The Saguaro Army
By MRS. PAULINE HENSON

Ft. Huachuca, Arizona
Legion on legion,
Encamped upon the sands.
Each soldier a Goliath,
The Saguaro Army stands
Armed and at attention,
Silent and still,
Yet marching through the desert,
Guarding on the hill.
Sentries by the roadside,
Battalions on the plain
Endure the sun and wind and dust,
Defy the lack of rain.
Commandoes slip through canyon,
Scouts climb upon the trail;
Two giants hold the mountain pass
And know they must not fail.
Spirits of Armageddon
Nature has consigned
To stand the desert's burning watch
Until the end of time!

WALK SOFTLY WHEN THE
YUCCAS BLOOM
By MILDRED BREEDLOVE

National Park Service Photo

ROSE-SWEET DESERT WIND

HIDDEN MAGIC

By TEX REESE

By ANONA MCCONAGHY

Perris, California
A red, red rose has served for me
To tame the sand-waves tossing high,
The boisterous wind, the laughing throng
Where sage the chipmunks sport among.
Gay cactus and the song-birds free
All share this freedom found of me
Beneath the desert's golden sky.
Each passer-by my rose may see,
From golden dawn to fall of eve;
May pause and read, in fragrant clime.
My paraphrasing some quaint rhyme
And watch the wild life romp in glee,
Or share a happy hour with me,
Mayhap a crimson flower retrieve.
In silence or when winds are high,
By starry night or dewy dawn
This red rose planted here by me
Wafts love-like fragrance rich and free
To charm and cheer each passer-by.
Like ocean-tides when waves are high,
My rose-sweet Desert Winds roll on!
• • •

THE OLD GHOST TOWN
By MRS. GLADYS THOMAS

Fallon, Nevada
Like a little old lady, is the old ghost town,
Dozing and dreaming, in the fierce summer
heat;
Remembering the days when she was young,
And had thousands of men at her feet.
She had never had beauty, she regretfully
sighs,
But her wealth made her queen for a while.
Men had hurried to her from all over the
world,
And battled, and fought for her smile.
For some she had smiled, and poured out
her gold,
Giving life promise and zest;
Others she'd spurned, bringing death and
despair,
This wild, lusty queen of the west.
Now she is old, and forsaken by all,
Her treasure long since spent;
But, clasped in the arms of the encircling
hills,
With her memories, and dreams, she's
content.

Bellftower, California
The desert hides her beauties
From the casual eye,
Small creatures are nocturnal,
Desert birds are shy.
The desert hides her treasures
From eager eyes of men,
Rich veins of gold and silver
Found, and lost again.
The desert hides her magic
With blends of beige and gray.
How often he who lingers
Gives his heart away.

Las Vegas, Nevada
Walk softly when the yuccas bloom—
Assume a gentle air.
For desert life is harsh and stern,
And spring may not again return
To yuccas and agaves there
For many years.
Salt cedar plumes may come and go,
And cacti stage a brilliant show,
But yucca spears
Do not, two springtimes in a row,
Give way to such magnificence!
So walk with reverence
When moisture comes to desert sand
And yucca buds begin to swell,
For angels must be close at hand
To guard each bursting bell.
•

•

•

SILVER PEACE
By CONSTANCE WALKER

A KING DEPARTS
By ETHLYNE FOLSOM SPRINGER

La Mesa, California
As for proud conquistador
Traveling on the Royal Way,
Pomp and splendor mark the passing
Of a Western desert day.
Circling pine and ancient cedar
Swing their censers, so that he
May depart in perfumed glory,
While stars chant the Rosary.
Desert winds in muted voices,
Tell of all that was and is;
Hills, like Cardinals in crimson,
Watch above the obsequies.

Faith
By TANYA SOUTH

How deep then is your Faith? Do
you not know
That every blessed thing that you
bestow
Must in full measure all return to
you?
And if you give but love, love will
pursue
Your days and all your ways, and
will unlock
All doors, all barriers that ever block.

