARMON
Los Angeles, California

I can’t believe the desert is "the land that God
forgot”—

I think, that day, when Earth was done, He sat
Him down and thought,

“I've filled the world so full of things—hills,
people, plants and such—

There's something everywhere I look, I've made
s0 very much,

I'll have to leave a special place, a place where
folks can go,

Where they can gauge the ways of Earth, and,
wise in Silence—know !

That's why He left the desert land all clean and
wide and free,

And spread His peace above it there for all
Eternity!

L ] L ] L ]
ENCHANTED MOUNTAIN
By CeciLg J. RANSOME
Banning, California

San Jacinto mountain rises,
Steeply, from the desert floor;
Like a huge enchanted lighthouse
Doomed to guard an arid shore.

While the murky waves of dust-winds
Dim the foothills, far below,
Thunder clouds upon the summit
Flash weird signals to and fro;

Some day, when we are much wiser,
Taught to harness Nature's powers,
San Jacinto will be guarding
Waves of sunlit grain and flowers,

THE LOST MISSION

By HELEN L. VoGeL
Mecca, California

Oh legion are the tales of mission lost
Within dark windings of the desert's heart.
Found twice, perhaps, with men's lives as the
cost
When that kept secret they willed to impart.
"Tis tl?ej:le, they say, white domed and thick wall
uilr,
To hold the earth as man may never stay,
With golden treasure packed in dobe silt
And jewels laid safely in a hidden tray.
The altar must be carved, inlaid with gold
And riled the floor while niches in the wall
Mark stations of the cross, revered and old
That temblors of mere earth can not make fall.
Deep hidden in some desert canyon-wild,
Its pathway masked by chaparral, mesquite,
The padres built and none have yer defiled
This sacred place now trod by spirit feer.
I like to feel that little spot of earth
Untouched by time, stands perfect in its place,
The misston waiting for who gave it birth,
The grace of peace warm as a smiling face.
And oft at dusk 1 like to think the bells
Are lightly stroked by loving, tender hand,
That desert wind the gentle music knells
To spread in benediction on the land.
. L] L

UNDERSTANDING
By Lera M. WILLHITE
Fresno, California

Give me a shack that's built on sand,
A drifting, shifting desert dune;

A great white moon for all my might,
And the lone coyote's wailing tune.

The cactus and the honey-mesquite
To supply my drink and shade,

A diggings to pan close by a creek
With a vein that will make the grade;

Give me winds on my desert claim—
Shifting, drifting winds that blow

Away the mist so I may see and understand
The things that only humble men may know.

CREED OF THE DESERT I

By June LEMERT PaxTON
Yucca Valley, California

The evening shadows stretch long arms
To pull the night-shades low,

Lest lingering twilight, with her charms,
Should let her light still show.
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Sunset Crater, a great mound of black cinders 1000 feet hig
recent addition to the San Francisco Pe:

o
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. i5 about 16 miles northeast of Flagstaff, Arizona. It is the most
, baving appeared in the course of an evuption about 885 A. D.

Like a page out of Dante’s Inferno was the strange
volcanic world that Joyce Muench found herself in
when she climbed to the crest of Sunset Crater in
northern Arizona. Here is a crater only about 1060
years old—so young geologically that the forces of
erosion have not yet had time to cut and mar the
smoothness of its oval outline. It is located in the

midst of one of the most interesting and accessible
geological areas of the Southwest. But when your
postwar trip takes you there you'd better pack an
extra pair of heavy shoes—the fine ash and cinder
of the slopes are like thousands of tiny needle-points,
and the twisted jagged lava flows will cut your shoes
to ribbons if you walk farther than a dude-tourist.

climb the trail to the crest of Sunset

crater. Forty-five minutes of slipping
back at each step about one third of the
distance we took. For the whole 1000 foot
slope is made up of loose cinders that seem
almost fluid when you step on them. Our
shoes soon were full of the fine ash, and
when I slipped once and put out my hands
to break the fall T discovered that the sur-
face was sharp, a thousand tiny needle-

QT TOOK us exactly 45 minutes to
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By JOYCE ROCKWOOD MUENCH
Photographs by Josef Muench

points trying to pierce the flesh. But with
every step our view was widened and our
curiosity about the crater mounted. What
a fire it must have been, we told ourselves,
to have left such a pile of cinders! Since
there were no signs of erosion this must
have happened just yesterday!

I was amazed, in this strange world that
looked like a page out of my old copy of
Dante’s Inferno, to find flowers, First we
saw lovely fragile evening primroses

spreading their fragrant petals only an inch
or two above the black cinders. Farther up,
on a level spot which had not been visible
from our starting point, were a few pine
trees, and in their shelter a whole group of
bright Pentstemons nodded casually in the
breeze. Down below we caught sight of
some Apache plume waving triumphantly
over the black earth.

Sunset Crater national monument lies
about 16 miles from Flagstaff, Arizona, in
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the San Francisco Mountain volcanic field.
Here, in very recent times, there has been
intense volcanic activity. There are more
than 200 cinder cones, one of the most
interesting and the most recent being Sun-
set crater itself. Coming upon it over the
cinder-paved road that leads from U. S.
Highway 89, it appears as a great reddish-
black mound with a crest of yellow and red
that makes it look as though the sun were
forever setting just beyond it and burnish-
ing its upper edge. At its base are two lava
flows, one caught among a circle of smaller
cones and the other stretching off out of
sight in the irregular terrain. They speak
almost more eloquently than the crater it-
self of the forces that worked here. As
though caught in the very act of flowing
away, they have a fascination that is ming-
led with dread. The black landscape looks
as though it never again could support life,
but upon closer inspection, life has man-
aged to take hold in places.

When we gained the top, we sat down to
catch our breath and take stock of the
view that lay spread out in every direction.
From the crest we surveyed an immense
area, some sections of it undeniably beauti-
ful, and some very strange. To the west
rise the sublime peaks of the San Francisco
mountains that dominate the whole region
and are to be seen from the air for 100
miles. Its mighty peaks are always snow-
capped, and in winter their snow fields
reach glacier proportions. Humphreys at
12,794 feet above sea level is the highest
point in Arizona, The other principle peaks
are Agassiz and Fremont. The Hopi In-
dians believe that the Katchina people
dwell there on the snowy summits, which
they call Nwva-tekia-ovi, Place of the
Snows.

