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EDITORIAL
Toward a bigger heart, a broader mind

and a healthier body.

I AM THE NEW editor of Desert
magazine. Many of you have been
reading Desert since before I was

born. Let me introduce my desert heart.
I don't live in the desert, but I love it.

Like the sea, that love has a lot to do with
space and freedom. A family summer trip
through the Southwest long ago taught me
a lot about this dry land. I had never really
seen summer thunderstorms, thought that
chollas really were fuzzy and didn't quite
know what a flash flood was. I found reali-
ty greater than my imagination at the
Grand Canyon and cussed a steaming,
overheated, '66 Chevy Impala by the side
of the road in the middle of nowhere. I saw
Four Corners before the power plants. I've
seen the fantasies of Bryce, Zion and
Monument Valley. We bought trinkets
and postcards and slept under skies so full
of stars that we hated to close our eyes.

I've been back many times since and
have met the Southwest on more intimate
terms than that first introduction. I hiked
the finger canyons of the Kolob in winter,
watched a comet light up the North Rim,

• met the quiet beauty of Schnebly Hill
Road in red rock country. I have seen the
thick adobe churches of New Mexico and
photographed the meeting of a cobalt blue
sky with bright sandstone and rippling
dunes. I had blue corn tortillas in Santa Fe,
waffles in Prescott and fried eggs in
Gallup.

I don't live there, but I have been there
and have loved it, and will be back again
many times. I still have not done any of the
great river runs, still haven't hiked into the
Maze and still can't get enough of Stegner,
Abbey, Lopez and Krutch.

I know the desert. I know the South-
west. I know it better than some and less
than some, but I know it . . . and now I
find myself in the privileged position of
editing Desert magazine.

My challenge is threefold: to nurture
and preserve the affection and community
that Desert magazine has established with
its readers, to become a better instrument
of service and communication as opposed
to division, and, to put more meat in the
magazine, to make it more healthy, more
alive.

I read a lot of magazines and I especially
read the letters to the editor. You are a very
vocal, very communicative, batch of
readers. Please don't let those pens cool
off. Your affection for the person of the
magazine is something to be proud of, a
real compliment.

Our offices are two blocks from the
ocean. Sometimes we are asked how we
can publish Desert magazine on the
seacoast. It's easy. The dry and dusty
manuscripts come in the mail daily. We
just publish it—but you write it. Nobody
writes for us about what they have not ex-
perienced. FPE, first person experiential,
is the imperative here. Anybody can put
out information, facts and figures. It's a lit-
tle more difficult and a lot more rewarding
to transmit experience. That's what we are
here for.

The Southwest, yours, mine and ours, is
such an expansive empty land, and yet the
desert is so full. My experience of this land
will always be limited, but it will always
expand. I think that is why many of you
read Desert. It expands your experience,
takes you where you may never go.
Through these pages, we all go farther
than our own cars or legs will every carry
us. I think that was the intention of the
man who started Desert, Randall Hender-
son. An excerpt from his first editorial (Oc-
tober, 1936) is on page 51. It has been
reprinted in these pages before, but I
believe it is worth reading again. Hender-
son was a sensitive man and a real com-
municator. His vision still serves us well.
What we were, we will become. Self-
examination is a great teacher.

I am sure that by now you have all no-
ticed the recent changes in ownership and
editorship. We have no intention of mak-
ing vast changes in the magazine, only to
improve it. Henderson had a good idea
and benevolent motives. I see no reason to
change.
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PUBLISHER'S NOTEBOOK
by Ed Seykota

These are a few of my favorite collected thoughts
about service. I hope you like them.

The most delicate, the most sensi-
ble of all pleasures, consists in pro-
moting the pleasure of others.

Jean de La Bruyere

Goodwill for a business is built by
good goods, service and truthful
advertising.

E. R. Waite

May we never be tempted to forget
that there can be no real success
apart from service, that success is
but service visualized.

B. C. Forbes

To give real service, you must add
something which cannot be bought
or measured with money, and that
is sincerity and integrity.

Donald A. Adams

No business can offer proper serv-
ice unless it makes a profit, and
service is what a business has to
sell.

William Feather

The way not to lead a monotonous
life is to live for others.

Fulton J. Sheen

I don't know what your destiny
will be, but one thing I know: the
only ones among you who will be
really happy are those who will
have sought and found how to
serve.

Dr. Albert Schweitzer

Service: the occupation of a
servant.

Webster

One of the best gifts you can give is
to allow someone to contribute to
your life.

Dr. Jason Doty

The greatest comfort of my old
age, and that which gives me the
highest satisfaction, is the pleasing
remembrance of the many benefits
and friendly offices I have done to
others.

Cato

Give me good health and the
strength to be of real service to the
world, and I'll get all that's good
for me, and will what's left to those
who want it.

William Feather

When people are serving, life is no
longer meaningless.

John Gardner

Service to a just cause rewards the
worker with more real happiness
and satisfaction than any other ven-
ture of life.

Carrie Chapman Catt

Learn to derive so much happiness
from the service you render the
world, that your happiness will
communicate itself to all you rub
shoulders with in your journey
through life.

B. C. Forbes

American business needs a lifting
purpose greater than the struggle
of materialism.

Herbert Hoover
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LETTERS

We Like It, We Don't
Thank you for your rational approach to

a complex problem [see Editorial, June
'81] and in your continuing efforts in
maintaining Desert magazine's format and
contents within the view of Randall
Henderson's intent.

Bob Pierucci
Stockton, California

I have not renewed because I am
disgusted with the new format of Desert. I
do not like the "liberal" Sierra Club-type
of attitude now expressed.

James Popa
Grass Valley, California

I must say that we were delighted to hear
about the change of ownership of Desert
magazine. You thanked us for our contin-
uing loyalty to the publication, but frank-
ly, we were on the verge of cancelling or at
least not renewing our subscription. It was
becoming increasingly obvious that this
erstwhile wonderful and, at least, balanced
magazine was being more and more
slanted toward the off-road vehicles and
the other forces of destruction of the very
desert it purported to represent. Mean-
while, best wishes to you, and we sincerely
hope to see a dramatic change in policy—at
least a little more fairness toward all those
who love the desert instead of just those
who may someday love it to death.

Leo & Gloria Nowak
Ridgecrest, California

Thank you very much for the two copies
of Desert that you sent containing my little
poem. I was surprised and delighted to see
it on the page with David Muench's
magnificent photograph of Death Valley. I
have always admired his work. Also, as an
amateur photographer myself, I want to
commend you for including the informa-
tion about the camera and settings and
lenses used by Muench. So many times, I
have seen a beautiful photograph in a
magazine and wished information on how
the picture was taken had been included.
I'm sure other photographers will bless
you also. I am mailing my check today for
a subscription to Desert to your San Diego
office. I don't want to miss any future
issues.

