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t'Well,now,itsholl1dn~t takemoretban a couple of hour$~andmaybe/wetU
find;\Vhatw~te..tQOJrotifort en?Ikinda feel it in my bones.. What youfeel

mYouibonesru; ' ' '
:":taQJ.l~tf¢el.cmytlUilgip.·mybo:nes rightnow,not,anyiliing.'Blit itwould

bemcemhewastn"e:te.tt"., . ' .
.'.•Theinanismi1~d:attd,t:ried,toget the.boy to look·atbirrt.,'butsawonly

,tlle;Fajnles$U[}f9cU$<:d:ey~-va~elywa~chingtberlyer ..IIewalkedfasterand
frled'itoshift"th.c.,hdfs')imp-.'wdghtfrom' the ache.at the·.qase..o£'.his'.ll.eck~.He.
-sIriiled a~jg·.AAdsaid~: ~,,¥,es11d.o believetbegood Lotd.ofu$alJ. permitting,

/ thatd)js;nIayb~theright town. As sure as mosthQly Godonhigl1.created _
tIu.swQnd~,·w()dd;t1Iisfineriver,tt ..hesaid~ letting lQQSe the boy's knee
and $Weeping his 11$(1grandly to the river) '!'and tb~e glohOus.moutttains,tt
.8wee'pmg:tite;§3J,IJ.ehandat tbemountains, ,and then blocking witb it ..one
nosttilWitlit1};enuclde'ofhisbldex:6nger and, snortingbelore.returning the
.han(t8J'aceftillytoUIeboy's kne~ '!I.kt1Qw.many.o£God'seteaturesuiMot
gantQwn, and,~he. ishe(e, we wlll find him.";Theboy nodded~ "Andthen,
YOll:cantellbjmY01lrtroub~es, and praise the Lorao£ all and little fishes,.all
WUfBe'wdl,and the IionsIlall lay down with the IambrartQ.the 'sick shall
beevedasting1y:.--eve.rlasrlngly, mihdyou--'hea1ed, and tbelame shall,.walk
.tbtouglt8J."eeAP~t:Ui'¢$:fuet~anove," ~ . . .,

~'¥es,ReYersndA;gtipp; l'ms\J.tegladl heard YOlland.camewitH. you.
1£,E:~ari.Sn:t1'l)itn,:h-e'lthelpj, YQuJa1()W that. Like I told youhedidtbe last .
titIle··DQYouthink.he'll.be,liere?" , , , . '. .

'."< "" 1 . .... '. . . . . '. .'

.(~~;md{yesha.ufind~~Wanderthevalleysandmountains,of our' Lord,
hyrtne~l:rivets;], ·toldy'o~i l'd:findhiln. You say he Will help you and I
De1ieve:this~~d\'YQu:weretheonlytbere to believelIletben..So believe me

····now~Gan-yo~; walkawJill¢'nowt" .The boy nodded' and Revere4d Agrippa
liftecthjD1,£tQ~'Unftertbe'shoulders,andswunghimclumsilydoWIl~Theboy

. -.lo$tiJiiS.})aIan~eahdfen,.-tben.stQQdup' quick!y.the,Reverendslttugged,.his
'$h()ij1~~~to:r~4justhiSl1ulky' tan overcoat, imdShoved.hishandintQ,arleep
·'pPclte~<plJUi~gol1ta'chtmk'of hard,yellQwdieese•. Hehir off apiece with

",,'djtneU1tf$slo9qeringoverthe;cll\mk~nen he gave- theremaindertotbeboy,
,\VJiQJ~tili$Often.iIt.hismouthbefore he would chew it~ All the wJill<:; n<:ith~r
It1isS~;g'Wic~'T1i~'bby;\V~slight1y: inn-ont. ... .. . . .. '

l''Yqug~ttin.ta;~19,SOnJYourvoiceseein$likelfhas· given out." He
,~~d;in(J·"$u~edwith,hi~tongue a hard ~l1et ofcheeseuom a Q"ack

of; '- JACK B.MOORE

'.

...
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.·.5w!:i~i~~i~:~fI~.~II~•
..peeli11gpaPet-Y.brp\Vnitnltati()nleather.jaOk¢tWithQittj.·;yen~}vcCutly.'iQitiA'~ ..• :.·"
.He did nbtswcat, but he ~as·vCrj;w~min·the,n-~ ..li~t;;aQplC:iJ]~a~:f1te., .
$weep. ·o£rQad•.,disMlpearing·;Jlmost....ip..:;thenyer~:3$~taiI>~·'and.··r~se.'*<1 .•..

,·dipped.far.aheadi .. :a~c .• s~C11lfe4·the •.toes~.of.hi~·.A.t;D1Y,~I1WllW.l1Qt)ts:,al()llg· •••~~.· .. ·•
ruttetlsh(ntlcler·.. Qf· the,·rQ~d,· ...l()()kjng.at:.the1USlhvay,·vani~lUPg.;tQw3td·tJi~: •.••...

...•.next.·town••·.He...•saw...the.distant·nto~ta·i.ns.:t1Iat.Jn~t·MYe.lj~.:f#d}~yQli~;; .
... the'tQwn,.large:and.gentIyslophig~¢·tlte •.. s()ftsan~:ijj1JsJ~e··~a ..$n.~Yea:.~p) •. ·:
·9ne.·mcehot~et's··.day.atabea¢lt·.he··~~qb~ ..t#1t~·tQ.itl;~;:irU.~·~t.ll'.· .. ·..
solIle.Qfm$.·.Qlg£riends~.·.The.l~Q\111tajn~~rtI"~1J11Jst.liay~b~·talt·~(l':\str~~Pt· .
andfullibuttolillnatthis.dis~¢eth~ywtrelike.greenf~:~q~gflji~IY·· .'
',-- :,l,:.! '-'h'>"-,-: .', . d'·,- ~ ...... L .::::'-'~::r[..'.:~~.-:~:~-~

ona1llg.moun ~ .' . •... '. .." '.' '.. ". ...., '.. ,., ' '. ....;:.:;; .
. .... A:carstopged,bythem,andthedriverrolleil:,dowJi,~eJ)PPRsit¢'Wihao\V'

andsaid,.'W@t.ande? Youtwolooksol1,otlQnelywa\lBQg;a1ppg·.b.¢t~,r' .• · '
.' .~The,·Reytrend·.4gripP;l ..,opened,the'•.d60r··'aJ1(lp\lsh¢4tb.e·~¥,~.cll~t~t()'

the.driver·and.said~.·.'~The.Lord"iswitH us..aI()ng'.our~y .. BI~s~d~bethe~~¥ ..,~. .
<1od .Jehovah," and sat .aOWIt.• next·tO,·.thehoy;ana.·$lan~m.e~,:~~·Q()Qr·;f<l'll~i
driver $t~edat 'J#1nand.tIie;Q.evet'end·;.Agripp~IQok~Dg~¢t1y.~eaa}sija·

""'Wtll,let!s.start." ..." .,' .....;, .....
"Rigbt;¥QUare,'~ thedtivers~d.''We)n$eenow£at·th~:gOoa(Hjd(3heY.r();; .

"let~takey()ul' . .. .
Thecar-started$Udc1enty£orw:at~'l'he·bc:»ytu¢ed't:(>,ffie;dIiV'q."'~d$aidi·

. ~cHaveYQuevtl"be~arrested'iIrthis::state:?~' ..' .'. '. '.' '.' . ',0'.. ..'; .•... ;.• ' ,':
.."MygOd:n61Whatkindofa..qtlestioni$t1iattoaijc?Why;d.Q·YOlt~.~~;

that?" '.' ··r . ..,.' .': ..•~' ' :.... ' '.i.- .'. .··:··;;:~.T<·:.j ~;
·''There.isf'a.purnoseiq...evetythitlg,.·.·.·evenitl..th~faJljngofa.,~par1"Q~~'t;tn~:i.'

Reverencl·,Agi"ippa. .said••.'''DQ •.yotr·KnQWall,y... poIit;er.ne1'l;jn,tbj$:.state·?:JJ)ne.
named Jones, \vith.;ited,mark-on:1Usthiri .1ikeade~'c$iQ(lt?"', ..... ;..... ..,'.:;' ..'

e •. : '.. "LOOk,I'don'tknow .•anY-'POlicemen"':th~Btiver-~aidt161iqly~3'Wl1f;: .
.should'I,. for·' thnssake?·.I.don't ..even.liveiI):.tljis·s,tate..I'J~tjust;·gc>~;tQ:J]j~ .
.burgbmld,j)3Ssmg ;thrQugn.and·.·.thought·I'd.•,givc•.y01.ltW().~ ••·ri~e~,I.~9~t-; •••......
I .mean. ·.I.•aon't.knowt.,danunit••·... ahy"policeman'·JJarneaJonC$.·in,..t1)i~\~~~e~{ ••••.••..••
The·YQung.driver's.f~ce\Vas .~ ..and·.bis'hands.~hOOk.oil,t!te,wll~il~,i~a.; ...·, •....
notbing~piebutdl'oYefaster,lti$,twopic1t11ps100kiQgdir.ectly,a,b.e~e.t:sU~t1i(·

_ • __ c." _ _; • -, - , _ '. ' - - • '.. _ -" ~ _' _ _ , _,', ~,_ _ _ _" • '.' • :_ _ __ ~

I'WOND~ASI WANOEll';5<
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He swung around acurve and almost hit· the guard rail separating the road·
from twofeet ofrock-shoulderand the river. Hefelt foolish and sloweddown.
"Look,'" he said, "1 was surprised by the question. Why do you want to find
thisguy?" .
. ."70helptheboy."

"1usedtoworkfor him, before1felt funny," theboy said.
o' "And set lam going to find him for the boy. Usually I'm a preacher,"

JEppa said,. turning to the driver and smiling, "but now I'm a seeker. Lay
. .h d on me, Boy, press your flesh to mine." The boy pushed his coat sleeve

. veral inches past his.bony red wrist, and pressed his skinny_arm along the
preacher's fat praying hands. "Yes, Lord, the touch of Christ~m be the touch
of man. I am a seeker, and a healer to be." The boy with his one sleeve up
picked at thickened tufts of skin freckling his wrist, flaking them on to the
car's floor. Leaning forward, he looked ahead for signs of MorgantoWn•

.The driver saia, "By the way, I wanted to ask, is this the way to Pitts- .
burgh? I wasn'tsure this was the right road. 1made a turn back there maybe
I shouldn'tof." r

Theboysaid, "Where'sPittsburgh?"
- Reverend Agrippa'said, ''Pittsburgh is sixty miles from Morgantown, .

, but I have never been there. What would 1do in Pittsburgh? I've never been ,
,: out of the state, and never had to go out. And,".he said turning to the boy,

"wewon'thavetogooutnow."
. ''Thanks anyway, friends," the driver said, trying not to speed along the

.road looping the mountain's perimeter~ He had really selected twO good'
ones. The preacher looked like a pig, but one with an eternal blissfully stupid
grin. Hi$. stubby snout, with large black.nostrils almost parallel to his face,.
lengthening now as he sucked up something glutinous from his throat and
then spit~heavilyoutthe window, his snout was unbelievably like a pig's. You
barely noticed above his nose the slight sliver of eyes puffed almost shut
under his fat pink skin. Yes, he was a good one. He wore the eternally second;,
hand ugly· dothes./th.at all wandering old men wear,always out of season.
'I'he1rQntbritn.ofhisdirty felt was pushed back like a smallboy's pirate hat,
and.hisshoeswereplain and cracked and dust-colored and .so pointed it would
have;beenitnpossible, really, for anyone to walk in them, yet somehow they
looked:propet;. Even though the day was hot, mucking up a false thaw above
the frozen, shell of earth, he wore a large heavy overcoat that maybe fit some,.

, . .

6 JACK B. MOORE
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, .
one'once, that now bunched'like the womhairy skin of a starvitiganimal.' .

> • I

"The preacher saysfaith.heals," the boy said suddenly. "He says 1he
bone of man is hollow and brittle unless filled with faith."

"Blessed be the God that heals, and sends His messengers to heal,"
Reverend Agrippa said.' ,

"Well, if it were me, I'd just as soon go to Pittsburghand"a doctor," the
driver said, turning his head momentarily to Agrippa~ "SO YOil' are going
to heal him? You look," he said to th~ boy, "you know, you ,look like you
could use healing., I imagine you have a cold by the soood of your voice."

"You ain't a Besh healer," Reverend~Agrippa said. "He has no <cold. If
he did what doctors could ~e it? .How do you like that. The 'tens arid
thousands of doctors .and the tens andmillions~f money can do no~g.
Buthe has no cold. Ifhe did, it'dbe simple enough. He believes in me enough
for that. I could cure him, and wouldn't need no policeman Jones neither,"
he said, looking at the boy. C~Fot a cold, you pray, and touch of' hands and
skins, and take a dried toad, sew it up in a silk bag, and hang it at the belly's
pit. Then you have no cold. But this ain't no cold. Doctors are no good here
anyway." r .' ,

"I believe thatI" the.boy said, looking at the driver, "and so I'm coming
with Reverend, traveling around,., and we are going to find my healer. He
says we are. Doctors ain't no good: I helped that policelllan Jones once, and
he hid me some marbles, onlyI never found them. I'll have·to ask hima-bout
that, won't I, Reverend Agrippa?"theboy said,turriing .to ~the preacher.
cCHe~ll te1l1Ilebetterwherehe hid them marbles after I helped him. He
wanted me to help him and I didn't let him down~that'swhat he said. He
was smart," the boy said to the driver, "slick asanonionc-and. hem,know .
what todo, don't you worry about that. And h~'ll tell me whete those marbles
are. He hid 'them, he said, and I wa~ to go dig 'em up, but I couldn't find
them. But I will." . .

cCOh yes, Boy," the Reverend Agrippa said, "we'll find him."
" "I'm-sure of that," said the.driver,slowing to take a curve. Theroa~ was '

~, darker now with thesun'behindthemountains, and itwas hard to tell ~here
the end of the pavement laY in thesbadows.The'trees in the forest thr0ugh
which. the highway strung had no leaves,<and withno-windatall,nowl,the
forest looked like a gray petri6.edwood. Peeling silver birches, bleak-white $

bone,' were scabbed with Becks of brown bark like dried. blood.. Off •the
I WQNDERAS I WANDER .7,
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right' hand side ofthe road the river twisted and sent ripples slapping lightly
into. an embankment. The water was gray too with gray froth roiling off
both sides and hardening into foamy glacial scum where the waves slid
hack from the bank.'A string of coal barges slipped slowly ~d smoothly in
the middle of the liver against the current. The barge-train was too far away
in the grease-gray dusk to see anyone on, and the mountains of coal shoved
ahead one after the other like black impossible elephants walking on water,
never -dipping or rising~ The driver had seen plenty of those barges on the
river this trip,. but he never saw where they went. He rolled up his window
now thathe felt the night's cold air coming. Then he ffipped onthe car radio,
saying, "Mind?" ,He jabbed the station buttons once in turn. Nothing
happened. He .said;"Has to warm up, I guess," and punched at the buttons
again. He j~bbedquickly one button after another, hearing only a few words

./ of threen~ws brbadcasts, and,; longest, the nasal squeal of some hillbilly
singer moaning, "Oh ~ose dogs tonight will be howlin', O'er the grave of
that bestfriend of mine who stole moo gal from me." He shoved the "Off'
button with his thumb, his index finger sore already. He looked again at
his riders, who still stared straight ahead. He'said, "Hope I didn't disturb
you." TheI).a£tera few seconds he said, "You been a preacher long?" The
phlegm' iIi his throat thickened and "long" was only a croak. He cleared
his throat and said, "I say long?"

Reverend ~grippa said, "All my life, really, though I done other stuff
too. My first job'was a mule switcher,. but I was too big soon anyway."

The. boy said' suddenly, eel was gonna try to be a mule switcher in the
mines too, but I was already too big. I don't think they usem no more." His
voice was qUite hoarse now.

"What's a mule'switcher?" the driver said.
-~'oh. it's a jolfm the mines. I was about seven. I liked the work. It's a lot

like preachin'," he said grinning. "When they used to fill up a cart of coal,
it'd be on the track that would run uphill outen the mine. They'd have these

- littlemules:h1tched to the cart to haul the coal out. The track was'uphill and
spmeofthosemules was lazy, an'they all needed proddin'. So they'd hire us
llitdeboys wllo wouldn't have to stoop--.-those tunnels was pretty low-whQ
,wouJ.dn~t h.ave to stoop so much to walk right behind those, mules and tick
)mon.'thei3Sswhenever they laggardep it some bit. That's a mule switcher,
and tIiat'swhat a.preacher is too," he said looking at the boy, and then to the

8 JACK B. MOORE
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man. ''You know, that's pretty good. Maybe I'll preach a sermon on that
sometime."