To the south we could see the Tonto
Rim, from here only a series of undulating
hills, feathered in green. Out to the east
i1s New Mexico, land of color. Then our

Sunset Crater with San Francisco Peaks in background. The peak regre.rem: a far

older page in geological history, but they were formed in almost t

e fame wdy.

Crater is 400 feet deep and quarter of a mile across. Pine trees have rooted in the
cinder even on the steep slopes. Hot mineral springs are along the rim.

eyes moved to the Painted Desert, with
Navajo mountain a mere line on the north-
eastern horizon, looking black and myster-
ious. It is here that the Navajo war god
is buried. The circle was complete as we

glanced over the Grand Canyon country
and then back to the San Francisco peaks.
But our attention now was absorbed by the
wonders close at hand. I quite frankly had
expected this, my first crater, to show a
gaping hole that would go down, presum-
ably, into the very bowels of the earth.
What I actually saw was a sink 400 feet
deep that ended in a smooth bed of cinders
and out of which about 50 sturdy pine trees
grew, with never a chance to glimpse the
outside world, If trees can think, what a
strange idea these must have of what the
world looks like—unless the talkative birds
that come even here, keep them better in-
formed. Perhaps an occasional wildcat
finds his way here, for several days before
our visit one had been seen out on the Bon-
ito lava flow, northeast of the crater.

The rim to the east is 150 feet higher
than its western edge. This is explained

Growing in the dunes of cinder thar
surround Sunset Crater, this little pine
bas bad a hard struggle to achieve
maturity. The cinder forms a mulch
which holds moisture for vegetation.
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in terms of the westerly wind which must
have been blowing at the time of the erup-
tion, causing the cinders and ash to fall in
this disection and, adding to the tumbled
rocks, build up one side of it. The crest is
8000 fect above sea level and the sunset
effect, which we had noted from below,
comes from sulphur crystals, limonite and
gypsum. When it was very hot here, these
elements were oxidized and their bright
colors still decorate the rim of the crater.

Looking down the outside slopes of the
crater we could see great dunes of cinder in
graceful sweeps. Like black sand, they reg-
stered every whim of the passing wmds
and some recent tire marks were visible
where some foolish motorist had tried to
see how far the car would go up a slope.
Along the lower edge of one of the dunes
that lay spread out below us, was the Bonito
lava flow, looking like a stream which
might at any moment escape from the en-
chantment that holds it and go flowing
away. Some people that we met the next
day, expected it to do that very thing be-
cause they asked us where they could see
the lava in motion.

“We were told that we could see the
Bonito lava flow.”

We had to tell them that they were
approximately 1060 years too late to see it
flowing. For which they should have been

grateful instead of so manifestly disap-
pointed.

Back in that distant period that geolo-
gists call the Tertiary, this whole great
plateau of central and northern Arizona
was 4 plain at about sea level. The many
fossils of marine animals that have been
found here indicate that even before the
time of which we speak, there was a great
sea here, Toward the end of the Tertiary
period extensive lava flows developed.
From cracks in the earth, out of the lime-
stone and underlying rock, came basalt in
a very liquid form. It flowed out over the
gently sloping surface. In some places cones
were built up with the outpouring of cin-
ders and more viscous lava. After a time,
the activity stopped and the forces of na-
ture started to wear down the new and
porous surface. It is known that in the
past 1000 years there has been practically
no erosion on the top layer of lava, so that
a great space of time must have gone by,

Great sweeping cinder dunes seen

frem slopes of Sunset Crater. Along

lower edge, some of the frozen

of lava seem to be still in motion.

Cinders can be seen even on hills in

background, with trees pushing up
through them.
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for the first lava has been decply eroded. It
would be only a guess to say that 50,000
years passed before another crop of lava
came up from the earth. It was different in
some respects from the first, being less
fluid, more acid and with larger fragments.
Some of this is recognized as andesite, da-
cite and latite. Now the rocks piled up,
building whole mountains. The San Fran-
cisco peaks, Kendrick peak, Elden moun-
tain and O'Leary peak, to mention a few
of the high summits, were created. They
were not,.as has happened elsewhere, made
by pushing up whole sections of rock for-
mations, but were piled there in what must
have been a time of indescribable tumult.
The imagination seems limited indeed
when it tries to picture what a day in that
age must have been. But, of course, it was
far too long ago for any human to have
been alive, anywhere. So we can consider it
calmly in terms of “changes” without hav-
ing to consider the “damage™ that occurs
now when an eruption takes place almost
anywhere in the populated world.

Quiet again descended upon the land,
which must have looked raw and torn for
thousands of years before erosion could
carve out new canyons and wear off the
sharp edges and prepare the earth for vege-
tation,

It was during the Pleistocene age that
the third period of activity occurred and
has continued almost until today. Some
thousand years ago Sunset crater was creat-
ed in the course of an eruption. The ma-
terial exuded was basalt and as in the
first period, it came out from numerous
cracks and openings, mostly from the ear-
lier lava sheets, It ran down valleys that had
been covered once, then eroded and now
were covered again by many feet of lava.
At some of the vents, like Sunset, the flow-
ing liquid was followed by tremendous ex-
plosions of material from the interior, and
of cinders and ash. The ash spread out over
some 800 square miles. Since that time all
but about 100 square miles of it has been
croded away.

We can believe that there was a tremen-
dous amount of noise and fierce shocks like
that of an earthquake that were felt for
great distances. As the clinkers and cinders
fell back to earth, cones were formed
around some of the vents. Part of the lava
was compact and came out as bombs. We
saw some of these as well as others that
were long and irregular. The liquid lava
conta'ned a great volume of steam and so
it is porous, being full of these steam holes.

