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June-July 1949 Baja California
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June 13, 1949

20 miles N of Ensenada, Baja California

11:30. Left Los Angeles after much packing and last-minute purchases in company with
Chuck Lowe and Arlene Lowe. Our trip is to last 38 days and is to take us to Cape San Lucas
and back.

The sky has been overcast all day and the air cool. We drove to San Diego by the Coast
route, stopping there for a brief chat with Cy Perkins and Chuck Shaw. Dr. K. Canber wanted us
to buy specimens for him, but we do not have space to do so.

At the border we drove through with no questions asked at all. As a matter of fact we
were the only ones who did any asking. We obtained insurance (Collision, Public Liability, and
property damage) for 52 cents per day—3$10,600 coverage total. This was obtained from the
America Insurance Co. They gave us a windshield sticker.

We drove on to our camp noting an unusual amount of DOR snakes. The species seen
were Lichanura roseofusca, Masticophis piceus, Coluber lateralis, Pituophis c. annectans,
banded and striped phase of Lampropeltris g. californae.

Camped at about 8:00 PM and ate a welcome meal. We are camped in the old spot under
oaks and sycamores along a stream in which Hyla can be heard calling in a desultory sort of
manner. It seems wonderful to be in the field again after all the mental anguish of preparations
and dealing with numbers of people who consider Baja California their own.

June 14, 1949

Bahia San Quentin, Baja California

Today everything seemed doomed to complete failure.

7:30. Arose to be greeted by clouded skies and cool weather. The small creek by our
camp had a few ponds among the sycamore and oak roots. | saw 6 or 7 Bluegill in one pond,
some 4 or 5 inches long. We then drove to Ensenada, changed our money, bought a few items,
and took the car into the Dodge garage to have the slight shimmy corrected.

Upon raising the hood we saw oil over everything. The garage attendant (who was the
skinniest man I have ever seen, about 1% inches through the middle) said our 4-wheel drive
bushing was leaking and all the oil was coming out of the front differential. This meant we must
go back to San Diego and through U.S. Customs with all our plunder. A young fellow named
Antonio Escalante looked the car over and said our overflow was shooting out the grease
because the differential had been overfilled. We found he was right and everything was O.K.
Tthe shimmy was fixed and we were off at about 12:30 PM.

I was feeling better but still mighty low. We ate lunch at the Aneides locality north of
San Antonio. By this time the sun had come out. At the end of the pavement we saw our first S.
rufidorsum, a big fellow that looked exactly like S. magister. We did not obtain the animal. We
did get two young ones and they are much different than magister though obviously closely
related.

At San Vicente we obtained specimens of S. orcutti on exfoliating granite boulders. The
road runs for about 25 miles over a monotonous marine terrace covered with Agave, wild roses, a
variety of Ribes, and sundry other shrubs. This bench is about 5 or 6 miles in width and ends on
the sea edge in an abrupt cliff and on the other side at the base of a similar higher terrace. There
are four such steps before the main block of the Sierra San Pedro Martir is reached. The first two
appear to be of marine orgin and probably rise a total of 500 ft. above sea level. Stream beds
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dissect this bench at various places in their course to the sea. The road drops down from a rise,
crosses the stream bed of the Rio San Antnio and comes to the cultivated plain of the Hamilton
Ranch. Corn and beans seem to be the principal crops. The adobe houses here are neat and for
the most part, plastered.

We bought gas here (32 cents per gallon). | asked for “diez y cinco litros (5 gallons) de
gasolina” (“quinze” would have been better). The Mexican (a pachuco type) said “How many
gallons do you want?” | nearly asked him “Hable usted espanol?” We drove down a dusty dirt
road to the Hamilton Ranch, which is a series of adobe buildings set on a small hill. There seems
to be considerable water here, judging from the agriculture. 1 would estimate that 500 acres are
under cultivation.

We drove over a rise and dropped down onto the San Quentin plain. It resembles the
other part of the coastal terrace closely except that it is fringed on the sea by 4 hills that look
volcanic (look like old cinder cones). The road to the Muelle San Quentin (wharf) is a good,
farily high center, sandy road. A three-mile drive brings you to the wharf, a series of pilings
going out into the shallow bay. A peninsula, on which the cinder cones lie, forms the other side
of this north end of the bay. Some very scraggly pines and eucalyptus stand along the bay,
probably planted by the British colony that once occupied the plain.

Salicornia and rushes line the bay in places and in others abrupt cliffs drop to the water’s
edge. CIiff swallows are nesting in these cliffs. Egrets? were seen roosting in one of the pines.
These birds certainly have a Jurassic look when they fly, with their necks crooked and their long
legs stretched out behind. The weather is cool and breezy. The stars show through the cloud
cover in places. | have had a time trying to rearrange our tremendous load so that we can get at
everything where we want it (which is impossible). | look at the load and then Lowe asks me
where the folding table is. I quiety crush his skull in the car door and then swim out to the sea as
far as | can and sink.

We had a good weiner dinner and a nice eucalyptus fire. 1 now commence color notes on
my specimens.

June 15, 1949

Barranca Rosario, Baja California

We slept late at San Quentin after getting up at 0800 AM. We ate breakfast, packed and
started on our way.

The first moment after starting we met a car from ___ that was stuck in the sand. We
pulled them out with 4x low.

About a mile further, we stoppedin a patch of Simmondsia scrub and collected
Cnemidophorus hyperythus beldingi and Sceloporus rufidorsum.

The road degenerates rapidly. It beomes deeply rutted and must be very bad during wet
weather. The road is so bad that we made only a little over 4 miles today most of it in second
gear at about 10 mph. This road has never felt the sweet caress of a road blade.

The flora is predominantly Agave, Sedum, and some chapparal elements. Arlene spotted
a nice C. ruber under an agave. We drove on to Socorro (along the sea coast) where we ate
lunch and had a can of warm Tecate beer. | became uncontrollably drunk.

01:30 PM. We drove off over a much dissected coastal plain. The road was very bad and
we were only able to travel 10-15 mph. The vegetation is definitely xeric here. Finally the last
semblance of a coastal plain is gone and we turned up a large arroyo and then dropped down a
canyon to the town of El Rosario.

04:00 PM. 1t is the first really Mexican village we have seen. The houses are all adobe
or mud and wattles and many have thatched roofs. The pueblo is strung along the north side of
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an arroyo (about ¥2 mile in width). There are fig trees, cottonwoods, and some sort of locust tree.
It is “muy bonita.” The street is a wide, aimless dirt street with various “perros” lying on it. The
arroyo bottom contains a stream of sorts hidden by cottonwoods and willows. Much of the
bottom is cultivated and planted with corn, lima beans, and alfalfa.

At the store we met a distinguished gentleman with a brilliant smile which showed 6 or 7
solid gold teeth. He looked to be the Jefe Politico. He immediately took us in hand and told us
the names of all sorts of objects and arranged with some ninos to have them hunt “culebras y
viboras” for us. We offered 1 peso for culebras (muerto) o 1 peso y vente cinco centavos por
culebras (vive). He was most accomodating and spoke slowly. Chuck was trying to say “San
Ignacio is far away (muy lejos) and he said muy huevos (eggs), muy vacas (cows), and about 6
other things—all wrong. The fellow thought this was most amusing. We all had a big laugh. He
then accosted some small girls and asked them if they would like to hunt snakes.

The little girls acted very shy, tittered, and put their fingers in their mouths. This he took
as a huge joke. Chuck asked them to hunt snakes and so it went—big laugh for everyone. We
left and promised to return next morning for our snakes.

We drove up the creek, stopping at an old adobe ruin that might have been a mission. It
sits up on a bank on the north side of the arroyo. We made camp just east of this ruin (1 mile). 3
small boys came into camp and we accosted them and offered our price for snakes Shortly a
battered Thamnophis e. hammondii was brought in. We paid our peso.

This stream is about the most southern stronghold of San Diegan elements, both of fauna
and flora. In fact it is an island separated from the north by Agave-Simmondsia association.
Nelson lists this river as the “Rosario River.”

The first Pachycereus pringleii was seen on the north end of the San Quentin Plain.

The weather has been cloudy and cool At present there is a breeze. A large cloud bank is
passing over the sky to the northwest. Collecting has been slow as a result.

June 16, 1949

5.1 miles E. of San Augustin, Baja California

07:50 AM. Arose. A thick fog covered the sky. We left our camp and journeyed into
town. There we met our friend with the resplendent smile. He took us to the Escuela and
presented us with our sack containing 5 Thamnophis e. hammondii, 4 dead and 1 alive. Chuck
and Arlene paid him for them while | became involved with a drunken fellow who claimed to be
the village surgeon and psychiatrist. Of all the things Rosario needs I think a psychiatrist is the
least useful. The place is so peaceful and everything seems to move at such a slow tempo that
neurosis would seem to be absent. The gentleman with the gold teeth (I think he is a teacher in
the Escuela) showed this attitude by the way he used the dictionary. He took about 10 minutes to
look up a word—stopping every once in a while to explain ones that caught his eye. The teacher
paid the little girls who caught the snakes, giving them some sort of paternal advice and
demanding their records (a piece of paper with each snake listed and its price).

I finally got away from the drunk, who claimed to have been educated at Stanford,
Mexico City, and Paris. He was aparently in ill repute with his townsfolk as we had been waived
away from his store by a caballero when we came into town the first time.

We left town after giving the teacher some cigarettes.

We drove up a very dusty and rutted road alng the Rio Rosario. After 4 or 5 miles of this
we turned south in a large, dry arroyo that empties into the Rio Rosario. Agave, Opuntia,
Pachycereus, Idria, Viznaga, and much buckwheat and chapparal elements, formed the
vegetation. The first Cirio was seen about 8 miles from Rosario, along the rocky slopes that
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bound the Arroyo. About here | shot a leopard lizard that is very different from our California
animal. Its blotchings have been replaced by fine punctuations.

Cirios now occupy the whole arroyo bottom in great profusion. The arroyo had been
trending southward. It now turned east. At this turn we came upon Salvia apiana and Acacia
gregii. The vegetation is decidedly ecotonal, being a mixture of chaparral elements and
Colorado desert forms. In this area we shot Uta stansburiana stejnegeri. Many miles east, just
past San Fernando we caught a Phrynosoma cornutum. This represents an overlap of coastal and
desert faunal elements of about 35 miles. It is probably much more in some cases, as we took
Sceloporus rufidorsum 3 miles east of San Augustin. This is an overlap of about 50 miles.

The road grew worse, becoming rocky. The road traverses rocky hills with a few small
valleys interspersed. 34 miles from Rosario the road drops down over a rocky hill to a small
valley in which the Rancho de la Arenosa is located. A small field of corn and a puebla that
looks like a sub delegacion building make up the ranch.

Just east of the ranch we saw our first Larrea, and Yucca mohavensis made its
appearance. The road became much better, probably due to less rainfall. After a rain the road is
churned up and hardens in a very lumpy state. The country becomes less rolling and is
dominated by mesas with steep cliffs. Anticlinal folding was noted along one of these faces.

We reached San Fernando, a small puebla in the San Fernando Arroyo. Few people now
occupy this once populous site. A mission with elaborate irrigation canals once occupied the
area (Nelson).

This puebla is about 15 miles W. of San Augustin. We traveled up this wash and
dropped over onto Llano de Buenos Aires, a slowly undulating desert plain encircled by
separated mesas. Larrea and Yucca mohavensis are the chief plants. Arios and Cardon Grandis
(Pachycereus) occur only on the slopes of the mesas.

We reached San Augustin about 4:20 PM It is a ranch sporting two windmills, set on the
bank of a mesquite covered wash. The houses are adobe and thatch. The fences have been
constructed of ocotiillo limbs with the spines removed. Here we met two traveling salesmen
who had just come from Cabo San Lucas. To them all the roads were “bueno” even though they
had had two blow-outs from running over rocks.

They said the Laguna Seca Chapala was good snake territory. We may reach there
tomorrow after EI Marmol. We were informed we could get plenty of gas at El Arco.

We drove on and camped in a shallow arroyo alongside a mesquite. Arlene cooked a
wonderful dinner of roast beef and mashed potatoes (fried onions) with coffee and pineapple for
dessert.

June 17, 1949

Camp Aching Duff, 8 or 10 miles north of Laguna Seca Chapala

7:30 AM. Arose and ate breakfast (1 teaspoon of Grapenuts and % pint of water) (the
Lowes apparently don’t normally eat breakfast).

We drove over Llano Buenos Aires to EI Marmol. At this mine there are 25 houses
(wooden). There is a small airstrip with a tattered windsock to the west of town. The graveyard
is beset with the usual Mexican paper flowers and large crosses. Instead of digging graves in the
rocky soil, stones have been heaped over the graves.

Onyx (EI Marmol) is being mined in open pit workings on a knoll south of the village. 3
large guy poles with block and tackle are standing alongside the pits. Large blocks are cut from
the horizontal beds and hauled out of the pit onto a bank where they are numbered and cleaned
for shipment. A man with a sledge and another with a chisel and brush clean the blocks. Their
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rhythm is amazing. The sledge hits the chisel in a regular rhythm. After each blow the chisel is
moved and the block swept with an agave fiber brush. The onyx is yellowish and quite hard.

We drove over a rocky hill and shortly came to a rolling plain covered with huge,
exfoliating granite boulders. Cirios were very abundant and large. Cardon Grande was also
common as was a small cactus species (Pachycormus?)

We collected Callisaurus in the washes. Streptosaurus mearnsi and Urosaurus ornatus
were taken on the boulders. Sceloporus orcutti was seen but not taken.

The light colored Callisaurus with its high temperature requirement seems colored for
protection while in the sun, where it spends most of its time.

Streptosaurus mearnsi and S. orcutti and Urosaurus ornatus are all dark and seem
protectively colored for the time they spend in the shade. All have low temperature requirements
and spend considerable time in the shade.

We drove on, shortly seeing our first elephant trees. They are unusual trees with knobby
obese trunks, few small branches or leaves, and often parasitised by dodder. Their flowers are
very small and numerous and are pink in color.

It is impossible to adequately describe this lush desert with much success. It gave me the
impression of driving through a surrealistic world. The cirios are straight and tall often
branching into 2, 3, or 4 smaller branches at the top and sometimes curving in a wide arc until
their tips touch the ground.

The road was very good all the way through this granite area, being of sandy granite
gravel.

We ate lunch in a grotto set in a huge granite boulder. We then drove toward Catavina. 2
miles north of Catavina we came upon some Blue Palms in an Arroyo. A single Rhus laurina
was present. Mesquite, Willow, Idria, Agave, Ocaotillo, Juncus, Cordon Grande, and rushes
made up the rest of the flora.

I walked up the Arroyo toward some palms | had seen around the bend and shortly came
upon a pool filled with rushes.

I set up a call “Hyla”—Chuck was up in a moment and we waded in the cool water (22.6
degrees C.) up to our waists. There were many Hyla regilla and some Hyla arenicolor (a dark
little form). The wash was welcome.

This population is apparently the only one in the canyon. It is certainly very small as the
pool is about 40 feet long by 10 feet wide and 4 feet deep at the deepest.

We drove on to Catavina—a cluster of 3 or 4 adobes set on the side of a vertical bank. In
the Arroyo are several hundred blue palms. Some lush grape vines are growing on a shelf along
the Arroyo. Large Mesquites provide shade for the Rancho. It is a picturesque and beautiful
place but looks quite unproductive.

From here on the road gew worse and worse until it became one long steep rutted field of
boulders and sharp rocks. We passed Rancho Jaraguay, a small adobe. The people were eating
on a large table set on the veranda. An old bearded (white) Mexican told us the name. We drove
on, now in 4-wheel drive up an excessively steep, rocky road. We drove on, circumnavigating a
huge lava flow of some 300-400 feet in height and 10 miles in length.

The road remained very poor with occasional good stretches until camp was reached
along the road overlooking Laguna Seca Chapala. A good dinner of tuna, noodles, and
mushroom soup, coffee, and peaches was whipped up by Arlene and coughed down by one and
all.

The terrain this side of Rancho Caraguay was very poor and sterile. Desert pavement
covered with depauperate Larrea-Franseria scrub was about all that could be seen.
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June 18, 1949

Mouth of Arroyo Escondido, Baja California del Norte

Left Camp Aching Duff at about 9:00 AM. We then drove down towards Laguna Seca
Chapala.

About 2 miles north of the playa we passed the house of an indian fellow. He came out
and spoke to us. His house was an airy one constructed of ocotillo poles set about 2 inches apart.
What means of support this fellow has I could not see. He had a horse and a dog and all the
desert he could use.

The road became much rutted and extremely dusty (about 2 feet deep of fine powder) as
we approached the playa.

The playa itself is a nearly circular playa of hard mud. It is encircled on the east by
granite mountains and on the west by abrupt lava flows. On the southwest edge some sand has
accumulated. Callisaurus and Cnemidophorus were taken here. A Joshua tree made its first
appearance.

Arroyo Escondido, at the sea

The road was badly rutted and dusty here also. Many snake tracks were seen, probably
made during the night.

Chuck decided that all roads could be defined thus: very good—over 10 mph in high
gear; good—high gear. Where he puts pavement | don” know—»but it is of little importance to us
now as we have the prospect of about 1,000 miles of dirt roads before reaching pavement again.

The road around Laguna Seca Chapala must be completely impassable in wet weather.

We drove on, up and over a rocky ridge on a fairly god road, whereupon we dropped into
a basin of granite boulders, Cordon Grande in great numbers, Idria, Joshuas, Larrea, and
Ocaotillo, to mention the most conspicuous plants.

Santa Rosalia Bay

Chuck spotted a Sauromalus (Chuckwalla) on a large boulder. We tried every trick we
knew to dislodge him, including fire, but we could not force him out. | saw two Dipsosaurus
and shot another one. He is closely akin to the San Ignacio form with regard to his gular fold
coloration. We drove on through a Cordon Grande forest and out onto a barren area of mud hills
where we ate lunch in the shade of a lone Mesquite. The road was good here.

Further along the road we came to a concentration of Joshuas where we stopped. After a
search | said “No hay Xantusia again.” Just then Chuck said—“Xantusia!!” at the same instant |
caught one and we were off turning boys?? like mad fools. We caught seven. They have yellow
venters and show very little dorsal pattern.

Bahia Santa Rosalia, B.C.

I caught a nice Hypsiglena under a Joshua log. He may prove very interesting with
regard to the so-called Hypsiglena slevini.

We pulled the Cactus spines out of our hands and drove on, passing through Cirio forests,
Elephant Tree forests, and Joshua forests. At times they were all mixed with Cordon Grandes
thrown in for good measure. The Elephant Trees prefer rocky slopes and at times there are real
forests of them on these parched rocksy desert mountains. They are so thick as to be almost
impassable.

The effect of passing through these weird martian forests is indescribable. It is like no
desert | have ever imagined.
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Shortly we came to Punta Prieta (Black Point), named for a lava ridge that juts out
southwest of the Pueblo. The town consists of about a dozen adobes, no cars, many mules and
burros, a few “Cerveza Exquisita” signs (Carta Blanca Beer) and many ninos. We drove on and
came to the Arroyo Escondido. The walls of this large arroyo become narrowed and form a
water gap about 7 or 8 miles above the sea. Water is present through this gap in the form of long
pools (50 yards by 30-40 feet wide) and slowly running streams. Juncus and Salicornia are
abundant. We took Hyla regilla here.

The road passes over a jumble of metamorphic rocks through the gap; it then leaves
Arroyo Escondido and goes close to the sea. Here we turned off and drove to the beach. A
beautiful 2 mile long barrier beach lies at the mouth of this arroyo. On either side are cliffs of
conglomerate and short reefs of rock.

