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By MORA M.

BROWN

Riverside, California
The ragged Joshuas, like hags bewitched with
pain,
Crouch solemnly through dust and heat and cold
Until—rain-cleansed, sun-warmed—no longer
old,
They flaunt their yearly beauty, white and bold
And shout, "Oh desert, we are young again!"
•
•
•

IN THE HOLLOW OF GOD'S HAND
By

JANICE

KING

Brawley, California
God proffers His hand wherein there lies
A jewel as azure as the skies,
A sapphire set in the diamond sand,
The Chocolate Mountains the wedding band.
Shadowy smoke trees the filigree
Of the ring that links God's hand to thee.
Untie the ribbons of roadway white.
Lift the fleecy clouds so the light
Shines on the gem He holds in His hand,
A symbol of gifts at His command,
Gifts of abundance offered His heirs,
For the very universe is theirs.
His is a gift of the sun-swept hills,
Of summer skies, and the quiet thrills,
Of boundless horizons, rolling lands,
And sparkling waters transforming sands
To flowering groves with fields between,
Shading from emerald to palest green.

By AMY VIAU

MOONLIGHT COMES TO THE
DESERT HILLS

Santa Ana, California

God asks a pittance for gifts so rare—
A kindly spirit; perhaps a prayer;
A hand outstretched to a friend in need;
The mastery of hatred, sin, and greed.
These conquests form—with the Golden Rule—
Man's bond to God through the azure jewel.
•
•
•

By DELLA P. CLARK

POET AND THE DESERT

THERE IS NEED OF THE DESERT
Some call it waste
As though there is not need
Of vastness with a silence
Reaching unto stars
And trackless ways unchecked by bars.
The desert is
A lover of the flown sea,
With open arms left empty
Save of weathered brush
On lee of sand.
Its brooding heart breathes hues
Of saffron, purple, mist-blues
Melting into hush.
The day and night
Cast dreams upon its breast
Which lure by promise of rest
From earth's wakeful rush.
Ask him who seeks
This span of solitude
What need there is of desert
And his words may be
"To brace my soul with constancy."

THE DESERT LAND
By MILDRED HANSEN DENNISON

Mojave, California
To those who've never known 01 walked
These trails of sun and sand,
This is but waste; they've never talked
The language of this land.
They do not know
The desert song, the symphony
Of wind across the dune,
Nor see the silvered filigree
Of sage against the moon,
Nor feel the flow
Of healing peace that comes to those
Who know and understand
The sun, the storm, the still repose
Of this, the desert land !

Glendale, California
Above the desert hills a white moon swings,
Strange beauty rests upon familiar things.
Along the trailsbeneath these spendthrift beams
Lie mystery, romance, and broken dreams.
Elusive scents escape from bud and tree
Like wafts of fragrant memories set free,
And mystic stuff like star-dust, fine and white,
Comes down to mingle with the sand at night.
These moon-lit hills seem very far away
From all the harsh and barren things of day;
Their craggy peaks are very near the stars
And a seamless robe of silver hides their scars.

By EMILY PATTERSON SPEAR

Seattle, Washington
He may not speak the rapture of his heart
When desert splendor flames before his eyes,
For speech is silent when the poet stands
Before the open door of paradise.
For here the fires of poetry burn high,
And here the majesty of earth abides;
It is here the poet sees beyond the stars,
The soul of things—the upward flowing tides.
Who has felt the heart of him beat high
At sight of cacti flowering in the sun
Until he saw beyond the petaled bloom
The mystic pattern of its beauty spun ?
God bless the poet for he calls the world
To witness grandeur of the heritage
He gave when with pen dipped in fount of love.
He wrote the splendor of the desert page.
•
•
•

DESERT YEARNING

DESERT REST
By CLARICE WIDMAN

Loveland, Colorado
Beyond the Rimrock Mountains lie
Vastnesses of a cobalt sky.
Man dwarfed to insignificance
May comprehend magnificence
And feel that God is nigh.

CREED OF THE DESERT
By J U N E

LEMERT PAXTON

\ sleek old rattler was warming himself
In the last lingering rays of the sun;
If I'm not mistaken, he was bored with
life
And hoping to have some fun.