The driver cleared his throat and said, "Now that's interesting, and trUe
to life, and would make an original as heijsermon too, I'm sure." Then he
saw two gas pumps, the old kind that had bulbs of glass on. top like oblong
lollypops. He swung off the road and stopped beside the pumps. "I think I'd
better get some gas. I thought I could wait until town but maybe I'd ,better
not" The preacher was still'looking at him, grinning. "Yes, that's interesting
about the mule switching~" He blew the hom. "I neverstoppeo at one of '.
these old places before, hope they don't water the gas." He looked at the
store about thirty feet behind the.pumps. "I hope this place isopenr he said.
A man in the store looked out through·a large plate display window from
behind an old'Miss Rheingold contestl poster showing six· younggirlssurf-. .
board riding, three with penciled .mustaches and one with a goatee. On the
bottom of the sign was written HUMPHME. The man held up a finger.. "I
guess he'll be right out," the driver said" .

"I think we'd better move along," the young boy said. "
"Yes, maybe we should. We have to move along," the preacher said to

the driver. ''Thank you kindly for taking us this far. May the Lord shineupon
thy flesh with the radlanceof His beauty, an hundred fold more ..glorious
than the sun of hottest equatorial Africa, or Florida or California both." I

The Reverend Agrippa opened the door and got out, and the boy followed.
"I'll just be a minute here," said the driver.
"Yes, and if you will be so kind as to pick. us up again ifno one else does.

But the Lord moves swiftly sometimes and we must move always too."
"All right," the driver said, "as you 'say.. I'm going- to fill up, and then

I'm going to buy a couple of packages of cheese and peanut butter crackers.
I hope they're not too dry here. Do tl!ey ever,seUany of that stuff?" he said;
shaking his head. "And I'Uget some for youtoo, how'll that be?"

''Fine,'' Reverend"Agrippa said as he and the boy walked on past the
store owner, who after buttoning his jacket on the stoop' of his store realized
his fly was oPen to the night air, and zipped it shut smiling.

Agrippa nodded to·the man and walked after theboy,who hadstridd~

past.the:pum.. ' !land st~reand~as hea.dingforM.o.rgantown..as....fastas.h.e... could.•
.Agnppa yelled, ''Watt, Boyl" but walked no faster. The boy hur:nedalong"
thenarrow band ofdirtbetween the road and a pole and able retainingfenee.

I WONDER AS I WANDER '9
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The road swung along high above the river now, heading back up to the
mountains, and down below was only a string of beach and then the Monon-
~ela .. The b~y slow~d· suddenly, but just before Agrippa caught him
speeded up agam~, Agnppa saw what the hoy had-two large fat dogs, a,
big, dirty white-and-black mongrel with huge paws and.a bigger10pg-haired,
curly, black, clean-looking. dog, both dead in the middle of thero~d, about
five yards 'apart. There was no blood anywhere on them. The pure black's
glazed eyes were blank and then shone, reflecting a car's headlights. The.
car came closer and then swerved to the left of the road. The driver of the
car shouted, ''You:re both nuts I" as the car came back to the proper lane and
sped along. Agrippa wondered what the two dogs had been doing before
they were killed. Playing, maybe, frisking like dogs, sniffing, or maybe
fjghting. He passed the pure black dog. He felt sad, becau~e they were such
big dogs. You rarely saw big dogs like that dead in the road, only little ones.

The boy ahead was slowing again as they continued 'up the road, up the
mountain. He was weak. He couldn't walk fast long, that boy. He might
know not to rush ahead. If the man was there he'll be there still when we get
into town. No use killing yourself early. The wheels of God grlnd slow.

The boy sCuffed along, stumbling once in a mud rut. The river was
gone now and the'forest was almost all dark. He walked past an open field
stubbled wi~ tree stumps. The road swung up and into a forest of pines,
then out. an~ still up where there were only winter dead trees posted with,
NoH~Gsigns~ He was very tired and when Agrippa caught up he lifted
the boy to his shoulders. Agrippa leaned f9rward slighdy and walked up the
mountain road pushing his hands against his thighs at each step trying to
pqsh ahead faster and press out the hot ache spreading in his legs along the
bone. The trees and scrub grew closer to the road now, and he weaved onto
the road sometimes to avoid a branch. He looked ahead, and now the curve
of road swept straight and high like a high spanning bridge, and then di~

~ppeared~ Whep he ~as a kid they used to call a road like that the end of the
world, because'it looked like there was nothing on the other side, like if, you
rat1 fast, and, at the top jumped you 'Would swoop dDt like a hawk and glide
anclgli<i:eand -never stop, because" that was the end of the world, and you
WQwdn'teven'have to flap your wings, because there. never would be any
thing under you. You would just float endlessly.
10 JACK B.-MOORE
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"Geez, I'mhungry," theboy croaked.
"Yes, Sir. I bet you are. And so am I, and roo sure in'·Morgantown the

Lord will give us food. We'll go to, the Alhambra. They khow me there.
You'll, see, they'll know me, and maybe 'yoUr'" friend---your healer}' He
breathed deeplyseveral'tiJnesand was silent. Then after a while he reached
the worn top of the road, where' it stoppedcrirving up,an~ lifted ,the boy
from his shoulders; then after looking, bnefly"atMorgantoWn: below he
'followed the bay's descent into t1).e city in .thevalley.

The boyfelt not so tired now that he was walking downhill. The :air oti
top of the mountain was nice to breathe, too. So many towns, had smelled
like this, ~t least until you got close to them, a dry smell oftob~cco twisted

~ up in brownmud<hinked shacks, and of pecans on trees,and rotting mQistly
underneath, and soft c;oal smoke, and some~g that came with the shriek
'6f a night train. And so many towns looked strange and ,familiar 'like:this
onc;buthe was sure maybe he would find Jones here. It could be a' town like
this. He walked down the l"oadslowly so as-not to bUI'll msfeet.Not much
left of his socks. His feet should have been calloused by now but nothing in
him.happenedthe way it should. But maybe Jones wouldbe'here.Faith, that's
it. Like Reverend Agrippasaid. 'Paith, that's the ticket.

, The rOeld continued dropping sharply and.' twisting, so that sometimes
he-eould see the city and sometimesn,ot. It was just like walking down the
sides of a cup,' deeper down all the tim~where it was darker and smokier and
dirtier like coffee grounds at the'bottom. The road" gutters were filled with
coal dust and cinders ptobablY~oveled on the 'road when it was icy. The
grit crunched. Now he could see the town lights again. He always liked that.
Somehow he, felt thrilled, and felt ~e he was coming to his own home town
again when he.saw those lights. It had been nice Cltound Christtnascoming
down a hill; turnin,g a comer and .seeing over the street, one in back of the
other,struAg from pole to pole, red and green .and blue lights curving and
circling. From a,distance they l~ked .real thick, but when you walked the
streets underneath itdidn't seem so much. Then,the roadctIrVedagainand

, by the roadside was a Sign'saYing ~'We1come to Morg~townRadar:Con- ,
trolled .Drive Carefully," and then another sign "saying "The Friendliest
Church, in" 'Town.. Welcomes You FriendsoftheN~atene.". The boy
wonderedi£ Reverend AgIippawasafrierid o£the>NazateI1e./rney.walk~d

deeper intothecupandnow~~ould seethe river. again like a crack across,the
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base. The boy turned around and \said, "What's on the. other· side of
l\{organtown?"

. ''Westover·is right next to it there, on the other side of the river across
o that brldge:." He- knelt down and tied his shoelaces carefully,.not too tightly,

so that the knotted strings womd not break again. "Butifhe's here, h~s in
MorgantQwn,. not Westover. They have nothing in Westover. Used to be a
coaltown." NQW they could see railroad tracks l'WUling alongside the river. 
A few cars passed, and then the city swung into sightagairi. Agrippa. lOQked
at eightgigantic smokestacks in.the distance. He could barely make out the
smoke comingJrom four of them. The other four singly stood, huge and
yelIowhrlclc,idle.He. could not remeniber' when they had run all eight.
They passedsome houses now and an emptyfactory with most ofits windows
broken; and because thCl"estiUwas no sidewalk.they continued. along.the
:roadpas.t ca.gla$s:JIlaIlufacture building and some more houses. Then the
road, like a chute, swooped down sharply, then leveled off; and they could
walk::on the sidewalk: past .furniture stores closed for the evening, and past
an open allnight ·taxjoflice.

The' boy turned·and·said, "Is this all there is? It seemed· like more lights
from upaoove." There was a slight whine in his voice.

'''l'here's,more, Boy, but that don't concern us. This is a back street.. The
II1cUn:stteet is two·blocks up. This is the last street in town. Next to us is the
tailroadttacksthat runb~d· those buildings'on the other side of the street,
and.:Aextto thais· the river. Then tliere isn't nothing until Westover; and
Westover's.nothing.-So hCl"e is what's important."

/

T~Y·W.ALKEDALQNGthe sidewalk, side by side now, through the gritty air.
The·b6yxept·rubbing his eyes that stung already. Agrippa's squinty ey~

naaQw~furthertokeep' out the smoke and coal dust. He wonderedifthey
e'VeI' badany<clean't1itinthe valley, or if the air just.stayedandfester~d and
thiCk¢Iiedintocoaldust. The damn. coarjust floated into your eyes,. and the
stteet$$Q, $idewalksandgutters. were all smutted by it. .
"ByJVl$ts;~h-e stopped the boy and said, "Here we are." 'The

boy,Iooked..atbitJibrie£ly,:and. they both entered the caf~•
..···R;eyetendAgtippafeltwaml. in the fried-onion smelling room. The

valleywa$'·31way.$;\Va$ler tlianthosemountains at night,and.the. cafe was
verywann.I{etobkoff·ms.coat andhar and hung them on a rack pole and
12 JACKB.MooRE
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helpea the boyouto£his coat and told him to sit at a. booth. Agrippawalked
overtothecoUhterand sat;down on one of the circular rlppedcreds.eat$. A
skUmy,tUmplessman, wearing blue cowboy boots stoodbenindthe COUlltet'
scrapingbits of oniOtlS and potato off thesizzIinggreasygiiddle. He Cll'ranged
the mass neatly on the side of the griddle and turned 'a(ound.

'''Wen bygod"he, said, "if it ain~toldPiggy Grip.lfitain't old piggy
'Grip.Whateryou doin'hereagain?" t, "

. "Hey,. hey',there,"the Reverend Agrippa said proudly. "Qoil~t caU me
tha~T'mapreacher now,ttave!in' with the word of God on ID.ytongue,and
the feelin'ofGod in mybOn~."

''What? You're kidding. You really a preacher?" he said,relI1ovmg the
dirty aprohhomin&:QPt of his crea$eless,tub~argr;ly, pants .andwalkiIIg

'awayto.ward the 'cash :r~gister at :the.endof the counter. ASll;1alltnanwas
pushing'his shaking hand intQ his pocket,£umbling. forcPange~ae.steadied
it with .a. second' shaking hand withbright's~innY-knobbed':fingersatld
,br9ughi.thehandoutQf his pocket.,,He could notholdthe money quite long'

"eno\1gb:butmanaged to throw it on the glass counter desperateIy.A:grippa
. looked totheothet' end of the counter where t'Wo waitresse$ leaned lVith

elbows on the countet.One was old. and big with very blond h3it'andpurpIe ,
lip$tick 'and 'two bright red cheekbones like adoU. The man came back.
"Common.now, .you~re·nota prea.chet~" ,_

, "$urelam, Jules. Lookhere." Reverend Agrippa.gropedin his suit coa.t
inner pocket and gave a scrap of paper to ·thc'skinny·man. On one'side of
the paper was ali adVertlseh1efitfot ~thepreveIltiotiofpiles~

"Hey, lookahere,?' Jules:shQuted dOWilattheWaitres~es.~'Here"sa new
ministet...... 'a.ndhe'ssogoodhe ·earteurewhat'swrollgwithyoutsoul,
Bessie."B~ssie,the fa.tbloride with thickbloek--like hips walked up smiling,
tOQk the paperuom}ules, arid-leaned again on the ,c6ll1ltet: . .'

"So you Jigure rvegotpilC$of thesQuI;doyou?"she:said, looking at
AgriJ;lpa.andnoddingtowardJules as shewhe.ezed:alaughand.scrapeclher
b9dy a~st.theglass. Jules -laughed too, and Agrippa continued .smiling
proudly•. , .

.. ''No,'no, Jules," he said, "that's the wrong 's~de. Looka here,"hesaidj
turilil'lg.ov<:r the dirty piece.of paper. .

Julesteadtb.e scrap and said, "So yo~ are· a preacher, Piggy, I mean
Reverend, so you ate. Say, Bessie, take- the' ReYerend's ()tQer~" '

, .
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Bessie stood up straight and said, "What will it be, Reverend."
"A chili-hot sausage sandwich-you still make 'em?U Bessie nodded. yes",

"And put plenty of mayonnaise on it. And a Dr. Pepper for the boy, and
, what do you want to eat, Boy?" he said, turning around.

"Oh, a hamburger is O.K. Did you ask them yet?"
"Eat first; tbenask. The eating is like a sacrifice, Boy. It's, the only thing

we got to sacrifice and dedicate. We'll dedicate this food to our wondrous
Saviour Jesus}'

"And whatwill you have to drink, Reverend?"
"Bring Reverend Agrippa a bottle of Guinea red, Bessie, that's his

favorite."
uOh no, not any more," Agrippa: said, smiling proudly still. "I don't \

thirik you understand yet. Not since I been ministering have I had any. :n
just think I'll have a bottle of beer."

Bessie wrpte down the order and gave it ~o Jules. "You fix it, Bessie,"
he said, "I want to talk to the Reverend. The sausage is frozen in the ice box.
It'll take a, while."

"Listen, Jules, I'm no cook. I'm a waitress. If you want to pay me
double. • • ." .' .

"Com'on, Bessie, you ain't doin' anything else."
"O.K. I'll serve it and Hope can fix it," Bessie said and walked away.

, Jules, said to Agrippa, "Whater you doin' down here? And what's that
boy with you?" He'leaned close to Agrippa, smiling, showing his big yellow
front teeth.

"Well, I'm a preacher now, and I'm .herer-with the boy. We've traveled
, ·all over the state. Webeen through Carloover, Healing Springs, Hot Springs,

WarmSprings and Must~e. And before that we was in Sweet Chalybente and
Hematite and before that Mendota, Chilowe, and ~eebo, and everywhere in
between, and now we're in Morgantown, where~lonel Zackquill Morgan
'battled the heathen Indian for our Lord-and where I'm battling for our
BlessedJesus Christ"Himself too."

"Ibelieve you, Pig-, Reveren~Agrippa. Say, howdya start this Reverend
business?Lasr time I saw you, you was' feeding sorghum 'shine in pie tins
to hears trying to getem to'lap it up so's they'd be drunk enough to shopt

.. " ?easy. ,
'''That's right, but that's all gone now. I'm doin' th~ work of our Lord,

'x l'f JACK B.' MOORE
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just as sure as God made green apples and worms in them. Ireeeived the ,
word about a year ago. Maybe over a year. And I knew I was going to preach
and touch the sick flesh of, our brethren-'.yours and mine, Jules~andheal
them with thatheavenly balm of Gilead. You have togo to any trouble with
that chili and hot sausage?" . .

''No, no~No trouble at all. Hey Hope," Jules shouted, "get with that
sausage. And bring the little fellow his dope-I mean his Dr. Pepper."

"Thank you, JUles, thank you.. So I sent word around tlleminesthat I
wasgoint to preach and I did. ,And I've ilever'beenhungrysince-.-forfood
or for the word of the Lord ,who providethall. And one night I was .preach
ing my favorite se,rmon to a bunch of miners and farmers. I W;lS telIih' them
how the Church was like unto a cow that ~ey had to nourish if it was to
feed them. And that prayer was like pulling therits ofa fat udder) that you
had to do it right or get no results. That youcouldn'tpuRtoo hard nor too, .
soft, just like you couldntt ask for too mu~, or pray weak without'any faith~

I think the farmers most always liked that and the women too, because they
know a~out cows and suckint babies, which is most what I was talking about.
And I told them they. had to do it all the time, or the udder would swell up
and then shrivel and the cow would sicken and die.;"

"My god, Grip, sounds like you really toldem."
',Youtre damn right. I al~ays told them, and I always told them the

truth. And I told them they had to have faith and that if they did the cow
would be like unto'Christ, and around its head wouldbea golden halo, and
from its ribs would thrust wings bigger than a chicken hawk'~,and from .its
hooves tiny little'wings like a sparrow's, and if'they had faith, and the touch
offaith, of a healer, their sins and sicknesses wouldbectlfed like good'country
fresh milk cured them'now. The miners always liked that, 'cause ·they never
had any, but they know it would beg90d .i£they did. The big wings will
swoop and beat wide and whip, and the little wings will flutter.andthatc9w
will cure them and some day take theJIl to Heaven, flying up with that
golden. halo .shining right over its head. That's what I told them, faith, .ahd
the touch of a.healer." ,,. .. . - ,

''Well, I don't know about faith, but we got Hope here,andshe'sgot
your food. ~itthere and eat it slow. I'mgunna closeup a bit 'now but I'llbe
back. This preacherin' .business sounds interesting, old Grip..Herc,·youput
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some more mayonnaise on., You always liked that," Jules said, handing
Rfverend Agrippa the mayonnaise bottle and then walking away to shut off
~e neon sigt:l out front. Hope handed Agrippa his plate. A large soggy bun
with. red juice flecked with white mayonnaise globs dripping out was on it.
Then Hope walked around to where the boy sat. She snilled at Bessie as she
passed her, and gave the boy his Dr. Pepper and hamburger. He started
gulping down the Dr. Pepper.