In this barren region where low red
mesas form the horizon and sandy washes
carry the season’s rainfall in the direction
of the Little Colorado river, there are now
only a few Navajo Indians living. They
have their homes within reach of the water.
A few white men's ranches huddle close

£
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to the slopes of the San Francisco peaks.
Yet in the years between 1000 and 1200
A. D. there were as many as 4000 souls in
this small area! Strangely enough, it was
the eruption that made life possib'e. The
mulch of ashes which fell, kept the mois-
ture from flowing away as it had done pre-
viously, and until overintensive cultivation
and the succession of seasons had washed
it off again, it made possible the first land
rush in America. Today the interesting
remnants of houses left by these people are
Leing studied to complete the expanding
picture of their life and times.

The lava flows that we saw from the
crest deserve a word, Before Sunset came
into being. the carlier lava flows had upset
the original pattern of drainage by blocking
its passage with cones and layers of cooled
lava. So the water had to cut its way around
through new paths and one of these goes
through what is called Bonito park. It
wound around a crater and then worked
its way northeast down to the Little Col-
orado river. It is known by its Hopi name
of Kan-a-a wash. Ruins of early pit houses
have been found in the upper part of the
wash in the terraces, under layers of yel-
low ash and lava. It was across this wash
that one of the new fissures developed. It
extended about four miles and from it
came a vast amount of material, enough,
in fact, to build the cone of Sunset (which

now covers part of the fissure) and to sup-

ply the two lava flows, and then build some
fumeroles and cover the earth for miles
around with the black basaltic sand or ash.
The Kan-a-a flow went down the wash for
about seven miles. Finding space it spread
out into a lake a mile wide in one place,
and at another point it drops off into a
frozen falls. That this flow occurred early
in the eruption is shown by the fact that it
is covered deeply with ash.

On the other or northwestern side of the
crater, the flow that is called the Bonito
found itself blocked by the cone of Sunset
and it spread out fanwise into a basin that
was encircled by other small cones. In this
inter-conal basin it piled up into a lake. It
was half formed before the crater stopped
spouting and so over much of it is a cover-
ing of black sand and larger lapilli and
some scoria.

These flows are weird looking. They
seem incredible under the blue Arizona
sky. Twisted, like tortured things, they arc
so sharp-edged that they would cut shoes
to ribbons if you insisted upon walking for
any distance over them. Standing and star-
ing at them one must conclude that this
lifeless period iv only a hiatus in nature and
though it may take 50,000 or 100,000 or
a million years, things will grow here again
in profusion and water will find an easier
path through it. The cones will wear down

to gently sloping plains. That is, of course,
until there is another eruption.

There are other things of interest within
the 3000 acres of the monument. The ice
caves near the base of the crater afford a
cool spot on the warmest of days. They are
the result of the mass of lava cooling un-
evenly. The top cooled while below the
lava still was molten, and it f'owed away in
places, leaving caves under the crust. There
always is snow on the floor and ice cling-
ing to the ceilings of the caves. They have
not been fully explored, and except to the
very adventurous, they are forbidding rath-
er than inviting after the first glimpse
with a flashlight,

The squeeze-ups or anosmas on the Bon-
ito lava flow are unique in their form. They
have occurred where lava was in a plastic
condition and was squeezed up through
harder lava. The sides of the basalt tongue
show the groovings that correspond to the
walls of the fissure. Like clay, it pushed
plates over plates before it finally hardened.
One squeeze-up is over 120 feet wide and
can be traced to the northwest end where
there is an amazing mass of lava. It tumb'es
and radiates in many directions. This is the
"mother of the squeeze-ups.”

All about are the small fumeroles or
spatter cones. They often occur in a line
and were the final spurts of activity along
some weak spot in the earth’s crust. We
noticed one of them that a hopeful miner
had excavated, without finding anything
for his labors.

By an ingenious method of measuring
the tree rings and dating timber from that,
it has been possible to give an approximate
date for the eruption of Sunset crater. From
timbers and bits of charcoal found in the
pit houses that were built by the prehis-
toric dwellers, 885 A. D. has been fixed
as the probable date. The fresh surface of
the lava attests to the fact that it was only
a day ago, geologically, and yet it has seen
a civilization rise and fall. Now a new race
of people come and stand at the base of
the crater. They come, not to live here, but
only to ponder on its sudden birth and its
strange, weird beauty.

On May 26, 1930, the proclamation of
President Hoover made this area a national
monurment. Fittingly enough, it offers no
hospitable camp grounds and no custodian
lives in a neat house tucked around the cor-
ner of a fumerole. It impresses the mind
more in its loneliness. Leaving it I looked
up as the sunset again touched its rim and
the lower portion of its black slopes were
quickly fading into night. The flaming rim
of the crater caused an involuntary shudder
that was partly admiration and partly fear-
ful expectation. Had the cone suddenly
flowered into a shower of ashes and burn-
ing red lava, it could not have looked more
part;—r‘.mus.
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“We spent most of the day getting our car ont of that icy stream.”

Wood jot Indian Lows

For years, Randall Henderson has been prowling the Southern Cali-
fornia desert in quest of springs and waterholes where native palm trees
grow. Some of these palm oases are quite accessible—others are found in
terrain so rough they are comparatively unknown. This month the writer
describes a canyon where Indians came in prehistoric days to cut desert
willow for their bows—and where today palms grow beside a stream that
cascades down over almost vertical rock walls.

By RANDALL HENDERSON

7" HERE are chill winter days on the
desert when it is no great hardship

to become mired in the sand—days
when the warming exercise of shoveling
and pushing and carrying rocks and cutting
brush is a welcome diversion. Well, per-
haps not exactly welcome, but at least not
painful.

But to be bogged down in an icy stream
on one of those days—that is something
else.

I have in my memory a picture of such
an experience. It was midwinter in 1939.
A cattleman had told Arles Adams and
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me that if we would drive out from El
Centro over the Imperial highway to a lit-
tle hill called Egg mountain, and there
follow a wash which leads back into the
Inkopah mountains, we would find a na-
tive palm oasis.

