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Introduction

Arizona is a remarkable place for myriad reasons. This Southwestern state is the setting for bustling cities, colorful small towns, and a number of historic ghost towns. It is also the home to some of the most spectacular landscapes in the United States, including the Grand Canyon, Petrified Forest, and the saguaro-studded Sonoran Desert. Arizona also contains remote and forbidding wilderness, and environments ranging from snow-capped peaks to arid desert.

Many know Arizona as a favorite Western vacation destination. Scratch the surface of the commercial side of the Grand Canyon State, however, and uncover a country rich in history, culture, geology, flora, and fauna, as well as a source of compelling legend and lore, particularly about lost mines and buried treasures.

The Land

Mention Arizona to geologists and their eyes will light up with thoughts of igneous, sedimentary, and metamorphic landscapes that served as settings for important geomorphic events of eons gone by. Arizona is replete with long-dormant volcanoes, evidence of a turbulent geologic past. Long ago, volcanoes spilled lava and ash onto the Arizona crust, giving shape and texture to the state we know today. Unseen, however, was the molten magma that never escaped from the depths to extrude onto the terra firma to cool and give rise to vast lava beds. Some of the superheated fluid rock was forced into deep faults and fissures, where it was trapped and cooled slowly hundreds and thousands of feet below the surface. In these closed environments, precious metals such as gold and silver were formed over time. These sometimes extensive pockets and seams of gold and silver, as well as other important minerals, resided unseen for ages until such time as they were eventually exposed. Strong earthquakes were in large part responsible for revealing much of this valuable material at the surface; portions of the earth’s crust were folded, fractured, and heaved upward, their fault scarps sometimes exhibiting outcrops and seams of ore. Some of these exposed veins were encountered by the early Spanish explorers during the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, and led to the development of some of the richest mines in the history of the United States. Many Western locations lay claim to being the home of the “biggest” or “richest” mine, but the simple truth is that the state of Arizona can contend with any and all of them for wealth dug from the earth.

The People

The first to locate and extract ore from the native rock were the indigenous peoples who originally settled the region. The numerous Indian tribes—Apache, Hopi, Navajo, Papago, Pima, Ute, Zuni, and others—had little use for gold or silver save for the fashioning of ornaments such as bracelets, armbands, necklaces, and earrings. After the arrival of the Europeans, the tribes learned that they could trade ore for foodstuffs and supplies as well as for arms and ammunition. The mining of the ore by the indigenes was rare and had a minimal impact on the landscape.

During the sixteenth century, the Spanish arrived. These newcomers from across the Atlantic Ocean were given a mission by their political and religious leaders to explore the new lands in the Western Hemisphere and assess the potential for settlement, commerce, ranching, farming, and mining. In the process, they were to convert the natives to Christianity. It was not unusual for a Spanish exploration team to include not only soldiers, but mining engineers, geologists, administrators, and priests.

That the Spaniards found gold and silver in abundance in the new land called Arizona is well documented. Indeed, hundreds of mines were opened, and untold millions of dollars worth of ore was dug from the ground. The Indians, in the process of being converted, were often enslaved to work in the deepening shafts. They were chained together at the neck, provided with poor rations and housing, and forced to labor as long as eighteen hours a day. Many died in their chains, others starved to death, and some were killed because their production did not meet expectations. The greatest portion of the gold and silver taken from these Arizona mines was at the expense of hundreds of lives. The ore, refined and molded into ingots, was transported via pack train to Mexico City. From there, it was taken to the east coast of Mexico, loaded onto ships, and delivered to the treasury in Spain. The wealth remaining in Mexico was often used by the church to sustain their efforts in Christianizing the New World heathens.

Spain was on its way to becoming the richest nation in the world as it amassed great fortunes of gold and silver. Then came the decree from King Charles III in 1767 expelling all Jesuits from Spain and its possessions. As a result, the mines, many of them still rich and productive, were closed down, sealed up, and abandoned. Mine administrators and engineers presumed there would come a day when they would be able to return to these environs to renew their quest for gold and silver, but that day never came. When the Spanish departed the region, they carried with them documents and maps describing the locations of the mines and their productivity. Many of the documents were lost, but to date dozens have been found in archives in Mexico City and in Spain.