We put on swimming suits. Chuck and Arlene were wading out into the shallow bay
while | was looking at tide pools. Next thing | knew Arlene was looking very sad and wading
toward shore. She had a gash on the bottom of her instep and was bleeding rather profusely.
Chuck got the first aid kit while | helped her up the beach. The wind was blowing, it was past
sunset, and quite cool. The sand was blowing so it was hard to keep Arlene’s foot clean. We
made a basket carry and took her to the car.

She was in a good deal of pain. There was no way of telling whether she had stepped on
a stingray or not. Arlene was in a semi state of shock. We treated the cut and put her to bed. She
must have been in rather intense pain as she is not one to complain.

She was very much despondent about everything—mostly, | suspect, because she thought
it might mean an end to the trip which had been going along so well.

Chuck too was despondent because of her pain and secondly for Arlene’s attitude. Both
Chuck and I knew that she would be all right and determined to make a permanent camp here
until Arlene was well enough for the rough travel that we know is ahead.

We put her in the tent so she could elevate her foot and be out of the wind.

Chuck and | ate a nearly silent supper that | had cooked up. Arlene still did not feel well
enough to eat. She was very sick until about 1 AM when she went to sleep.

It was interesting to notice the accentuation of personalities at times like these. Arlene
would never have had the attitude she developed had she been one of the scientists (god forbid)
on this trip, even though she has already proved to be indispensable in many ways.

Chuck was at once in the depths of despair and wandered around aimlessly seeming not
aware of what might be done.

I was also somewhat overrought but somehow I don’t seem capable of the extremes of
emotion reached by Chuck. | kept moving things around, often aimlessly, but did succeed in
getting Arlene in the tent and getting dinner cooked and down Chuck.

| fixed only those specimens that demanded it and went to bed.

June 19, 1949

Bahia Santa Rosalia, Baja California

Awoke to find Arlene practically well. Her foot had not swollen to the extent it would
have had she stepped on a ray. | think she got a deep cut from a shell.

We put up a shade tarp and | washed clothes and fished. | caught a big surf perch and an
8 or 9 pound spotfin croaker. | am mighty proud of the fish and he is the main course of our
dinner.

During the excitement of last evening, | had forgotten to rinse out my air after soaping it
in sea water with Fels-Naptha. The salt water turned the soap to scum and cemented my hair
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into one solid mass. Arlene came up with a bottle of Halo Shampoo. The effects were amazing
on both Chuck and I. What we thought was tan and long beards proved to be plain dirt.

I cooked the fish (in a high wind) and we had cranberry sauce, corn on the caob, fish,
coffee, and peaches.

Some Mexican fishermen passed our camp to get water 1 mile up the Arroyo. Chuck told
them we would buy snakes and shortly they returned with a much battered Crotalus ruber. They
told us that La Paz was “muy lejo” and left with suspicious glances at us—no doubt wondering
why we should pay two pesos for a dead rattlesnake.

We worked a while on specimens and drove the roads for a while, taking one Sceloporus
rufidorsum at night and then returned down the road to San Xavier and camped about 2 miles
beyond our last night’s camp.

June 20, 1949

3.2 mi S. of El Arco, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

7:30. Arose, packed up and commenced driving toward San Xavier. The road skirts the
ocean shore for a goodly distance, passing through dense Salicornia growth and sand. Many
whale vertebrae and one jaw bone were seen. Arlene didn’t quite believe the jaw bones to be
those of a whale.

The road became somewhat poorer passing over ridges running to the sea cliffs and down
into rocky barrancas.

Above San Xavier a fairly high range of mountains come down to the sea (2,000-3,000
feet). The road bypasses these by turning up an arroyo through a sparse forest of Yucca valida.
All the plants here seem just on the edge of survival. We searched diligently but no Xantusia
could be found.

Rhus laurina is present her and is about the most lush plant present in the area—Yucca,
Pachycereus, stunted Veatebia, and Idria (very small) occur. This is apparently an ecotonal
situation and it seems evident that most such populations are depauperate for all the forms
present. This is probably due to each of the species being present on the fringes of its tolerance.
Rhus is probably not on the fringe of its range here. Such situations as this one must obtain for
the fauna also. Xantusia may not be present. The soil is very dry and there is no good cover it
seems.

The road continues in a wash and drops down onto the coastal plains again. This plain is
again a very much stunted Yucca valida forest. We took Callisaurus and Sceloporus rufidorsum
here.

At the cutoff to Miller’s Landing the road goes up and over a band of white coastal sand
dunes. These dunes are covered with a succulent shrub and a few small Yucca valida.
Callisaurus d. crinita is very abundant here. | took 5 in about 15 minutes.

The first arrival | saw | mistook for Uma even though | was very close. This animal
certainly has paralleled the evolutionary trends of Uma and never seems to be found away from
sand. Its body form, stance, locomotion, and pattern all approximate Uma.

We drove on, bypassing San Xavier, up and over a granite ridge and down into a flat
sandy plain bordered on the south by a 400-500-foot-high lava flow. The plain is densely
vegetated with Larrea, Yucca valida, Pachycormus, and Prosopis. We took Xantusia here under
rotting Joshua logs.

They have quite yellowish venters and a pair of dorsal dark lines extending posteriorly
from a pair of temporal lines.
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We drove on toward the lava mountains and Mesquitiel Rancho. Just before treaching
the Rancho we were hailed by a young Caballero who tried every trick known in Mexico to sell
us some tanned hides he had tied to his saddle. One, he said, was “El Perro” (Quinze Pesos).

We passed through the main yard of the Rancho. It consists of 6 or 7 burros with pack
frames, (kayaks), a rickety stable, and one adobe dwelling. At least 20 people (young and old)
swarmed in and out of the house. | could see no other houses in the vicinity and I assume they
all lived in this one house of 2 or 3 rooms at most.

We drove through with a “Buenas tardes” to everyone. The road curves down through
the river bottom where it is very dusty and up along the edge of the lava mesa. The stream
bottom must be quite full of water as the Yucca are very lush and large. They look more like our
Mojave form when living in such a moist situation.

The road passes out onto the frines of the Vizcaino desert. The desert is very densely
vegetated . Large Fouqueria peninsularis, Pachycereus pringlei, Larrea, Yucca valida, and
Opuntia of one sort and another cover the sandy floor. The road is very fine. Granite dust forms
the whole soil and packs to make a smooth dustless road.

We drove up over a rocky ridge, dropped down into a deep barranca, climbed the other
side and emerged into EI Arco. This small village is composed of about a dozen adobes set at
various places over a level dusty shelf about the size of a football field. There is no real street
“per se”. The hills around the towns are very arid, rocky, and quite barren. They are dissected
here and there by vertical walled barrancas. Some mine colliers and dumps line the closest
barranca.

We asked a sober rotund little Mexican where we could get gas. He asked us for our
Visitor’s permits. He was the Jefe oficial of the Sub delegacion de gobierno del Baja California
del Norte. Since we were not given any at the border even after requesting them we were at a
complete loss for a moment. | started to walk out to talk to Chuck when he hailed me back into
the office. He had strapped a large web belt and revolver around his waist and was looking
much more grave than before, nervously smoking a cigarette. Chuck suggested I get my
collection permit, which I did. The little man had an assistant read it aloud while he paced back
and forth looking grave. The signature of the General Forestal y Caza raised his eyebrows
slightly though he tried to look as if we were all Calabozo-bound.

My picture on the permit showed me in a sport coat and tie with my hair combed. He
looked curiously at me and pointed. He said “You” (Ustede). “Si, yo estoy muy sucio ahora,” |
said. (I am very dirty now). He didn’t smile but had all the permits read to him, including how
many animals I could catch and what to write to Mexico City after each trip. He asked me why
we collected snakes and lizards. We told him for scientific purposes. He sneered and we left
him to be important in EI Arco (it must be hard at times). We drove to the 20 yard line alongside
some gas drums and started to get gas.

The adobes here have dirt floors. Baby chicks and half grown turkey wandered in and
out among the numerous ninos. Two women and an old man helped get the gas out of the drums
by siphoning it with much laughter, spilling of gasoline, and wry looks.

We gave about 6 ninos some peppermint candy. Pancho, a little fellow of about 6, smiled
from ear to ear. We learned that “oro” (gold) was mined here. The gas cost us 25 pesos for 10
gallons or about 30 cents per gallon.

We left and made camp south of the line (the del sur line is marked with white stones on
a cleared space). We made camp amid Cordon Grandes and Ocotillos. A Chilomeniscus—
crawled into camp and we caught a Crotalus ruber (red rattlesnake) crawling over the road.

Arlene was awakened by a huge centipede racing around her sleeping bag. I killed him.
He must have been 8 inches long.
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We worked over our specimens until about 12:30 AM and hit the sack amid many
insects, one of which bit hell out of me. (Chuck told me to pick it up, which I did—it rammed a
fang into my throat about an inch).

Big Joke: Back in ElI Arco Chuck referred to me as “El Nariz” (The Nose). All the
Mexicans, particularly the two women burst into laughter. A boy of about 14 years who was
helping me pour gas into the car, looked at me as if to say “You poor guy—I°d hate to be in your
shoes now.” Maybe there are connotations to this we don’t understand.

June 21, 1949

San Ignacio, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

Arose and while Chuck pickled Xantusia and took color notes, | packed the truck. We
drove on a fairly good road toward Los Angeles.

Los Angeles is a corral with a well. A caballero was raising water in the well (pozo) by
pulling a rope (with his horse) attached to a leather bucket. The rope was run over a big iron
pulley. From the length of the rope the water must have been down 100 feet or so.

Prior to our arrival in Los Angeles we had passed over a portion of the sandy part of the
Vizcaino desert. | saw no dunes, the area being one of long low sand hills, vegetated
occasionally by Yucca and Opuntia. Callisaurus d. crinita was very common here. |took 9 in
about 20 minutes. Their whole demeanor again reminded me strikingly of Uma. Chuck saw two
adult males who curled their tails before running. None of the some 20 or 30 chirrionera | have
seen have done this.

The sand plain probably is quite extensive. The section we passed probably was 10 miles
in length. We only crossed a tongue of it.

All day we could see the Sierra Vizcaino out over the plain. It is a most unique range
apparently of volcanic origin, the peaks jut up vertically from long level saddles giving the
mountains the appearance of a histogram. Joshuas continue to be quite common.

We camped for lunch under a Palo Verde. We stayed here, enjoyig the sparse shade for 2
or 3 hours. During part of this time | slept, being very tired after last night.

We drove on over increasingly rough territory on a rocky road. The terrain became a
rocky undulating plain with occasional volcanic necks making conspicuous buttes on the
landscape. The plain is dissected by deep vertical walled arroyos.

Copal trees are fairly abundant here. About 10 or 12 miles North of San Ignacio the road
seems to have been worked on to a certain extent even though it is still very rocky. It has been
cleared of all the larger rocks which have been piled at the sides of the road, thus you travel
along in a ditch.

It was dark when Chuck called out and we stopped for our first Crotalus enyo, a nasty
little fellow with a beautiful color and pattern. He lived among rocks (volcanic). The rocks are
dark and the substrate is lighter in color. Ocotillo, poor Cordon Grande, Copal, and Opuntia
made up his plant cover.

We drove into San Ignacio in the dark and stopped at La Tienda to make contact for
snake collectors, which we did, then we drove east of town and camped in a clearing among the
boulders. We were very tired but Chuck went off after a call that sounded like a toad but proved
to be a bird. Every dog for miles was alerted and barking madly thus keeping us and every
person for miles awake. When the neighborhood quieted we discovered a tarantula which may
have left some of us a little uneasy about sleeping on the ground.

June 22, 1949
San Ignacio, Baja California del Sur

10
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5:30. We arose early and started collecting. The daylight showed that San Ignacio is an
oasis set in a barranca about 500 yards wide, bounded on either side by nearly vertical cliffs
composed of jumbled blocks of volcanic rock. The vegetation on top of the banks of the
barranca is sparse and arid (Copal trees, Ocotillo, Cordon Grande, and Cereus Cacti).

Along the south side of the barranca there is a stretch of water bordered by rushes. It
runs for about 1 mile and is about 100-150 feet wide in places. It is variable in depth but must be
8 or 10 feet in some places.

The whole barranca is filled with date palms. Nelson estimated (in 1906) that there were
60,000 then. There are still that many and possibly more today. Broad dirt streets wind under
the shade of tall date palms. Many of the houses are of date palm leaf construction and most
have thatched roofs. Most of the substantial buildings are adobe though some are brick and the
church is constructed of stones.

We crossed the water and drove up a side canyon looking for a way to get to the rock
cliffs when we came upon the main section of town that we did not know existed. It was
composed of winding and often narrow dirt streets. There is a large shady square in the center of
town. The old church stands at one end of the square. It was built under the direction of Spanish
missionaries in 1726. It is built of chipped and squared stone blocks about 8 inches on a side.

We entered the church, being guided by a young fellow who spoke English. (He was the
village doctor—hired by the government.) The church is a very high domed one of three domes
constructed of concentric rings of stone blocks. Candelabra hinge from the center of these
domes. A large ornate gilt altar occupies one end of the church clear to the ceiling (40 feet).
Several people were kneeling in prayer on wooden benches.

Arlene and I followed our guide up a narrow and steep stone staircase that ascends to the
bell tower. It turns up one wall outside the church. There are four bronze bells in the tower.
Arlene had attracted quite a retinue of “Lobos” who followed us making sly remarks in Spanish
which neither of us understood.

We descended and drove around town. A quick-moving little man walked up to us with
his arms waving. “Mira mi huerta”—He took us to his garden and told us how he had grown the
grapes (uvas), figs, corn, peanuts, olives, etc. all in two years. | told him he was a good farmer
and he told me how much work it was. Arlene and | asked him all sorts of questions. He told us
he killed lizards because they ate the flowers off his melon vines. He gave us some peanuts
(which we did not eat) and we left.

Arlene and I drove up the hill and picked up Chuck, who had been hunting lizards on the
cliff. 1 got a Petrosaurus (see species account) and Chuck picked up 2 or 3 Urosaurus on palm
trees and rocks.

We were told that San Ignacio has about 3,000 people.

We got water after an Indian had taken us on a long goose chase to the stream. At the
stream we met our English-speaking friend. He was in great pain, having dislocated his shoulder
while diving into the swimming hole. | drove him back to town and he told me what casa to visit
to get agua. This I did. The house was a nice one with large airy rooms and cement floors. The
family had a new ice box and several settees and nice chairs. The woman of the house said she
had twenty-two children.

We drove down to the water to put up specimens. | drove the car up under a palm tree
and we started to work. Children crowded around and Chuck set them to work hunting snakes.
When the first one was paid off the rush began and we got six more and some Hyla. All the
ninos began to gather around to watch us preserve specimens. Their interest in making money is
very low, perhaps because they have no place to spend it. We told them they were “my
perezozo” (lazy) and they all began to fall on the ground chanting “muy perezozo” to show how
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lazy they really were. One jumped into the dense reeds that line the stream bank to show that he
was really lazy. This demonstration went on for some time. We learned that there are tortugas
(turtles) in the water but they are muy hondo (deep) during the day. This may be Clemmys. We
offered 10 pesos for the first turtle. This brought no response at all.

We packed and left, driving over a reasonably good road to Santa Rosalia. We passed
over plains and ridges, and mountains. The steep side of these mountains seems to be on the
eastern scarp even though they did not seem to be fault-block mountains. We camped just back
of the beach in a little draw long after dark.

June 23, 1949

Santa Rosalia, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

Arose and drove into town where | took my shoes in to be fixed, had a haphazard job of
greasing done on the car, and sent a telegram home.

The town is set in the most arid of situations along the gulf coast. All the buildings are of
wooden frame construction and are closely packed together. There is a sheet metal church and a
square with some lush Indian Beech trees shading it and its cement benches and central pool.

Long wharves reach out into the bay, apparently constructed of slag from the processing
plant. A 10,000 ton vessel is said to be afforded adequate depth.

A short, narrow gauge railway runs to the copper mines about 7 or 8 kilometers out of
town. We saw two engines hauling ore cars. They had tall stacks like the DeWitt Clinton.

North of town near the base of a grade called La Cuesta de la Infierno a new manganese
mine is in operation. The ore is said to be a surface deposit with a vein of black ore of
considerable thickness. Dr. MacKinnon, a Scotch dentist, who owns a ranch near La Purissima
gave us much of this information. He walked up to us while we were waiting for my shoes to be
fixed. He was one of those people who have lived all over the world. He gave us the names of
several people we would meet along the way. He asked us if we knew what an animal he had
seen might be. He then drew a picture of a long lizard-like animal with only two legs, both
springing from the sides of the animal’s head. The description fits Bipes of course. He said they
were common under rocks on his ranch near La Purissima. They never come out in the daytime
he says but are always buried. The natives call them “Ocolotes” and apparently they are quite
common.

He advised us against taking the road to Comondu as it is very bad. Instead he suggested
that we go to La Purissima on a level road. This we shall do.

My shoes were fixed and we left, stopping for lunch at a mesquite tree in the middle of a
wash. We ate and then I tried to drive out over the sand. The car bogged down on a hummock
and before long we were really in the sand. The heavy load did not help so we unloaded it to the
shade of the Mesquite tree. The day was terribly hot and humid. 1 had to stop working very
often and every movement became a real effort. Chuck and I let a lot of air out of the tires
(down to 15 Ibs.) and even this did not work so we slept for a while under a mesquite. | was very
much out of it and so was Chuck, though not as bad as I.

Finally a truck came down the road. | un— the block and tackle while Chuck hailed
them and he pulled us out with no strain. We gave him some cigarettes and drove very slowly
back to town to get air as it was only two miles and we were very tired and would thus save time
and energy.

When we arrived at Santa Rosalia the town was fairly humming with activity. All the
populace had come out in fresh clothes and were promenading up and down the streets. A cornet
band was playing in the schoolhouse. These people are just like the lizards. They get up with
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the dawn and work until it gets hot and then disappear from sight. When it becomes cooler they
all appear again. Everything stops at dark (most everything).

We found only about 30 pounds pressure in the air hose and had to pump the rest in,
surrounded by small boys. We drove out of town and ate dinner on a small playa south of town.
We were all somewhat sick from the exertion and heat. We had sauerkraut and spare ribs and
potatoes (out of a can) and coffee. It filled the bill but didn’t taste like some of the other meals
we have eaten. Chuck discovered that he had failed to load the shovel so we had to drive back to
where we had been stuck. It seemed like we were unable to pry ourseles loose from the hot
clutches of Santa Rosalia.

We drove on, through the night, through a village called San Bruno. It is located 15
miles S. of Santa Rosalia. Some Palms and white houses were all we could see. The ocean
(Gulf of California) is close by as attested to by the presence of Salicornia marshes.

We drove on through washes, over cobblestones, and finally made camp under Palo
Blancos (we saw them first just south of Santa Rosalia) and Palo Verdes. The Palo Blanco is a
thin, graceful tree with a pure white bark. They are quite common in washes and near moist
situations. The tree belongs to the family Leguminosae, as the bean pods hung from every tree,
their yellow color and the white of the bark making a most interesting and beautiful combination.

Only in moist places did the trees show their pinnate leaves. These trees are no exception
to the rule that all life retreats from the summer. They simply pull in their leaves and live inside
a cool trunk.

June 24, 1949
Santa Rosalia, Baja California del Sur, Mexico
We pulled into camp at about 9:30 PM, all very weary and limp from the sun.

Mulege, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

Arose with spirits somewhat brighter, ate a feeble breakfast (as usual) and took off down
the road. We travelled in a sandy valley between precipitous mountains of sandstone. About 5
or 6 miles south of camp we stopped by some boulders, amid Cordon Grandes and Ocaotillos.
Chuck picked off a small Chuckwalla and | got one shortly thereafter. They are the first to be
taken from this part of the Peninsula. They are smaller and not very colorful as compared to our
Mojave animals.