. "Hey, Boy,"Reverend Agrippa said, "that roll will just suck the juices
from yol}f mouth and you'll be twice as thirsty as hot cotton if you don't-have
some 'Pepper' for after. Anyway, we gotta dedicate this first. Bless this food
and us that eats it, oh Lord, our Strength and our Redeemer," Agrippa said,
looking at his plate, and then to the boy, "may your mouth be satisfied with
good things, so that your youth shall be renewed like the lusty eagle's."

The boy put down the drink: and.-started slowly eating the hamburge1'.
He was thirsty but not very hungry. He was thirsty all the time. Maybe that
was part of.what was wrong. But Jones could fix all that. Jones might be
here. But not in-this place. Just here in Morgantown. He didn't like this
place. Everything in it was ugly. The skinny man talking to Reverend
Agrippa was ugly, with his red face-really orange face--with-his big pores
and skin like cement. And the skinny girl who just brought the food, she was
ugly to(). She was not lIluch bigger than him and had little colorless eyes
like white pebbles and red thick lower lids. She kept blinkiDg her'eyes and
-staring, blinking and staring in neon rhythm like a lizard. Maybe it was the 
lights. He knew that ~der the flat white light you could see every red little
lump on his face, !Us ears, his fingers. It would be nice to be a snake, so that
instead of the thick_ parts -of the skin flaking off in bits he could_just shake

/ and glide~d sneak outsmoo~y, sloughing off the old skin that he couldn't
feel an.yway. The others probably were looking at him now. The others
wer~t like Reverend Agrippa. He wished he believed more in Reverend
Agrippa so they wouldn~t have to go all around looking for Jones. But he
knew Iones could help just ~ he had helped him once. Agrippa would
find him. He finished the hamburger but was thirsty again. "Can 1 have
another Dr•. Pepper,Reverend?" he said.

"Say, that little boy's voice is changing," Jules'said. "1 think I hear a
, changingvoice."
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"No," Agrippa ~aid, "his voice's just been hoarse like that lately.. Just a
second, Rivers,'~ he said to the boy. He took a change purse from his suit coat,
opened it carefully, and dipped two pinguid fingers quickly in like a bitd's
beak pecking seeds, and dropped som.e ,change on' the table. "All right,
Rivers, but drink it slowly. Remember what I said, now."

,"His lastname Ri\Ters?" Jules said. "What's his first name, MiSsissippi?"
Jules and Bessie and Hope laughed.

"No, his first name. Rivers Carrie Beazly is his full name," Reverend
Agrippa said to Jules. "I met him after that s~mon I told you about.. That ,
was a good sermon and almost always worked. But not that night. I. don't

. knowhow many I saved with it, and it's taken in as much'moneyasanyfour
of my others. But he was the only one who Came up tome-he was .a bit
fatter then. He was the only o~e who believed beyond the words,. like you
have to, and saw backto Christ and me. He's a~y boy. He hasno hair on
his arms. at all, or on his legs. He said that he believedin me, and that he Was
sick and wanted the touching of the flesh. I asked him.did he believe in the
LOrd and he said yes. I asked him did he believe in me and he said yes,but
he believed in Jones'more. Jone$ is who we're looking for. I dedicated myself.
to that, Jules. I waS a good preacher, and I could touch the· skin with th~

touch ofthe Lord. Buri£ Rivers Carrie Beazly believed in Jonestn()l'e, then
I had to find' him. That's why we're here. That's why we've been all over
West Virginia. Jones is somewhere. The Lord will see to that.. This is o~
'pilgrimage. This is the wond~ of our wandering, that we shall,fuldJilin in
the valley and he shall t~uchRivers. Rivers says once he sees~, he~Uknow

what to do. He's that kind of person." . , .
"What about a doctor i£something's wrong with him?" .
"Doctors are no good. You know that. What can they tell a poor boy, a

poor innocent sinner like that? .His motlier'andfather agree. The healing
medicine ofour Lord shall succor him. That's what I said toRivers'p,arents, .
and'that's what I'm doing.here.'" Reverend Agrippafinishedhischili..hot
sausage· sandwich. He licked what he could of the red juices.rtJD.ningdown
the sides ·ofhis mouth, and smudged away the r~t with the back of his;h~d.
~en he slid his index finger back and. forth over. the. plate,.pusltin:gupa·
small wave ofs~usageparticlesand chili juice and white 'mayonnaise.. From
time to time 'he ducked the finger into his mouth 'and sucked it and quickly
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\
popped_ it out. "TIlls sure is finger-lickin' good, like the sign says, Jules. So
do you knowhim? Do you know Jones? He has a red mark on°his chin like
a deer's foot". ' 0

"No, I don't think so, Grip. Wish I did though. You want some bread
there?"

"No, I'm through now. The plate's clean as an old bone. Are you surer
He did a favor for Rivers once, or Rivers did one for him, I forget which.
Rivers says he's about my age, with very light hair. I think thatts unusual,
don't-you?"

"He'sblond?"
''Yes.. I think that shows he has the shine of the Lord on him. Rivers is

right. Ifwecan·find him-when we·findhim-Rivers will be told what to
. .

do. He .will be cured. through that celestial touch of the all-healing healer,
attl~,.Hemightbe a policeman.:That's what he was then, lookin' for moon
shiners. You know all the policemen herc;and he's probably doin' the same
thingno~~A ~all one about my age, only blond. Named· Jones or something
cOmnlQnlike~that? You know there's not many policemen tall and my age
and withblond hair that's real wavy.,r forgot to tellyou that. Real wavy hait."

'~NQ, ldon'tknowhim......but I'd tell you if r did. You Cab be sure of that,
old Grip.~aybe--Hey,Bessie~ what color hair does that guy with the camel

.; hair coathav.e?Thatguy that comes here all the time with JUs family~"

Hope.said,~'He'sbald, ain't her" 0

Jul~'s3id,'''That's right, I forgot. That's the only one I know even COme '
clos~GriJ.1." ,

''Well, he's in West Virginia somewhere, but he don't have any family.
He didn~t have any four years ag(), did he, Rivers ?,' Reverend Agrippa said,
ttttningaround.
- .Rivers wasJooking at a door at one far corner of JULE'S ALHAMBRA.' The
door hada big glass window, and dirty yellow curtains on the.other side of
theglass. Irllad.yeUriwbricksteps leading upto it, and a blackito~ railing 011

thestells. ItlCJOkecllik~a'side door outside a house, and ithad a black weather
awningoverthetop.

~'~vets,.didJ()neshave any children?"
c~o,sit ..W'henhegave methosem.arbles he said they was mine, that he

didn.'t.haveanyonetoglve thetn to around there but me,and ·they·wasa
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reward, and I had to find them where.they were buried~ I must dug in the
wrong places. But.he didn't have no children."

''Well,'' Jules said, "you see how it is. That gUy 1 thought maybe was the .
one is bald and has three children." .

"Four," Bessie said. "FoureJilldren,"JU1essaid~

',+hat's all right, Jules,if. he1'ain't :~ere,he;;sspIl1e.where else.~ West,
Virginia. My duty to the boy i$iQkno\V)n~t,an.d.l know· that: Jones'$duty
is to tell us wh~t to do,toheal Rivers;' $d.he'U do it.·Wejust,got to get.
togetber,tbat's all. You knowdoctors only giveyoualoto£ runaroUnd. We
beengoin' ahnost a year now, 1 guess,'.Cll).d wecango~ore.<ktniyhat·and '
coat, Rivers,'an.d put Y0111"$ on too.":RiVe1'S got, u,pan.d haJ1(le~'l Reverend
Agrippa his hat and coat. Revetend'.Agtippa put them. on., They both. walked
over. to the .(aShregisterand ,Agrippa paid·their bill.

Just as they were. about to leave, Jules said, "You know, Grip, maybe
this boy'strQuble is psychology."

Agrippa said, "How do you mean, psychology.?"
" Jules said, "You know, whenyou,think YQu're ,sick ,but you're not. Oll1y

your head tbjriksYQu~resick,si»rt of. Let me tell you -something that may
help. Bessie and l'{ope, start finishin' up."

Rivers was hot in his coat now..He wanted to 'go outside. M:J.ybe he
could see where the door went. .

"1had this friend ofnrlne, youknow, ohe()£mygir1s~Oneofmy tegulats.
I used to like a bit·oiher· cookin', you bow. Shehaathiscousin,n~Dled
lolan, that all he ever did w3$.~lt in an oflice. He futd this wo()deIi. stot>l.and
he would sitQh itfrom· eight#lthe.lJ1oJ:ninguntil ~veat llight. I bet ~ehad
a spot worn in that wood. And he wouldngure. Thatfs aU;he ever did, as
far as I cansee.'Hewould sit therean~ addandsubtractand,~dll.d()n't 
~owif he,mwtipliedordivided, butI;guCSSS9. ButJ do know that all day
he would sit there and add and subtract this stuff,an'these :6gures~, you

. know. When he got hontehiscousi11'Eflieisherna11le,tI1otig~don'tsay';I
toldyou.twouldfixhimstewo1"ha11lburgeriQrsorirethiri'~ :ThenhewqU1d
add and subttaetat this -desk'ne hadsomcmore;sitful"'atanotherwoOclcif
stool. He used to do·mybooks form.e.SOyo\lsee, nonc9£;-uswas<sritpnsed
whenithappened,though,wedi@'tkfiow 'exactlywhy,itihappened,,"'Jules '

, stopped and started walkiilg away. . . .
. . ~
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.'Wcl1, what happened?" Reverend Agrippa said.
·'TQZOlan? Whyhe losthis voice, naturally. Sittin' there. And the doctor

said itwupsychology. Atleast that's what Effie told me. So maybe your boy .
here-has' the same problem, Agrippa. Did you ever think 'of that?"

.Agrippasaid, "Psychology means nothing. You don't understand. You
rcaUY(ion't.iThe-Lotddoes not use psycliology. He has a healer of the ~esh.

bf1theBesh" .Nbneofyou understand· what would· be the good of it? Of it
all? It~isth~way ·0£ the Lord that I follow. And He was a journeyer too."
Agpppaopene(t,the door and 'then followed Rivers out. Rivers started togo
around the: side of the building to see maybe where the door went, but
Agrippa ppintedstraighton up the road they had' been on, past the eight
smokestacks, four ofwhich had smoke dribbling out, jus~slipping over the
sideofthestack.anddrippinginto the valley. "Maybe we can make Fairmount
'before too: late,;<Rivers~ l'have friends in Fairmount that will know.if Jones
llvesthere.lthink rupreach somewhere tomorrow. We need a little money.
IriswonderltilhOwthe Lord God of us all provides. You can rest, too." Then
the twQ.startedwalking, Rivers abit faster than the Reverend'Agrippa. Before
Agrippa,passed JULE'S ALHAMBRA the cafe's front lights went out.

4. .

/

THE'RoAD through Morgantown is straight for about a mile, then it rises
int~,the tnountains again. The. river alongside the level road is quiet and slug

.gi.slt,~dcl1urD.s,slowlythrough the government dam. After that the river is
sl#l1.ow"and toPeS of water rise over dull sunken boulders and the river is

.::.: ' -'. ,
cor<ledJi~e·th~st.riDgs inan old man's neck..Then the river.settles .down and
slowly swerv¢s..throlJgh die hunched and humped mountains Banking it like
sIQuched.lon.gb~ts sleeping.

Revere.n.d4grippa liked. Fainnount. Maybe Jones would. be there.. He
surely "Wouldbe there, or in SOme place like, very much like, Fairmount. All
they<hadto.d() was-search. The wonder of the Lor.d Jesus Christ whose
$'pl~<lQJ;" liveth-and reigneth beyond time and wide river and green mOun
tainan(l3U~c: eaI'th, the wonder of Christ our Lord. would do ther~t.

.Fainn,Ql1Ilt: was only apout twenty miles away, but the road. shoots over
th~riv~likea.stt'angehardblack tributary and twists·alone.relendessly over
thetautribsQ£ the mountains. .
20
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Translationsfrom theJapanese

by Makoto Ueda

When~eW~nd isStrong
_.
>

When the wind is strong
Theglobe is likesomc:one·s kite.
While the day-is yetblossoming,
Man already finds the nightthere.

As the wind has no tongue,
It only runs about, agitated.
I thinko£ the Winds ofotherstars
And wonder if theycanbe mutual.friends.

On the globe are the nightand the day.
Meanwhile, whatare otherstars doing?
How do they bear with thesilent, endless space?-

In the daytime the bluesky tells a lie.
While the nightmurmurs thettuth,weare asleep.
In the~orning everyone says he has had a dream.

-ShuntlZ1'q, Tani/c.awa (b. 1931).

,
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ASwayingPhantom

YOll,.aaowctfcebly tottering in the light,
You,afishin theendlcssly darkening voice,
Drippingthchcart,
Faio.tlynistlingthewords,
Blue1y,lightly,pileup thedreams.

. You,BoatingaJiddri£tingon~cwater,

Call the distantcalmofthe evening.

You, afotmless lamp of the sea,
You,a.pistilo£lifecease1csslyborn;
Youappear,
You disapPear,
You, wavering, bloom fragrantly in my heart.

When the pale bluephantom comes walking,
. I driftaroundhereand there,

Anddceplydrown in the dream.

22

/

/

Like thin snowinCcssantly falling,
~ . -

My heartdrifts onwards and onwards,
Andfaintly plays on the lipso!death.

You, a Bickeringshadowthat roadlessly.cross;
'Theshadowis fragrantly tangled;
Theshadowis gently blown in disorder.

-Ta1c.ujiOte (1887-1934)

MAKOTO UEDA
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The BlueFlute
L

In this eveningfield
Long-eared.elephants are walking ittparties.
Theyc1lowcveningmoon wavers inthe wind,
Hat-likegraSs leavesflutterhereand ~ere.

Areyoulonesome,Miss?
Here-is'asmallflute, its sound a clear green.
Gently blowthe mouthpiece;
Make iu:remblein thetransparent'sky,
And call in yoUr.mirage.
From a distantsea o£1ongmg ~

An image, itseems, slowlycomes near•.
It is like a headleSs cat, staggers in the grass shade of the cemetery.
Could I die once for all in a sorro~fu1scene like thiS, Missl

i

-Salc.utaroHagiwara (1886-1942)

~eVillage

At thevillage now
·Thedeity~y.notbe present,
Because thechildren .
Puthiminto,aspecimenbagthis :ifternoon.
Atlastaye1lQw bee thad:~pscatt1efrom sleep

. Has begun its journeyona roadwhich flows outof the village.
The poplarleaves~fajnt1yweeping,..
Wond~g why the winaow may nptopenwider,
.Why thesong has been loSt. .

-¥oshia1(iSttsazawa (b. 1898) ,
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The~tararid the Dry Grass

The starand the~ grass were talking.
Latein a calm night
Thewiridwas bl~wing only around me.
Somehowfee1inglonesome,
I tried tojoin their talk,
When thestar Camefalling from heaven.
I soughtin the dry grass,
Yet thestar was neverfound.

In the morning
As I awoke,
Aheavy stone
Lay fallen in my heart.
Everyday since then .
I talktomyself:
When will the stone become the star?
When will the stone become the star?

-Shigeji Tsuboi (b. 1898) .

TheSe,a in the Daytime

On a brightday like this
Astrange.song may be heard on the sea;
Amermaid appears'out of the waves
And passes by a youngsailor
Who, leaningon a brace, drowses.

,//

Waves are fast.
Wav~ have fins and tails.
Wavpareswimming.

. Th~swimmingone, that is a mermaid.
A mermaid comes with the waves.
Soon she goes far away.

24

While! closed my eyes for a moment
The colorof the sea .
Chatiged as if todaywere overand tomorrow had come.
Many shades formed on the waves.

-Kaoru Maruyama (b. 1899)

I .
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Willa Cather

JOHN ~. RANDALL III

The Middle West
Revisited

AFTER her "Catholic" novels WiUa Cather seems to have grown ~ed of
searching for exotic locales to use asseftings ~or localcoiorstories.·Perhapsshe
feltthat she was acquiring too much.ofatouristview ollife; iUs more· likely,
however, that th~ illnes~ and death'of both of het parentsrudeIy iIltetItlpted
her search for beautiful sensations and turned her mindback on childhood
experiences,pointingupforherthe~portanc~of thefanilly inhutnan affairs.
Whatever thecause,·the 'res1.dt is that her next twobooks showtwtlcharacteris
-tics, onen~w and-oneold:a nostalgic return to writing about thatparto£'the
country with >which she~ most familiar, the American Middle West, and
the previouslyseen emphasison the group rather than the individual together
with the standards and traclitionsadhete3
to by the gtoup~ In these two books Willa
,Cather revisits the Middle West., but it no
longer mterests her as raw material for the
creative pioneer spirit; instead it seems to

. her to be the environment in which the
values of the multigener,ation family unit
.can best be maintained. She now looks at
the Middle West through 'the- spectacles of
traclition,maintaining roughly the same at-
titude that she had.shown in her "Catholic" novels.

