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Visit to Kiowa Ranch
By JouHN C. NEFF
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This was a good start. I didn’t concern myself about
how terrible the road might be, but I was glad of the encour-
agement in the German woman’s voice. Past the road to the
Taos Pueblo I drove, and up and over the long winding road
to Arroyo Hondo. The sky was a brilliant one, and the sun

- was very warm: Almost to Cristobal I went, ané then turned
off in the.direction of the mountains, following the sign
pointing to “Brett.” The private road was bad. It was so
miserable my car bounded from rock to rock, just missing

“the springy juniper branches. The twists and turns made
the going hard, but in what seemed no time at all I found
myself at the end of the drive.

' There was the house. A long, low place with a gabled
metal roof and fine colored shutters. A magnificent view
of the westward-sweeping country spread before it, with the
mountains rising strong behind it. Little wonder why Law-
rence loved the place. Or why he loved to stand and watch
the sun melt into the little gap where the road goes down
toward Santa Fe. Or why he yearned to be back there dur-
ing his last months in far away Europe. I had for many
years been familiar with the beauties of New Mexico and
had aceordingly thought I understood Lawrence’s love for

the land. But not until T saw the view from Kiowa Ranch

and the house itself did I fully realize what held. him to the
country and what in his last years made him say: I think
New Mexico was the greatest experience from the outmde
world that I have ever had.” ‘

But there was no one on the porch, and the house seemed
empty. I found a little bell near the portico and was about
to ring whehn some one called out, “Come in!”

A dark short Italian stood near the door of what I pre-
sumed was the kitchen. He bowed, asking what I wanted.
When I told him, he spoke to some one I couldn’t see, someone
beyond the door. In Italian he said, “A young stranger
wants to see you.” A woman’s voice in gutteral Italian an-
swered him. “Have him come in.” And then the man swept
his arm in the direction of the wall beyond the door. Step-

.
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-

ping inside and tunning to the right, I saw'sprawled out on a
bed a large, reddish, smiling woman. It was Frieda Law-
rence, looking much older than I had expected to find her.
She was wearing ja long print dress and a colored ,a;pi'on.
She greeted me hospitably, but when I mentioned that Mid-
dleton Murry had asked me to see her, she jumped from the
"bed and cried: “Ach! Murry! Yes? Murry! You know
him 7’ ) _ ': ’
The ice was broken. Mrs. Lawrence was all smiles. Her
lips stretched across her face, and she hurried about the
room to bring a chair for me. All the while she carried on a
conversation about Murry and his visits to America. How
was he? Would you describe him? What does he think of
America? Suddenly she went across the.room. “Ach! Will
you have some of my wine! It is very good.” And without
waiting for an answer, she poured me a long glass and made
me sit by the tabl¢ with the man who was glancing through
a copy of an Italian newspaper. The table was covered with
a red and white checkered cloth, and there was a large bowl
of fresh dark cherries and another filled with cakes and
cookies. I satthere with them eating and drinking and talk-
ing as though they had known me all their lives. It had been
the most comfori{ble entry into a strange house I'd ever

made. The Italin spoke with Mrs. Lawrence in his own lan- -
guage. He wanted to know what Murry I was talking about.
When he was told|it was Middleton Murry who had brought
about my visit, he| was satisfied and sank back into his chair
with the paper. :

But Mrs. Lawrence had been ill that winter and was
easily tired. She went back to her bed and stretched out
again, still talkifdly about Murry. Presently she began on
Lawrence, always|using his last name. She told how he loved
‘the Indians and their dances, how he used to go down to the
pueblos and sit i& the sun to watch them dance. How he
used to stand on: the porch of the house and watch the glow-
ing sun gink deep behind the far mountains. And then she
would exclair in German and laugh. Sometimes her words

<

-
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came sharp and quick, but there was always a twinkle in her
eyes that made me laugh with her She seemed the easiest
person on earth to get on with.’

: In a little while the Italian got up and left the house. But .
she would not hear of my going, “after how far you’ve
come!” We were not alone long, though, for soon her daugh-
ter and son-in-law who were visiting from England came in,
Naturally, they were interested in hearing about Murry’s
lectures in this country and how they had been received. We
talked about American colleges, contrasting them and com-
paring them with Cambridge and Oxford. They seemed to
object to our system of education and our noticeable lack, as
they put it, of worthwhile scholarships. The Americans
were wonderful people, but oh so slow. The hundreds and
hundreds of colleges, what did they mean? Too much same-
ness, too similar. Their graduates were so slow in grasping
the real significance of a situation, they so easily misunder-
stood. They were thick like oil. -

This brought Mrs. Lawrence into: the conversatlon

. again. She put out a cigarette and began. ‘“You must never
read Lawrence while you are young. Too many young people
read him, and they do not know what he is saying. It is so
difficult, then, to explain to them what he is saying. You must
have had experiences and bitter tastes of life before you can
read him with intelligence.” And she would smile and laugh
in her jolly way. “He was such a great man.”

The son-in-law interrupted to ask if I'd.read Sons and
Lovers. He thought, along with the rest of England, that it
was his best book. But Mrs. Lawrence broke.in, saying, “No,
no, you must read The Plumed Serpent.  All of Lawrence is
in that book.” Two years he spent ertlng it, one winter in
Chapala and the next winter in Oaxaca.” I admitted that-
though I liked the earlier.book immensely, I thought The
Plumed Serpent more significant. Sometimes while we were
talking, I had chance to look about the room. It was like an
old kitchen I had once seen in Munich. There were gaily col-
ored plates on racks along the walls.  Huge pots and pans

‘https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmgq/vol7/iss2/11



&

120 ]

Neff: A Visit to Kiowa Ranch

The NEW MEXICO QUARTERLY

hung in the corner
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