Helen Castle
Concord, California

Please send me your magazine for a year.
I love it. Nice variety of stories. Enough to

make me go back to the California desert,
looking at those Owens Valley pictures.

Art Foran
Clancy, Montana

More Information on
Conservation

In reference to June, 1981 Desert, the ar-
ticle Water Harvesting in Israel. Some of
your readers might be interested in a com-
parative background by reading Rivers in
the Desert by Nelson Glueck, published by
Grove Press, 1960. This is the Biblical
research on the Negev and the water
resources therein during the Exodus and
later events.

Glenn L. Lembke, PhD.
San Antonio, Texas

Everett Ruess
Please read the enclosed letter and then

forward it to Waldo Ruess in Santa Bar-
bara. I hope you will give serious con-
sideration to re-publishing On Desert
Trails with Everett Ruess, originally
published by Desert Magazine Press in
1950. It has been out of print for many
years now, and there is a whole new
generation of readers who would be in-
terested in the book, if only it were made
available to them. It has a ready-made au-
dience in those of us who have read Ab-
bey and Stegner and Krutch, and it
deserves to take its rightful place among
the recognized classics of southwestern
literature.

Tom Wright
Scottsdale, Arizona

Readers Do Answer
I don't know what letters you got, but

here are answers to some I got. I simply
told of a "certain back-country meeting,"
[Letters, Feb. '81] but some folks saw it
differently, as you can see from the
following.

I thought Desert magazine was a local
issue and never dreamed it got as far as
Algood, Tennessee; Chesterfield,
Missouri and Perth, Australia. So I
reckon this will be my last letter to Desert,
'cause them "Shatneys" are getting
stirred up, and I want to avoid another
feud with them "bad" ones.

To Kate Shatney, Algood, Tenn: I am
not your absconded husband Jake. The
"J" in my name is for a signer of the

Declaration of Independence, but that
name has been silent since the late 1850s
and is now in memory of a Shatney who
pleaded he didn't know a horse was on
the other end of the rope he picked up.
That hanging rope is still on display in
the gold rush country of California. Now,
Kate, any preacher with the infernal gall
to prop Jake up in front of a pulpit as a
prime example of pristine purity and
born-again sobriety when, in your own
words, Jake was dead drunk for the two-
week revival, ought to be ashamed of
himself. Don't keep it secret any longer—
that preacher is responsible for half the
states of Kentucky and Tennessee being
dry to this day. Legalize booze—the home
folks will get a different buzz in the head
from the legal stuff.

To Morna, that sweet young thing
there in Tempe, Arizona with the
"beautiful legs and disposition to
match," I'll certainly look you up.

To that artist (no name) in Win-
dowrock, Arizona who draw'd "a part of
me" doing my deportment a'top a huge
boulder, he should draw pictures on rocks
in California, which state protects rocks,
lizards, birds, goats, the terra-firma and
fauna. Folks wouldn't get within a thou-
sand feet of your protected drawings,
much less understand them. But anyone
who would draw pictures on rocks would
also commit "piscatorial acts in forbidden
places." For that clown's information, I
still use the same type "two-holer"
Shatneys have used for years. When I ex-
trude, I do as the Shatneys before me: I
look and conjecture at the world before
me through a knot-hole. You'd be sur-
prised what you can see through a knot-
hole in an outhouse door!

To Joslin E. Shatney, Chesterfield,
Missouri: I am not your long-lost husband
Joe. I was going to spend 18C on you, but
near the tail-end of your P.S. I couldn't
believe the cuss words that tumbled out as
you wrote—all of them aimed at me. You
must have married a "bad" Shatney to use
such language. However, such cuss words
are really an ordinary greeting as well as a
farewell amongst Shatneys of sorts.

To Clementine Shatney, Perth,
Australia: If you have read this far, dear
Clementine, you now know two Shatneys
already think I might be their absconded
or long-lost husband. And I am not that
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high-rolling bounder who left you with the
five children. Your letter was the sweetest
and most charming of all, in spite of what a
Shatney done to you. So, eff n I ever get
the means, I'm comin' to see you honey!

J. Joseph Shatney, Jr.
Still visiting San Diego County

Fans of Mary Austin
Congratulations! These last two issues

of Desert magazine are classics. I am an old
woman, but the tribute to Mary Austin
was a thing of beauty, and it brought
memories of my first reading of her Land
of Little Rain. The entire magazine is a
thing of rare quality.

Ruth E. Gibson
Idaho Falls, Idaho

The article about Mary Austin's Land of
Little Rain by Jon Wesley Sering left out
one important item about Mary Austin. In
1930, the Grabhorn Press of San Fran-
cisco published Taos Pueblo, photo-
graphed by Ansel Easton Adams and
described by Mary Austin, in an edition of
108 copies. This started Adams on his
road to fame.

R. R. Delareuelle
Walnut Creek, California

Salton Sea Revisited
I'm writing you about your one issue in

which you talked about Salton Sea [Jan.
'81]. I would like to know when and where
you took that picture. You have been
there, I take it. How recently? I went there
September30-October 2, 1980.1 want you
to know it smells. It's dirty-looking water
and you walk on dead fish constantly.
They (the fish) also roll in with every
wave! How could you print something like
that? Oh sure, when it first came about it
was probably pretty. But now? I feel sorry
for the people who probably read your arti-
cle and then went there. Such a disap-
pointment.

That issue was the first I bought. I do
enjoy your other articles, and whenever I
see a new issue, I buy it.

Joyce Trout
Dateland, Arizona

Our apologies for any connection be-
tween the article and your misery.
We still feel that this is an interesting
place to visit.

Luxury on a Baja Beach>f"\^ Luxury on a B<

/in econhotel
Av. Mlsion de Loreto No. 148 • Apdo. Poaal No. 190 • Son FeKpt. Baja California. M«xtco • Ttlrfonw: 7-1094 «1 7-109*

Discover the Other Mexico When You Visit
Beautiful San Felipe, Baja California

Whether you're after that
record-breaking corvina or simply
getting away to a quiet, friendly place
with ocean breezes and luxury
accommodations, you'll love the
village of San Felipe and your stay at
Econhotel. Overlooks a superb beach
for sunning, swimming, surf fishing.
120 air conditioned rooms with

telephones and bath. Restaurant, bar,
swimming pool, tennis, gift shop.
Discotheque, too. Bring the whole family.

