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Sun
By ROBERT J. SCHULZ
Los Angeles, California

Candid view at completion of a long desert hike. Photo taken with a Kodak
Monitor 620. Super XX film, "G" filter. Exposure 1/50 sec. at F:22. Developed
12 minutes in D-76. Enlarged on Kodabromide paper No. 2.
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• "Pilgrimage to Yaquitepec," in this
issue, is the first published manuscript of
Thomas Crocker. Crocker is a San Diego,
California, artist whose earlier career
was concerned with architecture. After
studying at University of Minnesota he
spent six years in South America building churches, schools and residences for
the Presbyterian board. While there he
traveled extensively in Colombia and
Venezuela, covering nearly 5,000 miles
in one year alone—through tropical
jungles and towering Andes, by mule
back, river steamer and Indian canoe.
This career was abandoned due to illness
contracted in South America. About ten
years ago he went into the mountains
near Julian, in San Diego's backcountry,
where he built a cabin-studio, started
painting, took frequent trips down into
the desert, and gradually won back his
health. It was during this period he became acquainted with Marshal South.
• After earning his M.A. at Columbia
university, Weldon D. Woodson, who
wrote July issue's story on Gila monsters, started free lancing nature and science articles. For the past 10 years his
features have appeared in Scientific
American, Travel, Natural History,
Field and Stream, American Forests,
Life, Camera Around the World, and
many other mediums. Keith Boyd, his
brother-in-law, has supplied many of
the excellent and hard-to-get photographs which have illustrated Woodson's stories.
• Oren Arnold, who is nationally
known for his western novels, has written stories about two noted men, especially for DESERT. He tells how Clarence
Budington Kelland. famous author of
the Scattergood Baines stories and such
novels as "Arizona" and "Valley of the
Sun," has "gone desert" in recent years.
A later issue will tell how Ross Santee
has spread the atmosphere and character
of the Southwest far and wide—through
his black and white sketches. Some of
the Santee drawings will be reproduced.

IS DESERT LATE?

. . .

Wartime problems both on the production and circulation "fronts" have
slowed down delivery of DESERT to its
readers. Please wait until after the first
of the month to notify us of non-delivery.
But FIRST be sure you have given us
your present address BEFORE the 5th
of the month, so we will have had time
to make the change on our mailing list.
Otherwise there may not be an extra copy
left for you. Because of paper shortage
we must limit number of copies printed
to minimum.
We are sure we can count on the cooperation of our DESERT friends in
regard to address changes. If your address in the near future is uncertain, ask
us to HOLD your copy for you.
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Cjkati
By BESSIE I. MCWATERS

Oronogo, Missouri
While heat waves shimmer and dance, it sleeps
Like a dim mirage of the past;
As white-capped sand tides surge against
Old buildings crumbling fast.
And sleeping, it dreams of vanished days
When the pulse of life beat strong;
Then—fiddles whined and dancers swayed
Till glow of desert dawn.
Now—bottles tint mauve 'neath hot sun rays,
Only lizards stir with the dawn;
And faint eerie noises heard at night
Are pack-rats moving their pawn.
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By EVANGELINE THOMPSON
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Moonlight view of Fort Churchill ruins, Nevada. Photo by Ros. Amman,

Reno.

GIFTS OF THE DESERT

ODE TO THE C A U C O MOUNTAINS

By RUTH A N N E MCUMBER

By P F C . HARRY RUSSELL WESTRAY

Lancaster, California
Vast is the desert sky
Wide and deep and blue,
Leaving the spirit unhampered
To calm the soul of you.
Close are the desert stars
Low-hung from sapphire sky,
Steadfast their appointed places—
The stepping stones of God.
Sharp is the desert moon
Spreading its radiance clear,
Instilling the peace of ages
To banish all that is drear.
Bright are the desert's flowers
Laughing in matted brush,
Gay with the spirit of freedom
Far from the city's rush.
Glorious the desert sunrise,
Brilliant the sunset, too.
Drink deep of her peace and contentment—
The desert's lavish gift to you!
* • •

COMPARISON
By N. W. TAYLOR

Elkins, West Virginia
He tiptoed in breathless silence
Down a great and vaulted hall.
Viewing those priceless paintings
That were hung on the paneled wall.
Seeking the depth and meaning
Of tones, that each artist stressed.
Yet, he turned away disappointed,
Feeling somehow unimpressed.
He had walked one day in a desert,
O'er a drab and sun scorched plain.
Straining his eyes through a distance
That was foreign to dew and rain.
Then, he saw in a dusty sunset.
When the daylight began to pall
The work of that Master Painter,
On the masterpiece of all.
He had looked on a giant canvas,
Which was touched for a hundred miles,
With the tint of a thousand rainbows
And the light of a million smiles.
He had stood in a purple valley,
By the side of a salty spring.
He had lived a whole life in that moment,
While he looked on the work of a king.

DESERT SILVER

*

359th QM Service Company
Yermo, California
I looked around my valley small
Just at the break of day
And saw great mountains standing tall
Against the sun's array.
I watched them till the sun was high
And then to my surprise
Their dark grey color away did fly
Before my very eyes.
And then in brightness they did stand
Great monuments of time
Bedecked by nature's beauty grand
With majesty sublime.
No one knows how long they've stood
But God and God alone.
He made them and said, "That's Good!"
Thus stand these giants of stone!
• • •

DESERT JEWELS
By J. L. KRAFT

Chicago, Illinois
Jewels and gems and beautiful stones
Are minerals and rocks and dinosaur bones
They come from the valleys, mountains and
streams
And the bowels of the earth yield the fire of
dreams.
They hold you entranced, these wonders of God
They are where He placed them in gravel or
sod
Gems are where you find them—they're yours
for the getting
They are where they are, regardless the
setting.