After the Spanish departed the region, a number of Mexican mining expeditions traveled north. Some of them, possessing information obtained from Spanish records, reopened a few of the original mines. Others discovered new sources of gold and silver and dug new shafts. The Indians, recalling the dark days of enslavement by the previous miners, waged war on the newcomers.

In 1848, gold in abundance was discovered at Sutter’s Mill, California. After word of the discovery spread across the country, tens of thousands of hopeful fortune seekers from the American East and South traveled to the Golden State with hopes and dreams of becoming rich. Many failed; but on return trips, some lingered in Arizona long enough to find deposits of gold and silver, thus forming the beginnings of the many mining empires that evolved.

Time and again, stories were told of a major discovery in some distant range of mountains of Arizona. The finder, usually some prospector wandering the countryside on his own, would travel to the nearest town, acquire a grubstake to get outfitted, and then attempt to return to the claim, only to become confused and lost. Many forgotten mines reside in the remote canyons and mountain ranges throughout the state.

Early on, some decided that digging for ore was far too much work, that it was easier to simply steal the precious metal from stagecoaches and trains. Outlaws flocked into Arizona, drawn by the promise of the easy robbery of gold and silver from the mining and transportation companies. Dozens, if not hundreds, of coach and train robberies took place during the heyday of mining and shipping ore during the late 1800s. Many outlaws, however, never got to spend their newly acquired wealth. They were forced to abandon their booty during the pursuit by lawmen and railroad authorities. In subsequent shootouts, the robbers were often killed, leaving none left to reveal where the treasure was hidden. Such caches are a matter of record, and many are still being searched for today.

From such origins as the above, as well as others, come uncountable tales and legends of lost mines and buried treasures throughout much of Arizona. The state is rich in such history and folklore. Many consider it the most promising location in the United States to search for riches long forgotten or lost.

Legend and Lore

Since the beginning of recorded history, tales and legends of hidden treasures and lost mines have held a strange fascination for people. Reading about a quest for a lost mine or a long-buried treasure excites men and women, young and old, and the attraction has not lessened since the times of Jason and the Argonauts and their quest for the Golden Fleece. Readers continue to remain spellbound by the tales of King Solomon’s Mines, by the lure of sunken treasures just off the eastern and western coasts of America, and by the Lost Dutchman Mine of the Superstition Mountains of Arizona. Ask people in the United States to identify a famous lost mine and they will almost always respond with the Lost Dutchman.

The tales contained in this book represent some of the most compelling to originate in Arizona. The majority of these stories have been handed down through generations via the oral tradition. Many, such as the Lost Dutchman Mine, are part of the historical record. In the retelling of the stories, facts are sometimes exaggerated, misrepresented, omitted, or forgotten. Where this was suspected during the compilation of the material for this book, attempts were made to authenticate the tales, at least as much as one can validate folklore. Others are better documented, and have been gleaned from more than forty years of research and collection of materials, letter writing, and prowling the remote corners and dark aisles of Arizona’s libraries to examine old journals and diaries. Countless hours have been spent searching for and exploring the locations of lost mines and buried treasures mentioned in this book.

Tales of lost mines and buried treasures are a product of the land and the people. The rich variety of landscapes and cultures found in Arizona are significant to the generating of such stories. And the stories cut across all cultures—Indian, Spanish, Mexican, and white settlers, soldiers, miners, lawmen, and others. The nature of these tales is as old as storytelling itself. They involve the quest for treasure and the overcoming of obstacles in order to possess the object of the search. Lost or hidden treasure has been found in Arizona. In my own explorations, I have found some.

On occasion I was rewarded by my research and site search for a particular lost treasure. I never grew wealthy, but I came away better off than when I started. I managed to pay off bills, close the notes for a couple of houses and vehicles, and send my children to college. I did, however, accumulate a fortune of a different sort. I had the good luck to become acquainted with many tales of lost and cached treasure, some large, some small. These folkloric treasures possess immeasurable value, as they are products of the culture and the land. I also amassed the wealth of getting to know people who have spent their lifetimes searching for one particular treasure or another. I listened to them speak of their dreams. It occurred to me that such folk were today’s Argonauts, the wealth seekers of legend. From them I learned about hope and endurance, about character and determination.

I came away from these experiences with a deep appreciation for Arizona: the people, the places, the history, the culture. And I continue to remain impressed by the legacy of lore and legend as it relates to lost mines and buried treasures. My interest, as well as my research, continues, as the does the search for lost treasure.

