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By DELLA LINDLEY and PAUL W I L H E L M

Thousand Palms, California
The house beneath the palms is dust,
Cragg Bluff is Ole Coyote's ground,
The wagon wheels have turned to rust,
Squaw Hill . . . a drifted mound.
Across the sage-infested waste
Mojave sand is picked and swirled,
Stray desert winds have long since traced
Oasis dreams around the world . . .
Old palm trees crumble . . . but in vain;
While we who lose the world's delight
Into a finer dust will gain
A joy increditably blight:
Down aisles of sage brush, past mesquite,
We'll whirl with dervish feet and run
Into the land of faint drum beat
And dance the dust dance to the sun!
•
•
•

DESERT REVERIE
By ORLANDO WEIGHT

Pasadena, California
The veil of night, by the unseen hand,
Is drawn and alone in this silent land.
Far from the city's turbulent life
I dream of peace in a world of strife.
The desert stars carry my thoughts afar,
Through centuries, back to the Bethlehem star.
It seems I can hear, through the night so still,
The words: "Peace on earth to men of good
will."
Yet many a heart is broken and sad,
While millions of men, in a world gone mad,
Are fighting for what each believes is right—
But where are the men of good will tonight.
•
•
•

I SHALL LEAVE THE CITY
By H E L E N HARBERTS

Long Beach, California
I shall leave the city's noise and strife
And go and walk with God.
Where the desert gleams so still and white,
And the faint trail lies untrod.
I will leave the crowd and the dusty street
And the city's ceaseless hum,
I shall steal away to the reaches wide,
To my heart its call has come.
I shall cross the misted hills that wind,
And thread through moonlit glen.
God's footsteps here with ease I'll find,
They are dim among haunts of men.
And when in the cool sweet dawn I kneel
Alone with God to pray,
My faith in Him is sure and strong,
I have found rest along life's way.
•
•
•

NEW RANGE
By DORA BELLE LEE

Humboldt, Arizona
Bill's boots stand tall in the bunkhouse
His saddle hangs in the shed;
His pistol swings from its holster
His tarp encircles his bed.
He's swapped his levis for khaki,
His sunny smile's on the lam;
He's off to corral some outlaws,
He's riding for Uncle Sam.
Riding the waves of the ocean
And roping stray submarines,
Bill will not coil his riata
Till the Star of Victory gleams.
Answering Freedom's reveille
He'll quit at the sound of taps
That springs the trap on the outlaws
And vanquishes war—perhaps.

Thousand Palms Oasis. Photo by G. E.

Kirkpatrick.

LOST CITY

FOOLS

By ROSE STOLTZFUS

By D. B. PICKETT

Boulder City, Nevada
In dry red sands of desert cliffs,
Among the rocks where once a wall had stood,
About the ruins of a village gone,
And in the bits of cloth, and art, and wood,
The story comes to us of life once there.
Lying in a yellow, dusty mound
The bones and ashes of an age is found.
And viewing this we bow our hearts in prayer.

Pacific Mineral Society
I think that there shall never be
An ignoramus just like me,
Who roams the hills throughout the day
To pick up rocks that do not pay;
For there's one thing that I've been told
I take the rocks and leave the gold.
O'er desert wild or mountains blue
I search for rocks of varied hue.
A hundred pounds or more I pack
With blistered feet and aching back,
And after this is said and done
I cannot name a single one.
I pick up rocks where e'er I go,
The reason why I do not know.
For rocks are found by fools like me
Where God intended them to be.

We pray we may leave more than a fire burned
out,
More than a smoked and rotten water pot,
A bit of cloth, or basket made of reeds,
More than a cave, or hut of mud and weeds.
We pray the age that finds us gone
Will find our creeds engraved in temple's stone,
Our knowledge, and our art on granite walls,
On metal plates, and in palatial halls.

SAGE ON SANTA ROSA
By JANE WALKER

CREED OF THE DESERT
By J U N E LEMERT PAXTON

Yucca Valley, California
I do not promise wealth nor ease
For there's a nobler plan
To foster here a brotherhood
That God has meant for man.