To keep your geography clear, Imperial
highway is a projected road which some-
day—if the Imperial highway association
is successful in a crusade it has been carry-
ing on for many years—will provide the
Southern California coastal area with a
new and rather direct route into the Colo-
rado desert. A section of the road crossing

the southern edge of Los Angeles and into
Riverside county is now paved. But the
desert sector, following approximately the
route of the old Butterfield stage road, is
still just a crooked trail that isn’t even
passable in places.

But in 1939 Arles and I had a Model A
Ford that would travel the desert regard-
less of roads. So we headed for the un-
named canyon to look for the palms, Egg
mountain is not a very imposing landmark
—just a low rounded hill. But we knew
where it was located, and we had no diffi-
culty in finding the sandy wash that ex-
tended back into the mountain range which
is the dividing line between the Southern
California desert and the coastal plains
along the Pacific ocean. The range at this
point is called Inkopah mountains.

At its entrance, the arroyo is wide and
covered with a heavy growth of mesquite
trees. But there was a trail through the mes-
quite forest. As we continued along the
floor of the arroyo the hills began to close
in on both sides and the sand became heav-
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Two distinct generations of palms are
whose skirts of dry [ronds were burned
of matnre trees having frond

ier. Then we encountered water—a sheet
flow that came down from the canyon be-
yond and spread over the floor of the wash
and eventually disappeared beneath the
sand.

Every motorist knows that wet sand
makes better traction for the car than dry
sand. We continued along the small stream
nearly three miles, the canyon becoming
narrower as we climbed. T was at the wheel
and was congratulating myself on our good
luck in finding water in this canyon—
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seen in this picture—the scarred veterans
in ancient fires, and a younger generation
skirts that reach to the ground.

until suddenly 1 turned a bend and there
just ahead was a great barrier of boulders.
In the meantime, as the canyon narrowed
the water had become deeper, and when
[ tried to swing the car around sharply to
head back down stream I lost momentum
—and there we mired. The swift current
cut the sand from around the wheels and
we were down to the running boards.
Arles and 1 spent most of the day getting
the car out of that stream. We finally
solved the dilemma by bringing in flat

rocks and jacking up the car and building
a rock platform under the wheels. In fact,
we virtually had to pave the entire floor
of the stream with rocks, for the canyon
was so narrow it was impossible to swing
around without much backing and cramp-
1ng,

éWc would wade around in the icy water
until our toes were numb, and then climb
up on the bank and thaw out by a fire.
Fortunately, there was plenty of deadwood.

Late in the afternoon, with the car out on
solid ground again, we hiked far enough
up the canyon to glimpse some of the
fine Washingtonia palms ahead. But the
fun of exploring the canyon its full length
gou]d have to be postponed to a future

ay.

Far up on a steep slope beyond where
we turned back, I saw a little cluster of
palms with a great split rock on the ridge
above them. Since none of the maps gave
a name to this canyon, I identified 1t in my
field notes as Cleft Rock canyon.

Sometime later, talking with Robert
Crawford, San Diego county ranger for
the Vallecitos desert area, he told me one
of the old Indians still living in the moun-
tains of San Diego county referred to this
as Bow Willow canyon. At an earlier
period the Indians came here to cut wood
for their bows from the desert willow
(Chilopsis linearis), which grows abun-
dantly in the arroyo below the rocks.

And so, as far as I am concerned, it is
Bow Willow canyon—a most appropriate
name. Edmund C. Jaeger tells me the so-
called desert willow is not a true willow,
but a catalpa. However, in every respect
except its pinkish white blossoms, the tree
reminds one of willow, and probably the
common name by which it is known will
remain popular.

Arles and I had often discussed a return
trip to the canyon, but it was not until last
November that we had the opportunity to
go again. Peggy and Russell Hubbard of
Los Angeles were the leaders of the Sierra
club camping trip in that area, and they
invited us to have Thanksgiving dinner
with them in camp. We did not arrive until
two days later—but a big portion of their
Thanksgiving turkey, cooked ahead of
time and taken on the trip, was still in the
roaster, and T can assure you that turkey
and sage dressing lose none of their flavor
when served on a camp table among mes-
quite trees.

We found less water in Bow Willow
canyon on this trip, and parked our car
on moist sand near the spot where we had
spent hours getting it out of the frigid
water seven years ago.

A tributary canyon comes in from the
south at this point, and as we could see
palm fronds far up between the narrow
walls of this side canyon, we divided forces
and Arles explored the tributary while I
continued up the main canyon.

I found two grown palms about 300
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yards beyond the point where our car was
parked. Then I tramped a half mile before
seeing more of them. There is a fair trail
in the lower canyon, made by cattle who in
dry seasons sometimes have to go some dis-
tance up the gorge to reach the receding
water supply.

The canyon rose steeply and by the time
I reached the next palm trees I was finding
it necessary to detour around great blocks
of granite lodged in the bottom of the
creck. Then, for a distance of 1% miles
palms were scattered along at intervals—
many of them vigorous young trees, others
mature and skirted with dead fronds to
their bases. Occasionally there was a rauch
older palm that had been burned in fires
perhaps 50 or 100 years ago.

Ornice T knelt beside the stream for a
drink and there a few inches from my
eyes was a tiny bar of sparkling yellow
mica—the most realistic exhibit of fool's
gold I have ever seen.

Two miles from the car, the canyon di-
vided into two prongs, with palms high up
toward the ridge where the canyons ended,
in both of them.

1 took the left fork, finding many Wash-
ingtonias along the way, and eventually
climbed the mountain slope for a close-up
view of the tiny cluster of trees I had seen
from the distance seven years before. Evi-
dently there had been a spring here at
one rime, and water was still close, al-
though none came to the surface. There
were 17 palms here, grouped so clese it
was hard to count them.

Nzture has done a very orderly job of
perpetuating this little palm oasis. There
were four generations of trees, with age
separations as distinct as one would find
in any human family. The older generation
— the great grandparents — were dead.
One tree was lying on the ground and
there were two crownless trunks that had
not yet fallen over. The next generation—
the grandparents—were four veteran trees,
burned and scarred and bent with age—
still green at the top, but obviously with
not many years to live. The next genera-
tion consisted of four fine full-skirted trees
in the prime of life, perhaps 75 years of
age. And at their base were six young
palms not over ten feet high, reaching out
for the sunlight that would give them
strength and growth to bear seed and per-
petuate the little hermit family to which
they belonged. Nature’s plan for an orderly
and balanced universe is not always as ap-
parent as in this remote little palm oasis.