I return to Arizona on a regular basis, still searching, still exploring—not only for the gold and silver that awaits the persistent and fortunate searcher. I am still discovering. More and more, I return to be involved in this process, as well as to learn. In so doing I encounter rewards. Sometimes I return with an ingot or two of gold or silver; sometimes the discovery is of a new tale. In either case, I always return a wealthier man.


Northwest
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The Ranch Hand’s Secret Gold Mine

He was known only as Ben, and that may not have been his real name. Whatever his last name, he never gave it. Ben was a loyal employee of Major Abraham Peeples, an Arizona entrepreneur, miner, rancher, and investor. Peeples Valley, a small community thirty miles southwest of Prescott, is named for him. Ben served as Peeples’s ranch foreman for many years. With the help of an area Indian he befriended, Ben located a rich deposit of gold, which he harvested from time to time. Ben died without revealing the location.

During his lifetime, Major Abraham Peeples experienced far more success than the average man, and each of his successes seemed to lead to another. In 1863, Peeples was prospecting for precious metals in the mountains found in present-day La Paz County. Now and then he found traces of gold, but never enough to justify launching a major mining operation. The country in which Peeples and other miners prospected was home to Apache Indians who posed a continuous threat to the whites.

Not all of the Indians were hostile. From time to time, a young Apache would arrive at Peeples’s camp in need of supplies such as coffee or sugar. Initially, Peeples shared what he had, and the Indian offered thanks and departed. During one visit after Peeples had offered some coffee and flour, the Apache offered to pay him. He presented Peeples with a handful of gold. After several more visits, Peeples realized he took in more gold from the Indian than he had been digging out of the ground.

Late one afternoon when the young Apache came to Peeples’s camp, the miner fed him a large meal and plied him with questions about the origin of the gold. The Indian pointed vaguely toward a low range of mountains east of the small village of La Paz, now a ghost town. He told Peeples there was more gold there than ten men could carry away in a year. Intrigued, Peeples proposed a bargain. If the Apache would agree to lead Peeples and a small party of miners to the source of the gold, he would be allowed to select four mules from Peeples’s remuda. Since mules were more prized by the Indians than gold, the Apache agreed.

Days later, Peeples gathered five or six miners, including a black man named Ben. Following the Indian, they were led into the La Paz Mountains. On the third day, they stood atop a low hill. The Indian pointed to the ground. It was covered with gold nuggets. The location became known as Rich Hill, and it is estimated that over twenty million dollars worth of gold was taken from it.

Peeples invested in other mining adventures, each of which yielded additional fortunes. In each case, he appointed Ben as supervisor of operations. Ben was a loyal and competent employee, and Peeples paid him well. The only problem the major ever had with Ben had to do with drinking. Ben had a weakness for whiskey, and it often got the better of him.

Eventually, tiring of living and working in harsh and sometimes dangerous environments, as well as having to live under the threat of warring Apaches, Peeples purchased a ranch southwest of Prescott and retired to it. He appointed Ben as his ranch foreman. Area residents called it Peeples Valley.

Over time, Ben developed a friendship with an elderly Apache who had been hanging around the ranch. Once in a while Ben would give him a job, but the old man was too infirm to do much. One evening, seated around a campfire following a day of stringing fence on a remote part of the ranch, the two men ate their supper, drank coffee, and exchanged conversation. In this manner, Ben learned of another rich gold deposit, one known only to the Apaches.

Time passed, and Ben took to drinking more. It was said that after he got paid, he would ride to Prescott and spend his entire paycheck on whiskey. When he sobered up and returned to the ranch days later, he was broke and forced to do without drink until the next payday. The wait became too much for him.

One afternoon, Ben located the old Apache and asked him questions about the gold. The Indian told Ben that he was forbidden by his tribe to reveal the location. Ben persisted, however, saying he only wanted a little of the precious metal so he could buy whiskey. He promised the old man he would share it with him. Weeks later the old man relented and agreed to lead Ben to the gold. Once or twice a month thereafter, Ben would ride to the secret location, harvest a few nuggets, and return. Though Ben stayed drunk more often, Peeples tolerated his foreman.

When Ben started paying for his whiskey with gold nuggets, some of his fellow drinkers grew curious and asked questions about the source. The ranch hand remained silent, keeping a promise to the Indian that he would never tell anyone. On occasion, he noted men following him when he rode out to get more gold. He devised a number of schemes for eluding his trackers, and always made it to the source and back without being detected.