For Information and Reservations
Call Your Travel Agent or

flu econhotdles
7488 La Jolla Blvd. • P.O. Box 3335. La Jolla, CA 92038 • Telephone (714) 459-0251

California Toll Free: (800) 542-6028 • Nationwide: (800) 854-2026 Telex: 695444

SITUATION: Weld-on hitch receivers
Tow bar hitch receivers that are welded on to a vehicle frame can be improperly
installed. Under certain circumstances welding can weaken the frame, or nullify
the vehicle's warranty.

SOLUTION: Reese Ibw Bar Kit Hitch Receivers
Reese Tow Bar Kit Hitch Receivers have been individually designed to fit specific
vehicle frames to efficiently distribute weight through the frame structure. Wherever
possible, kits bolt-on to the frame using existing holes, for efficient attachment
without welding,!

The Reese Tow Bar Kit Hitch Receiver fit-list contains a bolt-on kit for
almost any vehicle. And, all kits accept a standard 2" x 2" hitch bar.
An adaptor bushing is available for use with the Reese 350 Mini
Hitch™ system's 1 %" hitch bar.

Give yourself the security of an
individually-designed Reese Tow
Bar Kit Hitch Receiver. They're
engineered to fit your needs.

For information
on the full line of Reese products,
write to: Reese Products • R0. Box 1706
• 51671 St. Rd. 19-N • Elkhart. IN 46515
A division of Masco Corp. of Indiana WE ENGINEER SOLUTIONS
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THE LIVING DESERT
by Susan Durr Nix

Desert Deluge

WHEN THE cat woke Billie at
one a.m. on July 19, 1979, the
water in her bedroom was al-

ready six inches deep. Five minutes later,
her jeans soaked knee-high, she was
pounding hysterically on the hood of a
passing car. Within an hour, shoulder-
high water washed the street, imprisoning
a mother and four children in their ranch-
style home across the way and sweeping a
neighboring couple along on a sodden
mattress raft.

The next morning, Billie found the cat
on the roof and five feet of mud and debris
where her bed had been. The back of the
house had vanished, as had most of her
furniture and all of her peace of mind, but
she had survived a desert flash flood, a
regional disaster comparable to tornadoes,
tidal waves and avalanches.

Billie's home was in one of several af-
fluent Palm Springs "cove communities,"
so called because they are built in
sheltered, relatively wind-free nooks in the
Santa Rosa Mountains. Championship
golf courses and shimmering swimming
pools obliterate the debris that once was
deposited at the base of the mountains by
countless other floods spilling in from
steep-sided canyons. Arroyos or washes,

. the tell-tale scars of former torrents, now
support picturesque groves of smoke tree
and paloverde or are seeded with grass and
incorporated into golf courses. It's no
wonder that the thousands of people at-
tracted to this and similar scenic com-
munities in the Southwest worry more
about runaway inflation than runaway
water. Who needs flood insurance in the
sunbelt?

Desert land, largely devoid of water, is
nevertheless fundamentally shaped by it.
Water is the number one erosional force in
arid lands; it sculpts the mountains and
badlands, cuts the canyons and arroyos,
deposits the salt flats and alluvial fans and
rearranges tons of sand, gravel and rock,
completely altering the face of the land-
scape. Although it is thought of as a

"thirsty" land, much of the desert is in fact
less sponge than pavement. Without
aerating earthworms or a porous humus
layer to aid absorption, rain drops gouge
out little craters in the dust and run off in
rivulets that snake in and around rocks and
plants to meet and join others in the race
down-slope. Denser vegetation would an-
chor the soil and retard the flow. In its
absence, the water dislodges debris and
carries it along. Soon muddy streams con-
verge in the wash, creating a river where
moments before none existed. If the wash
crosses city streets, even a moderately light
rain can undermine the roadway and break

A torrent explodes across the desert.

Water: it sculpts
and cuts,

rearranging tons of
sand, gravel and
rock, completely

altering the face of
the landscape.
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it apart like cheap plastic. Motorists who
underestimate the damage or disregard the
detour signs commonly regret their folly.

Flash floods occur when a heavy cloud-
burst deposits so much rain in so short a
time that water cascades down mountain-
sides in sheets and gushes through canyons
in great waves. Think of a canyon as a
storm drain, funneling water from the
mountains out onto the plains below. Each
narrow, high-walled gorge receives runoff
faster than it can drain out, so the water
level climbs and fairly explodes out of the
mouth, taking huge boulders and
weathered rock fragments with it. The

churning outflow spills into the wash,
sweeping up thousands of tons of soil and
plant material as it goes. A foamy tongue
advances as fast as a man can run, followed
by a thundering, grinding torrent capable
of traveling dozens of miles.

Where the terrain is fairly flat, the path
of destruction may be 50 feet wide.
Significant local relief, such as a mountain,
is attacked by this liquid sandpaper and
literally eaten away. Resistant rock
material is quickly battered and scoured
into labyrinthine channels and fantastic
forms typical of badlands areas.

It is not unusual for desert cloudbursts
to drop an inch of rainfall in 10 minutes.
This is more than it seems: One inch fall-
ing evenly over one acre equals 27,154
gallons of water weighing 113.3 tons.
Deserts have an average annual rainfall of
less than 10 inches, but the averages in-
clude many years without a drop of rain
and the years include many totally dry
months. A half an hour of violent deluge
may account for one third to one half of the
yearly average; sometimes more. In the
Sahara, for example, there are areas with a
statistical mean of four inches that have
not seen rain for more than 20 years. The
consequences of such unpredictable and
concentrated downpours are often tragic.

Rain originating in mountains miles
beyond hearing is suddenly there, swamp-
ing everything in its path: bridges,
buildings, people, animals — all gone.
Catch basins overflow, retaining walls col-
lapse, dikes crumble. In 1976 a flash flood
15 to 20 feet deep ripped through the wash
at the Living Desert Reserve for four
hours, growing steadily higher while
towering paloverde trees tumbled head
over heels, and chunks of the bighorn
sheep mountain disappeared from sight.
Living Desert staff members, Billie among
them, watched mesmerized as huge pulses
of faster runoff—about a minute apart-
mounted the turbulent water beneath and
glided over it like waves over a shore. The
flood was already crashing against the
buildings when the levee above Palm
Desert burst apart, saving the Reserve by
diverting higher waters to a new course of

destruction. Fifty homes were lost that
day. Fascinated then, terrified now, Billie
is the first to agree that flood insurance
isn't such a bad idea in the sunbelt.