We drove on over this good road to Mulege. This town was anything but what we
expected. | thought San Ignacio would be the nicest town we would see, but Mulege exceeded it
by far. Upon entering town you drop down over a dusty rise onto a main street of adobe
buildings, __? in spots with pinks, blues, and other rather outlandish clors. Many of the windows
are grated. The numbers of children are enormous in all of these Mexican towns. They must die
off at a huge rate as there are not so many grownups in comparison.

The vegetation is one of the most remarkable things about Mulege. Mangos, Bananas,
Grapes, and Palms are everywhere. The place is a veritable jungle of lush vegetation. Both
Coconut and Date Palms are very numerous. A stream of fresh water about 60 feet wide flows
through the center of the arroyo in which the town sits. (It is dammed to keep it from mixing
with the salt water estuary that forms the mouth of the stream). Steep cliffs rise on both sides of
the town

We drove through the town and out a little dirt lane shaded from the sweltering sun by
Cocoanut Palms to the edge of an estuary lined on the water’s edge with mangroves and on the
other side by tall Palms and Grape vines. Fish jumped in the sea water; a group of small children
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with bare feet padded down the dusty road carrying swimming suits and 3 or 4 small
watermelons.

The road lead to a crescent barrier beach of white sand with the mainland on one limb
and a rocky peak on the other, topped by a light house.

We were filthy from several days in the field with no baths, so we put on our suits and
swam in the beautiful emerald water. It is quite warm water but not so warm as to be enervating.
To be clean was about the best feeling that can be imagined. We rinsed off with fresh water and
washed with Vel (a detergent works quite well in salt water where a soap is useless). We saw no
sting rays (Manta) in the Gulf though | saw several in the estuary.

Back at the town we picked up water at the town fountain. We made camp along the
stream. The ninos came in droves when we offered 25 centavos for a lizard. We got many nice
ones this way. Chuck offered 5 pesos for snakes. An old Senora who had been listening perked
up and went resolutely down the stream under the palms. About 15 minutes later she returned
with a large gopher snake on the end of a stick (even the children will not hold reptiles by the
body and come into camp holding lizards by the tips of their tails—why the tails don’t break | do
not understand). The five pesos had even brought out the old folk. The snake is much different
from one form in Southern California. It is quite brilliantly colored with hennas and rich browns

A fellow who said he built houses sat down and talked to us—often too fast to be
understood. He tried to bum a ride to Ensenada—what he intended to do about his senora and 5
ninos we never found out.

He told us of snakes (amarillo) in the palm trees and black ones in the palm trees. After
this information he told us a snake story about a vibora (viper) and a cameleon (Horned lizard)
with many gestures and much laughter. We did not understand it at all, but enjoyed it
nevertheless.

After a confab | offered him a cup of coffee. Arlene was worried (along with Chuck and
I) that he might carry amoeba on his hands or mouth as many Mexicans do—we decided to offer
the coffee and boil the cup later. But the coffee was hot so he walked over and picked up
another cup and poured the coffee back and forth—soda jerk style—thus getting two of our cups
out of commission. We were all laughing and he thought it was about the hot coffee so we all
had a big laugh.

We left this town after getting gas and disappointing dozens of ninos who brought in
lizards after we said “No mas chucorones”. The tide had come in and in places covered the road
where it passed along the south edge of the estuary. At times we were driving along through the
water 50 or 60 yards from the nearest land. The road borders the Bahia de la Conception down
nearly is whole length. Beautiful beaches of pure white sand and clear green and blue water,
bordered by ruged mountains covered with desert vegetation make this bay a most wonderful
place. It became dark as we drove along. We stopped and cleaned all our dishes with sand and
sea water. A little further, where the tide had covered the road we saw the dreaded trunk fish or
Botete swimming on the road. They are chubby, square-headed fish with a pretty brown and
white pattern.

The road then goes up a cliff that rises vertically above the bay. It is quite steep but good
a good road (4 wheel drive necessary in many places).

Bahia de la Conception, Baja California Del Sur, Mexico

We drove on and camped in a little valley. Chuck was very tired and so was Arlene so
they went to sleep while I took color notes on a couple of speaniers?? This night we put up our
mosquito bars as malaria is present here.
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June 25, 1949

La Purissima, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

We arose, considerably refreshed and drove along a good road that follows the bay!
(Bahia Conception). Frigate birds circled in their weird, disjointed way and numerous flights of
white-headed pelicans flapped and glided in single file over the bay. The road shown on the
Automobile club map going south along the west end of the bay is now in disuse. The new road
does not leave the bay when it reaches the south end of the bay but circles around the base of
Bahia on a tidal flat. The road is quite good.

After it has passed clear past the south east corner of the Bahia it turns south past a small
Rancho, climbs a rocky grade, and drops down to Rosarito. Rosarito is a rancho built of brick
with trellises of morning glorys. Mesquites and palms serve to give shade. Beautiful Palo
Blancos fill the wash behind the Rancho. The cattle do not look very fat even if the rancho is
pretty.

The road always goes through the main dooryard of all these places and everyone comes
out to look when you drive through.

A little beyond Rosarito the road passes by a little white Casa set on the bank of our
arroyo. There are numerous cattle, many mesquites, and palo blancos and palo verdes in the
wash, and a few palms. An ltalian lives there with his senora. He speaks English with a mixture
of Spanish and Italian accents.

This rancho is called Campoli. From it the road branches. To the left is Loreto along the
gulf coast and to the right is Comondu and La Purissima. We followed the latter branch and
began to ascend a rough volcanic ridge. About 7 miles south of Campole we came to another
fork and took the road to the right that leads to La Purissima.

This road is a winding one but smooth enough. The valley in which it runs is bound by
vertical walls, capped by basaltic lava. There is a veritable forest of mesquite and opuntia.
Clinging to the vertical walls are large, white-trunked trees of the fig family. The roots and
various trunks run into cracks and over rock surfaces like tentacles. On the south Canyon wall,
shaded from almost all sun we took 6 of the beautiful Petrosaurus. Their demeanor and body
form at once places them as close relatives of our Streptosaurus mearnsi. Pinks, blues, yellows,
olive greens, black and other colors are blended on this animal.

The weather was much, much cooler than it had been on the gulf slope. We felt able to
move again and were once more civil to one another—except for Chuck who had gotten dust in
his eye and who could not see. A little Murine did wonders for him however.

Before long the walls became higher and the lava cap turns in columnar forms. We saw
palms and many lush mesquites. We stopped at a weather station (rain gauge, temperature, and
humidity).

The Casa was called Ojo del Agua. A sizeable stream flows over rocks in the stream
bottom. Several fords were made. The road runs, at times, over rocky shelves along the river
bank. The walls are nearly vertical and perhaps 1,000 feet high, the lower segment being
sandstone and the upper 300 feet being lava (Basalt). The stream is a clear, fairly swift-flowing
stream backed up in various places to form pools of varying size up to 200 yards in length.
Tules, willows, a tall bamboo-like grass, and mesquites border it. Where the canyon widens,
groves of Date Palms, Olives, and Grapes are planted. All looked very healthy and green.

We drove up into a small village (50 or so adobes) of San Ysidro. Here we met a jolly
truck driver who told us about the MacKinnon ranch we had intended to visit. It is on the
southern edge of the Vizcaino Desert and consists of nothing but “Jack Rabbits and sagebrush.
He has spent 12 million Pesos on it and now his water is coming salt from the well and all the
trees are dying.” The driver spoke English very well. He had lived in Los Angeles.
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He likes MacKinnon but said he was ful of “baloney”. “No matter how thin you slice it,
it is still baloney,” he said.

We asked about Ajolotes. He said there were two kinds—a light one with “two hands”
and a dark one. He asked all the village populace to hunt them for us.

We drove back upstream and camped near an abandoned shack alongside a sluice that
carries drinking water to SanYsidro. We boiled water and filled our cans to the top. Even boiled
it is good.

Chuck and | worked and boiled water while Arlene tied tags. We stayed up till 1:30 AM
to get our back work out of the way. The air and breeze were like a drink of ice water on a hot
day—cool and invigorating. We all felt good for the first time since San Ignacio.

June 26, 1949

Magdalena Plain, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

Arose early and were all sleepy. | washed and hung my clothes out on a mesquite tree as
did Arlene and Chuck. The water is quite soft and the detergent worked well even in cold water.

While we worked several Mexicas came up. Some small girls brought in Zapos (toads)
(Bufo punctatus) and water snakes for which they were paid. A Mexican fellow said he could
show us Ajolotes. They were in his garden he said. We followed him down by the stream amid
date palms, willows, and mesquites. Chuck and I were ripping apart a cottonwood or willow
stump when we spied a beautiful skink with a blackish brown body with light gold stripes and a
purple and red tail. He was pounced on before he could move. This, the Mexican said, was the
black Ajolote. We had hoped for Bipes but apparently that was the other Ajolote.

A little diligent rock turning produced 3 more skinks, a Tuberculate gecko, and a worm
snake. Chuck caught a King snake and a racer.

We drove into town and were rewarded with a box full of very battered lizards caught by
a small boy. He was apparently the only hunter around. We left formaldehyde and instructions
with one fellow in hopes of getting Bipes.

La Purissima is about a mile down the canyon from San Ysidro. The town is full of
adobe ruins and is in general very dilapidated. Mexican women peer out on the street from
behind tattered plaited palm frond mats. A rectangular square encircled with stone benches
occupies the center of town. We bought 5 gallons of gas and left.

The road passes up and onto the plain above the Purissima. Instead of lush vegetation
and water all is now ocotillo, Cordon Grande, and cactus set among lava boulders. The road is
quite good, having bridges of stone here and there. Before long we could see the ocean far out
over the undulating plain to the west. To the east nearly hidden, are the tips of the ranges in the
Sierra Giganta.

Very occasionally Yucca valida clumps are encountered among the Ocotillo peninsularis
and Cordon Grande. Larrea is occasionally common and sometimes lush. Low, rocky hills
alternate with wide sandy areas. Epiphytes and Orchilla (a pedulous lichen once used in the dye
idustry) are very common on Ocotillo, making them appear to have thick trunks and limbs. We
took (Chuck did) Xantusia and Phylodactylus here under Yucca logs.

We drove on, long after dark and made camp under a big Mesquite tree. | have a nice
fire at my back to ward off the cool night air (18 degrees C.)

Spanish names for lizards:

Callisaurus—Cachimba
Sceloporus—Carnarro
Skink—Ajolote
Bipes—Lolcuatl
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Dipsosaurus—Cacharon or Iguana
Cnemidophorus hyperythrus—Guico
Small turtle—Cahuama

June 27, 1949

Magdalena Plain, South of EI Refugio about 6 miles, Baja California, Mexico

7:00 AM. Arose after a good night’s sleep and worked on specimens until about 1:00
PM, getting everything caught up to date. We started to drive over the monotonous Magdalena
Plain. To the east the rugged summits of the Sierra Giganta could be seen. All around us was an
undulating sea of scrawny Cordon Grandes, Ocotillo (covered with Orchilla) and epiphytes (Toje
in Mexican) that seem to be a xerophytic bromeliad, various opuntias, Cereus cacti, and
mesquites. None of the plants are lush.

We came to the Arroyo Santo Domingo where we drove to the most prosperous Casa,
belonging to Don Santos Castro. We had been referred to him by Dr. MacKinnon at Santa
Rosalia. We asked about roads into the Sierra Giganta. He said there were only mule trails.
This was disappointing as we had hoped to collect there. He knew about Ajolotes and said he
could get them for us.

He led us to his huerta. It was a fine farm of corn, grapes, figs (Higuieras sp?), and
beans. He had a deep well with about an eight-inch pipe.

A large engine about the size of a caterpillar tractor pumped beautiful cold clear water
out at a great rate. Part of the well shaft had been dug by hand and was shored up with mesquite
logs. The engine was set in a dirt cellar about 10 feet below the soil surface, shaded by a
thatched roof. The engine was obviously his pride and joy.

We dug for Bipes but did not find any (see Species Acct.). We left him a jar to be picked
up on our way back.

On down the road we went. The day was beautifully clear and cool. It is amazing to me
to find this plain so cool. Palm Springs is probably 120 degrees now. | doubt that it was over 80
degrees F. today here. The nights are so cool that the sleeping bag is most welcome whereas we
slept outside at Santa Rosalia and Mulege.

The plain is an alternation of small playas practically devoid of plants and higher areas of
poor cordon, ocotillo, and mesquite. We only took 3 lizards. A good dinner was eaten just at
dusk and we drove on past EI Refugio. We saw only one snake but he made up for the paucity
by being a beautiful boa (Lichanura trivirgata). Chuck was elated for hours over getting him.
He is a beautiful animal with 3 longitudinal dark brown lines alternating with gold tan areas. His
venter is flecked with brown.

We made camp under an Orchilla-covered Mesquite and | skinned a vulture (King)
(caracara) that I had shot.

Weather stations were seen at San Domingo (in the care of Don Santos Castro) Pozo
Grande, Buena Vista Rancho. Instruments include thermometer, pluviometros (rain gauge), and
wind gauge.

The vulture turned out quite badly as he proved to be full of lice which crawled all over
both Chuck and me before we realized what was tickling us. | tossed the skin (which was nearly
done) as far as | could throw it and fell to powdering myself with some rotenone that Chuck had
brought along. Chuck did the same. That night my air mattress collapsed and | found myself
sleeping on the largest and lumpiest cow pie ever constructed.

Finally, after some shifting, we got situated and slept.
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June 28, 1949

I woke early in the morning and the sky was clouded over completely. It was cool
enough to have the sleeping bag zipped all the way.

Chuck and I did some collecting in the Cordon Grande-Ocotillo scrub. We shot
Cnemidophorus t. rubidus, a very distinctive whiptail lizard with a rose colored gular fold, hind
legs, and tail.

52.1 mi S. Medano, Magdalena Plain, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

We also picked up a new subspecies of orange-throated race runner and the blotchless
Uta.

The general aspect of the plain is of stunted vegetation, thickly covered with lichens. All
in all it is rather dreary. The road, however, was good for about 30 miles below Medano. In
places it is quite sandy and after a while is rutted and washboardy, making for uncomfortable
riding. However, nothing can dampen the fact that we are on the Magdalena Plain. The names
of these places we are seeing were, only a short while ago, only fabled places on a map, to be
dreamed about. To be one day north of La Paz makes up for most everything.

We can see Santa Margarita Island poking its summit above the horizon even though the
ocean is not visible. It is the highest peak in the area.

The ride was punctuated only occasionally by dips into vegetated arroyos or brief
passages through rickety pueblos. The rest of the day was all Ocotillo, lichens, and dust.

At dusk I rode on the front fender while we hunted Poor Wills. Night hawks swooped in
every direction in front of us. The abilities of flight shown by this bird are amazing. We got no
poor wills but | was tossed off the fender when Chuck stopped quickly for one we did not see
until the car was almost upon it. | hit the road running a 9.3 100 yard dash and succeeded in not
falling down. Shortly we came to the beach. The road, a very sandy one, running along behind
the beach dunes.

8:30 PM. It was several miles before we found a stretch of sand large enough to camp
on. | built a rather smoky but warm fire and Chuck brewed a pot of coffee.

Several times today we have seen vultures of the type | shot—sides of head white, ruff of
black feathers on back of head, large white beak with pinkish skin around it, body brown, wings
brown with white bar at tip, tail is banded at tip with brown, white with brown lines across is on
the rest of the tail (Caracara).

Also we have been seeing a bird (Harris Hawk) that looks like a marsh hawk except that
he is very dark and has rufous on his back. His rump is white and so is the bar of his tail. The
tail is long and thin and the wings broad (Buteonid wings)

June 29, 1949

On Road to Rodriguez, above La Paz, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

8:30 AM. Just away from our camp, about 200 yards, was the beach line. The beach was
steep and waves pounded in on the sand. The effect was wild. The sea crashing and spurting up
over a headland to the south. Once more underway we continued driving through the same sort
of scrub we had seen for two days. At Arroyo Seco the road dips down and passes the
abandoned village. From here the road turns inland through the same sort of territory. We
collected an additional leopard lizard and picked up several horned lizards. Short walks netted
us a good many species.

The road traverses rolling plains country vegetated very heavily by almost pure stands
composed of three plants: Cordon Grande, Ocotillo, and Joshua Trees. Joshua trees became
more abundant during the day’s travel though they never became verdant. The fallen logs were
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never large enough to supply adequate shelter for Xantusia during the heat of the day. We
searched diligently but could turn up none.

The effect of the sea coast was modifying in the extreme as we soon told when the heat
closed around us as we drove inland. It felt like Chicago in the summer and before long we were
all (all except Chuck) running with perspiraiton. Chuck never seems to get hot.

The road now passed up and into the southernmost foothills of the Sierra Giganta. These
consist of an arroyo dissected bench covered with an arid tropical jungle so thick as to be almost
impenetrable.

North side of La Paz Bay, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

Most of the plants are new to me. A new tree with a thick white trunk and dark green
palmate leaves has become common. Bromeliads and various Euphorbs have made an
appearance. The Larrea (creosote) has to stretch its neck to see over the jungle and thus has
become tall and spindly. Most of the plants have thorns of some sort and all are adapted to
extreme heat in one way or another.

Suddenly, out of this impenetrable sea, we saw ocean and an sland. The ocean was La
Paz bay and the island Espiritu Santo Island. We soon could see La Paz set at the edge of the
bay at the base of tall rocky mountains. About ¥ of the bay is cut off into a tidal lagoon by a
long spit of land extending fom La Paz northward acoss the bay. We could see that the Giganta
ends abruptly at the edge of the La Paz plain as the edge of a mesa. The road cuts down over this
steep slope and out onto the Plain. This plain is very low and slightly humpbacked, sloping into
the sea on both sides. It is easy to see that very little shift in elevation (either of the sea or land)
could inundate it and leave the Cape region an island.

The Sierra Victoria are quite precipitous and remind me of our own Sierra Madres.

The plain is a dense forest of Giant Cactus, mesquite, Ocotillo, and Larrea.

We drove up a road leading to Rodriguez and camped by the road. Arlene whipped up a
good dinner of tuna and rice and beets and coffee.

I burned my hand rescuing the Coleman lamp from falling and Chuck spilled ink on his
journal. A jolly time was had by all.

June 30, 1949

La Paz, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

The road circles the tidal lagoon and before long we came to the outskirts of La Paz.
Things look more prosperous here, the buildings are less often of scraps and more often adobe
painted various bright calsonine colors.

The road enters town along the waterfront. This is a beautiful place. It is a semi-circular
cement walk lined with benches and shaded by cocoanut palms on the ocean edge. A bandstand
occupies the center of the promenade. On the shore side are huge Indian Laurel trees, so dense
that no sun penetrates their canopy. Hotel Perla and several impressive government buildings
occupy the waterfront. A small steamer dock juts out into the blue bay from the bandstand. A
coastal trader was unloading flour and grain from ports along the Sonoran and Sinaloan coast.
The bags were labelled “Yaqui”. Over cobblestone streets to the center of town we went passing
on the way, many houses with the iron-barred windows so typical of the tropics. The central
square has the usual benches and the usual bronze bust of some unknown individual in the
center.

Chuck and Arlene and | went over to a place called “The Aloha Bar” where we picked up
much Carta Blanca (Cerveza Exquisita). We then retired to the waterfront, had ginger snaps,
cerveza, roast beef (canned) and brown bread (canned)—a delightful repast. Later we had some
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more money changed at Rufo’s (the largest department store in town—a whole block) and
picked up the car which we were having serviced.

We bought gas and during the heat of the day proceeded out of town on the Todos Santos
Rd. to cook dinner. This we did.

Avrlene, apparently feeling slighted about our visit to La Paz and no doubt tired gave us
more than a few anxious moments by turning on the “female attitude” amid tears and such.

Since we had intended to go back into town after dinner and see what we could see neither
Chuck nor I knew excactly where to start. At this stage in the trip such goings on left us a little
low when we think of the trip back in which there are no new places to see—just jouncing dirt
road travel and collecting.