I returned to the bottom of the canyon
and followed the creek up nearly to its
source, until T was satisfied there were no
more palms in this prong of the canyon.
Then I worked up over a ridge and down
to the headwaters of the other fork. Here
I found a fine stream of water cascading
down over a series of falls. The tragedy of
the moment was that the sun had gone be-
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low the horizon and there no longer were
the shadows necessary to get good pictures
of the cascades.

It was dusk when I reached the car, and
Arles was waiting. He had found 17 palms
in the south tributary, and a limited supply
of water, The tabulation of Washingtonias
in Bow Willow and its tributaries is as
follows:

South tributary—17 palms. Total 195
trees.

Bow Willow is within the area of the
Anza Desert state park. However, there
are some privately owned sections in this
part of the state playground, and since Bow
Willow is not plotted accurately on any
of the maps available, I cannot be sure
that all the palms are within the park. Re-
gardless of their park status, however, they
are well protected by a terrain so rugged as
to be closed for the most part to livestock
and to all except the rock-climbing mem-
bers of the human family. The elevation of
the highest palms is 2600 feet, and the

Main canyon, to the forks—78 palms.

Left prong, including sidehill oasis—
45 palms.

Right prong, the cascade tributary—55
palms,
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Looking down from about 2000 feet to the floor of the

desert,

ascent of the two prongs involves consid-
erable hand-and-toe climbing.

For the information of those who may
be interested, the old Butterfield road be-
tween Plaster City and Agua Caliente is
practically impassable, due to heavy sand.
This is only a temporary condition, re-
sulting from heavy rains last August. Light
rains this winter will pack the sand—but
those who have been over the route well
know that at best it is not a boulevard.

Even in the jalopy with big tires, we
were stuck several times, and on the return
trip down Carrizo wash we spent an hour
getting out of one sand pocket. When the
sand in an arroyo is so soft one cannot
travel downstream with over-sized tires,
then it is no place for a stock model auto-
mobile.

Until such time as the California park
commission can provide adequate ranger
service for Anza park, probably it is for-
tunate that such scenic palm oases as those
in Bow Willow are virtually inaccessible.
As part of the park system, these palms
belong to you and me. It is good to know
Mother Nature is guarding them so well.
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On the vidge above the sidebill oasis is a great cleft rock.

Sez Hard

Rock Shorty

of
Death

Valley &%M

At the Inferno store the salesman
for the Komfort Kooler was demon-
strating the fine points of his air-
conditioning device. "There should
be one of these Koolers in every
cabin in Death Valley,” he was say-
ing. “The old days when you swelt-
ered through 120-degree summer
weather are gone forever.

“And now, are there any ques-
tions you want to ask about the Kom-
fort Kcoler?”" the salesman asked
when he had finished his demonstra-
tion,

“Well, I ain't got no questions,"” i
said Hard Rock Shorty from his
perch on the counter. “But I'm tellin’
yu, we ain’t got no use for them new
fangled things. We've tried 'em, and
they ain't no good.

"0l Pisgah Bill got a notion once
that he wanted to rig up a contrap-
tion for coolin’ his shack. That wuz
in the old days when Bill was in the
chicken business.

"He lugged in a lot o’ pipe from
that ol' Blue Buzzard mine up in the
Panamints, and ran a line out to that
ammonia spring in Eight Ball crick.
Bill spent a lot o' time laying that
p’pe under the floor and around the
walls. Then he turced on the am-
monia, and it seemed to be workin’
pretty good. Except one night he
took off his shoes before goin’ to
bed. He got his toes frostbit, and
there wasn't no snow to rub on em.

“But Bill had forgot about havin’
an incubator full o' duck eggs over
in one corner of the room. An’ two
weeks later when them eggs hatched
out they wuz all penguins.”

THE DESERT MAGAZINE



pej ezt )Qeﬁuge

By MARSHAL SOUTH

HRISTMAS is over and the Book of Record has turned
( another page. The weary old Chief of 1945 has surren-

dered his staff of office to his successor. The new Chief,
lusty in his youth, sits in council. The hearths are new swept
and new fires kind'ed. Upcn the house tops and upon the tops
of the mountains the scouts and the new watchers take their
places, scanning the horizon. What will the New Year hold?

Our cheerful youngsters, together with the packrats and the
jackrabbits and the sociable family of spotted skunks in the
attic—and all the rest of the carefree desert family—are not
unduly concerned about the future, The memories of Christmas
and of Santa Claus are still too vivid with them. And though
Rider, as befits his mature age of almost 12, belongs to the
“initiates,” a fellow-keeper of the Great Secret, that fact, and
his consequent deeper knowledge of the old Saint’s private
affairs, dces nothing to spoil his enjoyment of the season, Per-
haps it adds to it. Sometimes we think so—catching often a
quizzical twinkle in his eye. Secrets do give one a feeling of
importance.

This Christmas makes the second one which the youngsters
have spent away from their beloved Yaquitepec. And, as in
Utah, they indulged in some needless pre-Christmas worry as
to whether the old Saint would know where to find them when
he came to the little Ghost Mountain home and found it empty.
However they now are satisfied that he is a pretty good “locater”
for he dropped around to our present abode of exile with no
trouble at all.

Of all the controversial issues which have arisen
during the years that Marshal South has written of
his and his family’s primitive life in the desert, prob-
ably the most insistent one is this: What are you
going to do with your children? This month Marshal
sketches his plan for their future.

Nor was old Santa alone in his skill. All up and down the
friendship trails which radiate through the desert to all parts
and sections of this great land, a host of grand and loving
friends sent in their gifts and greetings and heartfelt wishes.