Most of these desert rainstorms are
localized in the mountains and last but a
few hours. The waters slow, the skies
clear, the plip-plop of dripping and the
strong smell of creosote fills the air. The
remaining water disappears into the sand
or filters into natural basins, forming
short-lived, shallow lakes called playas.
Because the flood waters are saturated with
minerals, evaporation leaves a residue
which may grow many feet thick. The salt
lakes, salt pans, alkalai flats, borax lakes
and bitter lakes of our deserts are legacies
of flash floods. Huge jigsaw puzzles of
cracked mud form beneath the drying sun.
Assorted debris from miles away litters the
ground.

One of the first signs of a return to nor-
malcy are the fresh excavations of desert
ants in the damp sand. Where pools of
water remain, the discordant chorus of
spadefoot toads erupts or fairy shrimp
hatch from sand-grain-sized eggs. These
animals are outstanding examples of flood-
dependent species whose high-speed life
cycles must run their course in the brief
period before the pool evaporates.
Coyotes, snakes, insects and other animals
visit these pools for food and water.

In the washes, small animals take refuge
in the islands of debris. Seeds long dor-
mant begin to sprout. Some are wildflow-
ers, whose growth-retardant outer coatings
have been dissolved by rainwater acids.
Others are exclusively wash dwellers that
require the abrading action of flood waters
to germinate. Smoke trees, ironwoods and
paloverdes are such flood-processed
plants. It's surprising, in fact, how many
plants and animals turn cataclysm into ad-
vantage. Their peculiar and complicated
adaptations are stories in themselves.

From our vantage point, a flash flood is
an unholy disaster, reshaping our environ-
ment and sometimes our lives. It is also a
deliverance and a promise of renewal upon
which the desert depends for its very
existence. 0
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CHUCK WAGON COOKIN'
by Stella Hughes

Avocados:
Fruit of the Southwest

I F YOU'VE ever written a recipe
book, a food column or are in the food
business — raising it, selling it or just

cooking it —you are asked some derned
funny or perplexing questions. You better
have a huge index filed away in your
cranium, so you can answer on the spur of
the moment. Just bluffing your way
through is poor business, and (as almost
anyone will admit) it's hard to simply say
"I don't know." I don't care who you are,
you can't know it all. Even Julia Childs,
Betty Crocker or Fanny Farmer must, at
some time or another, have had to admit
they just didn't know.

A few years ago, I was a guest on a talk
radio show. Out of the clear blue, the
master of ceremonies asked me, "What's a
gill?" Now, consider a moment; we
weren't discussing fish or fowl; the emcee
was merely flipping through my recently
published book, Chuck Wagon Cookin'. I
lucked out when I saw his finger held a
page well in the back of the book, and I
blurted out, "A half cup."

I knew the answer only because I'd done
a great deal of research on oldtime
measurements from cookbooks at least 100
years old. He didn't ask me (darn it), but I
could have told him butter or lard the size
of a walnut makes one ounce, or that four
cups of flour equals one quart or one
pound. Modern cookbooks never call for a
gill of anything anymore, nor do they call
for a handful or smidgeon, or say dump or
throw when they mean add.

I often make guacamole, or avocado dip,
and the recipe I use cautions the cook to
place the avocado pit in the mixture if
made ahead of time, to ensure it won't
become dark. There are some things I
don't worry about (guacamole turning
dark being one of them), so I failed to have
the answer when asked if this method
worked. I had to run a test batch to find
out.

This is what I found; placing the pit in
the mixture does not prevent discoloration

Judi Persky, our Archives Librarian, taking Stella's suggestions to heart (or stomach).

completely. It just might slow the process
down a bit, but if made as much as three
hours before serving, you'll have avocado
dip that has begun to darken. Who cares?
If you make it from the recipe I use, the
dip is so blamed good, your only worry is if
there'll be enough.

Is the avocado a fruit or a vegetable? My
grandchildren asked this when I told them
the early names for avocados in the United
States were alligator pear, custard apple
and even laurel peach. The Department of
Agriculture settled the matter in the late

1800s when they officially labeled the
avocado a fruit.

It is not generally known that the
avocado is native to America. Cortez ate
this delicious fruit in what is now Mexico,
and it was cultivated in Central America.
In Chile, Peru and Ecuador, the fruit is
still known as palta, its Indian name.
Sometime in the early 1800s the first
avocado trees were planted in Florida, but
even though Florida was the first, they
don't have the most: California now raises
more than three quarters of all the
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avocados harvested in this country.
There is no time when avocados aren't

in season. However, they are picked when
quite underripe, because they ripen best
off the tree. From early fall until Memorial
Day, the California fuerte, thin-skinned
and bright green, is marketed. The hass,
with a dark, thick, rough skin, is also from
California and is available all summer.
Southwesterners are in the habit of eating
avocados year-round.

Tips on preserving and serving may not
be out of order for the novice. One impor-
tant thing to remember; you'll seldom find
an overripe avocado in a well-tended fruit
market. So, if you buy an avocado and ex-
pect to serve it for dinner, you're probably
out of luck. Firm avocados will ripen when
stored at room temperature in 3 to 5 days.
If you wish to slow the ripening process,
store in the refrigerator.

The classic way to serve avocado is on
the half-shell — which means simply
halved, unpeeled, pit removed, with
lemon juice and salt. You can serve it with
the salad dressing of your choice or pile
lobster or shrimp mixtures onto the halves.
It's great sliced thin and layered on ham or
chicken sandwiches. Any kind of tossed
salad is enhanced by the addition of cubes
of avocado.

Guacamole
There are many recipes for guacamole,

or avocado dip, but if you make this one
once, you'll never make any other kind.
(Well, maybe almost never).
2 or 3 ripe avocados
1 small onion, grated
1 4-oz. can diced green chiles
About 1/3 stick butter
2 tablespoons mayonnaise
1 hard-cooked egg (to be used while still

warm)
salt to taste
Pinch of garlic powder (optional)
Mash the ripe avocado with a fork until a
smooth paste. Stir in grated onion and
diced green chiles. In a separate bowl,

grate the warm, hard-boiled egg over the
butter, and work in the mayonnaise with a
fork. Blend well before gradually adding
the contents of the other bowl. Season with
salt and garlic powder. Cover and re-
frigerate. (Dip will darken when made
several hours ahead of time).