Ohscure Destinies (1932) demonstrates this attitude very clearly. The very
tidefonns a contrast with those of her earlier prairie volumes; llnlikeher
earlier se1f,she is now content to describe "the short and simple annals of the
poor."Thebookinvites tomp:lrisonwitI;J.Flaubert's Trois'Contesl upon which
sheapparent}.ymodeledit. Like thatbook, it statts with thepresentandmQves
backward in ti~e (although of course with a much shallo~erhistoricalre£""

erence,since she gOes back only to the turlJ. of the centurY);like'thatbookit
.isatacit criticism of the present in its implied praise of the.p~S()mething

This ~c1e is extraetedfrotn T.h~Landscape aM 'he Loo/cing Glass#WilJa Cathn's'Seaic"fO'l' 17t11l14.
copyright 196Gby John R.- Randall m. by pemiissio~of the publishers;. Houghton .MifBin·Co.. BoItoa.

~ -
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of Flaubert's quiet, cadenced prose is to be found in the volume too. As in
SliadJfws on the Roclv she concentrates on the death part of the life cycle;
the first two stori~ end in the death of a person, the last in the death of a <

,friendship.
The first story, ''Neighbour Rosicky," was written during the final

months of Charles Cather's illness, and is probably a tribute to her father. In
. '4 it she comes to grips with the fact of death as she was.unable to do (at least
, at thetime)in herownlife. Although shedeals with the same pioneers whose

lives she had described in heroic tennsin her.prairie novels, she now adopts .
~'-a completely djfferent tone This is atired story; even the ,landscape is pas:

sivelyenjoyed as)t was inDeath Comes for the Archbishop.
''Neighbour Rosicky" has for its hero 'the man who in real life was the

husbandQf "my<Antonia." In itWilla Cather describes the last days and death
of thispioneet farmer; and in so doing ~hechronides the end of an epoch,
depictingNebraska as it was after the passingof the pioneer period. The story
of theearthly paradise, the yeoman's fee-simple empire founded in the garden
ofthe Middle West, is thus finally brought to a close.
, "Neighbour/Rosicky" is about an old man who at the end of his life.feels

hehas much to cherish and little to regret. He goes to a doctor in the fall and
leamsthatheha§"a bad heart, an ailment that kills him the following spring.

d" But, much tohis doctor's surprise, he is not at all worried ~bout his condition;
.death can claim him any time it wants to; 4e has had a good life and is satis
fied. Thereason for Rosicky'~ content is that he has had a happy married and
fatnily life. This is the ,result'of the ministrations of his wife, the Antonia of
theprairie ~ovel, here called Mary. The only real worry he has toncems Polly,
his "American" daughter-in-law; he is uncertain as to how happy she will be
athaving marrledinto a "foreign" £amily~ .

. l11to the story Willa Cather pours many of her feelings apout the source
of human happiness ,in general and the Rosickys in particul~. We are told·
thatunlike their neighbors they are not money-minded; they .ar~. comfortably

~ outofdeqt,althQughtheynever seem to get ahead very far. The (loctor muses,
)'Ma,yhe.~l:1icoul~y your life and put itinto the bank too:" But accord
ing. tqWilla Gather the secr~t of thclr success is that they have-learned that
the1i£~o~ thS'~ountry is preferable to the life of the town. Rosicky's opinion
on thesubjectJs based on his own experience, since he has lived in five difIer
ent plac~ in. thr~ecountries; aside from a village and farm in his native
"26/ JOHN H. RANDALL
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Czechoslovakia hehas been down..and-out in London and well..to-do in New
York. But hebnally decided to spend the rest ofhis life on a farpl.He has a
vivid memory,ofthe day he made that decision:

Roricky, the old Rosicky, couldreJ11ember as if it wereyesterdaythe·day when
the young1{osicky fOUlldout what was the matter with.him. It Was on a fourth of
July aIterhoon, and he was sitting in Park Place in the sun. The lower part of
New York was enlPty~ Wall Street, Liberty Street; Broadway, allempt)r. So much
stone and asphalt withnothinggoingon,so many empty windows.. 'The emptiness
was intense, like the stillness in agJ.:eat factory wlienthe machinery stops and the
belts and bands cease running. It was too gJ.:eat a change, it t<?Ok .aUtheStr<:ngth
O\lt of ~ne. Those blank buildings, without the stream of life' pouring through
them, were like empty jails. It struck young Rosicky that this was the tioriblewith
big cities; they built you in, from the ea~ itsel£,cemented you away from any
contact withthegJ.:ound. You lived in an unnatural world, like the fish in an
aquarium, who were probably much more comfortable than they ever were in
thesea. (PP.3O-3I)·

Several interesting attitudes are expressed here. First, the idea of cities being
empty isa curious concept, especially for one who has' seen Nebraska. It is
definitely not there;lction of a city man. Second, the feelliigthat a life led
close to :nature is also close to the ultimate realitieS is acceptable only to some..
body whorejccts the theory of the sta8.es of civilization as outlined by eon..
dorcetandaccepts some form.of primitivism. Thisofcoutse is nothing new
in Willa Cather. Third, Neighbor Rosicky (and with him the author) has
failed to reaIizetha:t civilization is notidenticalwith physical comfort; those
who think it is are missing the point. Aftera$rming the town in Shadows
on the Rock, Willa Cather definitely and finally resolves thecrty--country
conflict in favor of the country, asolutio~ whi~will hold goOd for the rest
of her career, except for "The Old Beauty." This represents a return to the
values of herthildhood, especially of the years between eight and fifteen.

WillaCathercontinues:
. After that Fourth of July day in Park Place, ·the desire to return to the cowitry

never left him. To work on ~other man's. £arm would be all he asked; to seethe
sun rise and set and to plant things and watch themgJ.:ow. He'was a very simple
man. He was like a tree that has not many roots; but one tap-root that goes down
deep. (p. 32)

-This and subsequent quotations are from O!m;ure Destinies. by Willa Cather. New York: Alfred
A. Knopf, Inc., 1932.
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It need hardly be. pointed out that~ is not the heroic spirit which tamed
;the.soil.RosickyJs·noA!1torua;he Jould be quite content,to play the passive
spectator's role; to work on another man's farm, to s~ the sunrlse,and to
.plantthings and watch them gr~w. It might be argued that this is the attitude
of.old agewete it n,Ot for the fact that these thoughts are attributed to the
young Rosick.y~.Aetua1ly, it is hot Neighbor Rosicky's old age which is speak
ingbutWill;J.: Cather's.

, WillaCather'sview of the'superiority of country life is buttressed by two
anecdotes,onetoltlbyRosickyhimsel£ and the other by his wife Mary. They
contrast the relative, severity of poverty in the city and in the country. Hard
tinies in the city are 'illustrated by·Rosicky's story of how once in London on. /'

a Christm.asEvehe was forced to beg fromsttangers for money to buy a
Christmas goose to replace the one he had ravenously eateil which belonged
tbhispoverty-strickenJand!ord. Hard times in the country, on the other hand,
are reeaJledby Mary's anecdote of hoW' the family had celebrated a Fourth
of July picnic in defiance offate, in spite of the fact that a scorchfug hot wind
hadjustdestroyedtheir entire corn crop along with thatof all their neighbors.
As Rosicky I1lUS~S on the fate of his children and their prob~ble happy future,
it seems to him. that mere subsistence in the~ country is better than' anything
the city has to offer:

They would have to work hard on the farm, and probably they would never
do·JIluch more than m:ake a living. But if he could think .0£ them as staying 'here
on~e lan?~~ WQuldn'~. have ,to fear any great un~dness for them. Hardships,
~y;.lt was a ,hardship to have the wheat freeze m the ground when seed was
sphigli;andto~ve to sell your stockbecause you had no feed. But there would be
other years when everything came along right, and you caught up. And what you
had·was your own. You didn't have to choose between bosses and strikers, and go
WrQllg either way. Y'qu didn't have to dQ with dishonest and eniel people. They
viere· the>ollly,thingsin his experience he had found terrifying and horrible; the
look in the eyes of,a dishonest and crafty man, of a scheming and rapacious woman.

. I'

. .,In thr rountty, i£you had a mean neighbour, you could keep off his larid and
~akC'him k~polIyours. But in the city, all the foulness and misery and brutality

,ofyolJrl1eipbours was·~part.of your life. The worst things he had came upon were
,hUIDaIl,-depra¥Cd and poisonous specimens of man. To this day he could recall

certain:. tei'ri.bl{faceS' futhe London streets. There were mean people everywhere,
to be sUfC,even in their own country tOWll here. But they weren't tempered, hard.
en~'.?ke •. th~itreacherous people in. cities who live bygrindiq(0r cheating or
.pOlSOnmgth~fellow·men ••..

28 JOHNH. RANDALL
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It seemed to Rosieky that for good, honest boys like his" the worst they could
d~on the farm was better tllan the best they could be likely to do in the .city. I£:he'd
had a mean boy, ~ow, Qne who waS Crooked and sharp and tried to put anything
over on,his brothers, then town would be the place £Or him. But he had no.such
boy••.• What Rosicky really hoped£or his boys was that they could get through.
the world without ever knowing much about the cruelty of human. beirigs. "Their
mother and me ain't prepared them for $at;" he sometimes said ,to himself.
(PP·58-60) .

In these.passages Willa CatheJ:' seems to have succumbed completely to
nostalgia. She sentimentalizes the CQuntryside, totally distorting the picture
she had painted of the MiddleWest in her prair~enovels~ W~enshesays that.
on the farm one did nothaveto deal with dishonestor~e1 people, one won
ders whether she ever remembered Krajiek orWicltCqtter.or Ivy Peters;
they could be kept off ,one's land, too, but they were still a threat. Rosicky's
notion of shippingm~ .OOysoff to tile citybecause they would not be out of
place there is the old rural-evangelical Populist view of the big town ·putin.
milder form. And when Rosickyhopeshis'children will never realize the full

.cruelty of human beings because he and Mary had never p,.-epared them for
it, the escapist impulse in Willa Catherseeihs to come close to the,surface.
His desire for cloistered virtue makes one wish that either he or his creator
had studied "Areop;tgitica."

I have said that''N~ghOOur Rosicky" was written during the period of
Willa Cather's father's final illness. ,Perhaps this is why in it she resolYesthe
·old old conflict between the claims of a call1ngand human claims ina human
directipn once more. Neighlx>r Rosicky is. an artist iti living; he leads his own
particular ver~ion of the. comely life, which isbased'ultimate1y 0.0, his capacity
to love. Even his "American" dau.ghter-in-Iaw,who feels peculiar at bavitig
man;ied a "foreigner," realizes this. Willa Ca.ther writes:

She had a sudden feeling that nobody in the world, not her mother, not
Rudolph,. or anyone, really loved her as tn~ch as old Rosicky did•••. It was as if

. Rosieky had ~ special gift for loving people, som.ething that was like an ear for
music or an eye for colour. It '''fcl$' quiet, unobtrusive; it was merely there. You saw
it in his cyes,-perbaps thatw~',whytheywer¢ merry. (p. 66)

Nodoubt is leftin the reader'sttlind thatit is his talentfor loYingtha.tmakes
Rosicky'sfamilysuch ahappy one-Inthis and the other stories writtenduring
WlLLACA1HER . 29

29

: Full Issue

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1961



theperiod.ofhe!parents' final illnesses, Willa Cather affirms hum~ relations
9ncemote..

Rosicky~allydies as a result of .overexerting himself on behalf of the
land. Hetakes a. buggy-rake~d starts weeding out the Russian thisdes that
havespr@gup.inhis$onRudolph's alfalfafie1d. He has a heart attack, and
is saved fromi1mD.ediate death only by the help of Polly, Rudolph's "Ameri
can" wife, who gets him to the house and makes him lie down. Before the
.endofthestOry all conflict arising.from differences inbackground are resolved
ashean(!'pony eomc9t() cOlllpldely understand and love each other; they are
reconciled when: faced·vrith"theuitiInate realities. Rosicky's death when it
cOlIlcsdsbenefic::entandpeaceful; heaccepts itmu~ as thecowboyOttoFuchs
hadacceptedtheideaoftdeathinMy.A1!tonia.Willa Cather indicates his atti
tude tQward~end by thequiet tone she uses in describing it~

.tUtet he had taken a few stitches, the cramp began in his chest, like yesterday.
He:puthis'pipe:c;autiollSIy dQ\VD, on the window-sill and bent over to eas.ethe pull.
No use,-heKad.better. tl}'toget. to his bed' if he could. He rose and groped his
way across the familiar floor, which was rising and falling llkethe deck of a ship•

. At the dooriie fell. When. Mary came in, she found IWn lying there, and the
momentshetouchedlilin she knew thathewas gone. (po 6g)

In theendweareleftwith the feelingthat Rosicky understands c;leath because
heunderstandsJife-Hedisplaysa complete acceptance of death·as timely and
welcolIlewhen itcom.esafter a fun life, in its proper place in the sequence of

• J "

theveg~tatio:n.cycle. " " "'
, . / "

: The second st()Iy to "be. found in Ohscure Destinies is entitled "Old Mrs.
Harris~"'t.his piece. constitutes a retelling of Thea. Kronborg'sstory but with.

/1 a difference; ithasfot its heroine, not a high-spirit~ y?~g girlTrbut h:r '
;/ group-centeredgrandmother. The story has ayounggrrlm It, to bbsure,m

thepets()u of Vickie'Templeton, but it is the self-effacing old Mrs..Harris
'Yho is.the center,of emphasis and reCeives all our sympathy. "Old Mrs~ .
a~s!'~bcxlj~·,amQngQ.fher tlUpgsth~fheme of the U1)grat~ child.~d
ittthistespeetis.a,kind.Q£..ttW1C3ted PereGoriot:ot Kinguar. For Vickie's
n:i:other,iMrs~ Victoria Templeton, is inconsiderate ofherag~dparent, being
a..vam,mvolgU$rand'sel££centered.Southern;belle. She had been the itoast"of
the?I'ennesseetoW'fi fr()D1 which she came, and continuedher·self-eenteted
30 JOHN·H. RANDALL
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and demanding waysoll.ce she reached th~~ebraskafro'ntier.Old Mrs.'
Harris, on the other hand, ;is just the"opposite: She lives f()r()thersonl~She

is'seen'thr,'oughth,'eeYcs.ofMrs.Rosen','theeultivated Ie,W1,,'sh, neigh,.'borwh.o,
cQm.esttom.a different ~dmore'sophisticated,cultUre thanthe'I'em.pletons
and is the omy adult W'horeally appreciates Mrs. Hatris. "YouknowLcare
more about the ol~folks than the young,'" she tells her, Miss Cather notes: ,

. But: she had observed that whenever' Mrs. Hams's 'granClclll1~renwete about,
tutriblingaU ovetherj asking for'cookies,teasing hetto rcadtothem, the old lady
looked happy. (pp. 8I4b) ,

To keep Victoria different from these "ordinary" women' meantcyerything
to Mrs.~ris. She rea1i~d that Mrs. Rosen managed.tO be mistress oL'Ulysitlm~
.tion,eithei-in,kitchCflor parlour, but~t, wasbeta~c she was, "£oreign.~G:and~
motherper~dy ~derstoodthat their neighbour ltada SUperiOI cultivation which
madeeverything shcdid an exerciseo£skill. ... . '

Grandmoth.er's own lot couldiInpI:ove only'with the family fol'ti1hes-any
comfortfor hersclf, aside from that of the family, was inconceivable tQ, her; and on
theother hand she could have rio real unhappiness while the children were well,
and'good, and fond of'herand their mother••••

SOmetimes, inthemorning,ifher £eetachedIl16rethan~ual"Mrs. Harris felt
a lime low•••' • But the moment she heard'the childrenlUIimng down theuncar~

peted backstairs, she forgot 'lobe lo\V. 'lndeeq,sheceaseq to bean:individual, an
old woman with aching feet;sh~~epari ofa .group,becamea'reLitionship.
Sh~was- drunk upintotheirfres1UJ.ess when they burSti~ UpOn her,te!1ingherabout
th~ dreams, explaining their troubles withbuttC)nsan~shoe-Iace$~d underw~,r

shrUnk too small. Thetired,solitary oldwoman Gta1l~otherhad been atdaybreak
vamshed;suddenly'themornirigseemed as importanttoher asitdidtothechildten,
and the mornings ahead stretc::hed,outsunslilily,important.(PP.,1:35-37)

. . , .