Indio, California
On sunny slopes, 'neath towering trees,
Wijh goldenrod and aster vying,
Your armies march along the hills
With purple flags of glory flying,
Your fragrance* drifts along the breeze
That softly comes as day is dying
To fall at evening, a cooling grace
On the parched old desert's dusty face.
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3 San Antonio Day Firelight procession at Taos Indian Pueblo.
New Mexico.
3
Mineralogical society meeting, 3
p. m., Arizona Museum, Phoenix,
Arizona.
4
Concert by Yehudi Menuhin in
Phoenix, Arizona.
11-12 Feast day of Our Lady of Guadalupe, with procession on Dec. 11
in Santa Ft: and many other Spanish-American villages of New
Mexico.
15
Annual Dog show at Palm
Springs, California.
24
Firelight procession and Matachines dances, "Los Pastores"
play at Taos Indian Pueblo and
Ranchos de Taos, New Mexico.
24
Christmas Eve, Little Bonfires for
El Santo Nino (The Christ Child)
burned before homes and in
streets at Santa Fe, New Mexico.
25-28 Ceremonial Christmas dances at
many New Mexico
Indian
pueblos.
Fortnight before and after Christmas,
performances of traditional plays,
Los Pastores, La Aparacion de
Guadalupe at many SpanishAmerican villages, New Mexico.
Throughout December and until April 1,
1943, special exhibit Indian crafts
of Arizona at Museum of Northern Arizona, Flagstaff, Arizona.
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FROM PHOENIX BUREAU
Temperatures—
Degrees
Mean for October
72.3
Normal for October
70.6
High on Oct. 5
.._.
98.0
Low on Oct. 31
44.0
Rain—
Inches
Total for October
0.43
Normal for October
0.47
WeatherDays clear
25
Days partly cloudy
9
Days cloudy
2
Percentage of possible sunshine
82
E. L. FELTON, Meteorologist.
FROM YUMA BUREAU
Temperatures—
Degrees
Mean for October
75.4
Normal for October
... 73.3
High on Oct. 5
104.0
Low on Oct. 30
48.0
Rain—
Inches
Total for October
0.04
73-year-average for October
0.26
WeatherDays clear
25
Days partly cloudy
4
Days cloudy
2
Sunshine, 94 percent, (330 hours of sunshine
out of a possible 352 hours).
Release from Lake Mead averaged around
18,000 second feet. Storage during the
month decreased about 850,000 acre feet.
JAMES H. GORDON, Meteorologist,
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By F. D. RICHARDSON
Escondido, California
Winner of second prize in Desert Magazine's October
photographic contest was taken with a 2!/4x2>/4 Rolliecord camera F:3-5 lens, 1/50 sec. at F:22 on Panatomic
X film, 2X yellow filter. Late afternoon.

FIRST PRIZE in this month's contest was awarded to
Dick Freeman of Los Angeles, California, for his QUEEN
OF THE DESERT, photo of a Yucca blossom shown on
page
Photographed in early morning light with 5V4
inch Zeiss Tessar lens, and double extension bellows.
Exposure Vz sec. at f32, no filter, Panatomix X cut film.
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from Idaho down. More men got lost in
that mess of stuff than any other place I
ever saw, and most of 'em are there yet.
Miner's Hell I call it, easy to get in and
the devil to get out."
The man who thus described the Carrizo badlands of the Southern California
desert was Wellston, a prospector who had
joined J. Smeaton Chase for a trip across
this region 25 years ago. Chase tells of the
experience in his California Desert Trails.
They left Agua Caliente springs in Vallecitos valley early on a summer morning.
The sun was blistering hot by seven
o'clock. Two hours' journey brought them
to the edge of the badlands. Then, according to the author's story:
"In we dived; and indeed, to plunge
into one of these mazes is much like diving
into unknown water; when, where, or
whether one will get out is somewhat a
matter of chance. In and out, up and down,
we went for hours, scrambling up and sliddering down. Now and then we left our
horses and climbed out to get our bearings
afresh . . . Imagine a cauldron of molten
rock, miles wide, thrown by earthquake
shock into the complexity of a choppy sea
and then struck immovable. Looking
down on it one would say that not a stick
or leaf of herbage was there, still less any
animal life in that sterility of vermilion,
ochre and grey. Life there is of both kinds,
but so scant that it is merely the scientific
minimum, almost more theory than fact."
• • •
I read Chase's story of this trip many
years ago—and like others who love to
prowl around in the unexplored regions
of the desert, I had looked forward to the
time when I could get better acquainted
Above—T^e old miner's road has disappeared in the sugar-like clay of Carrizo bad- with the Miner's Hell described so vividly
by the old prospector.
lands, but the stone markers are still there. Note the arrow and monument.
Chase did not mention the fact that a
Below—Yes, we got stuck in the sand—but not until after we had crossed the badwagon trail once crossed these badlands.
lands and were headed for home.
It was a tortuous road, and the last wagon
had passed over it many years before Chase
came that way. Only a faint trace of the
road can be found by careful search today,
and since Chase and his companion probably crossed it at right angles it is easy to
understand how they missed it.
The old road was used by miners going
from their claims in the Split Mountain
canyon area to Carrizo Springs for water,
and also as a short-cut from the Vallecitos
valley to the Borrego and points north.
In recent years I have heard many disFor many years the desert rats have been debating whether or not an
cussions
among members of the desert exautomobile could be driven across Carrizo badlands along the route of
ploring fraternity as to whether or not an
the old wagon road which miners used a half century ago. Within the
automobile could be taken over the route
last few montlis the trip has been made twice and here is the story of three
of the old road. Generally, the conclusion
men and a jalopy and their experience in crossing this stretch of wild
was that it could not be done.
desert terrain.
But recently it has been done—and
By RANDALL HENDERSON
since I was one of the passengers who
bounced over Smeaton Chase's petrified
f )
WEATHER-BEATEN desert rat royos that extended to the distant horizon. sea in a jalopy I am going to add my story
to the annals of Miner's Hell.
i / paused on the rim of a deep barran- Then he turned to his companion:
ca and gazed across the wild terrain
"There's the worst stretch of country I
It was Aries Adams' idea—my friend
of lifeless clay hills and deeply eroded ar- know, and I know 'most all the bad layouts Aries Adams of El Centra. He has a jalopy

Miner'sHell

. . . easy to get in, and
the devil to get out"
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