Chicken in Avocados
2 tablespoons butter
2 tablespoons flour
1/2 cup milk
1 cup cream
2 cups diced cooked chicken
1 teaspoon salt
1/2 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce
Pinch cayenne
1/4 cup diced green chiles, canned
3 avocados
'Paprika
In a double boiler, melt butter over hot
water; add flour and blend. Pour in milk
and cream and cook, stirring constantly,
until smooth and thickened. Add chicken,
salt, Worcestershire sauce, cayenne and
green chiles. Blend. Do not cook further.
Cut avocados in half and discard seeds. Fill
with chicken mixture, spreading it over
the cut surface of the avocado. Arrange in
shallow baking dish and brown under
broiler 3 or 4 inches from the flame.
Sprinkle with paprika before serving.

Avocado Sauce
2 ripe avocados
2 tablespoons lime juice
1 tablespoon grated or finely chopped

onion
1 small clove garlic, mashed
1 small can diced green chiles, drained
1 medium size ripe tomato, chopped
Peel avocados, remove seeds and mash to a
paste with the lime juice. Stir in remaining
ingredients and refrigerate, covered.
Makes about 2 cups sauce. Serve with
Mexican dishes or vegetables. Can be used
as a relish with meats of all kinds.

In the Heart of Beautiful Coachella Valley
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Traveling with
Topo Maps

We all have fantasies of find-
ing that out-of-the-way spot
where we can discover some
man-made artifact other than
a sun-bleached beer can.

Text and photography
by S. Lee Rourke

TOPOGRAPHICAL maps, com-
monly referred to as topos, are
published by the United States

Geological Survey. They detail the surface
features of a given region. Unlike an atlas
or road map, topos show detailed informa-
tion: the location of little-known public
campgrounds, hiking trails, old mining
sites, ghost towns and long abandoned
narrow-gauge railroads.

We all have a little bit of adventurous
spirit hidden away . . . fantasies of finding
that out-of-the-way spot where we can
discover a reminder of another civilization
and uncover some kind of man-made ar-
tifact, other than a sun-bleached beer can.

An avid outdoorsman, I've learned that
obvious treasure-hunting spots are over-
looked as we travel across the nation. As an
example, let's drive west of Milford on
Utah 21. The old Frisco mining site
(about 15 miles away) is noted on pur
highway map. Our topo of the same area
indicates a narrow-gauge railroad once
crossed the highway about two miles west
of Milford. The same rails paralleled Utah
21 about two miles north of the highway,
terminating at Frisco.

Approximately one mile farther west,
the topo shows an access road that in-
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tersects the old railroad grade. The legend
on the map indicates a fair or dry-weather,
unimproved surface road. Following this
route to the railroad grade, we walk a few
hundred yards along the grade with a
mineral/metal detector and uncover

Once you learn to read
and understand a topo-
graphical map and its
legend, the adventures
are unlimited.

souvenirs of another century: dated nails,
shell casings and glass bottles.

If you like to explore old mining sites,
topos won't necessarily tell you what kinds
of mines are in the area, but they will show
you the exact locations. Many abandoned
diggings in the western United States still
contain such precious metals as gold and
silver or deposits of turquoise, obsidian
(Apache tears) and other beautiful stones.

Topos also show the site of deserted set-
tlements that were scattered around old
mining areas. These once-thriving towns
are no doubt written in debris-covered
epitaphs, but pages of half-forgotten



(Above) Frisco Mining Site and the sur-
rounding area on the topo map. Circled area
on left shows additional mining locations and
other interesting details not included on
ordinary highway maps.

A hiking trail to a high mountain lake was
indicated on a topo. Access to the trail was
found near an often-traveled highway, ap-
proximately two miles from the lake.

history unfold and take shape as you dig
through the rubble or uncover interesting
finds with the detector.

With the aid of topos, I've found seclud-
ed campgrounds, tucked away in high
mountain canyons, where the only sound
is a swift stream echoing against centuries
old handiwork. Valleys of pioneer history
lie within a few miles of main highways.
Some are in wilderness areas, yet are ac-
cessible to vehicles pulling trailers.

A compass and a topo can guide you to
that little-known lake or stream where the
fish wouldn't know what to do if a baited
hook sank slowly from the surface. Hiking
trails or remote roads may lead you there.
If not, the topo will also indicate what kind

of terrain is between you and an enjoyable
fishing trip. Once you learn to read and
understand a topographical map and its
legend, the adventures are unlimited.

Maps are available in a variety of sizes
and scales. The most common is about the
size of a state highway map and covers a
region of approximately 225 square miles,
with a 1:250,000 scale. Altitude of the ter-
rain is shown in contour intervals of 200
feet, with supplementary contours at
100-foot intervals.

Survey maps with a scale of 1:62,500
and contour intervals of 50 feet detail the
terrain in an area of approximately 125
square miles and fold to a handy size to
stuff into your back pocket while hiking.

Forestry Service charts, known as
Township maps, show which regions are
controlled by the Bureau of Land Manage-
ment and the Forestry Service, as well as

Find out what kind of his-
tory belongs to the region
of your interest. Then you
can plot your course.

privately owned land. These detail the area
with a one-half-inch to a mile scale. Ac-
curacy is excellent. You can follow a
stream or access road and associate changes
of direction on the map.

If there's a good library near you, do a
little research. Find out what kind of
history belongs to the region of your in-
terest. Then you can plot your course. The
library should have topographical maps on
file. Either Xerox a section of the map or
jot down the map reference number, locat-
ed on the map's upper right hand corner.

Topos also include an insert index next
to the map legend that divides the state and
in some cases portions of bordering states
into grids. Each grid represents a map, and
each map is cataloged by the reference
number.

With all this data, you can order the
desired topographical map from the
nearest United States Forestry Service
district office or the United States
Geological survey (Box 25286, Federal
Center, Denver, CO 80225; 1200 S. Eads
Street, Arlington, VA 22202). Prices fluc-
tuate with the economy. A free topograph-
ical map price list is available from the Ar-
lington USGS office. 0



The
SALINE SETTLEMENTS

Pueblo villages that
lived in written

history for less than
100 years before they
were deserted, left to

the winds and the
treasure-seekers of

later times.

by April M. Kopp

EARLY IN THE 16th century, while
Henry VIII was pursuing Anne Boleyn
and a German named Martin Luther

was pursuing Reformation, halfway across the
world's stage, a drama of another sort was un-
folding. The setting was a wide and beautiful
valley in the heart of our present-day South-
west, a valley of high, dry desert, ringed by
mesa and mountain, split by a river and its
silvery path of cottonwood groves.