The on1YQthd"adultwhop~ysan.yattention toMt's. Har~ is the ,hired
girl Mandy who rubs her feetfoih~-whentb.~circqJ.ationgets'poot.Fot'the
rest"aU of them are half indifIeten,t to nCl',imd take hetservices for~anted.
Vickie, the adolescCD:t young gir!.Qfthefamily,resexnblC$her:lIlbth¢rmor-e
thanher-grandmother:shetoois'$eIf-Celltered, illcoll.siderate"arid vain.

Willa Cathel" takes th,efarDilytlttough .,asenes()fihcident$:raesigned: to
reveal its m.embers~charaeteristicsand·' show thehtin -ag00d4ightdr\bad.
MostprominentistheMethodistite..cr~sociala,twhich\TictonaispubliclY

criti~edforlettinghetold, lJ1otherslaveforheriqthekitchen..lttak~.some" ,
I
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time for Victoria: to recognize the thrust for what it is, but when she does.
shegets.in ahWl; £()r~he cannot bear criticism. This calls forth s~meremarks

from Willa Cather onthe'contrast between Nebraska and Tennessee, between
the. Western and SOuthern modes of living, which result in the following
summary: >/ "'

MrS. Harris ~as no longer living in a feudal society, where there were plenty
of landless~pleglad to render service to the more fortunate, but in a snappy
littl~W~tem'deJilocracy, where every man was as good as his neighbour and out
to provoit: (PO' 133) . .

Another author,inight. have written a comedy of manners on the subject,
nutWillaCatheraoes notchoose to make comedy of it. She is pretty impartial
inherh~dling oftheconBict between Western and Southern manners. The
issueinvolved seems to be whether or not a "lady" can do housework and still
·bea.lady:

[The~es~ernersl who belonged to clubs and Relief Corps lived di1Jerendy,
Mrs; HarriS knew, but she herself didtl't like the way they lived. She believed that
so~ebody ought to be inthe.padQut, and somebody in the kit~en. She wouldn't
for the world have had'Victoria go about every morning ina short gingham dress,
with hare arms, and a dust-cap on her head to hide the curling-kids, ~ these brisk
housekeepe~ did. To Mrs. Harris that would have meant real poverty, coming

. doWn in the world so far that one could no longer keep up appearances. (pO' 134)

Th.epJu:ase "$D.:lPPY little 'Western democracy" .andthe fact that the one
We$t~~ presented, Mrs. Jackson, is rude enough to publicly insult Victoria
Tem.pleton seem to· indicate an ~tipathy for the democratic ideal as opposed

, .tothefeudaJ.aie. Buton the other hand Mrs. Rosen, whoJ.'epresentsEuropean
civilization and isthe most sophisticated character in the whole tale, is closer
to:th~'Westetn.pointofview th~ to the Southern one.

The/portrait of the Tett)pletons is interesting as the first sign of Willa
. cathet's.r~ewed interest in. the South of het extreme childhood (before the
age ofeight} whit:h she was later to use i.J;lthe last.novel she Wl'ote, Sapphira
iZ1Jtltlfe:Slave; G;rl~; The picture. she paints of Southern middle-class lI1anners .
Cwith·arlstQCratic.ptetensions) is hot very savory. It in'Volvesa sense of cl~~
ni$bness·(the T~pletons do not like it when somebody else sits. down at
their piQlic,table) and. an excessive admiration of sup~fici~l qualities (re..
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speetabilityand thekeepingup of,appearancesaref~ mor~itnpo,rtan.ttoihem

than<theyshotdd.,be, and theTempleton childrenhaveaitextrav~gant'admira;';

tionfor their p1other~s good looks). But more serious.is Victoria's reactiol1,to
the,insult hurled at her by Mrs. Jackson:

Mrs. Templeton didn't at once take it in. Her training was all to the eA~that

y()Uglust giye a guest everything you have,even i£ he happens'to,1leyoU(worst
enemy, and diat to cause anyone embarrassinent is a£ightM;ilidhnmilj~ting
blunder. Slie £elt hllrtwithout knowing just why, but aU evenih.g it keptgroWi,ng
clearer to her thafthis was ~()ther()fthose thrusts from the outSide whiCh$he r

couldn'tundetstand. The neighbours were sure to take sides agaiIlsther,apparendy, .
if theyc:ameottentoseehermother. . • .

Nothing ever made Vict9tia cross .but criticism. She wasjealous ofsmallatten
tions paid' to ,Mrs. Harris, because she £eltthey were, paid~"behind ,herbacku

'or
"over her head," ~ a way that implied'reprQach to her. Victonahad 'been a belle
in their O'Wntown ihTennessee, buthercshewasnot very pc>pular, no mittcr how
many pretty dresses she wore, and she C()uldn't,beati~ She felt as if her mother
and'Mr. Templeton.mustbesomehowtoblamc,; at least they ought to protect her
from whatever was disagreeable.-they aiwayshadl (pp. 127.28, 129)

These passages not only show Victoria toile lacldngin'insight and unable 1.0
take criticism; they also show her as given tojndiscQminate politeness whidt
makes her helpless beforethoseWhQarei,m.polite.Thefaetofh¢ wantiAg
to blamesomeOttee1s~£or,her troubles reveals a rather £right~nipgc()ncept1on
ota woman as aspoiledchi1d who must always b~ paJD,peredand petted. This
particular Southemttadition isafoolish,tradition;th~ Tem.pletonsate,vic
ti.ms ofinunatu{t social standards. Willa Cather shows her 'awateness"ofthis
by the mordant portrait she p~ts- of 'Victoria. The neglected Mrs. HartiSls
the unsungherome ofthepiece, but it is not~estuldards sheadh~esto.'but"
the unswerving fidelity to her family whatever their standards thatMts~
Rosen and Willa Cather,herself' find admirable. ' .

Another sign. ofMts. HarriS's superiority isber ,acceptan~e of'pamis-kn
inescapable consequence oflife. This,comes outiIi the desc.riptionofthedeath .
'0£ Blue Boy, thetomcat. Blue Boy, who lias been likened to~s~Harrisand
whosedeath£ores~adowsherQwn,come;sdown with'distemper, to the eop.
stemation of,theentire family. The, TelI1ple~on ins havenever-seen $Uffer
ing before, and are aghast as he begins,to froth: at the mouth and goes into
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{

spasm after. spasm. "Ob, Gram'ma, can't you do anything?" they ask. But
Mrs. Harrls:only replies,'"Ever.Ythingthat's alive has got to suffer." This atti- .
tudeiscot:npletelydifIerent from Victoria's escapist reaction to the same
thing: ''I'm sorry about yoUr cat,'boys," she said. "That's why I don't like to
have cats around; they're always getting sick and dying." This amounts to a
saying notolifebecause of the danger it involves.

A llttlelater"i!i the'story the granddaughter Vickie wins a long-coveted
.. sch<>larship,to g6tocoU~e at AnnI,Arbor,.butdoes not have the money to go.

Her' father lets p.~ ,down byf~g to find any way of raising the necessary
cas~and for a while Vickie~_ the whole. world i$ asainst her and feels
herself to, be a solitary rebel, lik~ fill~ Cather:s.~ly heroines. Here she.be
comesanother. TheaKtonborg-but wlthoutehcltmgthe sympathy that Thea

~. ,-' ..' /. . ,'. ". . - " '. ,', - . ".

gotwhen MissGather too was young and ardent for success. Finally the neces-
sary threehundteddollarsis lent tQher by 'Mrs. Rosen's husband through the
futerc:essionof old Mrs. Harris, who keeps her role in the affair a strict secret. "
Vickieneverevenknows who her benefactor is.

Meanwhileothetmembersofthefamilyarehaving troubles of their own.
Mrs. Templetondiscovets that sheis pregnantonce more, and cannotbear the
thoughtofgomgth1oughanother confinement. Using theexcuse'ofa business
trip,Ur,·'I'ettlpl~tdn:.leaves her, just as he al~ays. does in times of trouble. In
the:Inidstottheseqomestic crises Mrs. Harris realizes her time has come to
die;.and;sel£~acingi().the last, resolves'to do so as quiedy and unohtrUsively
aspossible.She.'rec:alls a passage'from I Pilgrim's Progress, where Christiana

land h¢r.bandcometo: the arboron the Hill,0£ Difficulty: "Then said ':Mercy,
, howsweetistestto them that labour," a quotation which sums up h,erentire
11£e.Theboun'dgirIMandy tries to~b the cold out of her legs, but Mrs.

, HarriSis.U1lderno illusions about the'ineaning of that cold. Her final lapse
intounconsciousness.isquite'peaceful: .

.. .
Grandma. fell to remembering the old place at 'home: what a dashing, high

spirited gitlVietoPawas, and how proud she had always beeb: ofher;howshe.U$ed
to hea.rherJallghing .and teasjng outm the lilac arbour when Hillary Templeton
WasrG9Utting her.'I'oward morning all these pleasant reflectio~ faded out. Mrs.
}{~~ .felt.'ili.al sheAAd her bed' were softly sinking, through the cIafkness to a
deeperdatkness.7

, '

o14Mrs~ aalrlsdid notreally die that night, but she believed she di& Mandy
fO\lJ:id'her 'ooconsaous in the morning. Then there was a great stir .ahdbilstIc;

34
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Victoria, and: even. Vickie, were startled out()f ~eir intensesdf-absorption~Mts.

Harris was hastilyeatried outof the play-room and l~din Vietori.is~tt-putinto

one of Victoria's bestnightgowns. Mr. Templeton was sent for,3l1d tllc doctor; was
sent for.' •. ,~' But Grandmother was out of it all, neyer knew that she was the
objectof so much attention and excitement. She died a little while after Mr. Temple
ton gothome. (pp.I88-89) ,

~'OldMts.'HarristJ compresses a great dealofthe.historyofWilIaCather's
own family, into a short, space: Victoria. T~mpletoIlheing:Willa,Cather~s
mother; Vickie, Willa herself. It shoWs quite clearly>someoftheless pleasant ,
aspects of the multigeneration family: the,oppressiveclaustrophobicatIIlog.;.
pher:e of a crowded house and the inability of the' generations to understand
each other Until it is too late.nestoiy is a tribute 'to Willa Cather's grand..
JIiother,andthemain impulse behind it seems to be a regret that shenadnot
earlier appreciated herfotebear, while there srlllwas tintetoeXpressher·grati-

o tude to her. This idea. is borne out by the story's <:onc1nding paragraph:

ThusMt$. Harris slipped out of the TeIIlpletoll's sto.l'Y; but 'Victoria-andVickie
had still tQgo on,.to follow the long road thatl~~thro~gh thingsunguessedat
~d qn£oreseeable. ,Whenth¢y are oltt they willconie closertp Grandma Harris..
They wilhhink a great deal about her, and remeIllber.things theY' never noticed;
an~theirlo~ will be mo~,.', orl~ likehers,~- Theyw,',~regr,et-th,a,tthey1ieede~ her
so little;b1.1tthey, too, 'will look mto the eager, unseemgeyes ofyowfg people and.
feelthemse1ves:;Uone. Theywi1lsay'to themseJ.ves:"Iwasheardess,'beCause 1 was
youngand.strong anclwanted unngs$Omuch. But-JloW I }qtowr'(P.,I90)

e'Old Mrs. Harris" is the second story in the boOk to chronicle a timely
and kindly deathcoJIling~attlii:fend()f_a-Iong .honorablelife. However, its
heroiIle,is much tnore,self-elIacingthan ."Neighbout)losieky"'ever was;,she
bears a muclt closer resemblance-to EnclideAqclair. 'this story'str~attnent of
life in Nebraska is at the oPP<1sitepole ttomthatf()ood in the,prairie novels;
here-unbridled individualism. is severely criticized, and subordination to the
,family is praised. In her loyalty, strength, and simple endlJring' ql.lalities
Gran~a HarrisrcsemblesFelicitcfinFlaubeIt's 87.J~ CoeurSirnple:'ahd,like
Felicite, she is a kind of saint. Willa Cather~ssy1tlpathies,arecotllPletelywith

theunassertive grandmother who gives her loyalty to the~uthandtheifeudal
orderrather thanto theWest and deJIl~acy. The-stoiythusrestat~thethenie

of SWoms on the Rock but ina Middle Western setting.; ,as in ShaiJ()ti!s on
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the Rock the group is all-important. Finally, the story is a convincing one, and
not particularly sentimentalized, as are the next stories with which we will
haveto deal. ~

Not ~uch need be said about the short story entitled "Two Friends";
of all the stories in Obscure Destinies it is the weakest. It describes through the
eyes of a child the friendship of Mr. Trueman the cattle rancher and Mr.
Dillon the banker and business man, and the breakup of that friendship due
to a political"argument over the nomin.ation of William Jennings Bryan. It is
tempting to see the story as an allegory of the split between commerce and
agriculture, business and creativity, fact and value, but more likely it repre
sents the breakup of Willa Cather's childhood world, her first realization
that the adult world contains conflict and pain. It is interesting because it
shows vividly her own peculiar interpretation of conflict. According to her
view, people either agree completely or else completely break off with each
other-there is notollception of compromise or of people agreeing to disagree.
Needless to say, this is not a very mature view. Notonly does she insufficiently
motivate Truemart to break ofi a lifelongfriendship on the"basis of a political
argumen~; she insists that "After the rupture nothing went well with either
of my two great men." Dillon dies within three years of that time; Trueman
moves out of town and presumably'leads a frUstrated .life until his demise
within a.decadeof the quarrel The"concluding passage voices a regret for lost
human relationships. that makes one sympathize with Willa Cather's old age
and reminds oneofthe remorse ofTom Outland:

./

. When that old scar is occasionally touched by chance, it rouses the old uneasi
ness;. the feeling of something broken that could so easily have been mended; of
something delightful that was senselessly wasted, of a truth that was accidentally
distorted--one of the truths we want to keep. (p. 230).

36

36

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 31 [1961], Iss. 1, Art. 1

https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol31/iss1/1



The Sound of Rock

Westofsorrow
whereIhear
laughter breaking rock

I sing my dog
one more time
to rabbits in the snow.

J, I hutch the stones
thatno one knows
and seagulls rak~ the shore

where clouds run north
and storms drive south.
The center isnot there.

I move the field
of marguerite
and mushrooms by the road

and Carry them
a crown to frogs.
They drywithin my arms.

I hold my hand
to catch thesound.
Sorrowhas nonight.

:-Carl Cary
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Three Landscapes ,

I

All day we droveacross the gaunted land,
tasting the dirt, watching the hungry wind
grind the earth, the stones to powdered sand,
wbjp thebacks.ofhills as though they sinned,
as though,like Penitentes,. they must £all
and bleed,and get upon their knees, and rise,
and staggerundemeath a cross, with all
their blood upon their backs and in their eyes.
This is earth's death, the endless ~oan
of wind that lashed the planetlong be£qre
the world was born, when livingeartfi/was stone
thathad been fire, and stone was time's poor whore.
Seeingfrom whence we came, you turned away.
and shook. And held my hand. And would not stay.

. 2

We have come down the road to early sleep
beneath the long-leafed pines in blackeningstorm
thatmists the dripping ghosts of trees, when deep
within the dark a panther cries alarm,
shrieks as woman shrieks, weeping lone
and lost upon the summit of the world
whereearth is strippeqto barest flesh and bone
and death and birth and clouds ~re pennants furled.
Aboutthe straining spars oftrees, bent
and dwarfed, all the windand falling dark
arefunneled to the earth below and rent
withspurtsofstars,s~k by lonely spark.
Soreach we now for love beneath the pines,
shuttingthe panther out with clearest wines.

/' .
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3

Where runs the str,;am? I tell you upward, straight
into the sun. You laugh and say I jest,
while all the light upon the world, the great
and gleaming light, streams golden on yourbr~
and through the trees the squirrels are dropping mast
upon the andered buck, leadinghis does
to teed, and velvet fawns are bounding past:
why ask mrr where the silverwater flows?
This is the morning, endless morning time,
when streams flow up and out into the sky,
and gold is stone, and stones are gold-a dime .

'- a dozen, you repeat, and want to die,
but turn and press your lips againstmy brow,
forgetting death, and when, and why, and. how.

-Gene Shuford

Aphrodite

\

What will it matter in the winter snow
What wind d~ed its perfumeto a stranger,
What autumnleaf, beyond the threat of danger
Trembled and tossed, but never left itsbough?

Who will remember when the buds are gone
What rose withheld its honey from a bee,
What summer day, beside a churlishsea
-Went down to dusk with all its warmth withdrawn?. '-

Oh, even though the world retreatand shun
Mydoorway,.all unwilling to allow
That here is ~ 'womanloving as the sun,
Still I must share my nurture here and:now
For in tomorrow's mists that shroudmy plot,
WhoI was will he carted, but what, forgot.

--E.thelBarnettDe'Vito
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The Elemental Diction, .

It is no lover's language this,
nor any enemy's, this
that is now the brightwind's kiss,
.tickling the ocotillo's bones to laughter
(listenritis a hangman's laughter,
laughingafter)
that is how thechoked halloo
ofthehills, the broken bone-showing
hills, that is now the horizon's hopeless uplifted echo
~r the sky's, where the big-SUn, beating
in the bowl ofa golden b'en,
booms o~erhead
in a slow funereal knell,
this thatis the languageofthe vast dead
land, idiom of deathand dark beginnings,
inc:1egant, elemental, stone-severe • . . '

I

listenI
thetough tongue of thedesert talking:

stone in a stonemouth striving, a slow
stonespeechyoudo not, no,

I
butthe deaf death in youhears.