However, Chuck handled things with more diplomacy than I have ever seen him use
before—much more than | was able to muster. We went back to town and walked down the
waterfront at sunset—a beautiful sight—a shimmering bay, a row of palms silhouetted against a
fading orange sky. There is no traffic here and a cool sea breeze moderated the heat of the day
leaving everything cool and beautiful.

We walked up town looking for music and found only juke boxes with Spanish
music blaring out. “Mi pobre Corazon”—finally, at the Aloha Bar we spotted a neat, rather
aristocratic Mexican, with a guitar. He finally came over and sang several songs for us (mostly
for Arlene | suspect). Unfortunately he had a rather drunk friend who informed us numerous
times that he was a 26 year old First Lieutenant in the Air Force. We left the music as a “hot
jazz band” straight from Vera Cruz had begun to play. Mexicans that looked like farmers began
to play saxaphones and stand up and give out with various hotnotes. We decided to see Danny
Kaye in The Secret Life of Walter Mitty (with Mexican subtitles). We bought loges (for 25 cents
Ameican) and walked in. It was about 30 minutes beore | realized that there was no roof over us.
The moon and stars were not painted on. The loges consisted of wooden benches on the level.
The other seats were bleachers. The words were not transmitted very clearly which didn’t
disturb any one but us. We walked to the car and drove out of town and camped along the Todos
Santos Road.

July 1, 1949

Todos Santos, Mexico (Baja California)

I awoke early to see 2 Caballeros driving cattle down the wash in which Arlene was
sleeping. The men herded the running cows past her sleeping bag much to close for mine and
surely much closer for her comfort.

We drove on toward Todos Santos, collecting many lizards on the way. Chuck noticed a
large head jutting from the top of a Gant Cactus (Cordon Grande). The animal proved to be a
Ctenosaura or Giant Spring-tailed Iguana. The lizard ran down the trunk and disapeared behind
it. We found him in a hollowed out nest about 20 feet off the ground. The lizard was about 2
feet long, heavy bodied, and with a large crest of elongate scales along his dorsum. Another was
shot in a similar situation later in the day.

The Sierra Laguna loomed on the horizon all day, waiting to be invaded by its first crew
of herpetologists. In profile it reminds me of the Sierra San Pedro Martir, with a high peak at its
northern end, isolated from the main mass. The scarp is on the west side and is quite precipitous.
The mountains appear to slope off to the south.

We rounded these mountains and proceeded down the Pacific side over rolling, ravined
foothills until we dropped into a barranca in which some small farms were located. On the south
side of this arroyo is the pleasant little town of Todos Santos. It is a quiet little place of dusty
streets, bright calsonuned adobes, and shady trees. It gave me the impression of being clean.
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A pretty little square (as in all Mexican towns) occupies the center of town. Itis
encircled with shade trees and benches and has a fountain in the center. Aztec paintings are seen
on the walls and benches.

A very old looking church with 3 green bells in its tower for 6 is situated on the south
side of the square. A theater and store are on the west and a cantina forms part of the east wall.
Just to the west of the church is a bluff. | stood looking over the arroyo beow. It is a mass of
greenery. Little square farms lined with cocoanut and date palms make up the greater part of the
valley, which is %2 mile across at its mouth. Beyond is a bright blue bay.

We located Manuel Santana, to whom we had sent a telegram asking for burros (mulas)
to pack into the Sierra Laguna. He was a fine quiet gentleman and had relayed our message to
Tinio Castillo, a packer who guides people into Laguna, a small lake in these mountains. We
bought the food recommended by Sr. Santana and proceeded toward La Burrerra. This latter
place is the pack station for trips to Laguna.

Somehow we took the wrong turn and ended up near Rancho Santo Domingo, described
as “muy lejo” from La Burrerra by a caballero we interrogated. It proved to be about 20 miles by
road and 5 as the crow flies. The vegetation in the foothills is remarkable. It is a mixture of all
sorts of legumes, bouganvillea, Elephant trees, cacti, all living together forming a forest 20 or 30
feet in height. There is not much shade but so much vegetation as to keep the air still and so it
was very hot. We ate dinner at sunset in this beautiful forest, not enjoying it as we should have
perhaps, because we were so far from our destination. We drove until about 11:00 PM and
camped in a wash on a lonely road over which no one passed during our visit. The three of us
were so tired we went to bed without tagging our animals.

We had taken our first Cape Rattlesnake (Crotalus ruber lucasensis), a big but skinny
fellow.

July 2, 1949

La Burrerra, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

When the dawn broke we were up—not a bit too soon as we worked until 11:00 AM
getting our specimens up to date and the car packed. We drove up the road (a fairly good one)
through the same foothill forest we had visited yesterday until we came to La Burrerra, a very
ramshackle house of sticks and mud with a thatched roof. Itis set in a little draw off a larger
arroyo. A permanent stream flows down this draw. The girls here brought us several Bufo
punctatus amid all sorts of screams and giggles.

The price for 3 pack mules, 2 guides, and 3 riding animals was set at 126 pesos or about
15 dollars American for a four day pack trip. We supplied the food for the guides. (Sugar in
little brown moulds) 2 kilos, Rice (arroz) (1 Kilogram), Onions (1 Kilo) and Frijoles (2 Kilos),
Coffee (2 kilos unroasted). We found that the most important item, harina, had been forgotten.
It is the basis of making tortillas which are the staple food for these people. After many rueful
looks (we offered him cornmeal and pancake flour) he said he could get it at his house. | took a
walk with Chuck, up the little stream that flows back of La Burrerra. It flows in a steep-walled
twisting granite canyon. Water snakes are said to occur here. The habitat is such that many
chapparal elements might find niches. We saw Petrosaurus.

In the evening Chuck and Arlene and | piled up the equipment we wanted to take to
Laguna. For three pack mules it wasn’t very much.

July 3, 1949
La Burrerra, Baja California, Mexico
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Chuck told Senor Castillo we would see him “muy temprano” (very early). We worked
until quite late on specimens and notes and then hit the sack in the stream bed where the car was
parked, which proved to be a gathering spot for all the stock.

La Laguna, Baja California, Mexico

With the first greying of the dawn (about 5:00 AM) I awoke to the sound of women’s
voices. It was the Mexican girls getting water. | got up and walked up to the Casa where | met
Senor Castillo. After showing him the gear | walked down to the creek bed and found Chuck
and Arlene dressing. We had all had 5 hours sleep that night.

We walked to the car and Senor Castillo brought the mules down. They are small
animals compared to the mules | have seen in E.VV.A. As all packers do he sort of sneered at the
items we wished to pack. Though the pile was small he objected to our water cans. We ignored
his protests as well as possible, but still he had the upper hand and we were merely a crew of
ignorant touristas carrying a lot of frivolous equipment. | have received the same treatment in
our own Sierra Nevadas. | guess it is to be expected.

The pack mules each have what looks like a leather saddle bag packed with straw as a
pad. These are called aparejas. They are all handstitched with leather. Very little manilla or
hemp rope was in evidence. In place of these were horsehair ropes and braided and twisted
rawhide ropes. The cinches were of horsehair.

We had two packers: Senor Tino Castillo and Antonio Salvatierra (22 years old). Sr.
Castillo is a man about 45 years old and as lean and tough as his mules. On our trip he wore a
felt hat (much battered), dungarees (much battered and patched), and sandals over his horny feet.
These sandals are an ingenious contribution of the machine age. They are pieces of truck tires
attached to his feet by leather thongs.

When all was lashed down we were given three saddle mules. Antonio rode a horse
without a saddle using only a halter rope and sitting on a pad of blankets. Sr. Castillo was on
foot.

La Laguna, Sierra Victoria, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

7:00 AM. Off we went, down the trail leading up the Arroyo. | purposely slipped into
last place and had the supreme satisfaction of watching the pack train wind along the trail in
front of me. The sun was not yet hot. Many 30 foot trees lined the trail.

Even though my packing experiences are few it brought back a pleasant feeling to see the
dust rising from the mule hooves, gleaming like mica in the morning sun. Trees, unidentifiable
by me, of all sorts made the trail very interesting and beautiful. A large tree with yellow papery
bark was common. Castillo called it “Heilo”. I think it is a close relative of the elephant tree.
Many trees were hung with pendulous pods. Mimosaceous trees of various types were common.
A tree with abundant large white flowers and leaves like those of the tulip tree were scattered
among the others (tree morning glory). Several different crawling vines, including wild begonias
(bouganvillea) with masses of bright magenta flowers wound among the trees. With the sun
pouring down in twisting lanes? and tattered shade mottling the dusty trail | found it a most
beautiful place.

We climbed rapidly, passing out of this forest into a sparser vegetation. At 4,500 ft. we
came to our first deciduous oak tree. Though it is closely related to the Sonoran Mainland
species it has much I common with the California Kellogg oak. The sun had set in, and by the
time we stopped under a large oak, unpacked and ate lunch the day had grown torrid.

The mules weremuch refreshed by the rest and climbed a very steep hogback with little
effort. Chuck (6°4%2”) was quite a load for his little mule. At 6,000 ft. the oaks were common
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and we encountered our first pinon pine (Pinus cembroides), which is the same species as that on
the Mexican mainland.

The trail followed a ridge from which we could see the ocean near Todos Santos and the
precipitous western rise of the Sierra Laguna, uup which we had climbed. The vegetation was
now an oak-pine forest. Altitude had modified the heat and we became more comfortable. |
gave Sr. Castillo my horse while I took a turn walking, as Chuck had done earlier.

At length we dropped down into a winding draw heavily vegetated with Pinons and Oaks.
Our first Madrono was seen here, a great spreading giant with typical reddish peeling bark.
Shortly a little grassy meadow was reached in which were several clear pools of water. The
mules were watered and we rode on a short distance to La Laguna.

A sandy winding wash meanders out into a grassy valley of perhaps 500 acres extent. At
one corner two stick and mud, thatched shacks are located and a rain gauge and thermometer
shelter stand. These are operated by a man living at Rancho .

Rocky hills rim the valley on all sides and many large granite boulders are scattered
around the edge of the meadow. 6 or 7 small streams flow over granite sand beds out into the
meadow where they are clogged with water cress. There is no lake as such.

A band of horses ran off across the valley as we rode up. We camped under a huge
spreading Madrono at the edge of the meadow. We were all weary (except the guides who had
done all of the work and who had hiked most of the way) and so Chuck and Arlene went to sleep
while I took a short hike. Petrosaurus is very common and very large—the size of a small
Chuckwalla.

The tinkling of the bells on our hobbled mules was the only sound that was not strictly
wild, and it is not a foreign sound in a place like this. | felt very peaceful, mostly because we
were so far from the nearest big town or the nearest automobile. Here we are in Laguna, a fabled
place visited by many famous naturalists and yearned for by many others. The impact of Loye
Miller, Joseph Slevin, Dr. Eisen and E. Nelson and the rest is here and can be felt. 1 was
impressed. It is something Chuck feels but Arlene cannot.

We wolfed down a dinner of meatballs, gravy and potatoes and coffee and took a walk on
which we picked up Xantusia.

A note about the vegetation is in order. The pines here attain very large size—up to 70-
80 feet high. The oaks, likewise, are sometimes huge. The pines seem to be taking the place of
yellow pines could the latter species have invaded.

In the ecologic niche (equivalent niche) of poison oak is a mimosaceous plant with a red
feather duster flower. Lower on the mountain many chaparral species have their equivalents—
Adenostema for example is replaced by another mimosaceous plant with lavender flowers. Rhus
has its equivalent.

July 4, 1949

La Laguna, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

We awoke about 6:00 AM after a very refreshing sleep. | took off on a hike after a
pancake breakfast. | walked along the edge of the Laguna. Several Petrosaurus were seen and
taken from the granite boulders.

The outlet of the laguna gathers all the water from the valley and forms a nice clear
stream, tumbling down a narrow walled boulder choked canyon. Much vegetation fills the
canyon. Grape vines, berry vines, and poison oak (a very much altered form recognisable only
where lush). The Mexicans call the plant “Hiedra” which translated means lvy. Water striders
are present in tremendous numbers.
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| stopped at a little water fall and a granite gravel pool full of clear bubbling water. |
washed my clothes and myself. | needed it.

| returned to camp by crossing over a ridge, taking several more Petrosaurus. Cold
pancakes and jam and coffee made a most acceptable lunch.

Chuck returned from a hike with Tino and Antonio with a rattlesnake, a spotted night
snake, a Xantusia, and a pair of skinks, and several Urosaurus.

I left on another hike with the pinch bar. Much flaking and log rolling uncovered
nothing. | was far out of sight of La Laguna. The direction | was hiking should have taken me
to the outlet stream | figured, but it had turned so I was hiking away from the little valley.
Finally I became a little worried and checked the sun. After a considerable walk up and down
steep-walled canyons | saw a little section of La Laguna through the trees. It was a welcome
sight as | was tired and in no mood for an extended hike around these precipitous mountains.

Back at camp Arlene cooked a good meal of chile con carne, coffee, and apricots.

I decided to whip up some biscuits and accordingly built a little fire, walled on three sides
and set our big kettle on it. A small upside-down frying pan, inside greased, served as a pan.
Everyone had suggestions, comments etcetera including Tino who said | was “Uno Nuevo
Cocinero”. The biscuits were O.K. so | was spared any additional ribbing.

I noticed Anotnio building a fire for his cofffee con panoche (they boil the little moulds
of panoche with coffee). He used little sticks and placed each one carefully so there would be
plenty of draft. The training the Boy Scouts give tells you to build fires this way and | was
pleased to see it done by a woodsman who had never seen a boy scout.

The rest of the night was spent with the specimens. Note: During the day Chuck, Tino,
and Antonio were out hunting animals. Chuck rolled a pine log. He saw a skink. He grabbed
for it and just before he put his hand down he saw a coiled rattlesnake under his hand. He kept
on going and pinned the snake’s head with his hand. Of course Tino and Antonio were amazed
(so was Chuck). I think they believe it is the way he normally catches rattlesnakes.

Today was Independence Day but we didn’t notice it.

July 5, 1949

La Laguna, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

While I was buttoning up my shirt during dressing, Tino and Antonio walked into camp
carrying a deer.

The dog was fed (and he needed it). Antonio butchered the deer. He was very deft about
it, first slicing off the backstrap and then the front saddle and legs. Then the ribs were removed.
The hind legs were split at the pelvis and hung by a tendon. This maneuver was completed in
about 15 minutes by using a long machete. Both Antonio and Tino carry sharp machetes which
they use for all sorts of purposes—for clearing trails, gathering wood, butchering deer, and
eating.

Chuck, Arlene, and I took a hike down the outlet stream. Though we searched long and
hard flaking boulders and rolling logs we turned up nothing. | walked back to camp alone,
shooting a pair of Juncos for Loye Miller on the way. These little birds have a tomato red eye
and a pale grey head. Their underparts are buffy and they have a normal Junco tail with its 2
white feathers. It is classified as Junco bairdi at present, | believe.

I shot a Mexican white winged dove, and roasted him in the coals of a little fire, first
oiling and salting his skin and then wrapping him in moist paper and then mud. He was steamed
rather than baked. 1 left him in for about 50 minutes. A little more time would have improved
the cooking job. Of course | was laughed at from all sides for my attempt—nbut that is to be
expected.
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Another long hike with much flaking and log rolling produced only 2 animals, an
alligator lizard, and Xantusia gibberti. | returned to camp very much tired out. Chuck’s luck had
been no better, though earlier he had located several specimens. Each specimen obtained here in
this season requires a large amount of work. We are not collecting Petrosaurus as we have a
fine series already—32 individuals.

Tino presented us with one backstrap from the deer and we cooked it kabob style with
slices of onion between the meat. It was delicious. Chuck and | were both starved after our day’s
work and ate as much as was given us.

These Mexicans are the most generous people | have ever had the pleasure of meeting.
We ate a backstrap (the filets) while they roasted a rack of ribs. Probably they will take the other
filet home. Pears and coffee completed the meal.

The weather here has been as beautiful as one could ask for. It is cool all day, though
warm in the sun. In the afternoon there are cumulus clouds and once we had a few drops of rain
though even then, most of the sky was blue. The nights are cool but not cold. All inall itisa
welcome change from the heat of the desert. The drawbacks are insects: noseeums in huge
quantities under oak trees though there are few in camp, and poison ivy. All of us are breaking
out a little but not badly as yet. | hope all will go well when we return to the heat below,
tomorrow.

Tino says there is some snow here in December though not much because of the low
altitutde (6,800 ft.).

Specimens are piling up and so the rest of the evening will be spent with them.

July 6, 1949

La Burrerra, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

It is a shame to write notes at a time like this—I am in my sleeping bag on the floor of a
sandy wash—all fagged out.

First thing this morning | took a walk around the west end of Laguna, rolling logs and
rocks. My luck turned a little better and I returned to camp with 5 alligator lizards and 1 spotted
night snake. We pickled specimens and packed. Chuck and I nearly had a tif. He was cross
from having worked till 1:00 AM the night before and | was tired from my hike. Sometimes |
think it will be a small miracle if we ever get the paper on Lower California in print.

Chuck is strictly unidirectional. He is not interested in camping as such. He does not
care what he eats or if he sleeps. He is apt to look askance at anyone else who is interested in
other things. These things combined with a complete preoccupation make him hard to get along
with as he is also moody and apt to turn to anger when tired. But when he is happy there is no
better companion or field man.

We watched while Antonio and Tino put on the aparejos (stuffed pads for the mules) and
then lashed on our gear. We could do nothing to help as every move during this operation is
routine with them. | tried to help once but was obviously in the way.

I was sorry to leave Laguna. It is only a pretty meadow like many others in our Sierra
Nevada but unlike them it is on the tip of Lower Caliofornia, surrounded by a desert. It was such
a change and relief to camp in its cool confines after almost 3 weeks in the desert. Our guides
were congenial. They spent most of their day hunting specimens for us and returned to camp
quite tired out (which means a tremendous lot of work for a Mexican guide).

We rode off down the trail, the little mule bells clinking as we passed through a forest of
Madrono and pine. The understory in this forest is not dense. Under oaks, among rocks, and
lining streams there are often dense thickets of shrubby plants, chiefly mimosaceous forms. In
the stream canyons there is much poison ivy. It has leaves that are much more pointed than

25



Kenneth Norris 26
Field Notes 1949—Volume |

poison oak and not so glossy. Also it seems to require much more moisture than poison oak,
being replaced in the drier situations with a mimosa that has the same life form as poison oak,
including red leaves.

The pack train plodded along under the forest canopy, passing up and out of the bowl-like
valley of La Laguna. Once out of the valley we swung to a new trail and commenced to go
down the scarp. This trail was much steeper and dustier than the other one. Much of the time |
had to lead my little mule (Christmas Rosamond Il). | asked Tino the mule’s name. He said it
had none. Antonio shouted back from his horse “El Diablo”—so that was its name from then
on—the gentlest mule in the train—EI Diablo indeed. He closed his eyes in contentment as |
scratched his ears. Arlene’s mule—also a gentle beast—had previously been named “El
Malcreado”. We all had a big laugh about these names.

Quickly the trail lost altitude as we wound down a 35 degree hogback. The pines were
left and then the Encino Negros (a broad-leafed black oak not seen in the valley proper). For a
time we passed through an area of little vegetation. The air became hotter and more humid.
Before long we entered the strange foothill forest with its Mantos (a thin, graceful legume),
Elephant Trees, begonias, and twisting lianas. Vines were everywhere as was a little bright
green plant with vicious stinging hairs. | had learned of its venomous properties earlier—the
hard way.

We saw brilliant red cardinals flying in this weird jungle. Chuck picked up a
Trimorphodon (Lyre snake) that had recently been killed by a cow or mule. It was a fine rare
specimen. Imagine a DOR on this little used road (trail)!