This was the land of the great river—Rio
Grande—and of the Pueblo Indians (the name
comes from the Spanish word for town and
village). They were of many tribes and
linguistic stocks, each one governed separately,
but they had in common a sedentary,
agricultural existence in their terraced cities,
and a shared fear and hatred of their nomadic
and war-like neighbors, chiefly the Navajo and
Apache.

The most precariously situated groups of this
pueblo culture were those who lived east of the
Manzano ("apple-tree") Mountains, in the so-
called Saline Province. Some of their com-
munities have been completely lost in the con-
fusion of time, but the seven names that remain
are Chilili, Tajique, Torreon, Manzano,
Quarai, Abo and the place that came to be
known as Gran Quivira. They lived in written
history for less than 100 years before they were
deserted, left to the winds and the treasure-
seekers of later times.

Unlike the river people, who built their cities
of adobe, the Salines built of native sandstone.
Their villages began on the piney eastern slopes
of the Manzanos and ran south into desert
country with little permanent water. Theirs
was a moody, panoramic land, subject to fierce
winters and glowing wildflower springtimes.
Below and to the east of them swept barren and
desolate plains. On these forbidding flatlands
lay the source of their bleak wealth — the Ac-
cursed Lakes — which gave them salt in the
shimmering white lagoons from which the
Salines got their name. This was the realm of
Salt Old-Woman, the personification of this
precious substance, and those who came on
pilgrimages to gather it brought corn meal and
prayer sticks and paid her homage. Cut off
from their river neighbors by the mountains,

the Salines were especially vulnerable to the
marauding Apache.

For many centuries, the Pueblo Indians
cultivated corn, beans, squash and cotton; they
dressed in buckskin and woven tunics and
created fine baskets, pictographs and exquisite
pottery without the use of a pottery wheel.
They sang and prayed to their gods, and waged
occasional war with each other and the raiders
of the plains. They built their many-storied
cities with ladders that could be pulled up in
times of siege. They had long-established trade
routes, swapping their crafts, turquoise and
foodstuffs for buffalo hides from the eastern
plains, bright feathers from Mexico and shells
from California. Charles Lummis, in his ex-
cellent book, The Land of Poco Tiempo, says the
Pueblo "traded not only with his brethren, but
with Apache, Comanche, Navajo and Ute . . .
None was too savage to be customer; and hav-
ing traded with his visitors by day, he shut
them out by night, and slept with his hand on
his scalp . . ." It was an extraordinary civiliza-
tion for people who had neither beast of burden
nor metal tool nor wheel. Life went on for
generations without a whisper of the
monumental change that was coming, moving
slowly but inexorably northward from the
strife-ridden lands of the Aztec.

The first hint of change came almost mid-
century, in the form of rumors first reaching
the river valley from Zuni in the west, and
spreading east to the Salines—rumors of pale-
skinned men who rode the backs of monsters
with great teeth that devoured humans. This
was Coronado's band, following the trail of the
first Europeans to penetrate New Mexico's
pueblos, Esteban the Moor and Fray Marcos-
following a shining dream of Cibola and seven
cities of gold. Finding nothing but poor Zunis
in the land of Cibola, they were ripe targets for
the fateful story that led them onward to
Quivira. The Quivira myth was born in the
mind of a plains Indian, a captive of pueblo
peoples who, because of his appearance, the
Spaniards dubbed the Turk. The Turk had

You can almost hear the ghostly murmurs at
sunrise in the ruins of the pueblos and mission in
Gran Quivira.
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SALINE SETTLEMENTS

Settling into the sand, the ruins at
Abo are a timeworn monument to

the past.

Dust clouds hung
darkly over the

plains; the buffalo,
the deer, the elk,

even the wolves and
coyotes had

vanished. The
wilderness was

empty, dead.

discerned that the newcomers were seeking a
yellow stone, and thinking he could use that
obsession to lose them on the trackless prairies
and escape home again, he began telling them
of rich and wonderful cities to the east, cities
with so much gold and silver and jewels that
they could not carry it all away. Made gullible
by greed, the Spaniards followed him eastward
until they finally arrived in present-day Kansas
and the home of the Quivira; a very poor tribe
that dwelt in grass-roofed huts. The Turk was
killed for his deceit. Coronado's mission was a
disaster, and the golden cities a myth and a
hoax, but the facts could not kill the fable. The
Quivira was a vision which, phoenix-like, rose
again and again from its own ashes, and as we
shall see, was so consuming that the lands and
lives of the Pueblos would never again be the
same.

After Coronado, the Indians had a respite
that lasted a generation before the lust for gold
turned the face of New Spain north once more
— this time with conquest in mind. The pale
men came in small clusters at first, bringing
members of another group that would leave an
indelible mark on pueblo society: the Fran-
ciscan friars, and with them began the written
history of the river valley and the Saline people.

Then in 1598, Onate, the newly-appointed
Governor and Captain General of the area,
lumbered into the Rio Grande Valley with his
four-mile-long procession of soldiers and col-
onists. The fearful Indians must have realized

the Spaniards had come to stay. The conflicts
were bloody but brief. Stone missile and bows
and arrows were no match for helmeted men
with guns and cannon, and conquest was soon
accomplished—all the kingdoms and provinces
of New Mexico were claimed in the name of
King Philip of Spain. The conquerors brought
many strange things to their new subjects.
They brought animals that could be
domesticated for work and for food: cattle,
horses, sheep, burros and goats; they brought
metal tools and firearms, grapes and wine,
wheat and fruit trees; they brought smallpox,
tuberculosis and diphtheria; they brought
writing and Catholicism.

The padres who came through such hard-
ships were Franciscans, committed to poverty
and to saving the souls of the heathen. Though
some were harsh and unyielding in the ar-
rogance of their faith, most believed they were
truly civilizers and teachers. In 1598—more
than two decades before the Mayflower
dropped anchor in the east — a chaplain in
Ofiate's army was assigned to the Saline
Pueblos and their religious conversion began.

F ROM THE VERY beginning, the
Spanish Conquest wore two faces-
cross versus crown. Much of the

tragedy that befell the conquered peoples grew
out of this controversy. Their goals were at
odds — God versus gold. Little compromise
could be reached.
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Three centuries of neglect have not
erased the impact of the mission in

the wilderness of Gran Quivira.

Life went on for
generations without

a whisper of the
monumental change

that was coming,
moving slowly but

inexorably
northward from the

strife-ridden lands of
the Aztec.

The Church held that all men, no matter
how barbaric, had souls and were capable of be-
ing educated. None was born slave; free will
and reasoning were common to all. The friars
wanted strict laws passed, but they remained
only ideals. Concessions were increasingly
granted to civil authorities and wealthy land-
owners, and the power struggle intensified.