-Theodore Roszak

A Lecture on Diction
)

When with wings summer clears the morning
and with sleep your eyes are shuttered still,
I see your hair coil soft in warning
across the pillow beside me, like a codicil
ofnight. Brief then, that image, the<tableau
that.hair, memory·and morning wove,
but in that coil. ofmomenton pillow .
was birth: a definition of love.

-Curtis Whillington, Jr.
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No RotShall Overtake Us

Andin thehereafter, the tremendous past
Ofgrass aIld pebbleand stone,

I will have lived, who live tolast
Eternities ofpolished bone

Andsilence,whowill have sungtorrents
ofsound, who beat mybi'ain

Againstmyleaden wiJIgintowinded instruments
. Ofrhythm, sigh, and tone,

I

Heartward and worldward, intoand under
And over the weeds, that cannot

.Ever hush this music, that bursts like thunder
Outo£mylone1iness. No rot

Shall overtakeus after death, who defy
Vermin and grass to eraseus

Out ofdivine love; for after that love we die
Intono.emptiness.

-LoraDunetz
(after Baudelaire)

')
I,
I

DearSun
i ..

We believe in this
Ourgreat
Freedomto die
Houses our houses
LetfaUinniin
Vmeyardsourvineyards
Letlie fallow-

We believe thatnobody
Could force US later .
To rise intothelight
To the tremendous
Effortofetemallife•

..J

We believeitism our power
Not to love anymore
And toletdriftatlast
Coldamidcold.swarms-..

.This outstar.

But theunabated
'Dailyevidence
Ofkissing lips
Ofdear sun
Fairearth
Foreverand ever
Knows better.

-Marie LuiseKaschnitz
Neue GeJichtel ClaasenVerlag-GmbH.

Hamburg,1957
translated by Gc:rtrudeC.·$chwebcU
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ThePlanetarium StarShow

'fheory of-fire, and fire ona turning dome:
thism,omentary private hol/lCaust

4 ofheaven: plotted by the nerve that spun
fromganglionsoffire that feel no fire:

connoisselJ1S ofstar-time wait for a switch
to show themhow the suns coiled into time

I

wrappedin their secret of rose and whale,
..£oam,feather,~e, down in the sea still fire;

no onecame to think ofhorses printed in the flame
ofthe£oaling suns, butsuddenly
~eswirls are unmistakable manes Baring, and horses,
horses, overrun the galaxies.

-Robert Beum

Letter toWitter Bynner
Written durIng a SpringStorm

'rhope this finds youin Jaliscostill;
thesc:ason's early yetfodaring north.
Thecountry which you call "autumnal Spain"

.is subjectstill to flaws in the weather; .
the sun is thin in Albuq\lerque,and the winds

"" , . .
swirling throughthepasses into Santa Fe
are harshwithcold<dustand inTaos
stUfenand blur the leadingedge ofspring.
UikeDon Arguello in that verse ofmine
you'll "miss the hot plains and the easy dust."
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The.Way ofLife according to Laotzu
milsthave been followed there inChapala.

.One,adeast, ofthose "foreverboo~" .
came out of it, and while there's always
(as when Li Po was eXiledto the south)
amountain of jade to climb, you long:since
have ascended the difficult.gorge in \
the Land ofPa. So stayyet awhile
under the strong brown sun, the wine-bright moon.
More new poems h:1ve yetto bewritten,
and though I know your genius does not
changewith theweather, chitter~th the wind,
'lrather like the thought thatyou mustbe
in an eternal summer•That's the right of it.

Great thanks for your commentson my book,
most kindly when they come from such a: height.
I'm trying,not to explicate the world,
but ratheito suggestits spirit; scope,
and simple,almostsecret,serenity.
I hope that my wonder has a~ommon sense,
a "passionate paqencewhich isthe core of life.'"
As it is thus with you, so do I wish
itbe with me.

Salud )' peselflS.

-KichardEsler

. - . Mr. ~ler's first poem was published by Harriet Monroe in Poetry in 1932; andWittetBynner wrote
to him about it. lie has continued to CDCQuragc Mr. Esler, anci a lettet #Pm 1lim.~ •..JlSC(1.a.$ aforewotd .'
in Eslers recent book, E#ts antI Entrances. In February 1931, page I,' volUme I, number.:I of NMQ
opCned. with a poem, "New Mexican Adobes," by Witter Bynner.
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Directions •

/

Declination

Tonight the moon swims likea fish
, Devouring'stars; the ocean ofair

Is fathomless and occult dreams
Float lazily inthelan~dsky;
This transient hour is mine:
Extravagantwith light! lean
An ~rc upon the earth
To intersect your star.

In thecrystalball that is myworld
My orb"myglobe the evening birds
Whirringsofton the wind o,fbeginnings
Have touched me with the brilliance of their shadows:

-vem Wessel

Thegivenfeather oftheEastern Bird
Haslain.a IittIe in my palm;
'NolongerwillI livesuriounded
BY'yesterday~sgreen mountain rim
Andin sightofthe blue ram of.~e to come.

Thewind ofthe innemess ofwings
DC$CeI1ds upon'mein the form of
TheSouthern Bird, the mourning dove,
TheComforter

The GreatFiSher
The NorthetnBird,the lone osprey
Preparesa pla~ formein thecurves
OHrccdom'sworld,.Iongwind

Snowbegins.itsdownward bloom
11ieWcst.-seawmdis white to harvest
':Fhel~Sandpiper

sedCsthismomen.uhatwhich was lost
, Andsho~;m~nowt&e1irstfruitsafmysleep.

-PatriciaKasper
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Reflections on a Gift ofWatermelon Pickle
Received from a Friend calledFelicity

During that summer
When unicorns were still possible;
When the purpose of knees'
Was to be skinned;
When shiny horse chestnuts

(Hollowed out
Fined with straws
Crammed with tobacco
Stolen from butts
In family ashtrays)

Were puffed in green lizard silence
While straddling thick branches
Far above and away
From the softening effects
Ofcivilization;

During that summer-
Which may never have been at all;
But which has become more real
Than the one that was
Watennelons ruled.

Thick pink imperial slices
Melting frigidly onsun-par~gues
Dribbling from chins;
Leaving the best part,
The black bulletseeds,
Tobe spitout in rapid fire
Against the wall
Against the wind
Against each other;

And when the ammunition was spent,
There was always another bite:
Itwas a summer of limidess bites,
Of hungers quickly felt
,And quickly forgotten
M'ith the next careless gorging.

iThe bites are fewer now.
lEach one is savored lingeringly,
~wallowed reluctandy.

But in a jarput up by Felicity,
'Thesummer which maybe never was
Hasbeencaptured and preserved.
And when we unscrew the lid
And slice off a piece
And let it linger on our tongue:
Unicorns become possibleagain.

. ~lohn Tobias
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The Bear

What ruse of vision,
escarpingthewall of leaves,

rendingincis,ion
into countless surfaces,

would culland color
his somnolence,.whose old age

has outwom valor,
allbut the factofcourage?,

Seen, he does notcome,
move, but~eenis forever there,

dimensionless, dumb,
inthe'windlessnoon's hot glare.

More scarred than others
these years since the trap maimed him,

pain slants his withers,
.drawing up the crooked limb.

Thenhe is gone, whole,
withouturgency, from sight,

asbuzzards control,
imperceptibly, their Bight.

-N. Scott Momatlay
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Buteo Regalis

.His frailty discrete, the rodent turns, looks.
Whatsense first warns.? The winging is unheard,
Unseen but as distant motion made whole,
Singular, slow, unbroken in its glide.
It veers, and veering, tilts broad-surfaced wings.
Aligned, the span bends to begin the dive
4nd falls, aIternatdy white and russet,
Angle and curve, gathering momentum.

-N. Scott Momaday

Pit\Tiper

The cordate head Iheanders through himself:
Metamorphos~~Slowly the new thing,
Kindled to Bares aloq.ghis length, curves out.
From the evergreen shade where he h)lSlain,
Through inland seas and catac0!Ubs he moves.
Blurred eyes that ever see have seen: him waste,
Acquire, and undirninished:have seeil death
Or simile-comenigh and overcome.
Alone among his kind, old, almostwise,
Mere hunger cannoturgeliim from this drowse~

-N. Scott Momaday
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Two Releases (1945,1959)

Richard; younger brother, halfway down our dead father's years,
Whos~ memory we churched today, allin dress, by the Bowers,
With well·mouthed words skewing at us and over in scent as we sat
.Up closein the foremost, pitiless pews, with our properly brave,
Softly indecisivemother beside us under the organ's bleached,
Mild meanderings that laved the dome with comfort until
The RightThings and the thingsnot wholly wrong were said:
Richaid, bearingsomany ofthat dead man's cares, do you remember
Now your own much less private lying in a makeshift hospital's bed?,

You wereBown back to England, stacked alive to lie separate in pain,
With other young menup-archedin hurt dying around you, while older,
Also-sweating men in whitc dug most of the jagged seeds of your death
From your marrQw-sapped, desperateiy young, spent body. All but the heel
They cleaned in that barracks andshambles, of you who, underage,
Madeitacross the Remagen Bridge, and were birthdayed there on the far
Sidebysudden mortadire from.a firred ridge on the German Rhine;
Thereafter struggling up to command, and then not to fall:
Lastleader ofa firstplatcion into thatwar's last hell.

Your bed, thatspring, was kindled by shrapnel sparking your body.
Now, justthis autumn, we've watched a cool bed, aUlukewarm-tubed
To a cooling body,.cleanedoutside, butall in darkbattlewithin,
While the.lappingmind~d its shores against unknown winters
Ofeternity, certainatleastthathisenemies therewercencircled
In their merited levels ofshrill unwit andsteep orbits of denial.

. / . ,
~ .

Justbecause, Dick, thisgood manha$.gone difficult,.gray from us,
Wemustgoallour days le£tin spendhlgremembered good, gogray
Ourselves asSlowlrand onlyoutsideof us we can,and be gay
A$ seems easy among theweedy brains tha~.sketch 9ur paths, and milk
Themselves of their stale poison as v,;c pass.
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That man whose mind
Presides on all our memories: his courage Hed.~_edon yourrelu~t
_Bones,his myths and laughterplucking every word I try to live.upon:
He lived,our father, hard inhis way, and strong with the strength
Ofall his fathers, and strongeragainst their legacied strength.
Weeks past the datehe le£tthe lighted place, anti. became bothhimself
And his ashes-notours anymore, or theirs ofancestralmorillity,
Or even worried Mother's inail her devotion, but justhisbest
Sinewofsingularspirit, rare in theblack Alone.

. Atlongcstlast
He went quiedyelsewhere,outof his ruined, our~life-gi\'ingbody,

. And wentnotatall to the pastelled rewards ofpink,palm and pearl,
In his keptand diaconalcutaway, but,nakedand wrccked,up high,
Into thecloud ofhiscrowding recognitions, probably laughing.

-ChQrlesP}'ilbriclt

Alfama

By forlorn glimmer, threadingSCClet ways,
WhereTagus lapped the quays of BlackHorse Square;
In rottinglabyrinths from Moorish days,
Your wraith still waits beside a cobbledstair.

I watched your step'upon the gaslit street,
And drank your tears wrung by the fotio's song;
In lanes where echoes, nightand shadows meet
I clutched the hope you lentand pro\'ed was wrong

ExultmdyImade mymadman's boast,
Not sensed the mockery oftruth. Nowsane,
I plead through tears ofvitriol, "Ohghost,
lliusion, joyoffooIs, come~againI"

49

: Full Issue

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1961



~HADRIDDEN for an hour, the New Mexico dawn at our backs, and
we were ~ld and stiff. The horses snorted and blew and shook their heads
as they warll}ed to their work. There was a steady clatter of hooves arid spurs
and bridles. My horse' was a Tennessee walking horse named, with little
regardfor geography, Arkansas Traveler. We were on our way to a neighbor's'
ranch f~r an early fall roundup and branding..

The air grew steadily warmer and our breath no longer left smoky trails
behind us. We rode past log gates and up to the ranch house. A dozen riders
were waiting, wj.th a leg thrown over the saddle horn, a' cigarette cupped in
cold hands, or hats pulled down and collars up, against the morning air.

Riders would cover difIerent sections
of the ranch to bring in all the cattle. One

Roundup / bunch would comb the foothills beneath
Sierra Montosa, one would follow the low
wide valley to the sou~west and one, the
scrubby,ridges to~e east. All would meet

a description at the great p,raterhole, where the cattle
could drink b, ore moving to the big corral

BARBARAROGERS STINSON near the ran buildings.
We were to ride along the main ridge

to the end of the valley, sweeping any cattle off e hillside. Then we would
head back up the valley, driving before us the ttle we had rounded up. We
spurred our horses, touching their' necks lighd with the 'ends of the reins.
'They knew their work and-loved it. Their ears ricked and waggled. Their
heads turned steadily back and forth. Their no~~s Bared. There! Was that

. a clump? of juniper in the distance or a sleepihg cow? Arkansas Traveler
prickedhis~' and snufHed, then lost interest. I took my cue from him-only
juniper. ~~er on we scared up a bunch of five Herefords grazing below
a rocky ledge. They grunted and bawled in protest as we uprooted them
with shouts and whisdes and sent them trotting down into the valley. We
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passed below a clump of piiion trees and saw nothing, but the horses were
interested. We rode up to the piiionsand six whitefaced cattlematetiaIized
out of th~ shadows. Their rest disturbed, they luinbered to their-feet,heads
lowered 'and, threat~g. Failing in their bluff they headed downhill.

The sun warmed and dried the world. The acrid scent of pifionsaturated
the air. The horses' hooves beat out a rhythmical song. The sun wasalmdst
overhead when we reached the end of the valley and started to,circle back to
the corral. Picking up the small bunches of whitefaces, that wehatl' turned
downhill, we drove them ahead of us and they soon became a herd. Great
clouds ofdust churned up. from under their hooves to rise over the catdeand
trail behind us. Other bunches joined ours now. "Don't push 'em too h~d.

You'll run all thebeefoff 'em."
The cowboys knew many of the came by sight just as city dwellers might·

recognize friends .m a crowd. "There's the~poti:ed hei£~. Her maw·was that
old line-back from Springerville." "That's the steer was caught in the fence
lastfall. Healed up fine." "Yonder's one of Naegli'ssteersand two of his
heifers. Better cut 'em out here." "Haven't seen that slash-eared three year

, old bull. Keep an eye out for him. And w~tch for .Merry Christmas." The
latter was a heifer named for the snowy day of her birth.

, A steer broke from the herd and, tail-nver-back, headed past me for the
.hills and:freedom.Ark~as saw mm cut out before I did, and off we went·
after the high-tailing steer. The rider was excess baggage as thecowponyeut
and turned and dodged, heedless of 'stones, .shrubs and rough ground ·and
sent the steer at ~ stiff-legged trot back into the herd.

By the time we reached'the rise this side of the waterhole, the hot sUn
h~ raised a thirst in the came, and their tongues were lolling out of their
mouths. When they smelled water, their pace quickened and their bawling
.grew louder. The whole herd poured up and over the hill. like a barrel of
red Mexican·beans pouring out of a sack. They spilled over each otJier in
their eagerness to reach.the water. They bellowed and. pushed and shouldered
a way in until the waterholewas filled with came standing shoulder to
shoulder and head to tail--eoney Island in the cow country.

Contentment sewed heavily upon me. The' sheer pleasure of Being filled
me, threatening to expand my soul to the breakit!g·point. Reins looped over
the saddle. hom, I stretched my arms to the emptY sky, making room for the

. peace that grew within me and surrounded me.
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We waited for the cattle to drink their fill. Tllen the great, baw~g beast
-the cattle herd, prodded by shouts and yips ano cracking of ropes, surged
outof thewater, and fenced in by horses and riders moved on across the rapge.

Spurs'jangled andsaddles.squeaky-ereaked with monotonous regularity.
The cattle bawled. Only a few sought to escapefrom the herd now. The rest
were resigned/to being a part of this huge, moving, dusty mass.

, And the sound that drifted back: the deep bawling, bellowing and
mawing of a herd of cattle on the move, was to stay with me always; and
evoke, whenever I should hear even an echo of it, the sounds and sights and
smells, the dust and thirst and heat, all the memories of the open range, the
West and a cattle drive.

The sun bcllt' down and heat settled around my waist, under my hat
band~ between saddle and blue jeans and under my. shirt collar. Forehead,
~eck and·arms wore a red coat of dust that clung to the dampness there.
The stirrup bars pressed through my bootsoles into the balls of my feet. The
horizon began to jiggle and dance. Hills became wobbly and juniper clumps
jumped from side to side. Waves of heat rose from outcrops of rock. All
around was heat and dust. The vegetation, the ground, and the sky were
painted with hot, dry colors: dusty gray-greens, toasted browns and yellows,
withadried~utbluecanvasfor the sky.

