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We are more than gratified at the enthusiastic and en-
couraging response which you and your neighbors
expressed when the Desert Magazine was placed on other features
sale for the first time last month. We are convinced that
you are proud of the magazine and that you like to
show it to your friends.

. . . and many

each month.

You can find no better gift expressing the spirit of the desert you love than «
subscription to this magazine—sent to your friend at Christmas time.

On receipt of your subscription remittance we will send an acknowledge-
ment to you and we will prepare a gift card which will arrive at your friend’s
address at Christmas time.

Just print or typewrite the names on a sheet of paper, together with your

name as donor and send it with your check to the DESERT MAGAZINE,
El Centro, Calif.

ONE SUSCRIPTION (Reqular rate), year.................ccooveeuenn... 52.50
Mailed in the United States or possessions.

TWO or more GIFT SUBSCRIPTIONS, each one yvear..............
Your own subscription may be included in this combination $2 00
rate. Foreign subscriptions, add 40 cenis each. _




DESERT

Calendar

for November

Civic groups in the desert
area are invited to use this col-
umn for enmnouncing fairs, ro-
deos, conventions and other
events which have more than
mere local interest. Copy must
reach the Desert Magazine by
the 5th of the moenth preceding
publication. There is no charge
for these announcements.

OCTOBER 27—Deer sea-
son opens in Kaibab forest.
Closes November 15.

OCTOBER 29, 30, 31—
California newspaper editors
assemble at Lone Pine in Inyo
counly as guests at three-day
program marking the opening
of the new Mt. Whitney-Death
Valley highway.

OCTOBER 31—Nevada cel-
ebrates its 73rd birthday.

NOVEMBER 12—Indian
festivities mark observance of
St. James day at Tesuque
Pueblo, New Mexico.

NOVEMBER 12—Fiesta of
San Diego at Jemez Pueblo,
New Mexico,

NOVEMBER 14—Season
opens for quail hunters in
Arizona. Closes December 15.

NOVEMBER 15—Season
opens for quail hunters in all
California desert areas. Closes
December 31.

NOVEMBER 15—Open sea-
son for deer, wild turkey and
bear closes in Arizona.
(Opened October 15),

NOVEMBER 16—Twenty-

day season for Elk hunters
opens in Arizona. Limited to
300 resident and 50 non-resi-
dent permits,
NOVEMBER 17, 18, 19, 20—
Spanish Fiesta days sponsored
by Elks lodge at Yuma, Ari-
zona,

NOVEMBER 18, 19, 20, 21
—Annual Helzapopin celebra-
tion at Buckeye, Arizona.

NOVEMBER 22—Annual
meeling of Highway 66 asso-
ciation at Amarillo, Texas.

NOVEMBER 27—Opening
of 30-day duck season author-
ized by Presidential proclama.
tion.
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‘Ghe Desert

God's Garden of Peace

God gave to mankind the becauties of earth,
Of mountains, end lowlands and seq,
Rivers and lakes, foresis and glades,
These wondrous gifts gave He.

But He kept for His own a Garden
Rugged, forbidding, austere,
Surrounded by peaks uplifted—
Snow-capped throughout the year.

And He draped it with marvelous colors

At dawn and at set of sun,

And hung high in the sky the wonderful stars
To light it when day is done.

And He walks in His Garden at twilight
And all who would have surcease

From life's toil and struggle, may find it
In the Desert, God's Garden of Peace.

—NELLIE N. COFFMAN
Palm Springs,

PHOTO BY FRASHERS, INC.
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(EDITORIAL)

NE IS A GRIM desolate wasteland. It is the home of

venomous reptiles and stinging insects, of vicious

thorn-covered plants and trees, and of unbearable
heat. This is the desert seen by the stranger speeding along
the highway, impatient to be out of “this damnable coun-
try.” It is the desert visualized by those children of luxury
to whom any environment is unbearable which does not
provide all of the comforts and services of a pampering
civilization. It is a concept fostered by fiction writers who
dramatize the tragedies of the desert for the profit it will
bring them.

