OF YESTERDAY AND TODAY
—a monthly review of the best literature
of the desert Southwest, past and present.
LIFE OF JEDEDIAH SMITH IS
PORTRAIT OF TRAIL BLAZER
"It is that I may be able to help those
who stand in need that I face every danger. It is for this that I traverse the mountains covered with eternal snow. It is for
this that I pass over the sandy plains in
heat of summer, thirsting for water, and
am well pleased if I can find a shade, instead of water, where I may cool my overheated body. It is for this that I go for days
without eating . . . most of all, it is for this
that I deprive myself of the privilege of
society and the satisfaction of the converse of my friends."
These words, taken from the journal of
Captain Jedediah Smith, explain the vision which led him in 1822 to begin exploring and charting the Farther West.
Maurice Sullivan in his book JEDEDIAH SMITH: TRADER AND TRAIL
BREAKER tells the epic story of this part
legendary, remarkable figure. Although
only in his twenties when he did his dangerous work, he was honored as a great
leader by the men of his period. For his
lollowers had seen him endure suffering
without complaint while lesser men quit,
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cnii'T cunt you;
By ROLF ALEXANDER. M. D.

The Desert Medicine men have
known for centuries this fact
confirmed by the scientists of
today:
The human mind can either
slow down or speed up all
healing processes within
the body.

After a lifelong study of the effects produced within the body
by the mind, Dr. Alexander, in
this simply written book has
given clear definite directions,
whereby the invalid may cooperate with his doctor by mentally spurring those forces of
nature which built his body, into
speeding the repair of it. A
MUST book for all whose health
is below par.
$2.00 POSTPAID
C.O.D. IF DESIRED
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despairing. They had seen him punish
wrong-doers with his own hands, and they
had heard him pray with the tenderness of
a father for the men who lost their lives
on the trail.
Jedediah Smith was not without a sense
of humor, for all his pious accounts. At
one time, when he was being held by
Spanish padres in California, suspected
unjustly of causing mission Indians to revolt, he found himself completely dependent upon an old overseer for food. The
padres had made no provision to feed him
while they held him prisoner. Later, Smith
was talking with one of the fathers: "He
asked me if I had anything to eat, thinking, I suppose, that two or three days was
nothing for a heretic to go without eating
. . . this was the first time he had mentioned the subject, perhaps presuming
that I lived on faith instead of food." Religious though he was, Smith was nevertheless a very practical man.
Captain Smith was the discoverer of the
central route from the Rockies to the Pacific, and he led the first party, a small
band of trappers, through the great South
Pass. He was the first white man to cross
Nevada and Utah. He conquered the Sierras, and in one scorching summer, entering from an overland route on foot, was
the first to explore the Pacific slope. In
brief, he led the way for the expansion of
the republic from Missouri to the Pacific.
The well written character study and biography by Maurice Sullivan lends color
and fascination to the story of one of
America's greatest pioneers.
Press of the Pioneers, 1936. 233 pp.
Notes, index, illustrations. Special sale
price $3.00.
—Aliton Marsh
• • •
OLD MEXICO SETTING FOR
EXCITING ADVENTURE TALE
SILVER SADDLES is a modern adventure story for youthful readers, by
Covelle Newcomb. Testing the riding
ability of his two sons, Sam Ryder sends
young Flint 100 miles into the interior of
Old Mexico for a horse—a beautiful Palomino quarter-horse—that had been given
him by a friend.
Flint outwits bandits, takes part in a
real Mexican rodeo and has exciting experiences in Ghost City in a deserted
church.
Published in August by Longmans,
Green and company, New York. Illustrated by Addison Burbank. Index. 262
pp. $2.25.
—P.B.