Chuck fired a shot at a Cnemidophorus maximus (whip-tailed lizard) and two of the
mules bolted from the trail, deranging their packs somewhat. We stopped for a short while
repairs were made.

Mule riding is just like horse riding as far as | can see. | have been told that proper riding
is accomplished by using your legs to take up the shock as the animal jounces along. Also that
your legs must be close to the animal’s sides. With this information in mind | tested these
notions and found that my legs became much more tired than my bottom had the other way.

Shortly we dropped down a steep slope and emerged at the upper ranch—run by
Antonio’s father, Sr. Salvatierra, a deep-voiced, rather rough fellow.

Tino left him some deer meat and we continued to the lower ranch where we took the bits
from our mules and unpacked. La Burrera seemed (and was) hot and dirty after La Laguna.
Somewhat against our feelings we camped in the arroyo and boiled water as our supply was nil.
It took us 8 hours to La Laguna from La Burrera including 1 hour for lunch and 4 hours to return,
including 20 minutes for lunch.

July 7, 1949

19.2 miles S. of Todos Santos, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

The night was spent warding off mosquitos and thinking about my various itches (not
serious). Peace settled only after | walked to the car and got my mosquito bar.

We got up about 7:00 AM, all much the worse for wear and | began packing while Chuck
hunted lizards.

Note: Just as we awoke Arlene came running down the wash shouting that some ninos
had a vibora (rattlesnake) cornered. This was the only time | have ever seen Chuck not leap into
action at the word “snake”. He lay there debating whether to get up or not. He must have been
really tired. Finally we arrived at the ranch house to find the ninos with a nice specimen of
Crotalus ruber lucasensis noosed and alive.
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While I was packing the children and Antonio brought in many good specimens
including a Salvadora (patch-nosed snake). Chuck, Antonio, Tino, and | caught a 6 foot racer in
a stone wall. He is a yellow animal with a black head. The snake is obviously one of the
flegelb— group and appears to be a washed out pic--.

11:30 AM. We left La Burrera with many friendly good byes, adios’s, and return some
times.

Both Chuck and | had grown to like Tino and Antonio a great deal—for what they are—
simple, generous, sometimes a little blunt, always gentlemanly people. They live so close to the
plants and trees and animals, and soil that everything they do is tempered by it. Their generosity
is a function of this—it might often be hard for any man to survive here by himself. These
people make you stop and think about we Americans. Most of us are so self centered and
smug—and for what reason? We don’t have many of the things these poor Mexicans possess.

We work so fast that often we don’t have time to stop and laugh. Tino caught a
grasshopper and his whole large family was having a wonderful time watching him catch it.
How many times have you seen a 45 year old American do something like this?

The tension here is survival. There is no uncertainty. Americans live in a world of
uncertainty, tempered by events in Russia, Indochina, and all other places on the globe. | have
not seen a newspaper in a month and have not missed them in the least. If one of these
backwoods Mexicans has heard of San Diego or San Francisco he is unusual.

Which way is better? Probably neither one is better as each person is individual and
would see things through the same set of emotions in either society.

We drove to Todos Santos and talked to Manuel Santana. He is a wonderful person. He
offered to do anything for us if we come to Todos Santos again. We are going to send him a
present from San Lucas.

We drove on south of Todos Santos through the little Mexican village of Pescadero. It is
a real Mexica village of adobes, thatched roofs, and dogs, ninos, and carretas in the dirt street.
The road becomes a two rut dirt road again and has several unmarked junctions south of
Pescadero. We went a total of 17 miles on wrong roads. The San Lucas road is very little used
and continues along the sea coast, sometimes just back of the sand.

The Sierra Lagunas rise abruptly to the east from a rolling, hill studded plain covered by
a forest of thorny bushes and elephant trees so thick that a man on foot would have trouble
passing through and it would be impossible for a man on horseback.

We camped alongside a little salt sump bordered by a few tall palms. | baked a bucket of
biscuits for lunch and worked on specimens.

July 8, 1949

Cape San Lucas, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

We arose early, awakened by the passing of some Caballeros and the cows they were
driving. They were the first people we had seen on the road south of Todos Santos. In fact we
met no one on the road all the way to San Lucas.

Chuck and | began work on our specimens. Arlene did not feel too well so she slept. We
worked steadily until 2:15 PM, preserving, cataloguing, tagging, and taking color notes. Each
specimen shot requires a considerable amount of time before it is stowed away and forgotten for
the time being. | put up the tarp for shade as we were near none. We ran out of water for
preserving so Chuck and | walked down the road about 300 yards to a ranch | had spotted during
an early morning walk. We found it abandoned. However it had a large (10 ft. in diam.) brick
cistern, designed to trap rain water from the arroyo. 40 feet below we could see water. | found a
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bucket and a palm fibre rope. After one lowering this broke and we constructed a majestic affair
of rawhide strips, bits of rope, twine, etc. and then got our water.

2:30 PM. We broke camp and drove toward Migrino, a small village 27.5 miles north of
San Lucas. The road was very poor being eroded and gulleyed in many places. Often we had to
drive in 4 wheel low gear because of grades or ruts. Some stretches we made only 8 mph
average.

The vegetation continued as a scruby dense forest of Elephant trees and Cordon Grandes.

Often we passed beautiful white beaches that stretched along the seashore—completely
untouched. Finally, the road cut inland leaving the seashore behind. It seemed unfortunate to
leave the cool seashore but the new direction was not a disappointment as we passed up (on a
very steep, poor road) and over the southern foothills of the Sierra Victorias. The scrub forest
grew taller as we gained altitude. At 2,000 ft. the graceful Manto became common. Various
vines and flowers made their appearance. Rocky hills of granite boulders stud the landscape
here.

Shortly the road reached the summit and dropped down in an arroyo past the little village
of Sandecito??. The road follows the arroyo here. It is good but sandy. Palo Blanco trees are
numerous here and here they have their leaves, whereas at Santa Rosalia, the extreme heat of the
gulf had left them bare.

On a long straight stretch of descending road we saw a cape of land jutting out into the
sea. According to the map here was Cabo Falso—the false cape. We took some pictures and
continued on our way. A villager informed us that it was Cape San Lucas. We had traversed the
length of Baja California. | guess we should feel elated but somehow I didn’t. The knowledge
that we had reached the end hasn’t sunk in yet.

A crescentic bay, lined by a white sand beach swings to the east of the rocky point of
Cape San Lucas. The point itself is composed of 4 more or less disjunct rock peaks rising
vertically from the water.

Alongside this rocky ridge back of the sand lies the town of San Lucas. It rises in tiers on
the dry hillside. Oleanders and natal plums are everywhere. The houses are neat adobes and
brick buildings. As usual, the best building, a large brick structure, is abandoned and roofless.

Along the sand, at the bases of the rocks is a cannery of some proportions, said by John
Steinbeck to generate elecricity for the San Lucas light, but since it operates only during the day
the light is never lit at night.

We drove out east of town and camped back of the beach. 1 built a little stone fireplace
and cooked coffee while Arlene prepared a dinner fit for a king of chicken and gravy, mashed
potatoes, green beans, and cranberry sauce. We all ate until we were stuffed. All this was
accomplished because the chicken, cranberry, and beans were canned, and the mashed potatoes
were powdered.

After dinner we took a walk down to the beach. | wore my bathing suit. The air was just
pleasantly warm. A full moon shone over the bay, glittering on the wavelets producing little
flashes of light all along its path. The cape was pure black, outlined at the tip by moonlighted
water and a backdrop of moonlit sky. A fishing boat rode at anchor, lighted brilliantly,
apparently at work with cargo.

I took a timed exposure and then dove in the water. Often tropical water is so warm as to
be enervating, but this was not, even though we are below both the Tropic of Cancer and the 23™
latitude.

All this was tremendously refreshing. We walked back to camp, each involved in his
own thoughts.

The rest of the trip is toward home.
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July 9, 1949

San Jose del Cabo, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

I woke up about 8 times last night because of mosquitoes, once | took a walk to the
seashore. At sunrise the light brought hoards of noseeums. | walked down to the beach again
and lay down on the sand and slept util 8:00 AM when Chuck woke me. We packed and drove
up to San Lucas. We went through the tuna cannery (planta). No canning was in progress. Out
on their landing wharf we saw a group of fishermen. Upon looking into the water we saw a
tremendous school of fish so dense the bottom was occluded in places. There were Seargant
Majors, Morena (trumpet fish—Fistularia), a sea eel, Botete (trunk fish), and red fish of some
kind, and thousands of another grey species about ¥z Ib. in weight.

Back of the plant we stopped to do some collecting on the rocks. Dispsosaurus were
very numerous. | saw one eating Bouganvillea blossoms.

On the rocks I took Petrosaurus and Sceloporus orcultti.

We continued on driving toward San Jose del Cabo. The road was fairly good though
full of dips as it cuts across all the arroyos as they enter the sea. Weather was hot, clear, and
sultry. Along the way we stopped alongside a gentleman and his son in a jeep. They had driven
down to go fishing. He told about catching a 182 Ib. Marlin off La Paz. They were from Long
Beach, California. They seemed to be having trouble with their Spanish.

The road cuts along sea cliffs and through a small varicolored badland and through
forests of Elephant trees, Mantos, Ocotillos, and various vines.

We ate lunch under a Palo Verde and | took a dip in the green ocean where it crashes on a
small white beach at an arroyo mouth.

A short drive brought us up over a range of hills to a promontory where we could see a
large river valley set among hills, leading up to the rugged sharp granite peaks of the Sierra
Victoria to the north. In this Palm-filled valley lies San Jose del Cabo. From the start we did not
like the place even though it is situated in such a beautiful location. The people seemed crude
and the ninos were full of smart cracks.

The town is fairly large. It is not neat and shade is sparse even though in the fields, a few
hundred yards away are beautiful mangoes, bananas, palms, sugar cane, corn, and along the
roads tremendous cottonwoods.

The windows of the town are grated, either with iron or wood. Calsonines of various
colors tint the doorways of all the houses. The town squre is quite uninviting as squares go as its
shade is limited to a few poor trees.

We located a cantina and billiards hall from which loud quartet music was pouring.
Chuck and I bought six bottles of cold Carta Blanca Cerveza Exquisita and we retired to a large
Erythrina tree and spent our most enjoyable moments in San Jose del Cabo.

While searching for a campsite near water we saw the large estero or lagoon where the
river enters the ocean. Finally we were guided down back alleys by a nino to a spot, much
bedecked by burro pies, adjacent to a stream of fresh water.

Here we activated by the local hoard of ninos by setting up various prices for different
animals—1 peso for Brown Water Snakes (Thamnophis), 1 peso cinguenta centavos para
Culebra del Agua Negro (Natrix), 15 centavos for Bejori (Sceloporus), 15 centavos for
Camelones (horned lizards), 2 pesos for Coralillo (racer), 10 pesos for the first Ajolote (Bipes), 1
centavo for pesca (fish) and so on.

We lowered or raised our prices as animals came in or failed to. We got so many brown
water snakes we had to say “no mas” for them. No Bipes were obtained (a two legged lizard).
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The little kids flocked around, particularly when someone was getting paid. We had
fresh kids (who caught few snakes), a few silent hard working ones who were our mainstays, and
hoards of silent ones, including little girls and grown men who merely sat on their haunches and
watched our every move.

We never got quite used to working on and ignoring these people (they needed no other
amusement than watching us). If an empty tin can was dropped it was snatched up as they are
valuable prizes here. There are no beer cans on the roads of Mexico. Arlene, in particular, did
not like to have them around at dinner time. They had to be shooed. They would go off about
50 yards and close in again when we turned to other work. We told them to go home to dinner.
“Adios” we said—and they repeated “Adios” but did not go home. All day they came up and
said “Adios” until we would have gladly choked a few.

I washed clothes and boiled water. The water flows in three streams. A woman told
Arlene the middle stream was “mejor” (better) and promptly showed us how good it was by
washing her feet in it.

In the evening great grey and white thunderheads filled the sky. We could see lightning
and heard occasional thunder. 1 ditched the leanto and Chuck and I set up the tent for Arlene.
The smell of rain was around us. The air was sultry and passed by us in fitful gusts. Rain fell a
few drops and then all fell dead calm. It became hot. | sweated as | lay on my cot under the
mosquito bar. I could see the moon behind still palms through gaps in the clouds. Allin all a
very tropical picture.

July 10, 1949

North of Buena Vista, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

We arose early and worked on specimens till 3:00 PM amid fluctuating Sunday hoards of
idle Mexicans down to see the crazy Americans who paid pesos for water snakes. The heat and
humidity were terrific and our locale was far from scenic as we were adjacent to a main footpath
and watering station.

We were all glad to leave and get on the road again. The road took us north toward black
clouds and rain. Before long (driving on a very good dirt road) we came to Miraflores, a small
town set on the bank of an Arroyo.

Mirafores is a quiet place of palms, mangoes, bananas, and vines, of adobes with thatched
roofs or stick and mud dwellings. The thatch is trimmed on the edge like bangs and often
allowed to hang down a foot or so from the roof giving the impression of hair that has grown too
long.

Many people were gathered under trees by the community bake oven talking quietly and
laughing.

One house, in particular, in Miraflores, was attractive. A veritable jungle of potted
plants, bouganvillea, grapes, and small shrubs grew in front of the house—which was a
whitewashed adobe with a thatched roof. Through the foliage and a diagonal lattice we could
see wide hard packed floors and simple wooden furniture. A stone olla hung from a beam and
several bird cages could be seen. Large beams, supported here and there by smooth poles with a
forked end formed the roof. Everythig was immaculate which is more amazing when you
consider that the floors were dirt.

All the Mexicans appear after siesta (12-3 PM) in clean starched clothes—usually a white
jacket and pants, a straw sombrero, and sandals (or none). Many of the little ninos (about 5 years
old or under) appear “au natural” and look much the cooler for it.

Out of Miraflores we passed through another forest and saw several iguanas
(Cterosaurus) in the trees and on Cordon Grandes.
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Santiago was the next town. Itis old. Old stone work lines its bluffs. The town is on an
island in the center of a large arroyo and is hot and dusty and shadeless. The town square is
exposed and little used. All around the town in the bottomland of the arroyo are fields of tall
sugar cane and corn. Many cocoanut palms line foot paths. It is a beautiful green place. Back
of the town rises the Sierra Victoria, which at our visit was covered with clouds and rain. It was
nearly sunset and shafts of light pierced through making a most beautiful scene.

Shortly after we drove into the rain. The smell of wet ground and the paddling of the
jeep through the puddles were highly pleasing. We followed the shoreline and then cut inland
and camped along the road. It is still cloudy but I do not think it will rain again.

July 11, 1949

La Paz Plain (S. of La Paz), Baja California del Sur, Mexico

Up with the sun (and the noseeums). One must adjust his schedule to these animals as
they do not adjust.

We drove up a wide arroyo toward San Bartolo and the Sierra Victoria. The canyon
narrowed and became steep walled. Clinging to the granite cliffs were many huge, white trunked
fig trees. Their roots are thick and high ribbed like a banyan tree at the trunk and crawl like
snakes over the surface of the cliffs for long distances.

Chuck and I had a field day here, collecting many animals. We took the beautiful blue,
green, orange, and tan Petrosaurus in numbers from the cliffs. We collected Cnemedophorus
maximus, a huge race of whip-tailed lizard that races up cliffs like a rocket. We took
Ctenosaurus, the spiny tailed iguana, a big fellow with a large dew lap and spines along his neck.

The road cut sharply up out of the Arroyo under palms and mangoes and drops into the
town of San Bartolo. A small dam holds water for irrigation. Groves of citrus fruits (citrons,
limes, and lemons), mangoes, and sapotes line the arroyo bank on both sides. There are many
palms and the huge fig tree is common, reaching well over 100 ft.

We ate sapotes and mangoes. Both were delicious fare.

While hunting for Elaphe in the trees | was accosted by a woman dressed in black. She
gave forth with a constant flow of fast Spanish—all unintelligible to me. Finally I realized she
was trying to sell me a pig. She was not a little disappointed that her sales talk had fallen
through. | suppose I had said “si” enough times to make her think she was winning me over.

The road wound out of town through a forest of sclerophyll trees. These trees, with their
thin leaves give rather scanty shade (except mesquite or Palo Verde) and the hillsides give the
impression of being thinly vegetated. They are far from it as it is difficult to find a way through
and every species has its own thorn or sting (except the dumpy Elephant trees).

The road is excellent as compared to other Baja California roads. We made 30 mph at
times.

In the midst of a forest of Palo Blancos just before we arrive at Santonio, Chuck saw a
mine shaft going back into the hill on the north side of the road. We walked back in it a long
way. The air was a cool 22 degrees C., quite a change from the heat outside. Back about 150
feet we came upon a group of 14 bats (Myotis I suspect) clustered together on the ceiling.
Farther back we came to a shaft leading up. We stopped and shortly we heard a noise that | took
to be thunder, but it turned out to be hoards of bats flying in the shaft. Our flashlight beam
turned them and they flew back and forth. Some flew past us but would not go out into the
sunlight so we had milling bats on both sides of us.

Over the hill is the little town of Santonio. We bought rice and gasoline. The latter came
from a pump! Most of our other gas had come from big barrels by the mouth siphon method of
El Arco, or from 5 gallon tins. The town is quite shady and supports several brick buildings and
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a church of some beauty and antiquity. A little further we dropped into a tree-filled valley from
which juts a huge brick stack of 150 ft. height. Under the trees we located Triunfo.

5:00. It may have been the time of day but the place seems all but deserted. Many of the
buildings on the main street are boarded up or locked. The square is barren and shadeless. |
suspect that 500 people might live here.

We passed through a low rocky canyon and out onto the La Paz plain. Shortly the
junction with the Todos Santos Road was reached and the new scenery of our trip was over. We
are really homeward bound though we still have 12-14 days travel ahead. It will not be leisurely
travel as we will probably try to make 100 miles per day. Driving 100 miles on these roads is a
good day’s work in itself.

We are camped under a big mesquite about 5 miles out of La Paz to the south. 2 wistful
looking cows are nosing around camp. We had rice and meat balls and canned peaches for
dinner. 1 was about starved so we broke out some ginger snaps and ate them too. Specimens are
next and then the sack.

July 12, 1949

El Medano, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

The ants got us up and we proceeded towards La Paz. On the way Chuck spotted a
Chuckwalla and we spent a half hour getting the animal out of a crevass. A hike produced 3
other animals. We drove into town and had the car greased, bought groceries at Rufo’s, and
stopped by the Aloha Bar for some “Cerveza Exquisita”. Chuck and | had a few while Arlene
went shopping for a purse. The bartender is a jolly young fellow named Jesus Ortega Ojeda. He
is the son of the Jefe Secretario of La Paz. He told us there are 16,000 people in La Paz.

After about 4 rounds (“Dos Mas”) Arlene returned with two bags and had a beer with us
(they are small and cost 1 peso or about 12 cents). We took out 3 bottles and ate lunch under
palms along the waterfront.

We drove rapidly out of town (the pressure of time is really on us now) and over the
foothills of the Sierra Giganta and Magdalena Plain to EI Medano. 8:30 PM. Near El Medano
we picked up a Chilomenisaurus (Bearded burrowing snake). Camp was made about 9:00 PM
on a playa. We had few specimens so we hit the sack at 11:30.

July 13, 1949

San Ysidro, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

When | woke up, everyone else was wandering around, dressed, eating “Tostados de
Mais”—(Kellogg’s Corn Flakes). No bags were about, which was a welcome change.

We drove, picking up several horned lizards and scaly lizards on the way. The
Magdalena Plain is quite monotonous driving and these animals livened our way.

Once | saw a black racer disappear into a bush. We leaped out and cornered him (or so
we thought). Instead of staying on the ground he raced aloft 4 or 5 ft. Since the bush was a
Mesquite we could not grab him though Chuck tried and got punctured in the attempt. The snake
slid down and out of the bush and under the car before we knew what had happened. Finally we
did catch him but he gave us a real chase.

