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A MESSAGE FROM THE EDITOR:

Have you ever begun a conversation with a person in one of our
campus dining rooms with the question, “Where are you from—I mean,
originally?” Nine times out of ten, the answer is not “Arizona;” the native-
born are scarcer than hens’ teeth. In that respect, Phoenix is a little like
New York City, where | spent twenty years of my life as an outsider. (|
was born in Minnesota and raised in North Dakota.) In this issue leadin
up to the Centennial celebration of Arizona’s statehood on February 14",
two authors who were born and raised elsewhere write about the legendary Lost
Dutchman Mine and the Superstition Mountains. Les Schlangen is from North Dakota
and Colorado; Amy Taylor, an émigré from London, England to Canada, California and
Arizona. Look for more from Amy in our February issue when two guys show up
claiming to be able to find the lost mine by reading signs on the saguaros. That will be
the issue in which we print the stories of the native-borns.

MHYH Loulse !CLV\,@ Plaza View

COVERING THE LOST DUTCHMAN MINE
LESTER SCHLANGEN Plaza View

This is how | became known as the “editor” of the Lost Dutchman Mine.

One day in 1956 a young Austrian, touring the country on a motorcycle,
stopped at the Superstition Mountains and started to climb up the first big mountain,
for which the range is named, to take in the scenery. There were still miners in that
area, and they were really protective of their territory. Well, there was one old miner
up there--a suspicious old goat--and he shot and killed the young Austrian. As far as |
know, the old prospector was never prosecuted. Under Arizona law, of course, he
would have been protected as one who suspected that he was
going to be robbed of part of his mining claim, and he wanted
to stop that.

So there, | had a story to write. This innocent traveler
came, just a young guy who wanted to see the world; instead,
he was dead. The story went all over the country and to
Europe. From then on, Europe was intent on learning
anything about the Superstitions and the Lost Dutchman Mine.

Continued on Page 2—LOST DUTCHMAN MINE
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LOST DUTCHMAN MINE, Continued from Page 1
Then-Arizona Attorney General Bob Corbin, a climber and one of the fans of the

Lost Dutchman, thought he knew where it was.
didn’t have much interest in looking for the
Lost Dutchman. Nevertheless, | became the
Lost Dutchman expert. Many of my stories
were picked up on the Associated Press Wide
World Service and went to Europe, where
there was a great demand for stories about the
Lost Dutchman Mine. Radio stations, too,
were all excited because Western Europe was
always interested in America, anyway. That’s
how | landed the Lost Dutchman connection.
Despite my dear friend Bob Corbin’s
appeal to me to go with him to visit the mine
site—which he assured me was really the
accurate site of a mine where the Jesuit
priests had buried the mine’s riches—I
rejected the idea because as long as | have
been in Arizona | never believed all the stories
about the Lost Dutchman Mine. | think it is an
immensely enjoyable fabrication, but it has no

He invited me to go several times, but |

from:
THE ARIZONA REPUBLIC
July 17,2010

The pursuit of the Dutchman’s mine has been
going on for more than a century in the rugged
wilderness of the Superstition Mountains.

The story goes that during the mid-1800s the
Peralta family of Mexico operated several mining
claims, including a fabulously rich gold mine. An
expedition returning gold ore to Mexico City was
attacked by Apaches.

Only one member of the Peralta expedition
survived the attack. Decades later, he revealed the
location of the richest of the family’s mines to Jacob
Waltz, who has come to be immortalized as the
Dutchman. Waltz died a pauper, but he told his
caretakers about his mine. They, too, spent their lives
looking unsuccessfully for the lost mine of the
Dutchman.

The Lost Dutchman mine still lures many to
the Superstitions, some unfortunately die there in their
search. Today, posses search for three treasure
hunters from Utah. There is little hope; they are feared
dead.

useful place in the Arizona gold hunter’s search. | must say that | never heard from
Bob Corbin about any discovery he may have made on that site of everlasting wealth!
Another story | almost wrote was about a beautiful young Black woman—Celeste
Marie Jones—whose voice won her an Atwater Kent Scholarship in the 1920’s. She
went to Europe, where she was admired and lived a great life; Paris, in particular, loved

her.

She returned to Arizona when she was about thirty years old. Her dad was a

miner, and he, too, was looking for the Lost Dutchman Mine. When he died, she took
over the search, having inherited ten diggers who were scouting around for the mine
with all sorts of light-weight equipment. She thought the mine could be found near
Weaver’'s Needle. She stayed up there for ten years but never found it.