By the middle of the 17th Century, the battle
was at its peak, with the bewildered pueblo
peoples in the middle. There had been a series
of especially severe and greedy governors in
Santa Fe; the enforced labor and taxation of the
Indians had never been harsher. The mission
friars, who complained of unfair exploitation of
the Indians were, in turn, using them to build
their churches and were zealously stamping out
age-old tribal customs and ceremonies. The
clergy, who claimed immunity from civil law
and wielded the powerful threat of excom-
munication, were backed by the Inquisition,
which was already established in New Mexico.
Smallpox, an imported disease, had decimated
the populations of many pueblos. There were
complaints from both sides regarding the other
side's misconduct with Indian women, and
both majesties freely used corporal punishment
to castigate Indian miscreants. No wonder the
natives were restless.

Nowhere was this situation more intolerable
than in the Saline Province, where it finally
came to a head. The civil authority over this
area was Captain Nicolas de Aguilar, a known

murderer from Mexico. He was so diligent in
carrying out the avaricious programs of the
governor in Santa Fe that the friars dubbed him
the Attila of New Mexico. He obliged the In-
dians to gather great loads of salt and pinon
nuts and transport them to various officials;
they were made to carry maize, wash hides and
tan leather. The friars, who needed that labor
for mission service and for building—notably
three grand churches at Quarai, Abo and Gran
Quivira — protested loudly. Aguilar responded
by forbidding the Indians to attend mass or do
any church work. At Quarai, some natives were
whipped for singing in the choir. He further
enraged the missionaries by ordering the In-
dians, under threat of physical punishment, to
perform their ancient "diabolical dances." The
Church retaliated by excommunicating
Aguilar, and bitterly exaggerated charges and
countercharges crossed between Santa Fe,
Mexico and Spain. Aguilar ended up, along
with the governor, before the Holy Office of the
Inquisition in Mexico City.

Medicine men were operating secretly within
most pueblos at this time; fear and superstition
were rampant. At Abo, a German was arrested
by the Inquisition for practicing witchcraft, in-
cluding selling bits of paper that, when
swallowed, would make the Indian invisible to
his enemies. The natives, who were willing to
absorb the trappings of Christianity, had ob-
viously not absorbed the spiritual subtleties.
Most important, they had discovered that the
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new prayers were no better than the old in caus-
ing rains to fall and crops to ripen and they
could see that justice preached was different
from justice practiced. Throughout the Rio
Grande Valley and neighboring pueblos, the
seeds of discontent were spreading, growing
strong in fertile ground.

At the very height of this turmoil, nonpar-
tisan Fate stepped in, bringing what was to be
the deathblow for the Saline Pueblos. It was
drought, and with it famine and pestilence
spread across the land. As the dry years con-
tinued, Spaniards and Indians alike saw their
stored grain and seed corn disappear, the land
become as graphically described by the
historian John Upton Terrell:

Usual summer cloudbursts that swept in across the
mesas like great purple brooms did not come. The
grass that had started with spring thaw was soon
burnt to powder and the ranges lay parched and
bare. The little creeks were consumed by the
thirsty earth, and even the Rio Grande was hardly
more than a thin sheet of wetness . . . There were
no pihon nuts, no wild herbs or roots or ber-
ries . . . The wild creatures were gone—where, no
one knew. Dust clouds hung darkly over the
plains, but the buffalo and the deer and the elk and
even wolves and coyotes had vanished. The
wilderness was empty, dead.

Many Indians starved to death, and as the
country suffered hatred and hunger, still
another menace plagued it: the scourge of the
plains, the Red Death—the Apache. The disap-
pearance of game from their lands and the lack
of grain in the pueblos fueled their fury, and
their raids on white man and Indian alike
became especially fierce, especially merciless.

Again, it was the Saline peoples who were
hardest hit. Their vulnerability and weakness
made them easy marks for savage depredations
that swept in unexpectedly from the plains. In-
deed, the raids grew so frequent that the starv-
ing and terrified survivors began to desert their
villages and flee to others and finally out of the
province altogether. Between 1669 and 1675,
one by one they emptied, until nothing was left
but crumbling ruins of the houses and the great
churches. The people never returned to their
ill-fated homes, and these Saline villages have
since come to be known as the "cities that died
of fear." Their chambers and fields were vacant
when, in 1680, the pueblos forgot their own
differences and rose as one people to drive the
Spanish from their lands. The first revolu-
tionary war in this country, fought for the same
reasons as the one we celebrate—oppression,
unjust taxation and the freedom to worship as
they pleased—was the Pueblo Insurrection, and
its bloody aftermath left the river valley free of
the white man until 1692, when De Vargas
reconquered it for good.

The story of the cities that died of fear does
not end with their abandonment: Even though
the people never returned, the legend that
brought the Spaniards to New Mexico in the

first place came ultimately to this isolated area
to rest. Charles Lummis wrote, "The myth of
the Quivira, for centuries a vagabond, sat down
at last in one of the astounding ruins of the
Manzano Plains." How the myth survived at
all, much less traveled from a poor tribe in
Kansas to a small sandstone ruin (Gran
Quivira) near the salt lakes of New Mexico, re-
mains one of history's most bizarre mysteries.
But survive it did, as Lummis elucidates:

Here is the asylum of the modern Quivira-myth;
the Mecca of the Southwestern fortune-hunter; the
field of the Last Folly. That it should have been
chosen from among all the 1,500 pueblo ruins in
New Mexico for credulity to butt its head against,
is not strange physically. Its bleak, unearthly site,
the necromancy of the plains, its ghostly aspect,
and its distance from all water were enough to stop
and hold the later treasure-seekers, who had heard
vaguely that "Coronado hunted the Quivira," but
utterly failed to hear that he found it—found it in
northeastern Kansas, and found it worthless.

For more than two centuries after recon-
quest, they came from as far away as Europe
and South America, came in possession of
secret maps, charts, deathbed disclosures,
mysterious guides and miracle visions. Finding
naught in one village, they moved to the next.
They dug shafts and tunneled and chipped
away at the sandstone ruins and left, so far as
anyone knows, empty-handed. Still the rumors
persisted and still they came.