By CAROLYN. WILLIS O W E N

Kansas City, Missouri
I have looked on the desert at dawning,
When the heavens were roseate gold,
And my eyes then knew they were feasting
On a beauty they longed to enfold.
I have gazed on the desert at noon-time
When the sun was so molten with heat
That the sands were embellished and shining
In a glory no jewel could repeat.
I have looked on the desert at evening
When the sunset was painting the west,
And my eyes were asking a question,
"Is not this when its beauty is best?"
Then I saw the desert at night-time
Under the spell of a star-lit dome
And I knew I should go on forever
With a yearning to make it my home.
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» Service men overseas (and relatives
and friends in U.S.) will be interested
in Lelande Quick's suggestions on page
37 of this issue. Buying gem material in
foreign countries to be sold here may
prove not only a profitable transaction
for a returning veteran, but the beginning
of a satisfying hobby. And a wide demand
for lapidary classes for veterans vocational training may lead to occupations
ideally suited to the handicapped as well
as to those who want an outdoor life.
« New contributor this month is Lena
Creswell, retired doctor of osteopathy,
writer and traveler. Her story about
Happy Sharp on page 23 is the result of
one of her many hobbies—that of meeting
unusual people in out of the way places.
Nominally a resident of San Diego, California, she has been "commuting" for
some time between Tucson, New York
and Mexico D. F., studying and gathering material for feature articles.
<> Maurine Whipple, author of The
Giant Joshua, Houghton Mifflin Literary
Fellowship prize novel which was reviewed in DESERT, April, 1941, has another book scheduled for publication
soon. It is a Utah state guide, This Is the
Place, covering the entire state and some
of the surrounding country, illustrated
with color plates and many rotogravure
photos.

MAY CALENDAR
Southwest Indian baskets, rugs, blankets, pottery, paintings and silver and
turquoise jewelry from the Fred K.
Hinchman collection will be on view
daily from 1 to 5 except Mondays, at
Southwest Museum, Highland Park, Los
Angeles, California. Exhibit through
April was a group of paintings and
statues of Saints, known as Santos and
Bultos, a quaint and naive form of folk
art developed in New Mexico in early
Spanish-Mexican days. Free to public.
•
• •
Annual exhibition of Los Angeles
Lapidary society, first important recognition of amateur lapidary work as ah art
form, will be held, for two months beginning May 12 in Museum of Science,
History and Art, Exposition Park, Los
Angeles. Members will be hosts to friends
at open house the evenings of May 12-1 3.
•
• •
Silk screen prints of Navajo sandpaintings, depicting the Navajo ceremonial
"Where the Two Came to Their Father"
is the current showing at Museum of
Northern Arizona, Flagstaff. Museum
open to visitors on Saturdays 9 to 12 and
1 to 5; on Sundays 1:30 to 5. Advance
appointments for other hours may be
made with Miss Katharine Bartlett,
curator.
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£ad a/ tke Wet Until
With the passing of John Wetherill at Kayenta, Arizona, last November, only one brother remains of the
Wetherill family which played a major role in the discovery and early exploration of the Mesa Verde Indian
ruins in southwestern Colorado. Alfred, the last of the
brothers, lives at Tulsa, Oklahoma.
The five Wetherill brothers and a sister married to
Charles Mason, made their home in the 1880's near
Mancos, Colorado, where their father homesteaded the
Alamo ranch. They were in the cattle business.
Indian ruins were known to exist in that area, and
in riding their range the boys often caught glimpses of
these old cliff dwellings. When there was spare time they
explored them.
t
They read what material and government reports they

could obtain, and gradually devoted more and more
time between cattle-hunting trips to the hunting of old
ruins. There was no profit in these excursions. They gave
their time to it because for them it was a fascinating
pastime.
Some of the ruins already had been visited by trappers
and prospectors, and considerable damage had been
done, and the Wetherills were interested in preserving
the relics of the ancient civilization. It happened that Al
was the brother who first saw the massive ruin now
known as Cliff Palace.
In order to clear up some confusion in the records as
to the circumstances of the discovery. Desert Magazine
asked Al to write the story as he recalls it, and this is
his report:

emem vet . • •
By AL WETHERILL

/ 7 WAS alone the day I first got a
_ y glimpse of the Cliff Palace. But I
was too tired to do anything about
it—and that is why there has been some
confusion over its discovery.
My brother Richard, Dr. Comfort (of
Fort Lewis, which was occupied at that
time by troop?) and myself, were camped
near where Johnson canyon connects with
Cliff canyon. Early in the morning, Richard and Dr. Comfort took the horses and
rode off up Johnson canyon while I went
on foot up Cliff canyon. I planned to follow around the foot of the upper ledge
through which a small seepage of water
had been forming caverns or caves for
centuries. The Cliff Dwellers took advantage of these places for many generations, judging from the numbers of coatings of plaster applied to the buildings
whenever the dirt or ceremonials demanded a change. On this particular day,
we weren't hunting stray cattle, but were
on the lookout for ruins.
Onr interest in them had dated from
the time I first heard there was an old
ruin of some kind down the canyon, about
twelve miles from the ranch. I went down
to investigate and found the one which we
named "Sandal House" because of the
specimens which systematic digging later
disclosed. Then we would find others
when we were rounding up cattle. We began to make a study of the buildings and
their one-time inhabitants, although we
could not give it much attention then as
we were trying to make a home worth living for . . . So it w?s about 1 887 before we
could go ruin hunting for no other
purpose.
4

Alfred Wetherill is now 83.
As I traveled up the bed of the canyon, I
saw one large ruin on the South cliff and
climbed up to it. It had been practically
demolished by the trappers or prospectors
who came down from the high La Platas.
Unfortunately, very often they, and the
government surveyors, also, came under
the category of "pot-hunters" who would
wreck an entire ruin to get one bowl they
neither really appreciated nor cared for.
They had gone through the canyon at different times and stumbled onto a number
of the buildings in their wanderings.