More and more people in Prescott became interested in the source of Ben’s gold. He knew he was followed every time he rode out of town. Though no one ever tracked him to the gold, those who trailed him all reported that he entered the Harquahala Mountains, located about forty miles southwest of the ranch. On his return trips, his pockets filled with gold, he was seen leaving the same range. While he never allowed any of his trackers to follow him to the gold, he was warned many times by the old Indian to never allow the Apaches to observe him taking the metal. If he did, he would surely be killed.

After several years of taking gold from the Harquahala range, Ben was found dead on the road a few miles west of Wickenburg. He was apparently on his way back to the ranch, and his pockets were filled with nuggets of almost pure gold. Evidence at the site suggested he had been attacked and slain by Apaches.

On learning of Ben’s trips to the Harquahalas to harvest gold, Major Peeples grew curious about the size of the deposit. Soon he was overtaken by a fever to locate the ore and establish a mine. Initiating a search based on what he learned from Prescott citizens, Peeples entered the Harquahala Mountains in search of what he called Ben’s Lost Gold Mine. Peeples spent the rest of his life searching for it, unsuccessfully.

Few people alive today know the story of Ben and his gold. As a result, there has been little or no activity related to undertaking a search into the Harquahalas. From time to time, a hunter or hiker will come out of the range and show friends some colorful ore they chanced upon. When later informed it was gold, some have attempted to retrace their route, all to no avail.

The gold—Ben’s gold—is still there.


Waterfall Gold

Deep in the Grand Canyon of the Colorado River can be found hundreds of smaller gorges that intersect with the main stream. At certain locations where varieties of igneous intrusive rock have been exposed from the easily eroded sandstone and other sediments that dominate the canyon, gold has been found. Some distance west of Tanner Trail in the canyon is a slope where, according to one source, nuggets lie on the ground in abundance. During the latter part of the nineteenth century, these were harvested with ease by a man whose identity remains a mystery. A description of the location, along with a map and a letter detailing his discovery and subsequent tragedy, were discovered in 1910 and led a second man to the site. He, in turn, found the gold, but experienced hardship and was able to retrieve only a handful of the ore. He passed away without ever returning to the site or leaving pertinent directions. The location continues to baffle treasure hunters today.

During the winter of 1910, Tom Watson arrived in Flagstaff, Arizona, some seventy-five straight-line miles south of the Grand Canyon, and moved into an abandoned cabin. Little was known about Watson except that he was a solitary prospector who ranged in the area of the Grand Canyon in search of precious metals and stones. He remained in and near the canyon until the first snows struck; then he would retreat southward and winter in Flagstaff.

After taking over the old cabin, Watson set about cleaning the place of pack-rat nests and other debris, a chore that took several days. While engaged in the task of making the cabin livable, Watson found several boxes of old newspapers, catalogs, and letters. He swept these aside, believing they would be useful for starting fires in the cast-iron wood-stove on cold mornings.

Several weeks after moving in, Watson loaded the stove with kindling and picked up a handful of the letters to use to light a fire. As he poked them under the wood, he noticed an envelope that had never been opened. Curious, he set it aside and worked at building a blaze and making coffee.

Later, he retrieved and examined the envelope. The name and address, written in blue ink, had become wet and smeared, making it illegible. Watson slit open the envelope and withdrew the letter. Folded within was a piece of brown wrapping paper upon which a map had been sketched. Setting the map aside, Watson read the letter. What he learned filled him with excitement and wonder.

The letter, dated May 28, 1904, and addressed “Dear Brother” with no name provided, went on to explain that whoever wrote the missive had been carried to this cabin to recover from gunshot wounds suffered during an attack somewhere deep in the Grand Canyon.

“I found the ground covered with gold nuggets,” the letter said, “and filled an ore sack preparatory to coming out. That night, two men I had suspected of following me rode into camp.”

Fearing that the newcomers might rob him, the letter writer made some excuse to leave camp for a few minutes. After retrieving his sackful of gold from his saddlebags, he made his way to a nearby waterfall he described as being twenty-two feet high. Noticing a small cave behind the falls, he threw his sack into it through the falling water. Should his visitors prove harmless, he reasoned, he could retrieve the gold in the morning.