But the stranger and the uninitiated see only the mask.
The other Desert—the real Desert—is not for the eyes of
the superficial observer, or the fearful soul or the cynic.
It is a land, the character of which is hidden except to those
who come with friendliness and understanding. To these
the Desert offers rare gifis: health-giving sunshine—a sky
that is studded with diamonds—a breeze that bears no
poison—a landscape of pastel colors such as no artist can
duplicate—thorn-covered plants which during countless
ages have clung tenaciously to life through heat and
drought and wind and the depredations of thirsty animals,
and yet each season send forth blossoms of exquisite color-
ing as a symbol of courage that has triumped over terrify-
ing obstacles.

To those who come to the Desert with friendliness, it
gives friendship; to those who come with courage, it gives
new strength of character. Those seeking relaxation find
release from the world of man-made troubles. For those
seeking beauty. the Desert offers nature’s rarest artistry.
This is the Desert that men and women learn to love.

. . . one is grim, desolate . . .
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. . . one is fascinating, mysterious . . .

EARLY every creed and industry and locality has

its journal—except the Desert. Here, within the boun-

daries of Arizona, California, Nevada, New Mexico
and Utah resides a great family of human beings—the
highest type of American citizenship—with a common heri-
tage of environment and interest and opportunity, yet
residing for the most part in regions that are remote from
the so-called cultural centers.

This is the last great frontier of the United States. It will
be the purpose of the Desert Magazine to entertain and
serve the people whom desire or circumstance have brought
to this Desert frontier. But also, the magazine will carry as
accurately as possible in word and picture, the spirit of the
real Desert to those countless men and women who have
been intrigued by the charm of the desert, but whose homes
are elsewhere,

#* * *

This is to be a friendly. personal magazine, written for
the people of the Desert and their friends—and insofar as
possible, by Desert people. Preference will be given to those
writers and artists—yes, and poets—whose inspiration
comes from close association with the scented greasewood,
the shifting sand dunes, the coloring of Desert landscapes,
from precipitous canyons and gorgeous sunsets.

The Desert has its own traditions—art—TIiterature—in-
dustry and commerce. It will he the purpose of the Desert
Magazine to crystallize and preserve these phases of Desert
life as a culture distinctive of arid but virile America. We
would give character and personality to the pursuits of
Desert peoples—create a keener consciousness of the heri-
tage which is theirs—bring them a little closer together in
a bond of pride in their Desert homes. and perhaps break
down in some measure the prejudice against the Desert
which is born of misunderstanding and fear.

It is an idealistic goal, to be sure, but without vision the
Desert would still be a forbidding wasteland—uninhabited
and shunned. The staff of the Desert Magazine has under-
taken its task with the same unbounded confidence which
has brought a million people to a land which once was
regarded as unfit for human habitation.

We want to give to the folks who live on the Desert—
and to those who are interested in the Desert—something
that will make their lives a little happier and a little finer
—something worthwhile. In the accomplishment of this
purpose we ask for the cooperation and help of all friends
of the Desert everywhere.

RanpALL HENDERSON,
J. Wirson McKENNEY.
Publishers.



DVENTURING into lands so arid that no other shrub

can survive, the Creosote bush, or common greasewood,

is entitled to carry the banner as No. 1 plant of the
deserl region,

While other members of the great family of desert flora
falter and shrivel before the merciless onslaught of heat and
sandstorm and drought, the lowly qrvasewond wages a
constant battle of advance and retreat—and generally is
the victor.

To the Indians, the Creosote was a medicine for many
ailments. But since the white man prefers to buy his heal-
ing potions from the corner drug store in capsules and
hm{h‘a his arrival in the desert has left the Creosote un-
molested except when it interferes with the clearing of
homesteads or the building of roads.

Perhaps there should be one exception to this last asser-
tion. The unfortunate motorist who finds himself mired
in the depths of a desert sand dune finds the greasewood
a rough but ready friend in time of need.

In the hot dry desert outposts the Creosote shrub is small,
tough, wiry, and with but few leaves. In more favored
localities its vital strength brings forth a large stately bush
of wand-like branches covered with shiny olive-green leaves,
and in season a multitude of yellow blossoms. The petals,
which are turned like the blades of a windmill, give way
to fluffy little balls of cotton in which the seeds are housed.

Under exceptionally favorable conditions the Creosote
may grow to a height of 12 or 15 feet. More commonly it
is from five to eight feet.