To the west, huge white mounds of moisture were piling up. Great
thunderheads builtup higher and higher-until they dominated the landscape,
dwarfing the mountains and theexparises of flat land. The clouds moved
towards us, dragging their cool shadows beneath them. Nearing the sun,
they surrounded it, then blotted it out. The tension in the air grew, the heat
and dty air resisting the pressure of the storm. Then' the clou~s burst into a
million fragments of drenching, 'driving rain. The storm soaked not only
theland, but jeans'and shirts and saddle blankets and jackets, hastily donned;
and rain dripped into boot tops. Arkansas laid back his ears and shook him
self~He'humped his back in diScomfo~andsnorted his protest, but kept his
steadypacebesigethe herd. The cattle, hWlched doWn into the storm and kept
m.oving. The wind continued its scudding drive across the sky, moving'
steadily to the east, driving its rductant herd of storm clouds before it.

The sun reappeared and we dried as quickly as the muddy rain pools
'inthe'rocks ~d.ruts around tis; an itchy process, to be sure, this drying in
the sun. The air ~as 6lled with rain smdl, sweet and moist and green. Dust ~

52 . BARBARA STINSON

~.

52

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 31 [1961], Iss. 1, Art. 1

https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol31/iss1/1



no IQnger rose around the herd. Red mud coated their legs. The rain altered
our oudook and changed the look of the land. The sky was a watercolor blue
now. The brown and yellow and gray of the sage and the grass had turned to'
rich, soft shades of green, and the soil was a deep reddish hue.'

Nearing the cotraI,-the leaders of the herd paused as they smelled.the
fires and caught.6ight of the fences and the trucks and_the people. They were
forced on by the·. steady shufBing mass of the herd behind them and by our .
.shouts and cries and the prodding.ofthe.horses. With eyes rolling and heads
tossing, the catde funneled into the big corral. There they milled around;and
around, a cloud of red dust hanging over their back.s-cQws,calves,hei£ers,
steers, and a few·bumbling, huffy bulls. Bereft of the freedom that gave them
an imposing aura of majesty on the range and reduced in rank to captives,
the old bulls were at a disadvantage and attempted brief shows of authority
by clashing occasionally with the younger and smaller.bulls.

The branding fires had·.burned down to piles of steady, glowing coals.
Branding irons lay with their feet in thefires,'warming to a dusty whiteheat.
The ranchers: wives watched from atopthe truck hoods, their thermoses and
boxes of sandwiches and cake ready for all comers. Some of the cowboys sat
on the fence, waiting to tally the herd. .

Now the cutting horses went to work. Lee headed for the herd first,
mounted on ~utterfly,a stocky pinto. His rope-snaked out, a calf bawled, a
cow bellowed. He emerged from the herd with a hippity-hopping calf on
the end of his long rope and an angry cow not far behind, held back by the
other riders. Butterfly backed st~(1ily, .keeping.the twisty, bawling calf at the
end of a taut line. One cowboy left his horse, ran alongside the calf, and
grabbed for the farhiIid leg and a llandful of loose flesh on the back. With

- one quick heaveth~,calf left the earth and landed with a jolting thud on its
side in the dust. Before the· ealf•.could gather itself, the cowboy was on it,
holding down itS headands'fretcbing the· fore and hind legs far apart. A
shout from.aIjder identified the .bawlingcow: "Lazy R Diamond." The
tally men tallied the coW and the calf on their lists.

A cowboy at the fu'e sn,cttched up.the right iron and ran towards the.calf,
branding ironaloftandglowing,shQuting the warning: "Hot iron!" There
was a smack,·~sizzle,apUffofsm.()ke,thesweetishodor of burning hair
and a bawlof.terrorfromtfl,ecalf; then a few quick strokes with ~ sharp
knife, a jab withtheblack1eg needle, a slit of the ear; and two clashes of the
ROUNDUP S3
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dehorning shears. In thirty seconds, a sadder but wel1-doctored calf trotted
clumsily to his anxious mother. Now she gave him a few broad licks with
her warm tongue, a sympathetic bawl and a nudge with her nose. The terror
was gone and almpst forgotten and the calf was out to lunch. They would be
held in a nearby corral to be driven back to the range later, with the herd.

More calves were cutout of the herd and roped and thrown. Cows·
bellowed and frightened calves bawled in shaky voic~. Cowboys ran back
and forth to' the>branding fires with irons held high. Others hurried to the
fence for vaccine and equipment. Brands were shouted to the tally men.
There were yells and laughter when a feisty calf would slip from a cowboy's
grip aran infuriated· cow would evade the horses and riders that held back
the herd.

Now was the time for the cutting horses to do their day's work. The
others, their cinches loosened, dozed in the heat, heads hanging low, oblivious
ofthe smoke and dust and noise. Their job was done until the herd should be
branded and ready to be turned back on the range for the wiD.ter.

/

GUSTAVE BAUMANN
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-astory

JOSEPH FERGUSON ,

Gibraltarfrom
the Underground

-r-

I tWAS LATEFriday in late autumn,c1asses were ~t for 'I'ballksgiving
recess, the days were getting shorter, and although late Friday was ordinarily , 
theanly time-of the week that he felt there was plenty of, time for every
thing, Richard Shelton was uneasy. For one thing, he could not placeth~

cashier: he had first encountered a month before at McComb's, and he was
sUre he had known her so~ewhere in his life~ Yet he was also sure she~ould

not be more than nineteen, and he was thirty-three. Certainll_-hehad n.ot
met her since the war, but unless he or she had become some kind of personal
anachroni~, it was less likely that he had known her before that. And so
she remained an unsolved problem, almost a threat, it seemed, to his peace
of mind. :

-Never~eless, when he left his office on
the deserted campus and began to walk to
his tWo room flat he had no intention of
stopping at McComb's :md certainly no
premonition of the events in store for him
that night, events which 'later seemed to
'him a revelation. He was a man for whom
disciplined thinking had become a neces- 
sity,and he allowed himself the pleasures
of the imagination only occasionally; sometimes, weary with work and life
itself, he would put Ride of the Valkyrie on his sixty dollar hi-fi and watch
with concupjscent longing that magnificent race of warrior women, long of
limb and golden-haired, pass through 'the darkness of his,room.

When- he stepped outside of the darkening£acultyofficebuiIding and
locked the doo,behind 'him, he was surprised to find that the November day
had died without his knowing it. Before, while he walkedhQme by the shops
on CentralAvenue and heard the traffic 'roaringin his ears, he liked to think
that onlylze had time to watch the flaming skies southwest of the earth.;.:,...,the
"conflagrations,n as he secredy caned them;because they remindedhim of
burning London after an mr raid. But here the fire was tJnearthly while it
lasted, silhoue~g theblac:k.brattchesof',theelms thatloomed onthe horizon
of the city like'~. network ofroots by which the planet clung to the universe.

,Now he had missed this event; perhaEs'it had'occurred while he had
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forced himself ~o concentrate on the omnipresent themes from his freshman
composition "class, perhaps because he had spent more time than he had'in·
tended earliertha~ day in the library stacks checking his Pirandello bibliog.
raphy.. Now the sky was.gray, full of a dull haze, and while he watched the
stars dimly appearing there, he thoughthow he had cheated himself; first with
the help of libraries and' themes, for that day, and then, with the help of
libraries and themes and a dismal war in Europe, for the thirty-three years
o£his life that se$Dled suddenly without direction.

And perhaps that was the re;1Son he decided at -the last moment to stop
at McComb's.

/
/

He liked McComb's Cafeteria because it was underground. It was a clean,
quiet place, and on~ could buy a cup of coffee and relax there, and a bachelor
with an income'no-greater than his could afIord a meal there once~a day.
Perhaps the atmosphere of the place.was a little too sterile to be called cheer
£u1,~but nevertheless on these chill autumn nights when death loitered in the
air like thin smoke he found he could go there and be comforted. His feeling
was like the sense of security he got upon entering a bomb shelter while the
raid sirens were still going off. During the war, whenever he himself wasn't
miles above the earth huddled in the belly of the "Misty Bitch," whenever he
happened to be in London and those wailing sirens took him by surprise,
like the rest of th~ surviving members of that civilization, he had become
an habitual subterranean. And his habit had become a preference.

, For .the last month, however, it was the cashier who drew him to
McComb's. He· had" noted that she worked there three nights a week,
including every other Friday night. She reminded·him somehow of Elizabeth
Taylor, .although lie did not think Elizabeth Taylor was beautiful-not his

/

type; 'not long-limbed, notgolden-haired~ This girl was not his type either,
buther dark hair was at least genuine, and there was no doubt in his mind
that she was. beautiful. Eternity tuas in her lips and eyes he had thought the
night he had first. ~een her, and it had been a long time since anyone had
caused him to recall a line so spontaneously~ .Later,. however, in a more
cynical mood he had modified the end of the line to "hips and thighs," for
he.haetgiven up all hope that beautiful young girls had thoughts or feelings
about: etermty. Stilrhe could not help associating her with the inebriating

",Odors ~o(spring, .and if he hat;l known this girl before it must have been

S6 JOSEPH FERGUSON
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sometime in his lost youth. For the present he w~ content to be a distant'
admirer, and the situation enchanted him, for he fancied Jurnsel£involved
like a courtly lover in a hopeless affair. Yet this fanciful relationship ,harlon
occasion p~ed middle age just a few very hnportant. years further into the

'future.
As Richard Shelton walked On Central Avenue' he knew that it was the

nearness 'of this enchantment that made him hesitate in front of the six
story Professional Building. He crossed the p~tio behind it to the Pnidential
~uilding,' eight stories, and then stepped down into the little cove under its
ground Boor, and openep the glass swing..door to McComb's.' She was there,
more beautiful than ever, he thought, and he felt his heart turn like ahelio
trope finding the light. But quickly.-;..a ,little too quickly, perhaps, for he
£earedshe was staring at him-,.he picked\lpa copy of the Tribune and pre
tended to tdld. Not very convincingly, ¥ knew,because his heart was
thumping wildly now, and to satisfy it, he sk~le a glance at her as sQOnas he
dared. He couldn't believe it . . . she was sthHng at hUn. Perhaps his interest
in her had been brought to her attention. With eyes diverted to his paper
he advanced to pay her like a man drowning, green from holding his breath.
He handed her a coin, meeting her eyes only "once, briefly, painfully. He
could not understand why he was too embarrassed tospeak,but 'he' feared
that this brazen girl was about to ,destroy sOJ:11ething, threatening to rnake it
a reality. "'"":.< '

And just then she did. Shehanded him his cHange an~ she said,· ''Thank
yo~, Mr. Shelley," and he looked ather again as if he had ,half expected this
and saw that she was, sm.iling, at him in a manner that was not entirely
innocent, in a manner that was more seductive than it was innocent. Under
the circumstances, it was even a manner that $Uggested malice.

Confused, bewildered, Richard S,helton madehis way out of the cafeteria
and home to his apartment, .oblivious to his surroJUldings.

I

. '

If aman eQuid travel faster than the..speed of ligh~, he couldretuffl to the '
day of his. birth. So Einstein thought., Richard Shelton tried to concentrate.
He s~annedhis notes on relativity in the plays ofPirandello, but it wasn~use.
He played Ride of the Valkyrie, but that was no'use either. He watered the
green plan~ in the Bower_box he had built by his wiIidow. Then he: took;oft
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his shoes and lay down on his.bed in the dark, and surrendered to a suppressed
but awakened;-reverie.

OJIce, he40ught, he had been brave. He had picked up a girl in Soho,
the part of London that Karl MaI'X had lived in with his family ona guinea
a week wtille he gathered material from the British Museum for his book.
He could remembq the exact day~ April 12, 1945. The day Roosevelt died.
He couldn't·remember the day of the week, only that it· was not Saturday
because he had tcfbe back at his post the next day.

He had gone to a restaurant he knew on Brewer Street, arid he had
taken a: cab because, in Soho the streets are narrow and there are no buses.
When he got out of the cab he could see streaks of magenta in the graying
sky, and he thought he smelled rain. The air was warm and pleasant, and
so he decideCi to walk.up tQ Piccadilly Circus a few blocks away. Then he
began to notice that practically everybody he passed was in tears, and he,

I

asked what, had happened."Had we lost the war after all? Then someone
told him that Roosevelt had died and, suddenly he felt the signiflcance of
being alive at that moment, and he wondered whether the people at home
had taken th~ news as hard as these people in Soho-London bad taken it.

There were no touts on the streets and even the bad clubs were not·
noisy. Peopleseetped to be hurrying for home, as if they expected rain or an
air raid, even though many thought the war was almost over. It was just
that time of day when the oncoming night inspires awe and a man wishes
most of all~the;were not going to be alone.
'He turned arotmd at Piccadilly Circus to go back to his restaurant and it

was then-that he saw her. He could not reme1llber her face, only that she
// . . '

was his type and he knew from the look that she gave him as they passed
, thatshe'did not really' want to be alone either, and so he followed her. He .
followed her: dowp. Shaftesbury Avenue where the theaters were, past The
Lyric, The Apollo,.. The Globe, and past Queen's Theatre, and then down
Frith Street until just before they reached Soho Square. He finally
~pproached her because he was afraid she was going to meet someone there,
and asked her why everyone was crying. She Was kind, and they went into a
cafe jUst off the Square and. drank ale while she explained without believing
fOr'am.oJ1lenttha~ he did not already know. He thought about ordering
dinnet,butsh~saidshe was not hungry, -and he agreed that it was hard to be
hungry'at-a time like this. Outside, it still looked like it was going to rain, and
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so they went direcdy to a pl;lce she knew above a secondhand bookstore on
Charing Cross' Road near St. Giles Circus, and took a room. -

In the room, she asked him his name and he told her, a litde-sheepishly,
"Richard." .

"RichardtheLion-Hearted," sh~ said.
.ForamolIlenthe feared she was making fun of him, but when he looked

at her and saw shewas not'he did not wanttotell her his last name was Shel
ley, and under the circumstancesShcltonsounded.much better-tohim.<Buthe
confessed that hewasnot lion-hearted,that hehadbolIlbed the Germansfrom
the belly of the "Misty Bitch" where- he could breathe pure oxygen until he
was giddy and see only the litde flashes of light the bombs made on thecivi
lization below, and never hear the cries of the women aQd children until' he
Was down to earth again, in London when the Germans bombed it. And she
confessed she would not want his job, and said she was sorry formm.And he
decided he did not like the job he had done either and 'sohe,had made the
new,name permanent after the war. , '~,t.. _

: ' She told him she had never done anything like this befor.eandthat if he
left her before dawn.she would feel like a prostitute. He believed her ·as much
as she had believed him when he asked whyeveryone was, inmourl;ling.Now, '
he thought, the PreSidentwas dead and th~rewas nobody to drop the bombs
fot anymore; and no reasoli to report in the morning. But he left her anyway

. as soon as she fell asleep, and it was still early in,the night.. '
I '

Outside there was just a litde light .left in the sky, which still ,looked
threatening 'although it had never rained.. The sky made a strange contrast
with the earth, where artificiallights were:on,as ifno one expected the!Ger~

lIlans or the sun again. Remembering what'she had told him, he paused to
look back at the roommg house above the bookstore, half"heartedly hoping
she would be in one of the windows there. But'theroom hehadleftwas darker '
than the sky, and he turned around and quickened .hisstepson Charing:Cross
Road. His heart began to pound, and he thought how Roosevelthad died and .
remained falIlous, and how Karl Marx had- diedandhecome famous and
infalIlOUS,and how Pirandello had died and how even Einstein was dying,
and how Richard Shelley had died and how he himself was dying that very
moment. And.no oneknew. .

Wa1{ingor asleep; T/z.ou of death must deem Things more true and deep
Than we mortals dream. . . . Richard Shelton wondered if Einstein and Pi-

, .
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/

l'andel1o would agree with that. We look before and after, And pine for what
is not. • • • Surely they would, he thought. Lazarus-like, he sat up and put

/ onhisshoes, imd thenhis coat, and then he went out and began to walk. When
1arose andsawthedawn,lsighed for thee. . . .

Alittlewind hadcleared the sky, and the stars he hhd seen so dimly before
wo;e brighter now"but cold and distant. In the east a dissip4lted moon had
just joined them. 11J.e roar of the traffic on Central AvenuCt had dwindled to
sighs and whisper;in his ears, and he was suddcilly aware of the smallness of
human nois~ Itfilled the human cities with an almost constant din, and yet it
seemed swallowed up so quickly above and beyond those cities.

As he neared McComb's he tried to decide what he would do when- he
saw her. He thought of going direcdy up to her and asking for her name,
sincesheknew his. He thoughtof waiting outside for her to leave and follow
ingher, as he had done with the girl in London. But as it turned out it was a
decision, he did not have to make, for what happened was the one event he
had notanticipated. ,

He was too late. He had forgotten to look at his watch and had passed
heedlessly by the clocks in the shop windows, and as he peered at the big
swing-doorhe saw-only his own faint image in the darkened glass. He pressed
his hands and face against the glass, but the place was deserted, as if no one
hadbeenthere.