As he made his way back to camp, he found the two men going though his belongings and removing items from his tent. He hollered at them and they responded by pulling their revolvers and opening fire. During the ensuing gunfight, he wounded one of them and succeeded in driving them off, but in the process received two bullets himself. Weak and in pain, he crawled to his burro, pulled himself onto it, and attempted to ride out of the canyon. Hours later he fell from the back of the animal and lay unconscious.

The next morning he was discovered by two government surveyors, who carried him out of the canyon and to a doctor. The doctor pronounced his condition critical and had him transported to his cabin in Williams, thirty miles west of Flagstaff. There, the prospector penned the letter to his brother in Flagstaff, providing directions to the waterfall. He drew the map on a piece of brown wrapping paper. The letter arrived in Flagstaff, but for whatever reason, was never opened.

Watson pondered his discovery. He was somewhat familiar with the part of the Grand Canyon described by the prospector and believed, given enough time and some luck, he could find the waterfall. He asked questions around Flagstaff, seeking to learn the identity of the prospector or his brother, but was unsuccessful. He traveled by train to Williams in search of clues. Eventually, he encountered a Dr. Rounseville who told Watson he recalled treating a prospector years before. The man, he said, had two bullet wounds. As the doctor recalled, the prospector died a week later and was buried in an unmarked grave in the cemetery. The man had not provided the doctor with his name, and no one in the area was acquainted with him.

Watson returned to Flagstaff to await the onset of spring. When warmer weather finally arrived, he outfitted himself, loaded his mule, and made the journey to Havasupai Canyon. Watson had a hunch the waterfall could be found in a small canyon that intersected Havasupai. On arriving, he realized the map was less than specific, and contained lines representing a number of small canyons all emptying into Havasu Creek, the stream that flowed through the bottom of the larger canyon.

Watson searched from April through October of 1911 and found nothing. As winter moved in, he decided that the map did indeed represent the Grand Canyon and not Havasupai. He returned to Flagstaff determined to try again in 1912.

After several weeks of searching in April and May, Watson was forced to abandon the project in order to return to Flagstaff and renew his supplies. He spoke with two men who were somewhat familiar with the Grand Canyon. They told him waterfalls were numerous in the side canyons, but were normally only active during the snowmelt of early spring. The rest of the time, the falls were merely dry ledges.

Watson returned to the Grand Canyon. From the point where Havasu Creek joined the Colorado River, he explored upstream. He now believed the place he was looking for was located between that point and the junction with the Little Colorado River, about 120 miles upstream. Watson searched diligently, stopping only long enough to resupply.

By June 1914, Watson was growing discouraged, but he persevered. One morning he was following what was known locally as the Horse Thief Trail, but the government maps labeled it Tanner Trail. He followed it eastward, descending from the base of Moran Point and crossing the river. Around noon, thinking of stopping long enough to prepare something to eat, he heard the sound of falling water. Curious, he rode his mule about two hundred yards up a nearby gorge and found a waterfall. Watson dismounted and climbed up the rest of the rocky slope on foot. As he neared the fall, he estimated it to be about twenty-two feet high and about ten feet wide, but he could not tell for certain whether or not there was a cave behind it.

Watson sat upon a rock and surveyed the site. He was unable to reach the area behind the waterfall from where he sat, so he approached it from the opposite side. From there he could peer behind the falling water, where he spotted a cave. Proceeding with caution from the slippery rock wall to which he clung, Watson inched his way along a narrow ledge about fifteen feet above the pool at the bottom. From the ledge he jumped into the cave, landing on the rocky floor of a dark, cool recessed area.

From his shirt pocket he withdrew a match, struck it, and held it just above the floor of the cave. There, glittering in the light, he saw a scattering of gold nuggets. He picked one up, examined it closely, and determined it was a high grade of gold. After lighting five matches and inventorying the floor of the cave, Watson estimated that there were enough nuggets to fill a bushel basket. Watson figured that rodents had gnawed the ore sack until there was nothing left and scattered the contents. Here and there, scraps of the cloth could be found.

Watson decided he would lead his mule as close to the waterfall as possible. From his pack he would retrieve a few empty cotton ore sacks, return to the cave, and fill them with the gold. One by one he would carry them out, pack them onto the mule, and leave for Flagstaff. By this time next month, Watson told himself, he would be a rich man. Before leaving the cave, Watson placed four of the biggest gold nuggets into a hip pocket.