One brutal summer she came down from the mountain. Chiggers had eaten her
and she was not in good shape. | had talked myself into writing a story on her for one
of those adventure magazines for $2,500. When | went to interview her, she was in
bed, her legs marred with scars. Her mind was a little offbeat, but we had a long talk.
She was such a nice person that | decided | could not submit the story on her.

Celeste Marie had this shabby little apartment on 24" Street, just across from a
Safeway store. Her last months were not happy ones and she died in misery.

I've never forgotten her.
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OUR CABIN IN THE GOLDFIELD MOUNTAINS
Amy Taylor Plaza View

Joe and | built a beautiful cabin on one of his claims in the Goldfield Mountains
west of the Superstitions. It was in an isolated spot and gave us the feeling of being
alone in the desert. We could sit on the porch in the evening and enjoy a great view of
the Superstitions close by to the southeast.

The cabin wasn’t too fancy, but it was equipped with simple conveniences that
made it very comfortable. There was a small stove, which heated the cabin quickly with
the minimum amount of wood. Joe had loaded his pickup truck with wood from a
lumber yard in Apache Junction that was going out of business. They were glad to get it
cleared off the lot. To pass the time Joe sawed the larger pieces into lengths of about
ten inches and stacked them neatly on the porch of the cabin, between the porch posts.
We were ready for any cold weather that might come.

Some winters we realized it was the beginning of March and there had been no
snow, not even snow on the tops of the Superstitions or maybe just a light dusting
occasionally higher up on the Four Peaks. Nevertheless the mornings were frequently
chilly, but it was easy to get out of bed, put a sheet of newspaper, a few sticks of
kindling and some larger pieces of wood in the stove, and set it afire. Very quickly the
cabin got warm and comfortable. So we would sit and drink Joe’s strong coffee and eat
his toast at the big blond desk we used as a table.

There were lots of birds and animals around. They tolerated us and went on
about their incessant business. Javelinas and coyotes occasionally ambled by. Though
deer and even mountain lions supposedly were around, we never saw them. Smaller
animals--rabbits, ground squirrels, tortoises and lots of rattlers—were always underfoot.
Birds filled the air; we watched hawks, owls, woodpeckers, and wrens.

Continued on Paie 7, CABIN
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THOUGHTS on a QUIET NIGHT

So still the house -

The children s[eeping now,
their toys aside.
The scuﬂed shoes [ying there

until the morning.

So still the house -
No clatter on the stairs,
or noise of trucks.
No little boys rush in
to ask for cookies.

So still the house -
Tucked in their trundle bed
the dollies sleep,
as does the little miss
who is their Mama.

Too still the house -
that has no toys about,
or well worn siioes,
or chatter on the stairs
of children’s voices.

Jean Moeller Plaza View
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TIMES PAST, BUT NOT FORGOTTEN
Mildred Bulpitt Central Park North

The longer we live (and we here at the Beatitudes all have a few
years under our belt) the more opportunities there are for such
coincidences as Lila Levi writes in her article below. We store these
coincidences up and are only too happy to share them with friends—who
are more interested in this sort of subject matter than in hearing about our health
problems.

All of you have coincidences that you can share. Here’s your chance. Write them
up and we’ll see if we can print them in future columns. Too shy? Call me at 8584 and
tell me your tale. Or better yet, come to one of our Writers’ Group meetings and tell the
whole group.

The co-editor of the Roadrunner Extra! has offered an example at the bottom of
the page from his own experience.

=

IT"S ASMALL, SMALL WORLD
Lila Levi CP North

It was the summer of 1945 and the war was ending when my Mother and | made
a trip to Kodiak, Alaska. | had left Alaska at the age of five so it was an exciting trip for
me to be returning for the first time.

Prior to moving to Phoenix in 1937 | had lived in El Centro, California for four
years. So it had been eight years since | had any contact with anyone | had known in
El Centro.

When the plane landed at the Naval Base in Kodiak and | was walking down the
ramp from the plane, | became aware of a group of sailors talking together and
watching me. As | approached them one of the group stepped out and spoke to me...
asking me if | had ever lived in El Centro, California. | immediately put two and two
together and recognized a boy who had been in school with me in El Centro eight years
before. He had recognized me as | came off the plane.

What a coincidence to meet someone in such a remote location after having no
connection whatsoever for eight years.

It is indeed “A Small, Small World.”

