

















“PEOPLE WHO THINK anything
at all about drugs think that ‘fixing’ is
just a straight-forward, clean, ten-sec-
ond injection: needle in, liquid pumped
in, and needle out.

“That’s not how it is.

“A ‘fix’ literally is what the word
means, it ‘fixes you up’, it makes you
feel better, it satisfies the craving for
drugs. The liquid pumped from the
syringe takes no time at all, but first
you have to find a vein and this is after
tourniqueting the upper arm to make
the veins stand out before prodding for
a vein. It may take as much as thirty
minutes, with the needle under the
skin, to find the vein. Then most
‘junkies’ like to play around with their
blood. They pump the liquid into the
vein, draw out blood, pump it in again,
out again, in again, and so on, maybe
as many as a dozen times or more.
Then they take the needle out and
clean the syringe. Then they put the
blood clots on the skin or somewhere,
and just play with them.”

That is part of the biography of a
“junkie,” a drug addict. At the time he
told his story to reporters, he was 20
years old and had been shooting heroin
for four years. But it couldn’t happen
in your home...or could it? Most ad-
dicts started on drugs not through the
dark-alley pusher and hard narcotics,
but through everyday visits to the
family medicine chest, instead—those
cabinets crammed with “mild” pills and
liquids we so often take for granted.
They started with “harmless little pills,”
but they didn’t stop until much, much
later.

“I cannot exactly explain this for
you because it is something you have
to see the full horror of to understand.
Most “junkies” fix behind a locked door
of a toilet and use water that comes
from the toilet for the actual fix. This
water is generally not fit for a dog to
drink let alone to be pumped straight
into your blood stream. As a result,
most ‘junkies’ get jaundice or pleurisy
or some other sort of blood disease that
can be contracted through using dirty
needles and dirty water, yet they still
go on using the same water. It's pa-
thetic.

“I remember I got so bad I tried to
commit suicide at one stage. I took an
overdose. Everything went into a white
flash and blue haze. I could hear noth-
ing and see nothing. Then I lost con-
sciousness.

“I was very lucky, though, because
1 was with two or three other people.
They realized that I had overdosed,
for there was 1, lying back on the deck

with the needle still in my arm, eyes
WIDE open and bulging for the first
time in months, and apparently con-
scious. They injected some salt water
into my veins, slapped me until I woke
up and then forced me to walk and
walk and walk. They would not let me
go to sleep for forty-eight hours. They
took me to a hospital where they told
what had happened and what steps
they had already taken, and the hospital
gave me another salt-water injection
after testing the amount of heroin in
my blood stream, then a stomach
ump.”

The problem of illegal drugs and
drug abusers today is appalling. And
nowhere is that problem more apparent
than in the United States, where, ac-
cording to Washington Congressman
Lloyd Meeds, the increase between
1960 and 1969 in the number of teen-
age arrests alone for drug offenses was
2,540 percent.

Likewise, the federal government’s
seizure of stimulants (amphetamines)
jumped more than 600 percent in the
one year from 1967 to 1968, while the
seizure of opiates (including heroin)
during that same period more than
doubled.

Yet, many parents are still horrified
at the mention of the word, “drugs.”
They live in constant fear that their
children will turn to drugs, abuse them,
perhaps even develop a dependency on
them . . . without realizing the dangers
that lie as close as their own medicine
cabinets.

We live today in a pill-popping soci-
ety. All around us are advertisements
for one type of pill to relieve tension,
another to ease headache pain, and still
another to put us to sleep, to keep us
awake, to make us less grumpy, or to
squelch stomach nausea ... in fact, the
list is endless. If there’s an illness or a
discomfort a person can contract, there’s
a pill he can take to relieve it.

As a society, we are pill oriented.
Rare is the person who still rubs pep-
permint drops on his forehead to ease
a throbbing head, instead of popping a
pill ... or two, or maybe even three, if
the headache is bad enough. And that’s
not wrong...in itself. After all, most
doctors recommend the pill approach to
alleviate pain.