At Santo Domingo we pulled in alongside Don Santos Castro’s little casa. He came out
and said he had “Ajolotes” for us at his garden. We drove down to his fine farm and he pulled
some brush away from a hole in the moist earth. In the bottom was our coffee jar, buried in the
cool damp soil. Excitedly we dumped out 2 of the strange pink Bipes, the lizard with two hands
coming out of its neck and no hind limbs. In the jar were 7 specimens in all.
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These animals have a small head with two sightless eyespots, two mole-like hands with
which they pull themselves along, and a large flaccid worm-like body and blunt tail. A large
specimen may be 12 inches long. It is easy to see why the natives often fear this animal (though
Sr. Santos Castro knew they were harmless). The creature must be entirely subterranean except
when rains drive them to the surface. We paid Sr. Castro two pesos for each animal (catorce
pesos) and left.

Just before sunset we stopped for dinner in a fine arroyo filled with Cordon Grandes. A
little food made me feel better as | had been a bit low for the first time since the heat of Santa
Rosalia had touched me when the car had been stuck in the sand. We drove on to La Purissima
and found it 15 miles closer than the map shows. Camp was made at our old spot alongside the
sluice. Water boiling operations were begun at once. | picked up a Leptotyphlops while going a
la little boy’s room.

Specimens occupied the night. We made about 160 miles today.

July 15, 1949 [no July 14]

Mulege, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

Arose and had a small cup of oatmeal and commenced driving up Purissima Canyon
towards the gulf coast. We collected a good series of animals including Sceloporus orcutti and
Dipsosaurus. The hot sultry gulf climate became apparent as we moved eastward. Very little air
stirs and you begin to feel like a wet, hot dishrag. As we approached the Bahia de la Conception
it became hotter and sultrier. It was easy to envy the Tropic birds that were circling slowly in the
cool upper air.

We traversed the forest of Cordon Grandes that line the southern edge of the Bahia. We
crossed the road where it clings to the cliffs above the water. And finally we came again to the
white sand beaches and islands where we had washed our dishes about a month before. | took a
short walk and picked up some of the beautiful shells that are scattered over the sand. A bright
rose colored Murex is fairly common here. The sand on which we hunted was in a beautiful
location. A small island is connected to the shore by a thin strand of sand about 200 yards long.
The center of this strand is covered at high tide, by ‘knee deep’ water. A single Mangrove grows
on the sand.

We drove on, catching 6 specimens of the Collared Lizard—an animal never before taken
in this area.

The sun’s heat was abating and we were nearing Mulege when | tried to shift into low
gear while climbing a small hill. The car would not shift and stopped dead still on the hill. We
were blocking the road completely and could do nothing about it. The trouble is still unknown
though it is probably a broken axle or drive shaft.

Chuck and Arlene and | sat down on the rocky slope while we tried to puzzle out what to
do next. | wanted to look at the gear box and 4 wheel drive mechanism to see if something was
jammed there and to see if the gear forks might have been displaced. Chuck thought it might be
in the shifting mechanism near the base of the steering post. A little fiddling produced no
results. At this time we heard the whine of a truck climbing the hill below. Shortly they came
up behind us. In it were three young Mexicans, an older fellow, and a load of Queso (cheese).
The driver came up and fooled with the gear box. Finally we decided to have Chuck ride into
town with the truck. To get it around us we cleared away a group of 400-500 Ib. boulders from a
small wash. They tried to drive the truck through but could not. More playing around with the
gear box in neutral and it rolled down hill. After a little work we revised positions and the truck
began towing us to Mulege, which they said was “muy cerquita” (very close by).
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We found that we had been stuck on the south slope of “Cuesta Tiburon”. The north
slope is a series of hairpin turns descending a volcanic slope. One of these turns is very sharp—
in fact we had to back up to get around it on our way south.

The big truck (a 49 Ford) backed up and made it but I had no power and could not back.
After a few very anxious moments | cleared the turn by about 3 inches—no more. Another turn
was nearly as close.

One young fellow rode with me. We had quite a conversation—from the price of shirts
(40 pesos) to how to drink Tequila. He deplored conditions in Mexico saying that nearly
everyone was poor and that there was little water. He agreed that the language was better than
English and the people in Baja California more honest (we have had nothing stolen though many
times our equipment has been all spread out with dozens of Mexican men, women, and children
milling around watching us). | learned of the red snake that is as bad as a viper but does not
bite—instead it lashes you with its poisonous tail. In Mexico nearby everyone falls prey to these
stories and believes them implicitly—even many of the educated people. Tino Castillo—our
guide at Laguna—would help bag a rattlesnake but would not touch the small harmless Gecko,
Phyllodactylus. To him and to all other Mexicans | talked to the “Salaneanquesa” is deadly
poisonous. It may be that this superstition has arisen because scorpions and geckos occupy the
same habiat. A careless hand placed under the loose bark of a Manto tree might be objected to
by a scorpion and when the bark was removed little malevolent Phyllodactylus would be sitting
there leering out of his slit pupils.

We were pulled toward Mulege just at sunset and it was quite dark when we arrived. The
trip had consumed 1 hour. | bought soda pop for all hands (they did not want beer) and we were
taken to a triangular dirt square formed in the angle of two diagonal streets. On the side was a
thatched-roofed garage and on the other was the Power Plant. Behind us, abutting the triangle of
the square was a thatch and stick dwelling containing numerous Mexicans. The driver
introduced us to Mr. Ruiz, the mechanic of Mulege who was “igual a Santa Rosalia” (equal to
those of Santa Rosalia).

Mr. Ruiz was a small portly gentleman, with a stubble beard, round dime store glasses,
and some very dirty clothes (we were far dirtier however). He was a fine fellow. He talked
slowly and made sure we understood him before he went on. He said that he would see us “la
primera hora en la madrugada” (the first hour in the morning).

There is a telegraph office here which we may have to use to send for parts as there are
none here for jeeps | am sure.

We had a cold dinner of spam, crackers, peanut buter, and canned fruit. As we are all
very tired and a good deal dismayed we are going to bed now. The place is very public but it is
the best we can do with the car broken down. The air is still, probably because we are in the
center of town, very hot and muggy. We three are as dirty as we have ever been and are all
saturated with perspiration. | feel like a hot, damp, and dirty dishrag—the kind you would rather
throw away than wash.

July 16, 1949

San Ignacio, Baja California del Sur, Mexico

It is hard to realize how vocal and noisy a Spanish town is until you have slept in the
Plaza of one. Myriads of dogs yapped all night in dozens of different voices. Several burros and
mules wandered amilessly about the streets, giving vent to the most pained sorts of retching
“heehaws”. Young men walked along the broken sidewalks until late at night, whistling loudly,
so as to be heard above the dogs. In the house abutting the square women laughed and chattered
in high pitched penetrating Spanish voices.
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We didn’t take off our clothes to sleep as it was too hot to get in the bags and there were
too many people around to undress. In this uncomfortable, sweaty, noisy state | went to sleep
only to be awakened shortly by rain. In a sleepy exhausted daze | stowed cartons and books
away and then lay down on my sleeping bag waiting for it to stop—which it did shortly. Later
we had another—more violent shower which | ignored completely.

I awoke to find Sr. Ruiz waiting for us to awake. He tinkered with the gears for a
moment and asked us some questions. We had difficulty in explaining to him what had
happened as we had no vocabulary of automotive terms at our command. He left us and returned
shortly with a dapper indian type fellow who spoke English. This gentleman was named Jose
Louis Kelly Dorantes. He was part Cherokee Indian, having been born in Chickasaw,
Oklahoma. It turned out that he was a convict serving 9 years for murdering a man in Mazatlan.
He was apparently quite popular in town and wandered around at will, doing as he pleased and
stopping by the Calabozo for meals. With his aid we explained all to Sr. Ruiz and forthwith he
fixed the trouble in less than ten minutes. Gears had jammed in the gear box due to bad shifting.
Sr. Dorantes said Sr. Ruiz was a mechanic of all things from watches to the generators in the
light plant where he was the Engineer, hired by the Mexican Government. He would accept no
money until we gave him 10 pesos (he wouldn’t take 20 through Sr. Dorantes).

Arlene was carrying on a spirited conversation with our benign murderer while we
thanked Sr. Ruiz. Sr. Dorantes asked us to send him reading material and post cards. This we
shall do.

We drove (I couldn’t believe it) out of town and on to Santa Rosalia. Here we got gas
and some food and a few bottles of beer (Pacifica—which cannot hold a candle to Carta Blanca).
We drove on, up the Cuesta de La Infierno, past the new (8 years old) Manganese mine where
dump trucks hauled out coal black ore from a horizontal bed.

The trip to San Ignacio was quite uneventful except the weather became cool once we left
the gulf coast. Camp was made above town at a small clearing in the rocks. Small dry Larrea
stems were the only fuel as the local lenadores (woodgatherers) had cleaned the area to the last
stick.

July 17, 1949

Del Sur—Del Norte Line, Baja California, Mexico

Te morning was spent writing notes and hunting turtles in the large posa (pond). The
reed covered banks made hunting very difficult and though we saw many (Pseudemnys ornata)
sitting with ther heads raised above the sargassum we could catch none. This was very
tantalizing, as the animal has never been taken here and it is about 300 miles from the nearest
recorded locality.

About noon a little nino volunteered to take us to the “Poza grande” where he said there
were many turtles This pond is a long shallow one with clean rocky banks lying in an arroyo
southeast of the main canyon. We saw only two turtles because the heat of the day had arrived
and the turtles had sounded. If we had known about the Posa Grande . . .

July 18, 1949

Del Norte-Del Sur line, Baja California, Mexico

We packed up and said adios to all our nino friends. We liked San Ignacio. Itis pretty
and breezy and has cool nights, but most of all the people were nice and the children were well
behaved.
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The road leaving San Ignacio is rough and rocky for about 20 miles and then it drops
onto the Vizcaino desert and becomes sandy. In most places it is good here but occasional dunes
would seem all but impassable to 2 wheel drive cars.

We had talked to Mr. Meadows and Son (from Long Beach) at San Ignacio and we ran in
his tracks all afternoon.

We drove on into the night.

Making camp on the line that separates Del sur and Del Norte.

4 mi. N. Punta Prieta, Baja California del Norte, Mexico

This morning we drove into El Arco and asked our government official directions to
Calmulle [Calamajue?]. He told us and asked us if we had gotten all our snakes. We said we
had caught enough. He then sneered at us as if we were crazy and retreated to his office.

We drove up a rocky dirt road 3 miles to Pozo Aleman. This small village is apparently
centered around a large windmill. Some mining is done in the vicinity. 5 miles more brought us
to the hot, dusty, and dilapidated town of Camilli. A government building occupies the center of
a group of adobes. In front of it is a flag pole with a copper ore base. Ore dumps from the
refinery are piled on the hillsides. Very little machinery is in evidence and most of the work
must be accomplished by hand. We drove northward and out a narrow canyon with lava walls.
Here we potted some slips of a sage for Dr. Epling and took Collared Lizards. Also the
southernmost Cirio was noted. We ate a pancake lunch and pushed on—driving till late at night.
At 11:00 PM I saw a stick that shone, lying under a bush alonside this road. We backed up and it
proved to be a California Boa (Lichanura roseofusco gracia). This is the southernmost record
for this animal by about 100+ miles. They are very docile creatures and never move quickly
except when striking prey.

We camped under a big Cordon Grande on a shelf above the arroyo in which Punta Prieta
sits.

July 19, 1949

13.1 mi N. Catavina, Baja California del Norte, Mexico

Today we drove to the locality (6.2 miles S. Laguna Seca Chapala) where we had
previously tried to smoke out a Chuckwalla). We caught two adult males and 1 female. The
males are a sooty black with a yellow tail and Chuck thinks they represent a new race. Certainly
the animal is unique among the Chuckwallas | have seen.

After collecting at this locality we drove the terrible road to Catavina. It is one of the
worst stretches on the whole road and there is thirty miles of it—sharp rocks, ruts, and steep
grades.

Chuck was driving along about 5 miles per hour when we heard a felt a tremendous thud
under the car. | looked under and found that we had hit a rock (which none of us saw or could
fine) and had bent a flange on a crossmember of the frame. No damage was done but it shows
what sort of road we were traversing.

Past Catavina the road is a good granite dust road and we had little trouble making it to a
camp in a sandy arroyo where we had colected on our first leg. | was very tired and sleepy and
so went to sleep for half an hour under a mesquite with no trouble. My air mattress has long
since departed in this land of Cacti so now I can sleep on nearly any substrate with no pains the
morning after—gravel, sticks, or sand all feel like a Simmon’s Inner Spring after a hard day’s
work. | tagged my specimens and went to bed.

July 20, 1949
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Rosario, Baja California del Norte, Mexico

Immediately after getting up and eating some of Arlene’s rice pancakes Chuck and I hike
to a distant rocky hill on a collecting walk. We didn’t get many animals. Upon returning about
about 11:00 AM we packed and drove on, out of the Cirio-Cardon forest to EI Marmol and then
to a Windmill where we all took showers and washed off some of the fine dust of Laguna Seca
Chapala that is ¥z inch thick over everything in the back of the truck and which had formed a
considerable coating over us also.

We drove on up and over a section of road as bad as that south of Catavina and made
camp 5 miles East of Rosario. Arlene is baking twist bread over a fire | built to keep us warm.
Fog is hanging over the hills and the night is very cool—just like it was when we were here
before.

July 21, 1949

San Telmo Rd. near Main Hwy, Baja California T. N.

We slept late and finally got up because of the sun and the flies. At Rosario we bought a
little food and gasoline. There we met some fellows who had driven down in a new Ford sedan.
They were cursing all the Mexicans for the high center highways.

A little way north of Rosario we noted snake tracks crossing the roads. | followed the
trail and shortly came upon a red rattlesnake sitting coiled in a burrow. A little later we saw
another track and this time Arlene spotted the snake coiled in the mouth of a burrow. It proved
to be Crotalus enyo, the Lower Calif. Rattlesnake. Chuck and | were very excited as this is the
first time this snake has been taken north of Punta Prieta, 200 miles to the south. A little farther
on we saw another track. After some difficulty Chuck found the snake coiled under an Opuntia.
It was a female Red Rattlesnake. Chuck took pictures and we drove on—following several blind
tracks.

At San Quentin plain we stopped and were introduced by our friend Mr. Meadows, to
Frank Frymier, a rancher on the plain. His ranch is owned jointly by three men—Mr. Ingles, Mr.
Castillo, and Mr. Frymier.

They have a nice warehouse, a group of dwellings for the workers, and a C shaped ranch
house of stuccoed adobe—one wing for each owner.

Over a couple of cans of Tecate Cerveza we learned of all sorts of roads—one from
Ensenada to San Felipe that takes about 11 hours to traverse—of roads into the pine forest of the
Sierra Juarez. He said Laguna Hansen was once full of big bass and supported a large duck
population.

While he fixed one of his pumps we learned about other roads.

His wells hit water at 40 feet but have been put down 120 ft. No bottom is hit—only
mud, which restricts flow a good deal. With more water this plain has unlimited possibilities.
We drove on and made camp after dark in a wash along the San Telmo ??. Arlene cooked up a
“last supper” of mashed potatoes, meat balls, peas, peaches, and coffee.

July 22, 1949

Los Angeles, California

We all slept rather late and were driven out of the sack by the sun. A cup of “Café
Peninsular” and we were off.

We collected a few animals as we passed out of the coastal agave covered plain. Then
we passed into the familiar rolling plain studded with granite hills and mountains near San
Vicente. The aspect had changed in a month—all the wheat fields had ripened and some had
been mowed.
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Already Chuck and I were planning our next trip to Baja California (a short trip to San
Felipe and south to Los Angeles Bay by fishing boat). The feeling of wanting to get home was
present but not because any of us wanted to catch up with the news or enter the old swim at
UCLA again. All those things had been forgotten nearly and I, for one, was not anxious to start
in again with the old grind. Of course, we both have the prospect of a trip to New Mexico (4
days after we return). | look forward to this as it should prove to be relaxation of a sort as we
will have a permanent camp among the Pinon pines on the Chupadora Mesa.

We arrived in Ensenada, hungry as wolves, whereupon we descended on the “Panaderia”
(Bake shop). The numerous kinds of cookies and pastries are on trays arranged on racks that line
the walls. With a tray and a pair of tongs you go around and pick out what you want. A huge
sackfull came to 35 cents Ameican. We each picked out our own and with a quart of milk we
stuffed ourselves so full of goodies we never want to go in a Panaderia again.

We then drove the beautiful coast road to Tijuana.

We were worried about our specimens and the plants for Dr. Epling—particularly about
the live turtles and rattlesnakes. To have them taken away at the border would be a calamity as
we had the types of a new race of Chuckwalla and a probable new race of rattlesnake.

We drove through the border with no trouble—being asked only to declare Arlene’s
purchases that she had picked up in La Paz. It was with great relief that we drove off with our
loot.

A steak dinner merely added to the uncomfortable feeling brought on by the Panaderia.

I arrived home at 1:00 AM temporarily somewhat the worse for wear.

Our trip is over but the work on “The Herpetology of Baja California” has hardly begun.
Chuck and | figure 4 years work will see all our data worked up into a comprehensive report.
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Jan 29, 1949

7:15 AM. Left Lowe’s house with University jeep and my jeep truck. Weather at
Los Angeles was above freezing (slightly) at this time.

12:00 Noon. Stopped at Reptile House at San Diego and had a talk wth C. B.
Perkins.

11:15 PM. Crossed into Mexico. The Agent was too lazy either to write us
passports or charge us the usual $2. Along the coast to the south of Tijuana the flora
consisted of dense Agave (a species new to me), some of which were in bloom, a Cereus
cactus, and coastal sage. Rhus also noted.

In Santa Monica Mts. temperatures were cold enough to freeze Rhus. These
plants along the Mexican coast are apparently unaffected. Snow was present on the north
side of mountains forming the south rim of Bahia Todos Santos—about 5 miles south of
Ensenada. It extended from the peaks down the mountainside 200 or 300 feet.

Along the coast exceptionally flat beaches were noted. At high tide this sand is
apparently completely covered, the water at this time abutting against a layer of volcanic
rock. This sand is apparently prevented from assuming any of the typical dune shapes by
this water coverage.

Camped in oak woodland 23 miles south of Ensenada. The air is cool, soil damp,
skies clear. A stream with a few calling Hyla was below our camp

Water temperature at 7:00 PM—9.9 degrees C. Air 1 inch over water—4.1
degrees C. 5 cm above ground—2.9 degrees C.

The Hyla are apparently still out by virtue of the warmth of the water. The
ground is covered with newly sprouted grass. The camp is situated in a rather wide (1/4
mile) canyon, apparently the result of rather rapid erosion—I suspect the mountains on
either side have not yet reached maturity. The Sierra Juarez could be seen from Ensenada
and were covered with snow. 7.5 pesos=1 dollar.

January 30, 1949

Arose around 8:00 AM. It had frozen during the night and my sleeping bag was
covered with frost. We drove down to Santo Tomas, a small village on the south side of
a fault rift valley. The feet of the spurs on the south side of the valley showed evidence
of two uplifts, one of 30 or 40 feet and the last one of 10 feet approx.
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The fault ran in a WNW direction approximately. Santo Tomas was built directly
on top of the fault line. The rift valley was cultivated and large fields of grapes were
being raised.

The road leads over the fault ridge and down into a valley in which a considerable
stream of water was running. At the lower end of this valley the water was standing in
considerable pools. Carex was in abundance. The north slope of this valley was covered
with Agave, some of which were in bloom and others nearly so. These buds look like
swollen clubs. The flora on the south slope more closely resembled chapparal.