Today, the seven Saline villages stand, in one
form or another, in surroundings that have re-
mained essentially the same since the pueblo
people buiit them. Chilili, Tajique, Torreon
and Manzano are the sites of tiny, picturesque,
Mexican-American communities. The remain-
ing three have standing ruins which, though in-
habited only by ghosts, have been rescued from
vandals and fortune-hunters by the authorities;
Quarai and Abo are now state monuments and
Gran Quivira is a national monument. Driving
along this route takes you back 300 years, and
as you wander through these places, still
isolated, lonely outposts on the edge of still
empty and barren plains, you can hear bygone
village sounds, and echos of the last Apache. @

GRAN QUIVIRA

Theirs was a moody,
panoramic land,
subject to fierce
winters and glowing
wildflower
springtimes.
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PORTRAIT OF
AN ARTIST

Ted DeGrazia: Artist, Desert Dweller,
sometimes Prospector, Adventurer,

Movie Maker, Philosopher.

by Rick Lanning

I T IS A difficult but worthy
challenge to try to define a man who
wishes he could burn $1.5 mil-

lion worth of paintings to protest unfair
tax laws; who looks upon death as a
friend rather than an enemy; who at 71
would rather ride a horse into the
Superstition Mountains and camp out in
a sleeping bag than to visit the great
hotels of the world, which he could easi-
ly afford; and who renews himself on a
daily basis by the solitude he finds in
himself and in his mountains.

Such a man is Ted DeGrazia, artist,
desert dweller, sometimes prospector,
adventurer, movie maker and philoso-
pher.

DeGrazia's world is strange and in-
triguing. He claims to love privacy, yet
he will do almost anything to publicize
his art work. As for his "solitude," he
rarely goes into the mountains with less
than a dozen friends. To DeGrazia, an
experience means little unless there is
some sharing.

Invite him to your home for dinner
and he'll turn you down, but come by his
Gallery of the Sun Studio in Tucson (his
home is within a stone's throw of the
gallery) and he'll pour you a good drink.
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DeGrazia is bearded and blue-eyed, a
small bear of a man whose nut-brown
skin and patient bearing make a mockery
of the pell-mell attitude that rules most
men's lives. He believes in a daily
renewal of the spirit and body. Recently
he was feeling ill. The doctors suspected
flu and recommended rest.

"We can't give you a pill to do you any
good," the physician said. But the artist
had already decided what pill was
necessary. He had planned a weekend in
the Superstitions. He ignored the doc-
tor's advice to cancel the trip and took
his friends on horseback up to Weaver's
Needle. When he came out of the moun-
tains, he was fresh, re-charged and
healthy.

His friends on these trips may include
doctors, a federal judge, cowboys, an
historian, Mexicans and Indians. There
will probably be a writer and a couple of
photographers, not so much because
DeGrazia is stuck on himself, but
because he can rarely get away without
someone learning about it and insisting
they come along. Once a woman report-
er from a Tucson television station asked
if she could accompany him.

"Suit yourself," said DeGrazia, "but

be sure you wear your anti-rattlesnake
shoes." She thought he was kidding.
That weekend the horse wranglers
killed no less than six rattlers along the
trail, including a giant six-footer.

He holds three college degrees, which
he achieved late in life, yet he distrusts
politicians and modern education,
believing that, "Too much school makes
people slaves to society. It just produces
more tax money and gives politicians
money to throw away."

DeGrazia is thought to be the world's
most reproduced artist of modern times,
with countless prints hanging in homes
and galleries around the globe. He is
worth an estimated $10 million, yet is
content to wear the same outfit in
winter, summer and spring: old jeans
and shirts, western boots and hat. His
only show of wealth is the gold and tur-
quoise Indian jewelry he wears on his
wrists.

Once on the Today show, Gene Shalit
observed rather rudely, "You sure wear
funny clothes." DeGrazia, who had a
western-brimmed hat long before John
Travolta and Willie Nelson made them
urban chic, retorted, "In my country,
you'd be the one with the funny

"If I get to the point
where I don't know

where I am going, I sit
and wait and the magic

always comes."

clothes." His world is the southwest.
He paints Indians, Mexicans and

other themes connected with the
southwest. He compares his art with
religion and says, "I paint because it's
the will of God."

He was born to an Apache mother and
immigrant Italian father in Morenci, a
copper mining town in northeastern
Arizona. His father died of a lung disease
he contracted in the mines.

Growing up in the mountains and
desert, DeGrazia took time to learn
about the land, animals and people. He
grew into an above average carpenter
and builder. The Indians became his
friends and called him simpatico. It
translates as well into Italian as into
Apache. It means the way one person
relates to another. It has much to do with
respect and very little to do with a per-
son's wealth or importance. On the trail,
all men are alike.

The man and his image.

Over the years I have found DeGrazia
to be a kind man, much more gentle than
his normal brusque personality seems to
indicate. Shorty Thorn, who traveled
with DeGrazia for many years and who
was his closest friend, said he had never
seen the artist lose his temper.

"He's a generous person and a lot of
people have taken advantage of Ted,"
said Shorty a few months before he died
in 1979. He was a wisp of a man whose
cowboy hat seemed too large for his
body. Shorty was born and bred back
east, but after moving to Arizona became
a cowpuncher of sorts. He could roll a
cigarette with one hand and sit a horse as
well as DeGrazia. He, too, was an artist
and once became incensed when De-
Grazia described his art as "primitive."
Said Shorty, "I thought he was insulting
me."

DeGrazia doesn't talk much about
Shorty's death. He will talk about the
good times they had together.

"I lost a friend," he says. "Shorty is
part of the mountains now. We'll get
together one of these days."

VISITORS FROM many parts of
the world come to DeGrazia's
galleries in Tucson and Apache

Junction. He spends a lot of time at his
Tucson gallery, signing autographs, sip-
ping tequila or mescal with his friends
and greeting visitors like he had known
them all his life.

"You're from Minnesota? I knew a
mining engineer from back there once.
How's the snow? Bet you're glad you
came to Arizona."

His paintings, which sell for upward
of $30,000 each, have been reproduced
on many diverse art forms, from glasses
to gold, silver to pewter, on greeting
cards and in bronze. Once he cancelled
an $80,000-a-year contract with Hall-
mark— they were paying him for the
rights to reprint his paintings on their
greeting card line— simply because he
discovered his bank accounts were full.
The Hallmark people were astounded.

His friends, like his interests, are
diverse. They include show business
types like Broderick Crawford and coun-
try western singer Sammi Smith; Dr. Joe
Rogers, a top Tucson cardiologist;
western author Louis Lamour; one-eyed
prospectors; Indians from the interior of
Mexico; poor Mexicans; and young peo-
ple who are alienated from society.
DeGrazia takes them all to himself.

He considers himself a modern painter
who paints expression.

"It's realistic in that you can read the
subjects, but not photographic," he says.
"Which is best? Who knows? The best is