There is an inquisitive wasp drumming around my ear. Now
it is only occasionally that we see a lone wasp. Once they were
here in great numbers, Industrious fellows, building their mul-
tip'e-cell nests in every handy spot—on overhead beams, from
the tops of outside window frames, from the inside slope of out-
house roofs. Like grotesque upside-down bouquets these nests
we-e, hanging by their single slender stalk from their supports
and with the bright colors of the always busy wasps further
heightening the flower effect. Paper-nest wasps, these. Their
nests are constructed of an ingeniously fabricated paper, hand-
made—cr rather mouth-made—from vegetable materials.

Having experimented a little with paper making ourselves we
were w'lling to grant to the wasps high honors for their ability.
But when, in the fall, they began to move into our sleeping
quarters, our high regard for them began to warp a little. What
it was that attracted them I don’t know. Maybe it was some
peculiarly delightful aroma in the waterproofing substance ifi
a big piece of tarpaulin with which we covered our blankets.
Whatever the cause, they formed the daily habit of congregation
around our outside beds. And in the evening, when we retired,
we always wou'd have to dislodge two or three hundred of
them from snug berths in the deep folds of the canvas. Some-

Even in their temporary refuge, Santa [ound the Sonths.
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times they managed to get through crevices in the under-tucking
and penetrated to the bed itself. Where, on more than one oc-
casion, being lain on, they became annoyed and retaliated by
jabbing their red-hot daggers into us. This was bad enough.
But when the victim happened to be Victoria it was worse. Vic-
toria can yell loudly and continuously. On occasions when she
and the wasps had arguments we lost hours of sleep.

There is a good little heating stove in our present refuge. On
chilly days it dispenses a comfortable warmth. But the children
miss the great roaring fires of dry mescal butts which cheered
the winter days on Ghost Mountain. Moreover, this heater, being
a unit of the march of progress has to have its wood cut for it.
It must be just so. A piece a little too long is haughtily rejected.
And whoever happens to have the job of keeping the fire burn-
ing must go out into the chilly darkness and cut the offending
piece of fuel shorter.

I remember once listening in while an “eminent person” was
humorously discussing a great, open fireplace which he had
seen in some ancient dwelling. He opined that the man who had
built it had been too lazy to cut fuel. Of course all his hearers
laughed. But it was one of those laughs which come out of the
windy depths of nothing. For I doubt that any of them ever had
to rub shoulders with natural living. If they had, they never
would have laughed. It is true that the reason for making a fire-
place ample may be to avoid the cutting of fuel. And the under-
lying reason may be "laziness.” Yet it is a peculiar sort of lazi-
ness. It is the "laziness” of intelligence; the laziness which is
the driving force of all labor-saving progress. It is the same
laziness which impels a man to put the weight of a load upon
wheels instead of dragging it by sheer brute strength along the
ground.

It is the “laziness” of primitive intelligence. Which, in 1ts
beginnings, is a marvelous thing. When it goes for a certain
length of time along its path and becomes “civilized" and set
into patterns then it often becomes changed from intelligence
into foolishness. As witness the complicated and stupid things
which almost every “educated” and “developed” person does
every day of his life. Just because it is custom. Just because
everyone else does them that way. Just because it is the fashion.
When one pauses to reflect, sometimes, on the amount of human
energy—and tears—expended in order to make the Laws of
Nature conform to the Notions of Man, one does not wonder
why the old Greeks thought that the gods, on their perch in
the heavens, were continually in roars of laughter at sight of the
human comedy below them.

And this thought, in a way, brings me to a discuss‘on of the
question, often asked by friends and acquaintances: ""What are
you going to do with your children?”

It is a personal question. And it is one which I hotly resent
or else deeply appreciate—according to the motive and the
disposition of the questioner. For, after all, despite the customs
of an era in which everyone scems to think that he has been
especially appointed by Divine Providence to act as his brother’s
keeper, it is nobody’s business—except mine and my children’s,
Provided always that we do not go out of our way to infringe
upon the rights of others. Something which we have no intention
of doing. “Peace,” said that great Mexican, Benito Juarez, "is
respect for the rights of others.”” An immortal sentence. This
would be a world much pleasanter to live in if it were taken more
to heart.

But to return to the immediate question—a question which,
at the moment, I feel disposed to answer in part—what do 1
intend, or plan, for my children’s future? Did I, in the first
place, go to the desert in a huff, there to glower and snarl and
crunch bones among the peaks—there to raise a breed of be-
feathered, painted savages? Or did I run out on civilization be-
cause I was incapable of measuring up to its intellect—bringing
forth, in my wild retreat, descendants who will be ignorant,
timid weaklings? Was there “method in my madness” or was
it all just an accident? In short, to be definite, and to frame the
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question in the agonized words of some of my questioners:
“"Why, oh why, did you do it?"

And to that definite question I shall make an equally definite
answer. I did it to 5re:£ the mould. 1 did it, and am doing it,
with the deliberate intention not only of freeing myself from
the shackles of a system of existence which is drugged and
paralyzed with error and convention, but to give opportunity
to several other souls to grow up in an atmosphere and an
environment in which they would not be afraid to think for
themselves. In which they could face, clear eyed and clear
brained the fundamental realities of life.

A mould is a terrible thing. Whether it be human thought or
melted iron, the moment you pour it into a mould you kill its
individuality, The pot which the Zufii Indian makes by hand,
singly, is a thing of soul and beauty. Let a commercial organiza-
tion get hold of that pot and make a plaster mould of it and start
to turn out cast moulded pots from it, in wholesale numbers—
even though they be cast of the same clay as that from which
the original was fashioned—and you get things not of soul and
beauty but of soulless, uninteresting mediocrity . . . I had almost
said of horror. The life, the individuality, everything worthwhile
in the original pot is gone,

So also with human beings. The moment civilization is
firmly established it begins to cast them in moulds, to crush
them, to hedge them around, to prohibit their individual think-
ing, Their ways are ordered for them., Their thinking is done for
them. They are afraid to accept any idea that is at variance with
the mob. They are victims of the mould. And it is a mould more
difficult to break than any mould made of steel.

