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264 SAN XAVIER DEL BAG MISSION

color showing through a vcnccr of drab white-

wash.

There is the giant, century-old desert cactus

twisted and gnarled with age like the trees in Dante's
Inferno, but with bird nests in the pillared trunks,

where little wrens peck through the bark for water.

You look again. A horseman has just dismounted
beneath the shade of a fine old twisted oak; but be-

yond the oak the vision is there, glare, dazzling,
white, twin-towered and arched, floating in mid-air,

a vision of beauty and dreams.

Life seems to sleep at San Xavier. The moun-
tains hemming in the valley seem to sleep. The
shimmering blue valley sleeps. The sunlight sleeps

against the glare white walls. The huge old mor-
tised door to the church stands open, all silent and
asleep. The door of the Mission parlor stands open— sunlight asleep on a checkered floor. You enter.

Your footsteps have an echo of starding impudence— modern life jumping back into past centuries!

You ring the gong. The sound stabs the sleeping
silence, and you almost expect to see ghosts of Fran-
ciscan friar and Jesuit priest come walking along the
arcaded pavement of the inner courtyard to ask you
what all this modern noise is about; but no ghosts
come. In fact, no one comes. San Xavier is all

asleep. You cross through the parlor to the inner
patio or courtyard, arched all around three sides

with the fourth side looking through a wonderfully
high arched gateway out to the far mountains.
Polly turns on her perch in her cage, and goes back