We then dropped down onto the coastal plain, a broad plain aproximately 7-10
miles from the ocean to the foothills. It is extremely flat, apparently a wave cut terrace.
Here and there it is dissected by arroyos, most containing streams at this time. The flora
of the plain is a rather poor one consisting of agave, a cactus looking like a Cereus, and
coastal sage? The soil is leached and red.

We drove down a gravel road (since 12 miles south of San Vincente) to Hamilton
Ranch. Actually we did not quite reach the ranch but stopped at Colonia Guerrara about
1 mile south of the Rio Santo Domingo.

There we met Charles Lamb, author of Enchanted Vagabonds. He had a jeep
equipped with a boat, a 110V generator, all sorts of cabinets, and a sound scriber, with
which he recorded conversations with natives and travellers.

We decided to go to San Jose, a cattle camp at the foot of the Sierra San Pedro
Martir. We turned around and proceeded back 20 miles to the San Telmo-San Jose Road.
It was a reasonably good road, requiring low gear in some places. In spite of the fact that
it runs in stream bottoms part of the way and that it had rained in the last three days,
erosion was not sufficient to cause trouble. After leaving San Telmo, a town of about 40
people, adobes surrounded by 4 or 5 Washingtonia palms and 1 date palm, and
considerable lush fields of beavertail cactus, we crossed a high narrow spur and dropped
down into a segment of the Rio San Telmo river valley, a prosperous looking ranch
raising sorghum and cotton. The soil was quite sandy. In its unplowed portions this
valley was a nearly pure stand of Lycium sp. After leaving this river valley we entered a
forest of various chapparal plants and desert plants including Yucca mohavensis,
Adenostema, Eriogonum fasciculatum, Eriodictyon, lemonade berry, Artemisia
tridentata. Agave had dropped out. In addition Encelia farinosa and possibly E.
californica, Ephedra californica, Simmondsia, Arcotstaphylos sp. Ribbonwood was
present with the Lycium.

This weird aglomeration gradually gives way to a more typical chapparal as we
went into San Jose, a prosperous cattle ranch, situated in a cottonwood-willow
riverbottom. There are several houses—2 are frame buildings, the rest adobe. There is
an air strip just east of the house. One large Swainson’s? hawk was seen near the ranch.
The hills to the east of the ranch are covered with granite outcroppings and look like good
territory for Xantusia and Trimorphodon.

We drove up an old mining road from the ranch It was a lulu and required 4
wheel drive in several places. We camped in a little swale just at dusk. There was
considerable snow-ice on north facing slopes under the chapparal.

By 7:00 PM the temperature was down to freezing. After a good meal of canned
meat balls, | constructed 4 loaves of pan bread presumably to be eaten tomorrow on our
hike to the oasis. They look a little heavy. The night is clear and now the road is covered
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with frost. The Sierra San Pedro Martirs are completely snow covered. The escarpment
can be seen and is apparently rather steep. Off to the frozen sack. (Altitude
approximately 3,200 ft.)

January 31, 1949

Proceeded up the mine road to a point about 10 miles from San Jose. We passed
considerable snow and were finally stoped by a snow bank. The ground was too slippery
to pass over even after ruts had been dug with shovels. Just behind us, at this time, were
the ruins of two old adobe houses and a stone chimney. Other stone foundations were
evident. This was the Socorro mine of worked placer deposits. One [Ore?] cont-graphite
or molybdenite was found.

We hiked about %2 mile farther down the road to a point where it descended into a
steep north-south canyon. Here we noted Pinus quadrifolia. At this point we were at
about 4,500 ft. and 1 or 2 ridges away from the main western escarpment of the Sierra
San Pedro Martir.

The sky looked ominous and as the road was a bad one at best (4 wheel drive in
several places) we decided to return to San Jose.

3 species of Manzanita were noted and 2 of Rhus—laurina and guala? [?] The
Encelia farinosa of yesterday proved to be a similar form but not identical. Yucca
whipplei was noted. Back at the ranch we met the owners:

Mr. & Mrs. Salvador Meling
Rancho San Jose
San Telmo, B.C., Mexico

She invited us in and we had a considerable talk. She informed us that we could
reach the top of the scarp on horseback in one day. She said there were 7 meadows on
top and an old mission built for the Indians (now absent), a belt of oaks is traversed
before reaching the pine covered plateau on top. This table is highest (approximately
10,000 ft.) on its northeastern edge. Separate from the table are the high peaks (11,000
ft.)—Rio San Antonio (containing Salmo nelsoni), she said, drains about % of the western
scarp. The trout are found in the river below the falls. She said a Mr. Utt had planted
these trout in all the streams of the Sierra S. P. Martir.

In addition he had introduced pheasants and red fox squirrels to the Sierra S.P.M.
He had done it so that he might leave something when he died. He operated an orange
juice plant at Tustin, Cal. and owns a house and grove near Oxnard, Calif.

Mrs. Meling tells of mounds of oyster? Shells—one 6 miles or so west of her
ranch and another at the south end of a sandy valley (desert) to the east of Sierra. She
also says that great quantitites of lindian relics including obsidian arrowheads ad pottery
were found in the sandy areas to the west of the gulf (near San Felipe) behind the row
sand dunes that skirt the coast. She mentioned great quantitites of shell fish in the sand
south of San Felipe.

She metioned that the vaqueros burned the brush to drive the cattle out as there
was no other way of getting them out. She said the whole area had been burned over at
one time or another. Apparently none of the ranch hands had seen salamanders though
they were familiar with waterdogs. Coral kings (on top of the scarp), garter snakes, and
turtles (probably Clemmys) were reported. A Clemmys was caught on a hook and line in
Rio San Antonio. Black rattlesnakes and one black and white one was mentioned.
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We purchased 5 gallons of gas (2$) and drove off.

San Jose is on Rio San Telmo rather than Rio Santo Domingo as shown on the
map. 2 miles west of San Telmo we stopped to investigate a chorus of Hyla. Some were
captured. They were all of the brown phase. We heard what sounded like Scaphiopus
hammondi. The water was slowly moving. Water temp—10.4 degrees C., air temp—=6.2
degrees C.

We camped about 4 miles west of San Telmo. Slightly cloudy. Moon in quarter.
The night is not as cold as last night. We are also much lower (approximately 800 ft.).

Feb 1, 1949

Broke camp at about 10:00 AM after a rather illuminating conversation with a
vaquero. He informed us that vibora de cascabel was quite scarce (poquito) in this area
but was common upstream at the base of the Sierra San Pedro Martir. We drove out to
the main road and up toward Ensenada.

At the old camp site we stopped (the first night’s camp among the oaks)—23
miles south of Ensenada. We ate lunch here and commenced collecting. A skink
(Eumeces skeltonianus probably) was caught. 2 Gerrhonotus multicarinatus were caught
under stones, 1 adult and 1 juvenile, 15-25 Batrachoseps attenuatus were captured, 1
Sceloporus occidentalis, 1 Uta stansburiana, 9 Aneides lugubris were captured.

The ecologic situation was as follows: the Sanfransisquito Canyon? flowing in a
WNW direction bisects mountains about 2,000 feet high. The flora on the upper portions
of these mountains is very sparse and xeric. A band of oaks and associated chapparal
elements extends along the mountains on the south side of the canyon. They are
intermittent, being eliminated where spurs extend the exposed surfaces down into the
canyon bottom. This oak band occurs on the stream’s edge in some places and in others
it extends up the slope 100-200 yards. In general it is not more than 50 yards wide. The
stream bottom proper is a sandy wash and covered with scattered Baccharis and willow
plants. An occasional Sambucus and Lycium also occur. The north bank has a band
along its bottom edge of Rhus laurina, Sambucus glauca, an occasional scrub oak, and
Photinia arbutifolia. The upper slopes have agaves, Rhus, Lupinus, Artemisia
sparsifolia, A. californica, and a mallow.

In the oaks the following plants were noted: Ribes, Rhus trilobata, Quercus
agrifolia and Q. dumosa, and Photinia.

The Batrachoseps and all the lizards were found in the moister habitats under
rocks lying on the ground under the cover of large oak trees. The Batrachoseps seemed
more common on fairly level ground. Aneides, on the other hand, was found in the more
xeric portion in scrub oaks and Photinia among rock rubble at the base of a road cut
where rocks had been used to make a fill. The soil was moist but not wet at point of
capture.

The oak grove in which these animals were taken was about 200 yards long by
40-50 yards wide. The ends were much more xeric than the central area of large oaks.

We drove on up to Ensenada and found we could rent a skiff for both ways to
Todos Santos Island for 15 dollars.

Birds seen: brown thrushes, Pipilo fuscus, San Diego towhee, juncos, myrtle
warblers?, flickers, Cal. jays, wrentits, sparrows of some sort, band tailed pigeon. One
Neotoma fuscipes? was almost caught.
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Camped about 5 miles out of Ensenada on the Ojos Negros road. It is raining
now and these notes are being written while lying prone in the back of the pick up by
flashlight—Adios.

February 2, 1949

It rained all night intermittently. Broke camp about 10:00 AM and drove up the
Ojos Negros road in an attempt to reach Laguna Hansen. The road was quite slippery
with mud and 4 wheel drive was used most of the time

About 5 miles east of camp we drove to an isolated patch of oaks amidst
chapparal. We rolled what rocks (piedras) were present and searched a little while but no
luck. A Mexican said he did not think there were any there (no hay)

We drove on up and over a range of high hills and stopped approximately 16 mles
east of Ensenada at Mina de Felicidad. A narrow band of oaks (agrifolia) followed the
north-south stream bottom. The hills (palos) on either side are clothed with chapparal.
Under rock rubble and in woodrat nests approximately 10 Batrachoseps were captured.
The soil was moist and water was running in the creek.

We drove on (a cold and bitter day with some rain) to Ojos Negros, a cattle and
farming camp on a flat valley edged with juniper. We met our first Automobile Club
sign—one of the old blue variety. The valley is transected in many places by different
unmarked roads that make navigation confsing. Once the proper road was determined
(by questioning natives) we drove up a long low bajada through belts of joshua,
ribbonwood, and Rhus to the small village of La Huerta (2 houses). The first patches of
snow were just above La Huerta. We reached oaks about 5 miles beyond La Huerta. It
began to snow while we were coming out. We drove back to Ensenada.

At La Huerta the surrounding mountains are rock covered (boulders of exfoliating
granite) and look very good for spring lizard collecting. We camped about 15 (20 miles)
or so north of Ensenada in a canyon of beautiful large oaks and sycamores.

It has commenced to rain again so Dick and | will have to sleep in the truck bed
again—god help us. Chuck and Arlene are using the arctic tent. Hyla are calling in the
creek. Soil Temp—>5.5, Air—4.5, 7PM.

February 3, 1949

The situation here (20 miles north of Ensenada looks ideal for Aneides but none
were found. A series of 15-20 Batrachoseps was taken. The canyon is a rather wide
one—approximately 150 yards, with a narrow gulley in thecenter in which the stream
flows. Large oaks and sycamores cover the canyon bottom. The sides of the canyon are
covered with chaparal. The oaks exted up into the tributary canyons and here the trees
become smaller and smaller as exposure is increased, gradually merging into chapparal.
A skink and 2 Sceloporus were taken under rocks. Soil temp—38 degrees C. The skink
was just barely capable of movement. The weather is cloudy with occasional showers.

March 4-5-6, 1949
Panamint Mountains Trip
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At about 5:00 PM on Friday, Chuck and Arlene Lowe and I left Los Angeles in
my Willys Pick-up. We drove up through San Fernando and the Newhall gap and had
dinner at Solemint. It had been raining over all the area covered by our trip the day
before. Stratus clouds covered the area to the edge of the desert.

We drove up Soledad Canyon and captured a Hyla regilla (gravid), a Bufo boreas
halophilus, and an Ensatina eschscholtzi, all on the road. The pavement was wet.
Beyond the detention camp the new bridge has just been completed and now eliminates
the only ford left on the road.

At Harold (aprox) the skies were clear overhead. We drove on to Mojave. No
animals were seen on the road. We bought gas at Mojave and talked to a man named
Brewer in the Associated station who knew George Pipkin at Wildrose Station. He had
previously lived in Trona.

At Inyo Kern the Michelson laboratories and ordinance depot now cover a
tremendous area (I would estimate 1,000 acres), and even at this time of night (10:00 PM
approx) the lights were everywhere. What a tribute to man’s overall sanity! The Trona
Plant to the north has expanded considerably and now two huge units are operating—
both were in operation when we passed.

A new road has nearly been completed over the Slate Range. We took a
considerable detour over the old gravel two rut road. The new road is a good two lane
macadam strip. Pavement has also been extended down Wildrose Canyon about 1 mile
below George Pipkin’s place and probably will be extended to meet the other new road.

We drove past Pipkin’s past the park service summer quarters and up across a
considerable sloping valley (about 1,000 acres) to the lower edge of the junipers, on the
Mahogany Flats Road. Here we found snow. We turned around, just as it commenced to
snow lightly and camped in the Summer Quarters Garage on the cement floor.

March 5, 1949

Arose 7:30 AM. We drove to George Pipkin’s. He had a Panamint red
rattlesnake that he had caught about 2 years before. We had left alcohol at that time.
George said there had been 14 inches of snow in January at Wildrose Station. He had a
pet pair of ravens and a burro.

We tried to drive to the kilns and were stopped about 1 mile below by snow that
covered the road about 1 foot deep. We then drove down to Stovepipe Wells and to the
duns. A short search revealed Uta stansburiana and Callisaurus orc[??]. Temperatures
were taken and found to show that the animals were operating at the lowest part of their
optimum range.

A Cnemidophorus t. tesselatus was taken (sub adult).

At the Park headquarters we saw Sam Huston and wife. He offered to guide us up
Johnson Canyon to look for skinks in the willow thickets and cottonwoods that are said to
occur there.

Following Sam and Chuck who were in a park pick-up, we drove down the west
side to the valley past Trail Canyon (has a road up it), Hanapan Canyon (also a road),
Bennets Well, and Shorty Harris’ grave (Sam says they made Shorty’s grave the length of
Shorty (5 ft.) and neglected the fact that he was buried in a long coffin, thus he was
buried on a slant head up). Just past Eagle Borax Works we turned up an unmarked and
faint, two rutted road, over the sharp stones of the alluvial fan of Johnson Canyon. We

44



Kenneth Norris 7
Field Notes
1949—Volume Il

drove for about 5 or 6 miles up the fan on a ridge between two steep walled barrancas.
We saw 4 burros in one group and 3 in another and one single animal walking on the
almost completely barren bajada.

A few Eriogonum inflatum stalks were the only noticeable vegetation. Sam
showed us where these animals had eaten a viznaya (Echinocactus). He said they kick
the spines off the top and eat out the inside of the shell. Just at the base of the first
foothills we dropped over the bank into the stream bed, went around a corner and reached
the end of the road—some 5 or 6 miles below the springs and trees.

Here we met a Mr. Lucian Willard Gaskins, 1414 % (about 30-40 years old),
Mariposa, Los Angeles (6) and a long lanky gentleman known as “Mississippi.” The
latter fellow was seemingly not too bright but very pleasant. Gaskins, however, was
quite intelligent and seemingly a rather accurate observer.

We quizzed Mr. Gaskins about the country and fauna. He had a mill up the left
fork of the canyon and was working silver and free gold with an amalgam shaker. The
mill was still uncompleted according to him. He had hired Tom, a Piute indian who lived
during the summer at the water in the right fork of Johnston Canyon, to haul his materials
to the mill. This mill is on the lower edge of the juniper and at an estimated 7,200 ft.
elevation. Gaskins showed us a copper deposit he was working (a fissure vein). He said
it had assayed 19% copper, 12% zinc, and the deposit was ¥2 way up a spur directly acoss
the canyon from the road’s end. The vein was about 18 inches across and extended about
100 yards in strike. The surrounding rocks were metamorphics.

Gaskins described finding “small, brown, spotted animals in the rotting pine logs
high up on the ridge above the head of the canyon (Johnston Canyon). He showed us a
picture of a salamander in Prisson and Schuckeits Historical Geology text, which he had
in his mobile cabin. | asked him if the animal was under pinon logs—he said “No, these
were green pines and | was using the rotting logs for firewood.” This probably means
limber pines or foxtail pines, which occur above 8,000 ft. on the mountain. He had found
them near a half completed log cabin built years before. It will be May before we will be
able to reach these pines. Tom, the Piute, mentioned finding them while picking up
pinon nuts as a child, at Mahogany Flats.

Gaskins mentioned picking up “little gem crystals” in the tuff mounds back of the
regular Park headquarters near Furnace Creek. He said they had to be washed ot of the
matrix. We left Gaskins our names and addresses and some alcohol.

We drove out and left Sam at the junction. Sam told us that snow had fallen at
Badwater and considerable had fallen at Furnace Creek. The snow had not stayed on the
ground at Badwater. A 600 acre lake now covered the Badwater area.

We drove to Saratoga Springs being forced to use 4 wheel drive to cross the
Amargosa River. On the old road into the springs we used 4x again for a long stretch. A
new road greeted us as we swam up through the mire. It hits the road about two miles
south of the old one. It was built in conjunction with a mine that is in operation in the
hills behind the spring.

We caught 2 Cyprinodon in a potato sack net from the spring. They apparently
rest at night by sitting on the bottom, scattered about—no groups were observed. They
were much less wary than during the day.
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Hyla regilla were calling everywhere—we caught several though they were hard
to locate because of the dense papyrus-like rush, and pinnate leaved salt grass that looks
like devil grass. Coyotes were heard—yapping out among the creosotes.

We ate a sumptuous meal of “instant potatoes”—a dehydrated potato mix that
makes very tasty mashed potatoes and T Bone steaks.

We drove on to Baker and there asked about the road to Kelso through the devil’s
playground. Most people don’t know. Those who claimed to said we couldn’t make it
because of deep sand.

We decided to take the Windmill station road to Cima. This we did. We camped
just south of the station about 11:00 PM. A Screech owl was heard cawling.

March 6

Arose about 7:30 AM. Proceded to Cima. The New Yorks and Providence Mts.
had scattered snow on their northern slopes. We then drove to Kelso—all on fine desert
roads. At Kelso—from the General Store owner—we learned that 18 in. of snow had
fallen during January. They were snowed in for about 2 weeks. The Devil’s Playground
road could be seen cutting over a saddle to the north.

Kelso is a town of about 85 people supported by the railroad and a mine now in
operation, in the Providence Range.

A large range of sand dunes probably 15 miles in length and 2 miles wide extends
from the base of the north foot of the Granite Mts. up into the Devil’s Playground to the
north. Peaks of sand (pure) probably 400 ft. high are prominent at the southern end of
this sand.

A new paved road cuts out from the western end of Kelso and extends up into the
foot of the Providence Range to the mine. A pile of gray ore about 100 yards long and 30
ft. high awaited shipment by the railroad. We drove the road to the powerline where we
cut off the pavement to the right on a two rut road. This road was quite good and not
sandy as reported on the map. It passes through the saddle between the Granite and
Providence Mountains, over a bajada and around the northern end of the Marble
Mountains to the west and hits the highway just east of the southern end of the Bristol
Mts., about 2 miles east of Amboy.

We could see where hay had been dropped to the cattle during the snows of
January. At Amboy the station attendant told us the horned lizards and grid iron lizards
were out behind the town to the north. He said a sidewinder had been brought in by a
Mexican 2 weeks earlier. It had been found under a pile of railroad ties.

We took the 29 Palms road. It crosses Bristol Lake on its northern end. The lake
is being exploited for its salts. Many green settling basins lined the road, which is raised
above the lake bed by a dirt fill.

The Coxcomb Mountains, to the east, are covered with blown sand and may
harbor Uma. A small patch of sand was noted on the north end of the Marble Mountains.