Los Angeles, California
Walk in the desert,
Solitude has much to share,
You will feel congenial warmth
In the balm of crystal air.
Walk in the sunlight,
Yearning eyes are sure to trace
In a glass of ether-blue,
A familiar mirrored face.
Walk in the silence
And a loving voice will come
From the whispering of sage
In the wind's persistent hum.
Walk in the desert
For your heart will be aware
On a lustered path of moonlight,
Silver-peace is waiting there.
• • •

HIGH DESERT
By ELIZABETH L. SARGENT

Ontario, California
There's a cabin on a hillside
Where the desert calls to me,
And the nights are long and peaceful
And my heart from care is free.
There, the chaparral comes creeping
Silver gray, up to the door,
And the night winds whisper music
No one ever heard before.
I can close my eyes and listen,
Lost in wonder and delight,
Drifting off to dreamless slumber
Until morning brings new light.
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DESERT CALENDAR
July 3-4 — Gunnison Valley Days,
Gunnison, Utah.
July 3-4 — Mounted Patrol Rodeo,
Fort Sumner, New Mexico.
July 3-5—Bit & Spur Rodeo, Tooele,
Utah.
July 3-6—Annual Fiesta and Mountain Spirits Dance, Mescalero
Apache Agency, New Mexico.
July 3-6—Cowhands Rodeo, Cloudcroft, New Mexico.
July 3-6—25th Annual Hopi Craftsman Exhibit, Museum of Northern
Arizona, Flagstaff.
July 4—Independence Day Celebrations in most Southwestern communities.
July 4 and 24 — Ute Indian Sun
Dance, Roosevelt, Utah.
July 4-5—71st Annual Frontier Days
Rodeo, Prescott, Arizona.
July 4-6—2nd Annual Antelope Valley Rodeo and Roundup. Parade
on 4th. Palmdale, California.
July 4-6—Sierra Club's Desert Peaks
Section hike to Wheeler Peak, near
Lehman Caves National Monument,
Nevada.
July 4-6 — Rodeo and Silver Spurs
Award Presentation, Reno.
July 4-6—30th Annual Southwest AllIndian Pow Wow, Flagstaff.
July 10-12 — Ute Stampede, Nephi,
Utah.
July 10-13—Rodeo, Santa Fe.
July 12—Fourth Annual Sun Worshipers Fiesta, Borrego Springs,
California.
July 12-14—All Faces West Pageant,
Ogden, Utah.
July 14—Corn Dance, Cochiti Pueblo, New Mexico.
July 17-19—Dinosaur Roundup Rodeo, Vernal, Utah.
July 18-19—Mt. Timpanogos Hike,
American Fork, Utah.
July 18-19 — Square Dance Festival,
Show Low, Arizona.
July 18-19, 21-24—Days of '47 Rodeo.
Parades on 18th and 24th.
Salt Lake City.
July 19, 21, 23-24 — Pioneer Days
Celebration and Rodeo, Ogden,
Utah.
July 23-24—San Juan County Fair,
Monticello, Utah.
July 23-24—Pioneer Days Celebrations: Snowflake Rodeo, St. Johns
Rodeo, and Safford, Arizona;
Bountiful Handcart Days, Orem
Utah Valley Days, Roosevelt Rodeo, Springville, Cedar Fort, Ephraim, Milford, Lehi, Fountain
Green, Hyrum, Marysvale and
Meadow, Utah.
July 26 — Corn Dance and Fiesta,
Taos and Santa Ana pueblos, N.M.
July 26-27—County Fair, Los Alamos, New Mexico.
July 27 — Sheriff's Posse Roundup,
Flagstaff.
July 27-August 3—Navajo Craftsman
Exhibit, Museum of Northern Arizona, Flagstaff.
July 28-29—Blue Mountain Rodeo,
Monticello, Utah.
July 29-August 7 — 1958 National
Soaring (glider) Championships,
Bishop, California.
July 31-August 2 — Harvest Days,
Midvale, Utah.
July 31-August 3 — Eastern Sierra
Tri-County Fair, Bishop, California.
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LIFE ON THE D E S E R T