Creosote bush, or greasewood as it is
commonly known, is the hardiest and
most common of all desert shrubs. This
story of the Creosote is written by Don
Admiral to give desert folks a more inti-
mate acquaintence with one of their
neighbors of the plant world. Other desert
shrubs will be described by Mr. Admiral
in future issues of the Desert Magazine.

By DON ADMIRAL
Desert scientist of Palm Springs

Wo. ! Bdventurer
oﬁ the peje‘ct

Like most desert plants, the Creosote is a rugged indivi-
dualist. It never crowds its neighbors, nor permits them
to invade its own little domain. Visitors on the desert often
comment on the comparatively uniform spacing between
the plants—almost as if they had been planted. There are
scientific reasons for this, having to do with the root sys-
tems and moisture supply. We humans might learn some-
thing from this desert plant.

Bearing out the assertion that the Creosote is the No. 1
shrub of the desert. the Arizona State Planning board has
published a botanical table showing that this bush grows
over 37 per cent of the state’s area. Sage ranks next with
a total area of five per cent. There are some areas of course
in which the two plants intermingle. Creosote is found in
Arizona from sea level to an elevation of 3.000 feet and
is dominant over about 27 million acres of the state.

Larrea divaricata is the scientific name given by Munz
now quite generally accepted. The genus name Larrea is in
honor of a Spaniard, de Larrea, The species name divaricata
refers lo the twined characteristic of the leaves. Previous
classifications include Larrea glutinosa, Fngelmann; Co-
villea glutinosa, Rydberg: Larrea Mexicana, Moric; Larrea
tridentata, Coville.

Creosote bush is the generally accepted common name.
Greasewood is also used but is not so distinctive for the
reason that this term is also applied to other desert shrubs.
Among the Mexicans it is Hediondilla, and Father Font
frequently refers to it by this name in his diary of the
Anza expedition.

Prehistoric dwellers on the desert found many useful
purposes for the shrub. The gum from its twigs was used
to cement arrows and to mend ollas. Tea brewed from iis
leaves was regarded as a cure for stomach disorders and
rheumatism, and as an antiseptic for wounds.

Recently, a cowman in the Vallecito region told me that
he had seen the old Indians use a concoction brewed from
the foliage as a hair tonic. “And did you ever see a bald-
headed Indian?” he asked by way of clinching his point.

The DESERT MAGAZINE
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Dr. Forrest Shreve and his staff at the Desert
Laboratory near Tucson are prying into the

secrets of desert plant life.

ERE. THOUGHT 1. is where I can

unloose all those stored-up ques-

tions about dezert life. Here be-
fore me is the man who knows all the
answers. Questions came flying to my
lips.

“Why doesn’t the giant sahuaro grow
west of the Colorado river?” T heard
myself asking.

I had heard this matter of the sa-
huaros much debated and had always
believed that the giant cactus grew only
on Arizona soil until T had stalked a
few lonely specimens north of Picacho
and others along the Riverside moun-
tains on the California side of the river.
But as a general rule this picturesque
cactus, bearing Arizona’s state flower,
marches down to the edge of the Colo-
rado River and there abruptly halts.

“They just don’t like the California
air,” the Wise Man answered with a
mischievous twinkle in his eye. Then
after a short pause during which I
blinked my eyes in astonishment, he
added. “And then again. it may be that
efficient California border patrol.”

This was too much. 1 had come to
Tucson to talk with a scientist. scholar,

By J. WILSON McKENNEY

musty pedagog, and here I found a tall.
friendly out-of-doors man with a sense
of humor. 1 began to be very glad 1
had come to see Dr. Forrest Shreve in
the Desert Laboratory on the slope of
Tumamoc hill.

“But seriously”, the Director con-
tinued. “we believe Cereus giganteus
will not thrive in the Colorado and Mo-
jave deserls because these regions do
not have sufficient rainfall in the hot
summer months to germinate the seeds.
Some desert plants germinate in the
winter, but not the sahuaro. Iis seed
must have both heat and moisture. In
Arizona we have an average of twelve
inches of rainfall a year. over half of
it in the hottest summer months, while
California desert regions gel less than
four inches a vear. very little of which
falls in summer. The river simply adds
a final deciding barrier over which few
of the sahuaros can hurdle.”