Visiting in New York City my wife and | went to a musical and then to Sardi’s restaurant
for a bite to eat. Sardi’s has three floors and several dining rooms on each floor. We were just
seated in number four dining room on the third floor when our next door neighbor from Munster,
Indiana was shown to a seat at the next table! It turned out he also had gone to the same show
(42nd Street). The chances of being in the same dining room in the same restaurant at the
same minute one thousand miles from home are one in a jillion.—Ray Maldoon
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NOT YET JOHNNIE
Mary Gallagher South Plaza

| was shocked out of my sleep last Tuesday morning by my late husband’s angry
voice from “the beyond” telling me, “That’s it! That’s it! Come up here with me.”

| bolted from my bed in the direction from where | thought the voice had come--
the balcony. | hoped I could get a reason for his anger at me or, at the very least,
traveling instructions. The tone of his voice hinted at impatience, rare for John.

| went through a short “examination of conscience.” Though | keep my behavior
and conduct at an exemplary degree or level (my dictionary says, “Exemplary: ideal
pattern, worthy of imitation.”), John might have been able to tune in on some of my
“‘wise cracking,” “sass,” or “lip,” for which | tend to be sanctioned. It usually prompts a
parting shot at me, “Behave yourself.” Otherwise, | consider my comportment almost
saintly.

| threw open the sliding door to my second floor balcony, which overlooks a small
green, grassy spot, designated for doggy bodily relief.

An exasperated male dog tender below was shouting useless instructions to an
inattentive puppy who continued without interruption to perform illegally on the sidewalk
instead of on the grassy incline on which the man stood.

In the loudest possible voice, the man continued to shout: “Up here! Up here!
C’mon up here with me.”

DADDY, SAVE ME

Mary Gallagher South Plaza

My oh so tenderhearted, lady-like neighbor, Jeanne Wolfe, had a hand-wringing
experience recently with her great-granddaughter.

Judged to need reflection on a small misdeed, the great-granddaughter was
“sent to the corner.” There were a few sniffles, a pause, and then a plaintive little heart-
breaking bit of possible consolation: “I know my DADDY will come and SAVE me.”

Whereupon the detainee was tearfully released, her sentence suspended,
followed by forgiving kisses all ‘round!

It must have been the week of small rebellions because meanwhile, across the
valley, Paradise Valley, that is, my daughter Peggy was shocked to hear from her six-
year-old grandson Noah that he was never, never, never coming back to her house ever
again, except for Tuesdays and Fridays.

Correspondence concerning this newsletter may be addressed to:
Editor, Roadrunner Extra!
C/O Christie Munson, Communications Manager
1610 W. Glendale Ave,
Phoenix, AZ 85021
or by e-mail:
Associate Editor, Roadrunner Extra!, raydrumal@msn.com
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CABIN, Continued from Page 3

A large saguaro approximately thirty five feet tall stood in front of
the cabin. That old cactus became our companion; it was a busy, living
thing with many birds on and around it. It had several holes in it, one of ©
which was used by a woodpecker for a nest. We watched it rear a P
brood of youngsters in that hole. She and the father bird flew busily ;23
back and forth getting food for the young. Through binoculars, we
watched the hungry-mouthed babies as they stretched their necks to
receive their parents’ offerings.

Later we watched as the fledglings were taught to fly, but one morning we woke
up and as usual took the binoculars to see how the family was progressing. The nest
was empty. The birds had flown away. Joe said he felt rather sad and somehow a little
lonely without the birds to watch in the morning sunshine.

And then one day we, too, flew away taking with us very little gold but many fond
memories of our simple life in the mountains.

Roadrunner Extra! Is published monthly by The Writers’ Group of The Beatitudes. All of the
content is supplied by residents. Residents' submissions are read and discussed at club meetings and
selected for this publication by its staff.

Residents are encouraged to offer their poetry and narratives. They can be brought to any
biweekly meeting of The Writer's Group as announced in Roadrunner, the weekly newsletter of The
Beatitudes. Residents may also give their writings to the editor or one of the staff.

Editor Mary Louise King, Plaza View  Proof Reader Virginia Fowler, Plaza View

Assoc. Editor Ray Maldoon, CP West Proof Reader Robert Seltz, CP South

Photographer Ole Griffith, South Plaza Copy Editor  Pat Dellisanti, North Plaza
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MY WHISTLESTOP ESCAPADE

BEA CRISFIELD South Plaza

The time has finally come for me to share an experience from my youth, one that,
as well as | can remember, | have never told a soul before now. That is probably
because it was such a stupid and foolhardy thing to do. | was
only nineteen or twenty at the time, and there was a world war
raging. So those are my excuses.

| was traveling from Chateaugay, New York, south to one
of the army bases, probably Ft. Bragg or Ft. Benning. It was a
long slow trip, and the train was jammed with servicemen in
uniform. At that time women traveled in their “Sunday Best,” so |
was wearing high heels, black-market hose, a silk dress and my
new fur coat (whether | needed it or not).