From the edge of the cave, Watson leaped back onto the ledge. His slick-soled boots did not afford him a purchase on landing, and his feet shot out from under him. He struggled to obtain a handhold. Seconds later he plummeted downward into the pool of water below. Minutes later, Watson lay gasping on the lower edge of the pool, his body half in the water. In pain, it took him several minutes to realize his left shinbone was broken. As he regained his composure, he contented himself with the fact that he had found the gold hidden behind the waterfall. According to the letter, there was more gold to be found on a nearby slope. Indeed, he repeated to himself, he would be a wealthy man. But first, he had to get out of the canyon and get treatment for his broken leg.

In great pain, Watson crawled out of the pool and down the slope to where he had left his mule. It took him all evening and most of the night. By the time he reached the animal, the sky was growing light. After resting, Watson withdrew a hatchet from one of the saddlebags and hacked a pair of splints from a nearby juniper. Before attaching the splints to his calf, he withdrew his boot and found a half-dozen pea-sized nuggets within, gold he must have picked up as he made his way down the slope. This must have been the slope, he concluded, from which the letter writer found his gold.

With great effort, Watson managed to climb atop his mule and guide the animal out of the gorge and back into the canyon. For hours he returned along Tanner Trail, eventually arriving at the Martin Buggelin ranch near the south rim.

Rancher Buggelin treated Watson’s broken leg as best he could. He loaded the prospector into a wagon and hauled him to the lumber-mill physician at Flagstaff. By now, gangrene had set in and Watson was in danger of dying. The doctor’s treatment, coupled with Watson’s determination to live, pulled him through the worst of the infection. It was four months before Watson could walk again.

Watson sold some of his nuggets to pay the doctor and to purchase supplies for a return trip to the waterfall. During the fall of 1914, Watson, riding his mule and pulling a burro laden with supplies and equipment, returned to the Grand Canyon. His dreams of wealth had never left him. He was more determined than ever to retrieve the gold behind the waterfall and along the slope.

Fortune abandoned Watson. Though he searched for months, he was never able to relocate the same waterfall. He returned to Flagstaff and told his tale to a veterinarian named Roy Scanlon. Scanlon became intrigued by Watson’s discovery and offered to go along and help him search. Together the two men returned to the canyon during the winter of 1915. It snowed most of the time they searched, and Watson insisted that the snow cover confused him and prevented him from locating specific landmarks. They searched until midspring and finally acknowledged defeat.

After resting himself and his animals for a month, Watson returned for another search. He stayed out for two months, all for naught. He left the canyon and, following the Grand Canyon–Flagstaff stagecoach road, pulled off the trail and set up camp for the night at Deadman Flat.

Alone and depressed, Watson must have considered the great fortune he had found and lost—considered that he would never realize his dreams. He leaned back against a tree and placed the stock of his .30-30 Winchester between his feet and the barrel in his mouth. Using a stick to reach the trigger, he ended his disappointment.

Watson was found two days later. In his pockets were two of the large gold nuggets he had retrieved from the cave behind the waterfall.


Zuni Gold

Jim White, traveling on a crude, homemade raft of cottonwood logs, floated down 550 miles of the Colorado River in 1867. Though Major John Wesley Powell is given credit for being the first to do so, White beat him by two years and was belatedly recognized for his efforts. Since Powell had more friends and connections in the government than White, a monument was erected honoring him for the feat. In 1917, White was finally recognized by Congress as the first man to travel the Colorado River.

While undertaking his momentous journey down the Colorado River, White encountered life-threatening hazards. His sole companion was swept away in the mighty current and drowned. At one point during the terrifying voyage, White, in attempting to climb out of the canyon, chanced upon an ancient Zuni Indian cache of gold nuggets. He was unable to carry the gold away. The fortune, worth millions of dollars today, still lies in a remote cave deep in the rugged fastness of the Grand Canyon.

Jim White traveled into Arizona in 1865 from his hometown of Kenosha, Wisconsin. Like many during that time, he came west to try to find his fortune prospecting for gold and silver in the rocky outcrops of northern Arizona. Experiencing one failure after another in the Four Corners region of Arizona, Utah, Colorado, and New Mexico, White decided to head to California in search of better luck. Possessing neither money nor horses, White, along with friends Ben Dunlap and George Strole, traveled on foot across the
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