A friendly vibrant voice this man had
—Forrest Shreve, scientist of the desert.
who for more than 30 years has record-

ed his findings on Sonoran plant life
in this massive stone house on Tu-
mamoc hill. Tall and thin, he has the
head of a scholar and the bearing of an
out-of-doors man: he seems somehow
to combine the roles of philosopher and
prospector,

Dr. Shreve turned from his study ta-
ble at the far side of a large well-
lichted room and advanced toward me
quickly, Cordially he seated me and re-
sumed his place before the orderly ta-
ble, lighting his ancient pipe leisurely,
suggesting comfortably that we should
have lunch with his wife and the staff
hefore we got down to the serious busi-
ness of discussing his work at the
lahoratory.

Arizona sunlight poured through the
many windows, falling on orderly rows
of bookcases, charts, graphs, photo-
graphs, and scientific instruments. No-
where was there evidence of the cob-
webby mustiness which, in the lay-
man’s mind, is an essential element of
the pedagog’s workshop.

I turned toward the spacious win-
dows 1o look down on the roofs and
spires of Tueson and the brown bulk of
the Santa Catalina mountains beyond.

Buildings of the Car-
negie Institution’s
Desert  Laboratory at
Tueson are located on
a hillside in the midst
of a greal expanse of
desert. high plaicaus.
and mountain  wood-
lands.



In a brown stone building on the slope of Tuma-
moc Hill, men of science have been solving the
desert's riddles for the past three decades. Here
is an interview with one of the men who knows

most of the answers.

What a beautiful site for the Desert la-
boratory! There before me, less than
two miles away, lay the cultural capi-
tal of the Southwest and stretching in
all directions from ils borders lay the
beautiful arboreal desert now famous
throughout the world.

And this brown stone building—the
Desert Laboratory of the Carnegie In-
stitution of Washington—had housed
the men who had done most, in a quiet
unheralded way, to make these deserts
famous. This much every desert dweller
has heard. But the idea of a desert la-
boratory is remote and hazy to most of
us. If we give it a second thought, we
probably regard the place as a sort
of cactus garden where super-gardeners
tend their neatly-spaced plots of spiny
plants.

But as T came up the steep grade to
the buildings on the hill 1 saw no well-

tended gardens. In fact the terrain look-
ed just a little wilder than the desert
around it, a sort of refuge where cotton-
tails, quail, and lizards frolicked in un-
molested freedom and the native plant
life seemed more abundant. And this
man before me—the director of this
famous laboratory—certainly did not
look like a gardener.

We had lunch—the laboratory staff,
the little lady with the gray hair and
voice of a girl, and the reporter. As Dr.
Shreve described with the langunage of a
scientist the pecularities of a certain de-
sert plant, I wondered whether the
little woman was following him. I had
become lost about two courses back.
I thought she must be a very brave
wife to have lived with this man so
long and to have suffered these undeci-
pherable descriptions so well. My doubt
changed to admiration when I learned

The members of the first major Pinacate expe-
dition of November. 1907. Photograph taken by
Godfrey Sykes. Left to right, Dr. D. T. MacDougal,
leader of the expedition: [esse D. lenkins, as-
sistant cook, story-teller and jester; Charles Fos-
ter, Mexican guide: Ieff Milton, U. S. Immigration
inspector: John M. Phillips, iron manufacturer
and expert sporisman and photographer: Wm.

T'. Hornaday, zoologist and chief taxidermist, author
of “Campfires on Desert and Lava,” and above.
George Saunders, camp helper; and Frank Coles,
wagon master and cook. This group of men brought
back [rom barren Pinacate the first scientific ac-
count of the botany. zoology, and geography of

this arid region.

that Mrs. Shreve is a distinguished scien-

tist in her own right and that she is the
author of one of the most widely quoted
papers listed by the institution!

He Knows Most of the Answers

“What is the Desert Laboratory?
Who started it and why? Why was it
placed out here so far from the so-
called centers of culture? What do they
do here? Who works here?” These and
other elementary questions I fired at
Dr. Shreve.