Something kept troubling me, | can’t remember what, and
the train crawled along. The drone of the wheels echoed in my head as | continued to
worry. Eventually, | decided that the thing to do was to write a letter and mail it enroute,
thus enabling me to dismiss the problem before | reached my soldier-husband.

“Now | can relax and enjoy my upcoming visit,” | reasoned. | sealed the envelope
and waited. After a while, the train slowed, braked, spouted a hiss of steam, gave a tired
cough, and with one last sigh came to a full stop. Immediately the doors on all the
coaches clanged open and their stepstool ladders lowered themselves to the pavement.
| jumped up, rushed down the aisle, ran out the door and climbed down onto the
concrete loading platform, which led to a depot a “far stretch” away. Beside it | could just
barely make out a U.S. mailbox..

Walking as fast as my brand new patent leather sling pumps would allow, |
reached the familiar box, slipped my letter through the slot and started back. It was a
long train with many coaches behind the steam engine. Almost immediately, | heard the
first startup noises. The train was gathering steam to resume its journey.

It was considered unladylike to run, but | surely would have done just that if the
spiked heels hadn’t prevented it. In another second | had decided, in what seemed to
me to be a very rational manner, “Oh well, | can just climb up into the closest coach and
then work my way back through all the coaches until | reach my own.” The thought had
no more than formed in my head when | heard the clang of doors closing all the way
down the length of the train. Suddenly | realized that no conductor had called the “all
aboard” because there had been no passengers waiting at the station. | must not be left
behind at this stupid whistle stop with no luggage, no extra cash, and no idea when or
how | could continue my journey! | ran as fast as | could in my “spikes.”

The train’s wheels were starting to turn, the whistle blew and the big black
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behemoth came to life. It was chugging, chugging--at first slowly--then gradually faster
and faster. In aflash, | knew | was in a now-or-never situation. When the next coach
door neared me, | gave a powerful lunge and grabbed for the long vertical handhold. |
caught it with my left hand and with my right | grasped my fur coat which had been so
fashionably-caped over my shoulders. Somehow my feet connected with the one rung
of the foothold that had not folded itself inside when the door locked. | had made it.
NOW WHAT?

The strap of my sling pump had slipped off my right heel so my toes had
somehow to keep that shoe from falling off my foot. | was sure | would lose it. The train
was really picking up speed and | was hanging on for all | was worth. The fur coat had
begun to swing from side to side with the train’s motion. | wondered if | should just let it
go and hang on tighter. | was beginning to panic. We had left the town behind and
were moving so fast that | was scared to jump. On the other hand, | couldn’t hold on
much longer, and the train continued to gather speed.

“I'm a goner either way,” | said to myself. Frantically | reached toward the dirty
little windowpane in the upper half of the door. | pounded three or four times as hard as
| could, knowing full well that nobody could possibly hear me over the roar of the
speeding train.

At that precise instant, a busy conductor was threading his way through the train,
hurrying from one coach to the next, and he spotted my fist at the window! He dashed
into the next coach and quickly pulled the emergency cord. The engine

responded instantly, and the train chugged to a stop. The door opened

and a very perturbed conductor offered me a hand and hauled me on q

board--still intact with a fur coat and both shoes. -
The conductor gave me a well-deserved dressing down, then @

raised his eyes heavenward and shook his head in that familiar “deliver- =

me-from-teenagers” gesture. | felt like a chastised child as | scrunched
down in my seat and tried to stay inconspicuous for the rest of the trip.
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A LESSON FROM MISSISSIPPI
SANFORD KRAVITZ CP West

The year was 1966 and | was Associate Director of the Community
Action Program responsible for Research and Demonstration Programs
in the US Office of Economic Opportunity (The Poverty Program).

One of our big concerns was a high-poverty state like Mississippi.
The Congress, responding to political pressure, had imposed a rule
stating that no Community Action funds could be spent in Mississippi
without the approval of the Governor. The rule excluded the Research
and Demonstration Program funds.