But, in the case of my "desert experiment”—as some have
called it—I have broken the mould. For myself absolutely. For
my children almost definitely. I say “almost” because there are
two of them still who have not yet had enough years of freedom
to enable their mental outlook to stand alone. Rudyard and
Victoria are young. If they were dragged back now into the
“factory” it might be that their early training would not be
strong enough quite to resist the corroding influence of the
“acid.” Rider, however, is free. For though in later years he may
perhaps elect to associate himself with civilization it will have
no power over his free thought. Neither now nor then will he
accept any condition or statement without challenge—without
subjecting it to personal analysis. Names to him mean nothing.
But truth means everything,

And do T have plans for the future? Yes, very definite plans.
They go forward slowly, but definitely, from day to day. Those
plans aim at the establishment of a center of handicraft, art,
publishing and industry, Yes, a family center, if you will, Or
if you choose, call it a clan center. A cooperative, personal body
as sclf-supporting as were the ancient monasteries (which, in
their day were the guardians of most of the worthwhile things
of their age). Food will be raised. All necessities needed will
be products of home handicraft. It is my hope that in this my
children will find outlet for the immediate home use of their
several talents. And that when they become old enough they will
marry and settle at home.

This is the hope. There is no compulsion, The world is wide.
If they have other plans they are free to follow them. But at
present, from the interest they show in printing, art work,

mechanics, agricultural study and philosophy, the outlook is
bright.

MAN
So mighty are we? Nay, not so!
Whate'er onr destiny we know
That right still vules, and all we do
Is measured carefully and true.
Man is a small, defenseless thing,
Save as he does God’s will,

W hen all his destiny will bring

But good his soul to {ill. —Tanya South
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Bernard Johnson, 45 years ago, envisioned a prof-
itable date-growing industry for the American des-
ert, and when others were skeptical, he hitch-hiked
his way to Algeria in North Africa and brought back
the initial planting of Deglet Noor offshoots which
became the parent planting for California’s highly-
productive gardens. Johnson was not the first fo
bring Old World offshoots to the United States, but
to him more than any other should go the credit for
launching date-growing as a commercial industry.

#e ﬁ‘zoagﬁt
é‘zica'n Dates
to é cachella

By ROY W. NIXON

! '; ARLY in the spring of 1901 a freight train brought

to Coachella valley, California, a young man who was

destined to play an important part in shaping the future

of this area. Although he had learned to travel without money,
Bernard G. Johnson was no ordinary hobo,

He had left his home in Schleswig-Holstein, Germany, be-
cause of compulsory military service. He had been inducted
into the army and had served several months, but found it so
disagreeable he bribed a doctor to get him a medical discharge,
then got out of the country to avoid any further complications.

Before coming to the United States by way of Canada he had
traveled in Europe and had acquired a familiarity with the date
growing areas of North Africa. This apparently had something
to do with his trek to the Colorado desert, then a remote and
seldom-sought corner of United States.

Almost the first thing the newcomer did when he left the
freight cars at the little station of Woodspur, now the town of
Coachella, was to apply for a job with a well driller who was
operating a rig near the railroad. Johnson, a broad-shouldered
six-footer, of powerful physique, was a welcome addition to the
crew. Although a bit awkward in his movements, often bump-
ing his head against the crossbeams of the well rig, he did his
work well, slept in a bedroll under nearby mesquite without
complaint, and gained the respect of other members of the
crew, who were sl{;,htly awed by his reserve and his occasional
comments about travel in the Old World.

From the very first Johnson scems to have had an objective,
He told the workmen he believed dates could be grown in this
region. It may not have been entirely by accident that he worked
most of his first year on a well rig, for it was only a few years
earlier that the existence of an artesian water supply in Coachella
valley had been demonstrated and it is altogether probable that
he wanted to satisfy himself about the water resources of the
locality.

Johnson took up a desert claim about three miles southeast
of Mecca. He planned to develop this land, but without funds he
saw that it would be years before he could accomplish much.
His ideas about the future had begun to take shape. He was im-
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As Bernhard Gustav Claassen he bribed bis way out of the
German Army. As Bernard Jobnson he became the dadd)
of the date industry in California.

patient to carry them out, so he began to explore the possibility
of obtaining land already developed that might be used for his
purpose. This later proved to be a fortunate turn of events, for
when the Colorado river broke away from the engineers in 1905
and filled the Salton basin it covered much of Johnson's claim.

Meanwhile, Johnson made the acquaintance of R. Holtby
Meyers, then secretary of the Mecca Land company. He confided
his growing conviction that there were possibilities for date
culture in Coachella valley, which he found similar to some of
the date-growing oases on the edge of the Sahara desert south
of the Atlas mountains in North Africa. He told of his plan to
go to Algeria and buy offshoots direct from the natives in order
to start a commercial date garden. He explained that only in this
way could uniform plantings of good varieties be obtained, as
palms grown from seeds are extremely variable and only a small
percentage are likely to produce fruit of good quality. But he
had no suitable place on which to plant the offshoots. He sug-
gested to Meyers that it would be much to the advantage of the
Mecca Land company to have this date planting on land adjacent
to their holdings.

Listening to Johnson’s proposal, Meyers began to share his
enthusiasm. The result was that the company gave ten acres out-
right on which Johnson was to establish his date garden. The
company also agreed to furnish water until a well could be
drilled.

Johnson immediately left to get his date offshoots. He had
only $300—all that was left after an option taken by Meyers
on his desert claim enabled him to pay off his debts. Meyers
protested that this small amount would not finance an importa-
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Johnson in the midst of his 1912 importation of Uate offshoots near Yuma, Arizona. The
of fshoots were first closely planted and later when well-rooted, transplanted to a permanent
garden with wider spacing.

tion, but Johnson is said to have laughed and replied that it
wouldn’t cost him anything to travel and that in Algeria he
would live with the natives and learn about date culture while
he was getting his offshoots. Apparently he did just
hoboed by train across the United States, worked his way on a
steamer across the Atlantic, spent a few weeks in Paris brushing
up on his knowledge of French and finally arrived in Algiers
in June, This is attested by a letter written to the U.S. Depart-
ment of Agriculture from Algiers on June 30, 1903, in which
he announced that he was on his way to Biskra to buy offshoots.
On September 3 of the same year he was back in New York City
and wrote again to the Department reporting that he had
brought 129 offshoots, of which 87 were Deglet Noor and
the others divided among the varicties Rhars, Areshty, Tteema,
Hamraya and Horra.