I looked around and found a few fragments of pottery and pieces of spun or
woven scraps of material made from yucca
plant, scattered on the ground, but that
was all. The pot-hunters had excavated a
small cavern in the floor, evidently in an
attempt to get old Indian relics. I passed
a small branch canyon on the west side of
the main canyon, going on to Balcony
House, perhaps two miles farther up the
main canyon which probably had been
built in that location because of adequate
water supply. Balcony House and the ruin
we later named "The Brownstone Front,"
a fairly large building on the opposite side,
both had been ransacked by pot-hunters.
Later, with good equipment, we were able
to clean out and repair much of the damage dohe, and also made a number of good
finds which their surface rummaging had
missed.
Before continuing past the tributary canyon I mentioned before, I had noted that
it was the only one that had shown up as
far as this point. I do not know how much
time I spent in getting this far away from
camp, but as long as I had gone that distance up the canyon, I thought it might
be well to cross over from the main canyon
and come down the small branch. I climbed
up the side of the canyon opposite the
Brownstone Front, and through a small
gap broken in the top ledges, crossed over
the mesa top and struck into the head of
the canyon in which Cliff Palace was located. The canyon was short—perhaps two
or three miles from the source to where it
reached the main Cliff canyon. I started
to follow down the rough and rocky bed
of the canyon as being the easiest and
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Cliff Palace in Mesa Verde National Park.
quickest way out. The sides of the slopes
were covered with small trees and brush
so thick as to almost cover the view of the
top ledges. Great rock slides and "jump
offs" were hard to get around or over, but
when I was about half the distance down
the small canyon, I saw through an opening in the thick growth, the towers of Cliff
Palace.
By that time, I didn't have enough
energy to go up the slope through the
brush and trees to investigate, and decided
there would be time enough another day.
If I had realized the extent of the find, I
would have forgotten how tired I was and
made the climb anyway. But by this time,
I felt plenty worn out and kept on going.
After getting about a mi'e beyond the
mouth of the gulch, I met Richard and Dr.
Comfort—and the horses—and told what
I had seen. They had been wondering if I
had fallen off a cliff or had been detained
by some other accident.
We went on back to the ranch and were
too busy for awhile to do anything about
it. Then one day, Richard and Charles
Mason, while looking for cattle and water
holes on the top of the mesa, saw the spot
where I had told them the ruins were lo-

MAY,

19 4 5

cated. The beauty of it fascinated them and
from then on we went in more for archeology than we did for ranching.
It isn't really so terribly important, I
guess, who discovered what, first. There
were so many ruins, each had some special
feature all its own, and they all contained
archeological treasures far beyond any
money value.
We all worked together, the five of us
and Charles Mason — cleaning, repairing,
hunt'ng in the various buildings. John,
Charles and I travelled on foot and carried packs on our backs all over Navajo
canyon. When we would find a place, we'd
go back to bring horses and pack outfits to
where we wanted to work.
In 1888, we assembled a collection for
the Historical Society of Denver. That was
our first.
Baron G. Nordenskiold came to the
ranch in 1891 as a tourist and became so
enthusiastic over the ruins that he decided
to stay there to accomplish the contribution
to science by which he must win the right
to his title.
John and I made his collection for him
and gave him the material for his book. I

have an autographed copy which he gave
me. His picture, and one letter written
after he returned home I have saved.
The work in the ruins took all summer.
In the fall, Baron Nordenskiold and 1
made the trip to the Grand Canyon, taking
along a boy to look after the horses. We
went by way of Tuba, crossed the Little
Colorado, went down into the canyon and
crossed the Colorado river on a log raft
we made and climbed up the opposite side
where the Bright Angel comes into the
canyon. We returned to the ranch in time
for Christmas.
In 1893, we made our own collection for
Alamo ranch museum.
In 1895, John married and temporarily
lost much of his interest in ancient history
in favor of the more modern undertaking
of establishing a home of his own.
But Richard and Clayt and I kept the
Ancients company for a time without much
help from the other two brothers and
Charles . . . Then the Hyde Exploring expedition sponsored a collection we made
for the Peabody museum in 1896. Richard
stayed with them for some time, and was in
charge of their work in southeastern Colo-