One day a prominent Black leader from the state came to my office
asking for help. It was Aaron Henry, head of the Mississippi NAACP and a
pharmacist in the city of Clarksdale in Coahoma County. Mr. Henry
recited a tale of his efforts to organize a Community Action Program in
the County but had been rebuffed by the County Board of Supervisors
who wanted complete control. Mr. Henry said, “We have got to get help.”
Expenditures of Community Action funds required the maximum feasible
participation of potential beneficiaries of the program, and, from what Mr.
Henry was telling us, that would not happen under what the Supervisors
wanted. They would only permit “token” Black participation. They
wanted an all white board with the only Black being the local undertaker.
If we used demonstration money, we could create a rural demonstration
program in Coahoma County.

| told Mr. Henry that | would come to Clarksdale and hold hearings
to assess the situation to see what we could do. | would be assisted by
our very able Atlanta Regional Director, Vernon Jordan. (Vernon went on
to become a successful Washington attorney.)

| flew to Memphis and met Vernon. We had a rental car, and we
drove to Clarksdale. As soon as we crossed the Mississippi border we
were followed. We had reservations at the Holiday Inn but somehow they
could not find our reservations. With no place to stay, we went to the
local Black church and were warmly welcomed; they found us motel
accommodations.

For the next three days | held hearings in the local Federal building
on the Poverty Program. | explained what we could do and what we
could not do and what we would like to accomplish with a program for the
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Coahoma County. No public officials attended. There was a large
audience but it was almost all Black. On the last day, | learned that the
Board of Supervisors was meeting, and | called over and asked if | could
meet with them. They agreed and invited me over.

| went to their meeting, and it was like a scene from an old movie.
They were all wearing white suits and had string ties and there was a fan
slowly whirring overhead.

| explained that | was a Federal official from the Poverty Program, and
that we were prepared to invest a substantial amount of money in the
County. However, any grant had to conform to our rules for participation.
That meant that there had to be substantial Black participation and of
course, it would be appropriate for Mr. Henry to be on the Board. After
much discussion, they agreed that Mr. Henry could serve on the board and
pick the other Black representatives.

That was how we were able to get a Community Action program in
Coahoma County.

As part of the experience | must share the following incident. One
night there was a knock on my motel room door. It was the FBI. The agent
very sternly said, “What are you doing here?”

| explained that | was from Washington, here to hold hearings on the
Poverty Program.

His response, “Why are you consorting with that Black gay guy, Aaron
Henry?”

That was the attitude of some of the FBI in Mississippi at the time.

Martin Luther King, Jr.
Quotes:
“The time is always right to do the right thing.”
“Our lives begin to end the day we become silent about things that matter.”
Dates:
1963 MLK’s “| have a dream” speech
1964 MLK Received Nobel Peace Prize
1964 The Civil Rights Act became law
1968 MLK Assassinated
1977 MLK received Presidential Medal of Freedom (Posthumously0
1992 Arizona voters approved a state King holiday—
the only state to do so by ballot
2004 MLK received Congressional Gold Medal (Posthumously)

R EXTRA!
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Geri was born April 8, 1920; she died December 30, 2011 at The
Beatitudes where she resided. Geri Nyman was not only an active wife,
mother and citizen, she was a distinguished aviator. She received the
Congressional Medal of Honor for her service to this country in the Women
Airforce Service Pilots (WASP).

During her memorial service at the Life Center of The Beatitudes, the celebrants
moved outside to watch an impressive flyover in her honor by the American Antique Aircraft
Association.

A formation of four World War Il Stearman biplane trainers approached from the east
and flew over the Beatitudes Campus. Just as they reached the Life Center the number three
plane made a climbing turn out of the formation leaving the traditional “Missing Aviator”
formation to disappear in the west.

Geri and her husband, Van, were active residents of The Beatitudes for several years.
Geri wrote six articles for this newsletter related to her experiences in the WASPs and in
federal service. (Ole Griffith)
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Betty Lee Hart Stone was born October 21, 1925 in Omaha, Nebraska;
she died October 16, 2011 at the Beatitudes. She is survived by two sisters, her

] husband, Kenneth, their two daughters and a son, and their families including
17 great grandchildren. Many of the youngest distributed tiny pink hearts from little baskets
as mementos of the Memorial Service on November 18" in the Life Center. (Her favorite color
was pink.)

Betty was editor of a hospice newsletter in Flagstaff, where the couple lived for most
of the 60 years after Ken’s discharge from the Marines. So as a Beatitudes resident later on,
she was especially interested in the campus Writers’ Group. She submitted three articles:
“Betty the Riveter,” “A Day at Rainbow Bridge,” and “The Blue Canoe,” which were printed in
thed w2 | R NHzy yk8nNdntdidatédNe $ory of their marriage in Pomona, California in
1943, and his World War Il service in the Pacific (while Betty helped build B-17 bombers at

home).

(Mary Louise King)
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