Where We Found
Happiness...
The desert was so new, so vast—so magnificent. From the first
moment they laid eyes on the startling Indian Wells Valley and its
bordering mountain ranges, the Fenleys knew that this was their
promised land. Here they grew to love every phase of desert living,
and here they found peace and contentment.
By SAVOLA FENLEY
N OCTOBER, 1943, a message
came from my husband's brother
who was on the Mojave Desert.
He urged my husband to make no
delay in coming out to stake a claim
adjacent to those on which he had
found "rich tungsten and gold indications." Tungsten then was a very important war mineral and "we all might
become rich." It sounded good, so
we made the trip.
This very first visit to the desert
was the beginning of life for us. The
tungsten and gold on our claim did
not pan out too well, which was a
deep disappointment to my husband,
but we soon learned that finding gold
in the truest sense is to find it within
one's self.
During the early war years the Navy
had established a base near our claims
at Inyokern, and since we could not
make a living at mining, I suggested to
my husband that he get a job at the
base. Prospecting could be a sideline
So he returned to the desert. I remained at our home on the coast
until I could join him, for there was
no available housing at Inyokern.
My husband made plans to build a
home on a site overlooking the vast
Indian Wells Valley. To this day,
when visitors arrive for the first time,
there are always exclamations over the
magnificent view from our home—the
panorama of the valley below, the
towering Sierras and Mount Whitney's
snow-clad peak, the arid El Pasos, and
the massive ranges guarding Death
Valley.
Our home is remote, being two miles
from the highway and eight miles from
the base. Over the years we have
hauled every precious drop of water
for domestic use and for the birds,
rabbits, chipmunks and the many other
little animals which steal in at night.
4

These denizens we have loved as we
have loved everything about this desert. Even the wind, so annoying to
most, has been like a therapy to us—
soothing as it sings in the greasewood
which only those attunded to things of
the desert can hear.
Recently, a young woman visitor
who has been at the base since 1944,
remarked that she had lost her former
awareness of the wind, but the memory
of the desert in those early days is always with her.
In a way, we were pioneers. When
we moved here all that one could see
on the floor of the desert was the hog
ranch, a dairy, and the few houses
occupied by old-timers. A gas station,
grocery store and postoffice made up
the business district. Now people
coming to visit me at night see a myriad of lights below from the city that
has nearly every modern convenience
and facility.
The best of life has been lived in
this small home. I doubt if it would
have been the same had we settled in
the boom town adjoining the base. We
still would have gone out on those
wonderful treasure hunts for gem
stones, pretty rocks and old bottles
turned to roval purple by the sun's
rays. We still would have gone down
the many roads we traveled, looking
for old camps or merely browsing
along on tranquil days! The rain would
have been the same—the marvelous
rain which permeates the air with that
heavenly pungent aroma of creosote.
But, our isolated home gave us even
more.

. •. •

Today I had very special visitors,
and in my guest book they wrote: "A
highlight in our lives, a great privilege,
and today we have found in this home
what all the world is seeking—peace
and contentment."
,., ,

And so, where in all the world could
my husband have left me to better begin the reconstruction of my life—the
life of which 33 years were spent with
him — than here in this little house
which serves as study, studio and living room, every window looking out
to my everlasting and everchanging
hills and mountains!
He passed away in February, 1957.
As I write, the sun set only minutes
ago. In the east hangs the pale moon
surrounded by the still rose colored
clouds of the sunset. It is all mauve
and rose toward our old Red Mountain, too.
The air has the chill of winter, birds
are on the wing, flitting happily by in
this moment before dusk, going wherever birds go for the night.
Fading now are the colors of the
magnificent desert sunset. But, as I
look toward the El Pasos. there,
brushed out across the southern horizon, are even more beautiful rose and
gray clouds in this last moment before
twilight.
A DIPLOMATIC MESSAGE
STRAIGHT TO THE POINT

August 3, 1853. . . . The excitement occasioned by the threats of
Walkara, the Utah chief, continued to
increase during the day we spent at
Parawan (Utah). Families flocked in
from . . . small settlements and farms,
bringing with them their movables,
and their flocks and herds. Parties of
mounted men . . . patrolled the country . . . During our stay, Walkara sent
a polite message to Colonel G. A.
Smith, who had military command of
the district . . . telling him that "the
Mormons were fools for abandoning
their houses and towns, for he (Walkara) did not intend to molest them
there, as it was his intention to confine his depredations to their cattle,
and that he advised them to return
and mind their crops, for, if they
neglected them, they would starve, and
be obliged to leave the country, which
was not what he desired, for then
there would be no cattle for him to
take."—Gwinn Harris Heap's Central
Route to the Pacific, Journal of E. F.
Beale, published in 1854.
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