“Of course you are familiar with the
story of Andrew Carnegie,” he began,
“the immigrant hoy who became one of
America’s richest steel magnates and
who left a fortune “to encourage in the
broadest and most liberal manner in-
vestigation, research, and discovery, and
the application of knowledge to the im-
provement of mankind.” Before he died
Carnegie had established an institution
which divided its scientific investiga-
tions into twelve departments in wide-
ly separated parts of the country. The
Desert Laboratory hecame one of the
outposts of the Division of Plant Bio-
logy. The total Carnegie benefaction
totaled about $25.000,000.”

The late Dr. F. V. Coville, chief bo-
tanist of the U. S. Department of Agri-
culture for more than 40 years, brought
to the attention of the Institution the
need for investigation in the field of
plant life. He and Dr, D. T. MacDou-

gal, then assistant director of the New
Turn to Page 28
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"Desert Steve'' Ragsdale of Desert Center
is the subject of this sketch. He opened a
service station on Highway 60 when only
two cars a day were traveling that route.
But eventually Desert Center prospered
cnd now Steve's son runs the business
while he lives on the top of a mountain
overlooking the desert and writes bad
poetry for recreation. Here's the story of
one of the most colorful desert rats in the

arid Southwest.

By RANDALL HENDERSON

‘6 ES MA’AM! We used to have
lots of rattlesnakes here. The
country was alive with them.

They crawled around in armies and ate

everything in their path. Few people

ever got out of the desert alive in those
days.

“But they are all gone now. Haven’t
seen one for years,

“What became of them?

“Well, Henry Ford is responsible.
When he got to making all those little
cars a few years ago this road across
the Chuckawalla valley became so
crooked that a cow pony couldn’t follow
it. Nothing but Fords ever tried to cross
this way. They zig-zagged along through
the sand and when the rattlers would
start chasing them the blankety snakes
would break their backs making the
turns. They're all gone now.”

This is Steve Ragsdale’s yarn—‘Des-

Steve and Mrs. Ragsdale at their
Santa Rosa mountain eabin.

November, 1937

Nearly
every one who has traveled Highway

ert Steve’ of Desert Center.
60 across the Chuckawalla desert in
Southern California has heard of De-
sert Steve.

He has a story for every occasion.
This is the one he told in the early
days when timid folks from Eastern cen-
ters of tenderfoot culture would stop
at the Ragsdale service station to in-
quire about the danger of Indians,
outlaws and rattlesnakes.

The California link in Highway 60
is paved now and thousands of motor-
ists roll along its smooth surface every
week without thought of the hazards
which once beset the desert traveler.

Broke on 6-Cent Cotten

Steve Ragsdale is one of the pioneers
along this highway. He was doing very
well as a cotton rancher in the Palo
Verde valley until the post-war slump
hit the cotton market. He couldn’t feed
his wife and four children with six-cent
colton. and so he turned the ranch
over to the tax collector and announced
that he was gning lo open up a serviece
station at Gruendyke’'s Well, midway
hetween Blythe and Mecea on the old
Chuckawalla road.

Folks laughed at Steve, and felt SOITY
for his family, The road across the
Chuckawalla in those days consisted
of two rather uncertain ruts across 90
miles of blow sand and cross-washes.
It required nine hours of hard driving
to cover the 90 miles. Only the hardiest
of motorists would attempt the trip.

There were many days when not a sin-
gle car was to be met along this route.
Six automobiles in 24 hours was heavy
traffic.

But Mrs. Ragsdale was willing, and
the four children were too young to
vote on the question—so they loaded
up the furniture and went out to re-
build the little cabin which Old Man
Gruendyke had left when he proved up
on his homestead.

That was in 1921. During the next
four years they stuck to the job through
summer heat and sandstorms. A little
work had been done on the road, and
travel was increasing. The Ragsdales
had begun to feel that perhaps their
pioneering would be rewarded.

Highway Route Is Changed

Then the state took over the hichway
and engineers decided that the Chuck-
awalla road should be rerouted to avoid
the heavy sand. Gruendyke’s Well was
to be a mile and a quarter from the
new highway.

This was heart-breaking news to the
Ragsdales, but they took it like true
pioneers. Instead of erying about the
injustice of the government and clamor-
ing for damages, Steve went out and
helped the engineers locate the new
road.

Then he began preparations to move
his service station. The main problem
was water. It is a scarce commodity
in the Chuckawalla valley. With a hand
windlass and the help of his family

Turn to Page 26