But problems arise in a pill-popping
society when people build up tolerances
to mild drugs (even aspirins are drugs),
requiring larger and stronger doses to
effect relief from pain. Problems arise,
too, when youngsters, witnessing their
parents’ dependence on drugs, become
“drug conscious” with increasing frequ-
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ency and at increasingly younger ages.

Today’s youngsters are impression-
able; they're imitative of peers and par-
ents. They learn from example very
early in life that pills can be good.
They make you feel better when you're
seriously ill; and they can even make
you feel better when youre not so
seriously ill. What youngsters all too
often fail to learn are the facts about
proper drug use (when prescribed by
doctors), mixing drugs (with other
drugs or with alcohol), and overdosing.
Thus a teenage girl having problems
with her school studies might take a
relaxant or two to help ease her tensions
and allow her to “think straight.” Then
she might take a pill before going out
on a date to make her “more sociable.”
She might even wish she had one of
those “joints” or “bennies” she heard
some of the kids at school talking about
.. . might even meet someone willing to
sell her one.

Thousands of today’s young drug
addicts started down the road to ad-
diction innocently enough by frequent
visits to overstocked and  carelessly
guarded medicine chests. Many more
started as this young Chicago %irl did:

“It was easy to get diet pills (con-
taining drugs). The pharmac.st in the
drug store where I worked gave me my
first ones. I'd go from doctor to doctor
to get prescriptions. I'd go to different
towns. The doctors didn’t ask too many
questions. I'd just tell them I felt bad
and was tired all the time and wanted
to lose weight. It would be obvious 1
was depressed. I looked young and in-
nocent and I played off this. They as-
sumed it was okay.

“Sometimes I'd even write my own
prescriptions on blank paper with
made-up doctors’ names. I never had
any trouble getting them filled.”

Today this girl is 28 years old and
undergoing some of the most horrifying
days of her life, trying to “break the
habit” at Chicago’s Gateway House, a
treatment center for drug addicts. She
may make it...she may not. Statistics
show that “cures” for drug addicts are
all too often merely “postponements;”
for, the addict will remain “hooked” for
the rest of his life, forever susceptible to
developing dependence on drugs.

Speaking before a civic league audi-
ence investigating the causes of drug
abuse and the effects drugs have on the
human body, Joseph Prince, biochemist-
toxicologist for the Office of the At-
torney General, said, “Kids grow up in
homes where Mom pops a pill in the
morning, pops another pill at night, and
Dad has to have three martinis before
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The true story of the mistake that cost millions
and almost destroyed the richest agricultural valley in the world.

by Dr. Irwin Ross

READERS WHO PICKED up the
Los Angeles newspapers one day in
1906, found themselves confronted by
shocking headlines. All of Southern
California might slip into the Pacific
Ocean!

Down in the Imperial Valley, a
strange and unbelievable event was tak-
ing place. Where there had once been
only dry desert, a vast inland sea had
appeared and was now growing with
alarming swiftness. Somehow, cried the
newspapers, water was seeping in
through some subterranean passage
from the ocean. Before long, Southern
California might be part of the sea
floor.

Though the reporters turned out to
be wrong about their explanation, they
were right about the menace to a huge
area of California. A disaster that would
soon grip the attention of the nation
was in the making, and it was going
to lead to one of history’s strangest
battles between man and nature. What
gave it an odd twist was that man, not
nature, had started the trouble, with
an engineering mistake.

It all began in the late "80s when
adventurous promoters set out to turn
the Imperial Valiey into a garden spot
by building a canal from the mighty
Colorado River. As lifegiving water
poured in, so did thousands of settlers,
and the desert, which had been virtu-
ally uninhabited, sprang into life. By
1904 it boasted a population of 15,000,
with more coming every day. Imperial,
Holtville, Brawley, El Centro, Calexico
sprang up overnight. Lavish crops of

“alfalfa, cotton, melons, and grapes were
making the valley an agricultural won-
derland.