DESERT STORIES TOLD
FOR YOUNG CHILDREN
Three charming children's books about
the desert are NEW MEXICAN BOY by
Helen Laughlin Marshall, P I N K Y
FINDS A HOME by Margaret W. Nelson, and THE BLIND COLT by Glen
Rounds. The first, written for ages 8 to
12, is the realistic story of present-day descendants of the Spanish settlers of New
Mexico, a story sweet and colorful.
In the second book, Pinky is a toy plush
rabbit who finds new friends and adventures when he is discarded on the desert.
It is a gay little tale that would engage the
attention of children 5 to 9 years old.
THE BLIND COLT is account of a
little horse's life in desert badlands, ages
8-12.
Each story is told with imagination and
descriptive detail and is attractively illustrated in full color. NEW MEXICAN
BOY, with drawings by Olive Rush has
pictures done in the soft golden and rose
of the land it describes. Pinky's story is
filled with odd little sketches and full
page drawings in bright color. All of the
books are excellent for storytelling.
Holiday House, New York, 1942.
NEW MEXICAN BOY and THE
BLIND COLT $2.00 each, PINKY
FINDS A HOME, $1.75.
—Aliton Marsh
STORY OF MOUNTAIN MEN
IN NEW HISTORICAL NOVEL
Merritt Parmelee Allen who has won <\
large following among young readers for
his stories and biographies of America's
heroes, has written a new historical novel,
THE SUN TRAIL. Although especially
for teen age readers, adults will find it
highly entertaining as well as educational.
Blazing the trails from Utah to California with Jedediah Strong Smith in
1826, young Bob Evans, heir to an English title, and his companions learn what
is means to be a mountain man. Their
amazing adventures make THE SUN
TRAIL a fascinating book.
Mr. Allen has brought to life a chapter
of western history in an alluring manner.
Published in August by Longmans,
Green and Co., New York. 198 pp. $2.00.
—Pearl Barter
ZANE GREY ARIZONA NOVEL
READY FOR WESTERN FANS
STAIRS OF SAND, a drama of the
western desert, is told in the best Zane
Grey manner with the usual action, emotional conflict and beautiful scenic descriptions. With the skill of an experienced Western writer, Mr. Grey seeks to
reveal the mystery, magic and power of
sand swept lands and their effect on the
lives of the weak and strong of the desert.
Harper and Brothers, New York, 1943.
321 pp. $2.00.
—A.M.
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• In a forthcoming issue DESERT
readers will learn about a garden which
came into being under strange circumstances and in a hostile environment. It
was a dream realized by Sidney Armer
and his wife Laura when they built their
home in the Navajo country of northeastern Arizona. "Laura" is Laura
Adams Armer, known internationally for
her photography, painting and writing.
Her children's books are distinguished
not only for their authenticity but for
their poetic quality and beautiful illustration in which Mr. Armer often collaborates. Her book on cactus, illustrated
by her husband, is standard. "Southwest"
is her subjective interpretation of the
desert country.
• Unusual is DESERT'S presentation
of the affidavit of Hashkeeneni Begai
in "Blood Revenge of the Navajo," detailing the murder of the two prospectors Walcott and McNally in 1884.
Richard Van Valkenburgh, who took
this statement from the original record,
says, "It is a rare document and gives a
first hand account of how a Navajo feels
and how he gets rid of the whites who
impose themselves on his country. Actually it is a study in ethnic psychology."
Van has in preparation more stories of
the Indian country including original
material never before made public.
• That detective language Jerry Laudermilk uses in "Case of the Split Rocks"
is not all due to the scientific attitude
of the geochemist. He really has worked
on the fine points of murder cases in
almost the same manner in which he
tracked down the culprit in this month's
"case." Once a story got out that he
could tell one's height by the structure
of his hair. That was a tall tale engendered by the enthusiasm of a newspaper reporter. But he still cannot convince some people such a feat is impossible—even for a man who "makes"
mirages and geodes in his laboratory . . .
Besides the thrill that a scientist naturally feels when successful in a quest,
Jerry and his associate Ted Kennard had
the satisfaction of seeing their term
"lightning spalling," as applied to rocks
split by lightning, accepted internationally.
• Fred H. Ragsdale, long familiar with
the Navajo country, says of this month's
cover: "Of the many photographs I
have taken of Indian life in the Southwest, this is one of the few that could be
termed a true portrait of the Navs.jo
Scene. Here in the gloom of the hogan
is a Navajo woman melting silver for
jewelry. By her side stands a young son
whose thoughts are in some far remote
place as he stares out through the entrance—away to the east across the
beautiful colorful country of northern
New Mexico. Studying the faces of
mother and child seems to bear out the
statement that to many Navajo being
confined to one locale for the purpose
of making a living is painful and contrary to the nomadic nature of this race."
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CLOUDBURST ON THE DESERT

—Photo by H. M. Hall.