Holtby Meyers was notified of the arrival of the importation
by a telegram from Johnson stating that the offshoots were being
held for transportation charges and that $175 would be needed
to get them to Mecca. Meyers wired back the money. A few
weeks later the offshoots were planted on the ten acres given
to Johnson by the Mecca Land company about two miles east of
Mecca.

If ever date offshoots received individual and constant at-
tention, these did. Johnson lived alone in a little shack among
them. He made daily measurement of their growth. Day and
night he kept a watchful eye over them. Once he fired his shot-
gun at a burro that happened to find its way into the planting.

Visitors were likely to find him with a shovel irrigating—
vsually barefooted, often bareheaded. The long redd’sh beard
that he began to cultivate soon after he came to Coachella valley
made him look much older than he was. Strangers found him
reticent, difficult to approach and likely to display his violent
temper with slight provocation. Like many frontier characters
his speech was blunt and he was lacking in social polish. Yet
the few who came to know him report many long and interesting
conversations about his travels in the date countries of the Old
World.

Johnson's formal education had been limited to the lower
schools in Germany, but he was a prodigious reader and took
notes on all he read. Soon after his first importation he bought
Encyclopacdia Britannica and gave evidence as time went on of
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having acquired much of its contents. About once every six
months he spent a few days in the Los Angeles city library
checking up on his read'ng. People who met him during his
later years in Coachella valley were impressed by his learning.

Many people have been under the false impression that John-
son was in the employ of the U.S, Department of Agriculture
when he made his early importations of date offshoots. The only
official government connection he ever had was for one year
beginning in the spring of 1904 when he was temporarily
placed in charge of the experiment station started by the U.S.
Department of Agriculture in cooperation with the University
of California on land leased from the Mecca Land company
adjoining his garden on the east.

He had one diversion during these early years in Coachella
valley. After the formation of the Salton sea he bu'lt a catamaran
sailboat and was said to be expert in its manipulation. His
companion on some occasions was Bruce Drummond, in charge
of the experiment station at Mecca and also the first superinten-
dent of the U. S. Date Garden at Indio after its establishment in
1907. According to Drummond, sometimes when they were a
mile or two offshore, Johnson without warning and without
removing his clothes would plunge into the water and swim
away for a while. Drummond, who knew nothing about sailing,
was left alone to handle the boat, much to his d'scomfiture and
to Johnson's amusement, pqrtrcuiarly on a windy day.

Johnson made another small importation of date offshoots in
1908, of which detailed records seem to have been lost, al-
though several people in Coachella val'ey obtained some of the
offshoots and the Arizona experiment station at Yuma reported
the receipt of 26 offshoots representing 15 varicties in fine
condition. In making this importation he tried the experiment of
shipping the offshoots across the United States in refrigerated
cars. The method seemed to have merit for shipments during
hot weather and it was used later in his first large importation.

About 1911 Johnson received news of his father's death,
Property to the value of more than $12,000 was left to him. This
made necessary a trip to Germany to settle the estate. Also it gave
him for the first time funds with which to make a large impor-
tation of date offshoots. He brought 3000, nearly all Deglet
Noors, from Algeria to Coachella valley in June, 1912,

He expected to sell most of these offshoots in Coachella
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valley and they were all unloaded at Thermal. But sales were
slow. As yet there was no interest in commercial date culture.
Impatient to get them planted, Johnson reloaded the offshoots
in freight cars and shipped them to Yuma, where he recently
had bought a 40-acre tract four miles southwest of town.

In making this planting at Yuma Johnson ran into difficultics.
Somehow, in his brusque impetuous way he antagonized the
Reclamation official in charge of water distribution and was
told that he would be unable to get water for his offshoots. At
his wits end, he got on the train and went to Indio, where with
tears in his eyes he explained his predicament to Bruce Drum-
mond. Drummond assured him that there must be some mis-
understanding as water could not be withheld from his property.
Taking along a few boxes of dates as peace offerings, he re-
turned to Yuma with Johnson to help straighten out the matter.
A few days later water was being supplied on schedule.

Apparently Johnson had no intention of growing the Deglet
Noor variety for fruit in Yuma valley, but he thought there
might be advantages there in growing offshoots. He conceived
the idea of a permanent nursery. Offshoots would be grown
for three or four years, then the young palm with all its second
generation offshoots, except one that was well-rooted, would
be dug and sold for commercial planting. The remaining off-
shoot would be left until it in turn had reached the desired sizc
and the process continued indefinitely. The large nursery palms
supplied in this way would begin fruit production two years

John S. Yates stands beside the grave of his former em-
ployer at Yuma, Arizona.

RNARDE.JORNSON
1876 — 1318

FEBRUARY, 1946

Oldest known date palm in United States. It grew from
seed planted near the site of the first California mission
established in 1769.

carlier than offshoots. Many of the early commercial Deglet
Noor plantings in Coachella valley were begun with these so-
called “Yuma palms” from the nursery Johnson started.

Johnson's personal peculiarities as a date grower soon became
known around Yuma. John S. Yates, his foreman during the
later years at Yuma, says that when Johnson made the rounds of
his nursery, if he saw an offshoot or young palm that was not
making satisfactory growth, he would beat his fists together
in a frenzied manner and burst into loud and very strong lan-
guage that could be heard half a mile away. In case he had
trouble shutting off a headgate, he would sometimes jump into
the irrigation ditch, waist-deep in water, to find the source of
the trouble.

Meanwhile, in Coachella valley a few pioneer settlers became
interested in the possibilities of commercial date culture and
eight of them organized the Coachella Valley Date Growers
association in January, 1913. The most active member of the
group was W. L. Paul, president and general manager. Paul
had become well acquainted with Bernard Johnson and had
been impressed by the importation made in 1912, Largely due
to Paul's efforts sufficient interest was aroused and enough new
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