For a few years the Colorado rolled
calmly through the canal, a red and
sleepy giant, willing to play along for
a while with this man-made scheme.
But there was trouble ahead. Its waters
were carrying tons of sand into the
opening of the canal, building up a
giant levee, 20 feet high, 20 feet wide,
and a mile long. Finally the first four
miles of the canal were blocked and
Imperial Valley’s water supply was
almost cut off.

Meanwhile the merciless sun con-
tinued to beat down, shriveling the

crops. Frantic farmers threatened to
lynch the development-company officers
who had lured them into the desert
with promises that there would always
be water.

Something had to be done fast, and
that something was to dig a ditch that
by-passed the blocked section of the
canal. Later, the engineers figured,
they would build a control gate; the
need for water was too desperate to
worry about that now. Right there
came the mistake that cost millions,
frightened all Southern Californians,
and almost destroyed the richest agri-
cultural valley in the world.

More and more water began to flow
into the ditch. By August, 1905, the
stunned engineers were able to see
catastrophe taking shape. The Colorado
River, which for millenniums had
flowed into the Gulf of California, had
changed its course. The whole river
was now roaring through the ditch,
thundering along, not south but north—
into Imperial Valley. The engineers had
to get the river back in its original
course—but how?

Development officials begged the
Southern Pacific Railroad, with its big
stake in the Valley, to step into the
picture. The railroad had already given
some financial help, but more was des-

erately needed. E. H. Harriman,
Famed head of the railroad, sent an
engineer to take a look. When he saw
the red tide ripping through the cut,
he sent a frantic wire to Harriman. The
job would cost millions. “Stop it at any
cost!” Harriman wired back. -

So the fight began. They tried several
dams, with no success. Then, engineers
based their hopes on a scheme to dig
out the original channel with a giant
dredge from San Francisco. But on
April 18, when the dredge was loaded
in a flatcar, ready to be shipped, na-
ture struck at that city with the great
earthquake and fire. Tumbled under
tons of debris was the dredge so des-
perately needed in the Imperial Valley.

Numbly, the engineer in charge
stared at the telegram from Southern
Pacific headquarters. “Deeply regret
this act of God destroys your hopes.
Advise you to fight on as best you can.”

By now the waters had created a
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vast lake, called the Salton Sea, which
covered almost 800 square miles. Re-
porters sent out disturbing reports of
what was happening, among them the
theory that all the water couldn’t be
coming just from the river, but must
be seeping in from the ocean. Fifty
top engineers reported that the job was
too big for the railroad—maybe too big
for anybody.

Harriman roared with rage at that
verdict, and sent a new engineer, Harry
Cory, who plunged into the job with
furious urgency. He wasn’t sure he
could lick the Colorado, but nobody
was going to say he hadn’t tried. He
would need a railroad first, a branch
line from Yuma to haul in supplies. In
six weeks it was built. At the scene of
the river break, workmen’s barracks, a
hospital, a roundhouse were set up.
Labor was scarce so Cory brought in
six tribes of Indians from Mexico and
Arizona. For a time, it seemed, he was
wmmn% He even got a gate installed
in the face of the tearing current—only
to see a flash flood wash it away.

As the situation grew more desperate,
mass meetings of angry citizens were
held. Heated telegrams began to pour
into Washington, landing on the desk
of Theodore Roosevelt. Angrily he sent
a wire to Harriman. Whgi hadn’t the
rajlroad stopped the river:

Harriman shot back a wire saying
that the railroad had already spent
more than a million dollars of stock-
holders’ money. It would spend no
more. Why didn’t the government do
the job?

For days the telegrams went back
and forth, while the nation looked on
in amazement at this strange tug of
war between a famous businessman
and the President of the United States.
Finally Harriman gave in, and the Presi-
dent gratefully promised to do all he
could to get Congress to reimburse the
railroad.

Harriman himself rushed to the scene.
He shook his head when he saw the
fury of the waters as they rushed
through the cut. Then he whirled to
face his engineers. “Turn it at all costs,”
he said shortly. “Forget the money.
Stop the river!”

(Continued on page 46)
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