Ontario, California
With scars aslant her withered breast
The wounded desert lies.
The hush of ages is her couch,
Her coverlet, the skies.

im
By J. W O O D MAGEE

Calm in her pain, she knows her wounds
With healing time will mend,
And to her fevered brow will come
The kiss of whispered wind.

Sparks, Nevada
He showed me the light that colors the hills.
' He took me away where the white mist
gleams.
He taught me to listen where silence speaks,
To keep and to live what the desert dreams.

And from a dune or lone dry wash
Will lift for her a prayer-—
Some salvaged soul who gave to her
His burden of despair.

He led me far to the ranges beyond,
Where the gold might be, or a fairer view.
He spoke of God in the way that he could—•
Prospector Jim—and I think that he knew.

Though mauling Time may strike, he
knows
It cannot break her will,
And when the stars at last go out
She'll be the desert still.
•
•
•

He brought me out here when my soul was tired
To the healing strength of the sun and sand.
We followed the lure of the silvered sage
'Til we reached the beauty of dawn's own
land.

MY DESERT
By FORREST PITTS, A.

S.

Navy V-12 Unit
Pocatello, Idaho
Give me the desert, wide and free,
The smoke tree and the snake,
The sage as far as eye can see,
And this my home I'll make.
Its vistas make men humble,
Its bounty makes men free.
Though some would growl and grumble,
The desert is for me.
Discard your plans and take your dole
And cast them far away.
Come play with me a desert role
Where God speaks every day.
For hours at eve cool zephyrs blow,
The moon comes up in full,
And casts around its silver snow—
Entrancing nocturnal cool.
Here's where I'll live, here's where I'll die,
Here's where I want to rest.
No more for "progress" will I cry—
For God's plan is the best.

HERITAGE
By LESTER F. ZIEGLER

By WILLIAM CARUTHERS

We camped in the blue of the canyon's heart,
We found sweet rest where the trail flowers
smile.
It seemed, with the peace of the stars so near,
That heaven could be but another mile.
Prospector Jim—I can see him today,
Looking away where the hills find the skies,
Speaking of God in the way that he could,
Watching the desert with love in his eyes.
•
•
•

PETRIFIED FOREST
By JESSIE BROWN THOMAS

Wichita Falls, Texas
Once, in days of long ago
Old trees stood here, row on row,
Tall and straight, but by and by
Were lying dead beneath the sky.
Ages passed, and one by one
Fallen trees were turned to stone.
Petrified they're lying there
Changed by sun and desert air,
To black and gold, red and brown—•
Jewels in the desert's crown!

Los Angeles, California
When your two hind feet start itchin'
For a chunk of open ground,
And your eyes get sorta' twitchin'
For a man-sized look around;
If there ain't no sweeter singin'
Than the wind a tearin' by,
And the sand and leaves a stingin'
Burn your cheeks with cherry dye—•
It's the Desert in your blood.
If you've spent an evenin' strummin'
On a battered old guitar,
While your lonesome fireside hummin'
Had your thought a rangin' far;
If you've learned each mesa's bearing,
Call each twisted weed by name,
Know the gold the sunset's wearing
Never twice will look the same—
You've got Desert in your blood.
You'll know heaps of sun and burnin'
Underneath a brassy sky,
You'll see moons and stars a churnin'
As the Milky Way foams by.
You must do some fireside cookin",
Know each winding trail and track;
Hunt for gold, but do your Iookin'
Where the rainbows arch their back—
When the Desert's in your blood.
It's a place for mile-high dreamin',
It's where honest dreams come true;
It's a land where folks ain't schemin'
How to get the best of you.
There's a heap of downright pleasure
For the folks who've ceased to roam,
When they find the peaceful treasure
Of a Desert home-sweet-home—
With the Desert in their blood.

CREED OF THE DESERT
By J U N E LEMERT PAXTON

Yucca Valley, California
From crag to crag the lightnings flash
Like cannons' boom the thunders roll.
And o'er the waste the wind's wild dash
Sweeps clean the sand dune and the knoll.
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