Winterhaven, California
The night has spread long shadows
Where the butte is silver-white,
And a coyote boasts of conquest
To a moon that's silver bright.
Wild mustangs drink and loiter
By a silver-riffled pool,
And a fox that's sheathed in silver
Slides through silence pale and cool.
The desert hoards her silver
For the magic of the night,
Then it's lavish in its giving;
With witchery of fairy sprite,
It has spread a silver carpet
For desert feet so swift and light.

THE DESERT'S VINTAGE
By E. A. BRUBACHER

Balboa Beach, California
Far across the desert's lonely hills
Where purple shadows lie
I ride along, a song upon my lips
And hear some wild bird cry.
Far across the desert's lonely trails
Where the coyotes slip along
I ride along, a joy within my heart
To hear the night wind's song.
Far across the desert's endless space
Where hawk and eagle soar
I drink deep of the desert's vintage rare
And ever ask for more.

NEW MEXICO
By BARBARA LESLIE

Tucumcari, New Mexico
Guess you tried to tell me about the West,
The mountains, the valleys and all the rest.
And now I wonder, if there where you are.
There are vast sunsets and an evening star!
Do you laugh at tumbleweed on the street?
Do you step inside and escape the heat?
Does the wild verbena brighten the land
Its vivid violet color the sand?

No combination of color has ever been known
To equal the beauty of a colorful stone
The hues of the rainbow, the gold of the sun
Are reflected in glory when the cabochon is
done.

Are your mountains friendly and close to you?
Do they wear a rose mist veil in the dew
As the sun flows over the morning's blue
And it tints the world with its own rich hue?

Agate rose of the desert and chalcedony so rare
In bleak lonely places, why are they there?
God scattered His jewels from clouds in the sky
That's why we find them so low and so high.

Do your mesa's rims hold the morning up
In a ruddy and gold inverted cup?
Does the mocking bird in the twilight hush
Hover her brood in a cactus bush?

Therefore we should search wherever we are
For the jewels of heaven that came from afar
He scattered them—He threw them away
For people who love them to find them some
day.

Did you speak of the dusk in the long ago?
"The land of enchantment" where stars hang
low,
And they drift so near that they lean to kiss?
Why didn't you tell me it was like this?
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It was in a remote section of
the far flung Navajo reservation
west of Monument Valley in
Utah that John Hansen five years
ago made his acquaintance with
the Indians. Developing that
friendship has been a matter of
several years, much patience
and a great deal of pleasure.
John gives some humorous sidelights on the Navajo personality
and home life in this record of a
trip to the home of Dan Kinlichini Phillips with his friends
Frank O'Brien and Win Cady.

Went to
the Hogan
of the
Kinlichini
By JOHN HANSEN
Sketches by the author.

/ J EAR Friend John, . . . I am very
l^S glad that you had sent us the
the Desert Magazines. We are
very happy that we got magazines . . .
Lincoln always talk about you people he
say he will go back with you when you
come over again so he can talk with the
people like my Dad' . . . Some of my people are having a very hard time now for
food and clothing, because good many of

Elmer poured . . .
AUGUST,
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Portrait sketch of Dan Kinlichini Phillips by John Hansen.
us haven't got but a few sheep and goats,
some haven't got any at all. . . . Remember
your good friend, D. K. Phillips."
Reading this letter from Dan "Kinlichini" Phillips brought back vividly my first
meeting with the Indian interpreter and
guide at his home on the Navajo reserva
tion 12 miles from Oliato Trading Post
. . . nearest post office, Kayenta, Arizona.
Five years ago, as a bewildered tourist
crossing the reservation for the first time,
from Tuba City, Arizona, to Bluff, Utah,
I tried to make friends with the Indians by
waving a hand from a safe distance. Cold,
sullen stares were the resnonse with no
sign of recognition. Friendship has been
five years in the making and my letters
from the Navajo are prized possessions.
You should know my friend Dan K. Phillips.
At a particularly trying trial hearing in
the court at Monticello, Utah, Dan had
acted as Indian interpreter. The prisoners,
two Navajo, were required to post a satisfactory bond and at the end of a long list
of signers, Frank E. O'Brien signed. Next
day the prisoners were back on the reservation, free and well disposed toward Mr.
O'Brien.
Frank O'Brien is secretary to the Utah

state department of publicity and industrial development. He and Win Cady,
from the city desk of the Salt Lake Tribune, and I, later visited the reservation.
We started for Monument Valley from
Salt Lake City on Highway 50. At Crescent Junction we turned south on Highway 160 through Moab to Monticello.
Temptation was strong to turn off into
Arches national monument. Dead Horse
Point or La Sal national forest, but we
took state highway 47 from Monticello,
driving through Blanding, Bluff and
Mexican Hat to the Arizona state line. All
through this area are "must" side trips.
Natural Bridges national monument 50
miles west of Blanding, the Goosenecks of
the San Juan, a section of the Old Mormon
Trail—these provide travel thrills.
Just at the state line is the westward
turn to Oljato. Oljato is one of the most
remote trading posts in the country. It is
about 15 miles west of Monument Valley
—around and westward from the butte
upon which Gouldings Trading Post is
located.
Because of the circumstance of
"O'Brien" seeming to the Indians to be
the name that finally made the bond acceptable in the court at Monticello, his