The road (a good wide dirt road) leads over a gap in the Sheep Hole Mts. and
down to Brush Lake (a salt lake with an extraction plant on its north side). About 1.7 or
1.8 miles after the road makes a right angle turn on the flat north west of the lake we cut
off by an old ranch house through reddish dunes toward Old Dale. Several people
including a lady (Schmidt) greeted us at the ranch. The dunes are much restricted and
small. We saw 7 Uma and caught 4. They were all sluggish to a certain extent.
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Using 4 wheel drive we drove through and hit a good road in about 1 mile. We
drove on over to the Pinto Basin, catching 3 chuckwallas on the black rocks just this side
of the basin.

In the basin there are no real dunes in the west end though the east end looks very
good from a distance.

We ate dinner at Cottonwood Springs where we saw woodpeckers working the
cottonwoods.

We drove out and down to the Blythe road and thence over to the All American
Canal where we took the road bordering the canal and then cut off on the Powerline Road
(paved after a fashion) to Pushawalla Canyon. This canyon is just opposite a ranch with
a airplane beacon on it. It is about 2 % miles south of the 1,000 Palms Oasis Road. We
cut up Pushawalla Canyon and observed bats, Bufo punctatus not calling very often), and
Hyla regilla (calling constantly in great chorus)—1 pair of the latter was in amplexus.
Myotis and Pipistrellus appear to be the bats seen. We drove out and home by way of
Redlands.

The Coachella was literally purple on the slopes east of Indio with Abronia.
Various Oenothera, chia, Lupinus, Coreopsis, and Dalea were in vigorous bloom. The
fouquieras were in leaf and just about ready to bloom in this area. One mallow was seen
in bloom.

March 12, 1949

Left Van Nuys at about 7:30 AM. Drove on to Covina Knolls (the hills on eastern
edge of West Covina). | stopped to investigate a rather open oak woodland (about 25%
cover). The oaks were quite large and were intermixed with a few California walnuts.
This latter tree is quite abundant in some locations on these hills.

The hills are rounded hills of sandstone—most of ground surface is covered with
soil The understory is almost entirely grass with an occasional poison oak plant.

Batrachoseps and Aneides were found under logs (see species account)

Drove on uneventfully. The sky was overcast the whole way changing from
stratus to cumulus as | neared Banning. At Banning the skies were clear. On the desert
the skies were clear and in some places (particularly the lower San Gorgonio wash) a
brisk breeze was blowing.

1 mile NW of the Riverside County line on Hwy. 99 I stopped to inspect some
oaks. These were more depauperate than the last though probably no younger.

They lined the steep south western bank of a stream from the foothills of San
Gorgonio Peak. The oaks clung to this north-facing slope only. The more exposed
locations were chaparral covered. It is a marginal situation for oaks as they are no longer
in evidence 1 mile south on Hwy 99. Batrachoseps pacificus were taken.

Drove on through Beaumont and Banning and stopped at eastern edge of Snow
Creek alluvial fan where it touches the Palm Springs Road. A considerable wind was
moving some sand. The wind was from the direction of Banning. One juvenile Uma?
was seen. Isomeris and Abronia were in bloom.

Drove though Palm Springs. It is at the height of its season and then took the
Palm Springs-1,000 Palms Road. At my study area no animals were seen. Sidewinder

47



Kenneth Norris 10
Field Notes
1949—Volume Il

tracks (medium sized) were noted on one dune. Dipsosaurus and Canis tracks were
abundant. A juvenile Callisaurus d. gabbi was noted on the road.

Dune temperatures were taken at various intervals. | drove up Pushawalla oasis
between my 2 PM and 4 PM readings. Lambda Sigma was en absentia. Instead a
delegation of medical students from Loma Linda were in occupation. Hyla were calling.

Several tracks were noted on Microclimate Dune (2 miles west of 1,000 Palms on
Palm Springs Road). They were probably juvenile Uma or Uta graciosa.

At the study area two oenotheras, a lupine, Abronia, and an unidentified white
flowering plant were in bloom. Also a yellow composite was out. Plant samples were
taken.

March 13, 1949

Arose about 7:30 AM. | had heard a clatter of hooves during the night. 1 looked
around from my sleeping bag but didn’t see anything at the time. | had pulled the pick-up
in a little wash out that formed a cirque-like hollow about 5 feet high. There were hoof
prints about 15 feet from the car. They were sheep tracks (in all probability those of the
desert big horn sheep). | could see where the sheep had been frightened and had leapt.
He apparently had come over the edge of the washout on a trail without noticing the car
until he was right upon it. Up on top of the alluvium there were many tracks of all sizes
and a fairly definite trail. All this took place about ¥2 mile below Paul Wilhelm’s place in
1,000 Palms Canyon. The animals probably come down to drink in the stream that flows
there. Hyla were calling.

I drove down and completed my microclimate work

In a wash about 1 mile west of the study area I noted 3 Uma, all juveniles and sub
adults and 2 Callisaurus juveniles. All these animals were on dunes accumulated around
the base of large Chilopsis bushes. In these dunes were many burrows that look like
Dipodomys deserti. On the flats around these hillocks were burrows of gophers. These
are the only gopher burrows | have seen in the area.

2:00 PM. | drove toward Indio Hills on the Chuckwalla Ranch Road (about 4-5
miles south of 1,000 Palms). There are some very fine mesquite dunes here (2 miles off
of Hwy 99). Many tracks were scattered over the sand. They were either
Cnemidophorus or Dipsosaurus. One Uta was seen. Mammal tracks were especially
abundant. Dipodomys, Lepus, what might be badger, coyote, and paisano (road runner)
tracks were all common. Desert fox is probably here. Abronia is in bloom and makes the
dunes purple.

I drove back to 1,000 Palms-Palm Springs Road. | drove the pick up out over the
sand dunes. It works like a charm. An adult Uma or subadult Dipsosaurus was seen but
disappeared.

2:30 PM. Two sidewinders were captured in the center of Larrea (see species
account). | then drove up through San Gorgonio Pass (see botanical notes) taking notes
and botanical samples every mile, starting at north side of Chino Canyon alluvial fan.
Sunday evening wildflower traffic was so thick that it took over %2 hour to get through
Banning.

Arrived home about 10:30 PM.
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March 28, 1949

Trip to San Francisco-Reno-Death Valley

Crossed over to Scotty’s Castle from Goldfield-Beatty Road on a good desert road
that crosses a playa at one place. Grapevine canyon, in which Scotty’s Castle is located,
has considerable flowing water at two places. One location is about 2 miles upstream
from the castle, the other is at Scotty’s. Mesquite is common at both localities. The
upstream patch has been badly burned. No frogs were heard calling.

I drove up to Ubehebe Crater at the north end of the monument. It is a crater
about 100 feet deep in a series of lava hills that run north and south. The hills are
covered with a black lava gravel. Few large pieces are in evidence. In the crater,
sedimentary strata are evident and show the reddish color produced by heating.

On the east side of the valley, across from Ubehebe crater is Grapevine Springs, a
series of seeps and trickles running down and over a sloping bluff of whitish soil (tuff?)
for a distance of ¥4 mile. Some cottonwoods are present and much mesquite and saltgrass
is evident. | did not get close enough to look for frogs but the locality looks good. These
springs are about ¥ mile east of the road

Just south of Scotty’s cut off on the main road runing the length fo Death Valley
the Mesquite Springs road cuts off. It runs down, 2 miles, to the central drainage of the
valley. The spring is located in a group of huge mesquites (25 ft.) just above and to the
east of the main wash. The small flow makes a stream about 1-2 ft. wide and 1-2 in.
deep. The water is good. No frogs were seen or heard.

In one of the mesquites a pair of interesting birds was seen. The male was
slightly larger than a blackbird, had a heavy grossbeak-like bill and a lemon yellow head
and nape. The rest of his plumage was black except for two staggered longitudinal white
bars on his wing. The female was smaller (slightly smaller than a blackbird) and had a
streaked gray, brown, and white coloration overall.

Leaving the spring | dropped down the steep alluvial fan from a height of 2,000 ft.
approximately to sea level at the Stovepipe Wells Rd. | drove on down to Furnace Creek
where | ate dinner. The water is flowing swiftly in a rush-bordered ditch. There are 1 or
2 basins but no amphibia were seen. After dark | drove to Shoshone and camped about
15 miles south of this town. It was very windy and slightly overcast.

March 29, 1949

I arose at about 7:30 AM—still very windy. | drove over Ibex Pass and turned
east on an oiled road that led up the Amargosa River at its southern bend. After crossing
an extensive bajada the road turns down into the canyon of the Amargosa. The steep
bands of the wash are lined with a string[?] of blown sand that extends for a considerable
distance down the stream. Desert lilies were in bloom on these sand slopes. Their long
crinkled leaves look very similar to the amole or soap plant of the chaparral.

They sported large white blossoms about 2 in. across. One lizard was seen. It
was either Uma or Callisaurus, probably the latter. At any rate it escaped down a rodent
burrow in the sand.

Borax mining is taking place up the canyon. An ore truck passed and many
pieces of white ore could be seen along the roadside.

The bed of the Tonapah-Tidewater railway crosses the canyon about 1%2 miles up
from the bajada. On a bench (40 ft. above the stream) of very sandy gravel about 300-
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400 yards south of the stream bed lie a series of large sand dunes. They are nearly 400 ft.
high in this spot. The dunes lie in a crescent around the northern end of a large valley
with the remnants of a playa in its center. This crescent is perhaps 10 miles in extent. It
is approximately ¥z mile wide. On its western end lie the 400 ft. dunes, piled up on a
black volcanic hill.

I drove up across the bench to these dunes, having much trouble with changing
the 4x drive in the midst of a sand storm.

I climbed one face of the dunes. At various levels, one only 10 feet from the top,
the sand is quite hard and compact and does not give when you walk on it. Its
crossbedding is evident. In between these hard bands the sand is quite soft.

On the north slope in some places, there are scattered Franseria bushes with an
occasional Larrea. In this sort of locale I spotted and caught an adult and a juvenile Uma
scoparia.

In a sandy wash near the main road below these dunes | shot a male Callisaurus.

No sand dunes were seen between the aforementioned locality and Baker, though
sand is present on the hills on the west side of Silver Lake.

At Baker | drove toward Kelso on the Devil’s Playground Rd. It leaves Baker just
to the west of the Union 76 Station. The road was good as far as | took it. | drove home
from Baker by way of Barstow. At the south edge of the Cronise Dry Lakes are some
fine large mesquite-Chilopsis covered dunes. One Uta was seen.

All along the Mojave River sand dunes can be seen. They are particularly good
22 miles east of Barstow and at Dagget. The rest of the trip was driven in darkness. No
incidents.

April 5, 1949

Departed for the Colorado Desert at about 11 AM. Drove through Redlands.
Skies were completely overcast though the day was warm (75 degrees F.) Over the
desert the clouds were thinner but still blocking sunlight. The sun was sometimes visible.

Keith Powell and I drove out east of Palm Springs about 1% miles and then down
a wash.

3:30 PM. Uma inornata was seen in a Chilopsis that had accumulated a fairly
large barchane[?] around its base.

4:00 PM. Uma inornata (adult female) taken in Larrea. The animal was not as
active as | have seen them in July. Dipsosaurus tracks were much in evidence though no
individuals were seen. They may have been out in the morning.

Dipodomys tracks were everywhere. Fresh burrowing of Thomnomys were
observed in the wash on the lee (downstream) side of Chilopsis plants. Abronia, Encelia,
Oenothera, a yellowish composite, a legume (Astragalus or Lupinus) with inflated
pods—were all in bloom. | dead adult Dipsosaurus was seen ¥ mile east of 1,000 Palms
Junction.

At about this point and for 1% miles farther east along the road (1,000 Palms
Oasis Rd.) a species of black caterpillar was seen crawling all over the road. They were
about 2%z in. long with a single spine on the tail. The animal was black with reddish
dottings along its lateral edge. The spine was orange. They were feeding exclusively on
a white flowering plant.
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We drove up to the Powerline Road and east to Pushawalla Canyon and up the
wash to the oasis. Hyla was calling. A few Bufo punctatus could be heard (see species
acct.). The water was quite low.

6:15 PM. A Sceloporus magister juvenile was running among the roots of a
palm—even though the sun had set below the canyon walls for some time. Hrs B.T. 22.4
degrees C.

Bats were noted flying down for water at the main pool shortly after darkness
came.

11:15 PM. 2 Pipistrellus hesperis were shot BT 34.8 (fallen in H20) and 36.0
degrees air at 5 ft. 23.18 degrees C. Retired after observing Bufo punctatus.

April 6, 1949

8:00 AM. Arose to a cloudy sky. Cooked breakfast (bacon and eggs) and drove
down the canyon and out onto Powerline Road where we turned south. We drove up on
embankment of All American Canal. Just before we reached the Desert Center-Indio
Road (9:00 AM) we stopped to investigate some large dunes covered with mesquite and
Larrea. Sand verbena was in bloom everywhere as was Larrea and Oenothera (the large
white one). Tracks of Dipsosaurus and Dipodomys were numerous. The sun was
covered. One Callisaurus female was shot in the mesquite.

10:50 AM. The sun came out and so did the Dipsosaurus. Keith began to see
them all over. They were mostly in partial sun under Larrea. One juvenile (subadult)
was seen but he escaped down a hole. All specimens were in the near vicinity of holes
and 3 or 4 escaped in this manner.

There are many large burrows, probably of the kit fox or badger in these mesquite
dunes.

Dipodomys burrows are everywhere. Other specimens of Callisaurus were shot.
Both Keith and | were panting for something to drink so we picked up a quart of Pabst
(33 brews in one) beer at Coachella (12:00 Noon) and had beer and peanut butter
sandwiches under a cottonwood tree.

After lunch we drove to Truckhaven (the car had begun to heat up), stopping at
Travertine Pt. Where we caught 2 Dipsosaurus and saw Callisaurus and Cnemidiphorus.
Both of the latter were so alert that | couldn’t even shoot them.

2:30 PM. 12 miles south of Truckhaven we stopped because the car was at 212
degrees F. It was fortunate as the area was one of sandstone hills (numerous large
concretions) covered in many places by drifting sand. Larrea was dominant though quite
sparse. The sand has a pink tint to it.

2 umas were caught, both having three internasals and the ventro-lateral blotch—
both were male and showed the ventro-lateral red color. Dipsosaurus was seen here.

We drove on south and up Hwy. 78 to Borrego Cutoff. The ocotillos were in leaf
and many were in brilliant red bloom.

5:00 PM. At Borrego Springs we filled up with water (very good) and drove up
to Borrego Palms Canyon. It is a mile hike to the palms from the end of the road—we
did not hike it but turned around and drove east on a paved road, past the schoolhouse,
turned north about 2 miles east of it and drove to the base of a small group of mountains.

6:00 PM. Here there is a sign saying “Peg Leg Monument and Clark Lake
Airport 3 miles”. We took the latter road (now dirt) over a saddle of alluvial material
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(apparently burying a low ridge). This saddle is Larrea and Franseria covered. Itis
rather gravelly and seems to be of such a type of soil that Uma could not occupy it

The road drops down onto a playa (much mud cracked and not good driving in
most places). This playa is about 3 miles wide. On its northeastern edge the road
divides—we went straight ahead and then turned east a little later—Dbringing us into an
abandoned ranch composed of a 3 room house (fair condition), a storehouse, and a very
small bunkhouse, not to mention coals and 3 old auto bodies. A pump is in the center of
the houses. After a few gallons of rusty water it gave forth with some very fine,
reasonably cool water. The water is close to the surface as 1 or 2 pumps brought it up.

Mesquites are all around the ranch as are some rather large sand dunes. These
dunes form a semi circle around the northern side of the playa The lake is in a drainage-
less basin of quite limited extent being about 10 miles long by 5 miles wide. The
foothills of the Santa Rosa Mts. form the northern enclosing range.

6:45 PM. We ate some Vienna sausage and bread and started to drive the roads.
Almost at once we came upon a large sidewinder (15 rattles) that was travelling toward
us. Keith was properly amazed at the motion of his first sidewinder and realized why |
was unable to explain how they moved before. We drove to Borrego Palm Canyon and
back, catching 6 sidewinders, an Uta, and 1 Coleorynx. | was fooled twice by the same
“Klauber Snake” which turned out to be a tea bag.

It seems a little cool yet for most species to be out. Back at the ranch we coked
some clam chowder and coffee (the most concentrated stuff I ever tried to drink—even
including that Lowe makes at times)—diluted 5 to 1 it was still strong.

11:00 PM. Ceased activities in favor of the sack. Mockingbirds are calling in the
mesquite. A nighthawk flew low over our camp.

April 7, 1949

Clark Dry Lake, San Diego Co., California

8:00 AM. Arose. Skies cloudy and considerable breeze blowing. We cooked
breakfast and started out to hunt animals in the dunes nearby. At 10:00 AM the sun came
out and so did the animals—Dipsosaurus, Uma (looks like good notata), Cnemidophorus
tesselatus, Uta, and Callisaurus were noted.

The dunes are very heavily overgrown and make hunting exceedingly difficult.

This ranch is the “Rock Ranch” and was a homestead. Mr. Rock is now in
Missouri.

The dunes stretch out and go up the eastern bajada for a considerable distance and
may reach the top of the intervening saddle on its eastern curve. This may represent the
route by which Uma reached the valley.

12:00 Noon. We drove toward the western end of the lake (about 3 miles from
the ranch). The dunes are here also and thus form a letter C around the north, east, and
west sides of the lake with a sandy gravel bajada on the south side. There are signs of an
old abandoned ranch under a few large Casuarina trees on this west end. Uma was taken
here. A Cooper’s hawk was seen flying with a small mammal (probably an antelope
ground squirrel or gopher) in its talons. The bird was unable to fly very far and
progressed in flights of 75 yards or so in front of the car.

2:00 PM. Drove out over bajada and stopped at some sand dunes in eastern part
of Borrego Valley. | saw an Uma but did not obtain him. Caterpillars of the variety
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mentioned before were seen eating Abronia and Oenothera (the large white one). In
places they had devastated large patches of these plants. Individuals were seen
burrowing in the sand. They formed a low domed burrow by bending themselves around
and pushing the sand out with the side of their body.

These animals are black with three yelow lines—a continuous central one and two
lateral disrupted ones. About 6 fine yellow punctuations appear on each side of the
central line on each segment. The first three segments have pairs of horny feet. Then
there are 4 blank segments and then 4 segments with soft sucker-like feet. Then a blank
and a terminal pair.

2:00 PM. Ocaotillo, San Diego Co., California

At Scotty’s Café we had a talk with Scotty. He spoke of a road running from
Squeaky Springs or Truckhaven that goes over the low ridge into Clark Dry Lake. Also
he said it was in fine shape in places but required 4x drive in others.

The elephant trees, he said, may be reached by driving up Split Mts. Wash past
the Strontium Loading Dock and going over a saddle to the north and dropping down into
a sandy valley.

The well at Rock’s is about 10 feet deep he says. Other places in Clark Valley,
water may be reached at 30 feet or so.

We drove on to Westmorland and just south of Alamorio we saw a DOR
Pituophis catenifer affinis. Fields were on both sides.

We camped just west of the Yuma dunes with lightning showing in the sky to the
east of us but stars overhead.

Yuma Dunes, Imperial Co., California
Keith cooked hash and eggs and peas and coffee and coffee cake. Mighty soul
satisfying around a fire of Larrea roots.

April 8, 1949

Yuma Dunes, Imperial Co., California

6:30 AM. Arose and cooked bacon and eggs. We then drove past Gray’s Well
about 2 miles from here.

8:00 AM. I stopped to photograph the old corduroy road where it crosses the
main highway. The sand has shifted and heaved the planks up and torn up the metal
strips that were bolted to these.

8:30 AM. A little farther down the road we saw a juvenile Uma. We stopped and
caught 15 or 16 mostly juveniles.

We drove on to the east side of the All-American Canal and down a very sandy
road on its east bank. Several umas were caught including some good sized adults.

W