He remembered how in the barracks during the war he used to fall asleep
early, so when the others would come in late they would wake him and he,
thiqking it W4\S morning, would jump up and have his boots on before he
realizedthat itwas-midnight because the stars were always out anyway when
the.men hadtofall out in the mornings. But somehow the analogy didn't seem
appropriate to him. He couldn't force Einstein's law of relativity to apply. He
was tooJatethis. time, and no one was laughing at him.

He heard voices and music then, and he stepped back into the patio and
looked, up to die fourth floor of the Prudential Building. He could see men
and women embracing, silhouetted behind drawn shades. It looked like a
Roman orgy. But then, as everyone suddenly changed partners, he remem-

/ -.' -

bered the dancestu<:li0'which operated there at odd hours.
Stepping back still further he could see the eighth and top story of the

buildiJIg,.andabove·that, outlined in neon and in bold relic! against the black
ttess>ofthe night, stood the Rock of Gibraltar. .
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.. HEADNOTES
.!so.

A Prosody Handbook, of which ROB
ERT BEUM is co-author with Karl Shapiro,
is to appear in 1962. Mr. Beum, the author
of a number of published articles, poetry,
short stories, and reviews, is an instructor
in the University of Nebraska's Depait
ment of English. This is his first- appear
ancein NMQ.

Resident of' Norwood, Massachusetts,
ETHEL. BARNETr DE VITO was eduCated at
grammar and high scl100ls in the Canal

. Zone, Panama. Inventory of her publica
tionslists:· New Yorker, American Mer
cury,New York Times, Saturday Evening
Post, Ammcan,CatlJolic World.

CAllLCAllY, who teaches in the Bothell,
Washington,' public' school system, was
born and re;ared' in San Juan County'~

Washington, where "there are 172 islands
with a beauty' that fosters bOth ·salt.water
and cactus." He has climbed most of~the .
majo~ peaks ofthe Cascade Mountains. His .
poem, "Tbe Sound ofRock,"wmch ap
pears in this issueofNMQ, is pufirsuub-.
mitted manuscript and first accepted work.

No stranger to NMQ, RICHARD CURRY'
EsLER published EzitSantl Entrances, his
first book.of verse, last May. His poems are
read in many journals in the United States
as well as in Canada.
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At present teachinghigh school French
in Baltimore, Maryland, LoRA DUNETZ
was for a ~umber of'1eats an occupational
therapist at the University of Maryland
Hospital and has also worked with mental
patients and with crippled children, as well
as serving with the Women's Medical Spe..
cialist Corps. She has traveled widely in
Europe and~ studied French at Middle
bury and at the Universite Laval in Quebec.

;

A graduate of the University of New
Mexico, JOSEPH FERGUSON has published
poetry and reviews in NMQ, The Human
ist an4 elsewhere apd has ,won numcrous
creative writing awards at the Universities
of New Mexico and Missouri. A former
Teaching Assistant !in New Mexico's
Department of English, Mr. Ferguson is
employed by Sandia Corporation in
Albuquerque..

,A S~~ Barbara, California, house
wife, PATRIC~ .KAsPER has been writing
poetry for the' past ~ven years. Shc spent
some time in Canada, and.writes that "Part
of my cducationwas the more pr less classi
cal one th~ is the general ofIeringin Ca
nadian schools." Mrs. Kasper believes that
hcr study of French. literature in college
(RA. in French, University of California
a.t Santa Barbara}gready aided, her interest
in ~try.. "Most of my adventures and ac
complishments," she states, "have been tak
ingplace on an interiorlandscape."

A doctoral candidate in Stanford Uni
versity~s Department of English, where
'he is also a freshman instructor, N. Scott
MOMADAyhaspreviously appeared in
NMQ~ His "Earth and I Gave you Tur
quoise" was selectcd forrc-publication in

the Hallmar/{ Boo/{ of Verse last year, and
he has won several prizes and fellowships
for his poetry.

JACK B. MOORE'S fiction and criticism
are found in several Southern quarterlies.
At present working toward a Ph.D. at thc'
University of North Carolina, he is an in
structorat Washington and Lee University.

An Associate Professor of English at
Brown University; CHARLES PHILBRICK has
published poetry in many magazines and
is the author of a volume of verse and co
author of a textbook on the analysis of
poetry. This is his second appearance in
NMQ.

A native of Texas, JAMES POWELL re
ceived his M.A. from Texas Tech this year.
He has covered a great deal of the world
in his travels and keeps a ten-foot Amazon
Anaconda as a house pet. He is a me'""mber
of the National Speleological Society and
his chief hobby is mount3in<limbing. He .
has climbed 46 of the major peaks in Italy,
Switzerland and the U.S. His poetry, fic
tion, and articles have appeared widely and
he has won several creative writing contests.

DR. JOHN H. RANDALL III is Assistant
Professor of English at Wellesley College in
Massachusetts. His study of Willa Cather,
The lAndscape and the Loo/{ing-G,lass:
Willa Cather's Search for Value, was pub
lished by Houghton-MifBin last spring.

THEODORE ROSZAK is an instructor in
History at Stanford University. He has
been a Merrill Fellow and a Fels Founda
tion Fe1lowat Princeton, from which insti
tution he received his PhD. in 1958.

!
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GERTRUDE C. SCHWEBELL was born in
Nebraska, the daughter of a minister, and
was brought up in Germany. She has pub
lished widely in German·and English~~d

is the adaptor of a collection of nineteeqth
century Germanfaity tales and editor 10f
New Directions' Bilingual Anthology of
Contemporary German Poetry. Her trans
lation .of Marie Luise''''Kaschnitz's "Liebe
Sonne"which appears in this issue ofNMQ
is taken from Miss Kaschnitz's Neue Ge
dichte. which was published in 1957, and
which is one of th~ latter's fifteen books.

Director of Jo~na1ismat North Texas
State College, GENE SHUFORD has previous
ly published in NMQ. and his poetry has
appeared in a number of magazines, includ
ing Saturday EvenIng Post. Southwest Re
view. and New Republic.

~Several summers at various Southwest
ern ranches and a niunber of trips to the
reservations of New Mexico and Arizona
serve as a background for BARBARA ROGERS
STINSON'S "Roundup." She writes !hat her
four children serve to cut down somewhat
on her cowboy activities . and .Writing. A
graduate of the University of.Wisconsin,
she is a housewife and .choir director in
Warrenton,Vitguna. ShehaShadtwoyears~
experience in. radioalid· TV, playing the
guitar· and singmg folksongs, which she
has collected for twenty years.

In answer to ourquery concern4tg his
occupation, JOHN TOBIAS writes, "I write
educational record narrations in the fields

of Art, Nature, and Science and Travel for
the Columbia Record Club. They are nar
~ated by personalities such as Vincent Price,
Edward R. Murrow, Burgess Meredith, and
are accompanied by .color slides illustrat
ing the narrations." He has studied at Yale,
COlUmbia, and the American Academy of
Dramatic Arts. Mr. Tobias bas acted in
Shakesperean and other dramatic produc
tions.

MAKoToUEDA -is a research assistant
for the Far Eastern Institute at the Uni
versity of Washington in Seattle where he
will soon receive a Ph.D~degree~ He has
published an essay in the Educational Thea
tre Journal. and his translations of plays,
stories' and poems have appeared in Se
wanee Review. Prairie Schooner, San Fran- .
cisco Review, Arizona Quarterly. and
Poetry Northwest. Mr. Uedais a native of
Japan.

The author of a forthcoming novel and
several published poems, VERIS A. WESSEL
teaches Ninth Grade English in Bozeman,
Montana. She has traveled in Europe, .Can
ada. and Mexico.

Assistant P!ofessof of English at Me
.NeeseStateCollege in .Lake Charles,
Louisiana,JJtTRTIS WHIn'IlttG'I'ON, JR.· has
done graduate work at Vanderbilt.Univer
sity. His pPemS .have appeared· in Univer
sityofKansaiCiey .Review. Fiddlehead.
Epos, !Vetil Orlando Poetry Anthology,
Christian Science Monitor. and American
Weave.
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BOOKS

NEW SPANISH' PAINTING AND SCULPTURE,' by Frank O'Hara. New York: The Museum
of Modern Art, distributed by Doubleday, 1961. 63 PP.$2.75..

Frank O'Hara has prepared' for the Museum of Modern Art of New York a note
worthy book entitled New Spanish Painting and Sculpture, with fifty-five reproductions
of w,?rks of the younger Spanish artists who for one reason or another are considered
deserving. Most of them have exhibited in important galleries both inside Spain and out.

The names? Here they are with their birthplaces: Rafael Canogar,painter, Toledo;
Eduardo C~lido, sculptor, San Sebastian; Modest Guixart, painter, Barce1ona; ,Martin
Chitino, scu1ptor~ Las ;Palmas; Francisco Farreras, painter, Barcelona; Luis Feito, painter;,
Madrid; ManoloMillares, painter, Las Palmas; Lucio Muiioz, painter, Madrid; Jorge de
Oteiza Embil, sculptor, GuipUzcoa; Manuel Rivera, painter, Granada; -Antonio Saura,
p~tet", Huesca; Pablo Serrano, scu1ptQr, Teruel; Antonio Suarez, painter, Gij6n; Antoni
'Tipies, painter, Barcelona; Juan Joseph Tharrats,painter, Gerona; and"Manuel Viola,
painter, Zaragoza. In Spain the regional origin of the artist is some~esimPonant.

They are not so young,sincc all of th~ are between: the ages of thirty-five and
fony-five. But beside these artists Picasso, Mir6 and, of ,COutSe, Dali,appear outstandingly
old and academic. All' of them are revolutionary in their work, while some, mosto£
them perhaps, are also dissident from Spanish political standards. Which will surprise
nobody.

If, anyone of them isa partisan of the present Spanish regime, it is a secret he
zealously conceals. On the other hand, several of them have takenpatt either directly
or indiiec~y in some kind of public protest. In any case, when judging art it is a good
thing to forget politics, if only momentarily. Among them, Tapies, for instance, is inter
nationally famous and has won important prizes in Venice, Lisbon,Sao Paulo, and$everal
canvases of his have been acquired by important museums, the 'Museum of,Modem Art
in New York, among others. ,

All these painters and sculptors are nonrepresentational to an extreme seeming to
border on inanity ormadriess,and almost making of Picasso and Mir6merely deCorative
artis1;s. Together and separately they represent the. most violentcha1lenge known in
Spanish art. Challenge of what? The logical limitations.
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In general we can say that there are two ways of defying logic in modem art. One,
with fantasy, the o~er with imagination. Fantasy is not very responsible and sometimes
covers up and disguises a rather scandalous lack of talent, justifying the distrust of the
public of good faith. Fantasy is naturally the easiest resource and· the one children use in
their painting. In them clumsiness and crudeness may occasionally be accompanied by
lyrical touches. (This is what the mature Chagall does, on other levels.)

The use of free ap.d crude fantasy by adult artists is hazardous and often leads to
false conclusions. Fantasy is gratuitous, daring, uncivil and dangerous. Finally it has"
little.to do with the affirmatively creative task. Nor does it tie in with the congruent
forms of the world of responsibility or with the relative affinities of those forms.

Fantasy show~ up in,some of th~e artists now and then, although it does not become
dominant in an absolute- way, absolutely offensive, that is to say. Those who approach
the edge of the abyss are, as I understand it, Canogar in his uToledo" and uSan Cristobal";
Guixarr in "Painting I9S8"-in other works this artist is rich in imaginative power; Fa
rrerasin uNUIilber 24"; Feito in "Number 141" and "Number 147:' and Lucio Munoz in
his two Wood Paintings.

As for the sculptors-in iron, wood, cement and other materials-the natural solidity
and eloquence of the three dimensions (with their changing shadows) speak to, our
imagination in a strange, congruent language. '

---..
The other system of challenging logic, obtaining from it some generous concession,

is through the prestigious and perhaps imperishable imagination born with -humanity.
Imagination is the skill througli which we make some form of reality verisimilar to

our sensibility-in other wotds-assimilable. The artist has the obligation to make reality
verisimilar. It is indeed a noble task. The reader must not believe that reality is always
verisimilar. All forms,a.bstract or concrete, which painters ·put on their canvases are
presentsornewhere on this planet. But not convincing. If'they are symmetrical in mineral
crystallizations, if not in the organic world, in the open entrails of an animal or in the
heart 'of the plant, among the roots of a tree or in photographs of the distant galaxies.
The most monstrous forms are to, be foUnd somewhere. And the artist uses his imagina
tion to ma.kethese forms:acceptable and plausible in some way.

Among these painters are, I believe, Antonio Suarez, violent and inventive, and
Manuel Viola, mystical, lyrical, although the reproductions only give an approximate
impression. .

They are all vigorous, polarized-the painters-by the Barcelona school; the sculp
~ors, obsessed with untried forms ofbalance and spatial meaning. I especially likeEd~do
Chillido's~·SentiD.el"and Martin Chitino's "The Wind," in forged iron, a genre which
hasa riclittadition inSpain.

With their wise imagination or their dangerous fantasy, more or less rough and raw,
these artists have Sllcceeded for some time now in attracting attention and they have
their devotees. .

Through their violent originality some of them are more influenced by tradition
(especially the Catalonians with their luminous Middle Ages) than the older painters,

/'
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Picasso, Mir6 and Torres Garcla~ Sometimes they show on their canvases' merely a
, wrinkled surfacelike a b~d1y plastered wall, with two or threesplotehes, or two incrusted

metal disks, or some scribble with prehistoric allusions, but we can find lyric.ism or a cer
tain· metaphysical violence. The sculptors achieve a greater ,boldness intheirstructur~
of wood, metal or cement (occasionally. a combination of the three materials) and defy
not only the logical limitations but test the last and Illost difticultresistancesof harmony.

They all live outside the boundaries of Spain most of the time: in Italy)France, South
America, the United States, where they find respectful acclaim and even ind~d, a market.
The same thing was, true of Picasso, Juan Gris, Mir6andeven -Dati be1ore~ If Dati (who
has Battered the regime) must leave SpaIn in search of money and understanding, what
won't the young revolutionary artists be obliged to do?

; -Ram6n S~nJer

Ram6n Sender's poetry is being published in Mexico. his 'essays in New'York bY. Las 4mm~(U~tbe
Pan~American review. as we1las the New Mexico nove/as pne of which. Delgadina. tan inou.r Autumn
issue. A sequel to the autobiographical novels rdeasedin EngliSh ~y the University of New Mexico Press
under the tide oEBe/Of'e Noon is being pJ1blished in:Mexico.E( MancelJo y los Heroes; another awaits
publication in Uruguay. A new edition of Reqt#em is 2J1J1oimceain Bueno?Alres; the.first of a seri~
1)f Sender novels is off the presses in ,Germany-A Man's PlflCetranslat'ed as tlet' VerscholkM; 'and
Colliers is reprinting Setien Red Sundays as a paperback in New York. ~ Switzerland. Marc Chagall.
Aldous Huxley. Cocteau and Sender, were made Life; Fellows of the Intetnationai Institute of Anand
Letters. while Sr. Sender. having returned from Puerto Rica where he was guest writer. at the Inter
American University at San German. leaves the New Mexico campus again as viSiting professor at the
University of California in Los Angeles. We expect to review a book by Sender and a study featuring
him in a forthcoming issue. ~ . ---

. HORACE WALPOLE, by Wilmarth S. Lewis. The A. W. Mellon Lectures in the Fine Arts,
1960. New York: Bollingen Series XXXV.9,Pantheon Books, 1961. 215 PP.72 illus. $6.50.

. Mr. Lewis is that rarity, an amateur scholar-amateur in the strict sense of one who
does spmething for love, not to earn aliYing, Tney are an atm.ost extinct species, even in
England, where not so longagocomforta.blerectories and pleasant routine offices in the
ci'lil service.. a1Jorded income and Jeisure enough to nourish a John Stuart Mill and a
Charles Lamb, a Rev. Thomas Malthusand aRev. Whitwell Elwin. . .... /

Nowadays a substantialfortulle is almost mandatory i£ one wishes to indulge a love
of learning outside academic walls.- That it is not absolutdynec~ary;. the life of· the late
Aleyn Lyell Reade testifi~working.all w~k in a .L1verpool real estate office, Reade
devoted his week-ends and holidays,Jrom YOUJlg manhood t9 .oldage,ro pursuing his
hobby of minute gen,ea1ogical research among. the parish and tOWJ;l records of central
England, publishing his results at his own expense-.-eleven, v,olumes of 'oh1#on;an
Gl~an;ngs between. -1909 and 1952-and eventuaJlydistilling them into a single, small
volume that will remain a Illodelof biographical technique. But certainly independent
wealth helps; and eighteenth-cen~ literary schoiarshipin, America has. been most
fortunate in attracting.a handful of "amate~·likeMr. Lewis-others are Donald and
Mary Hyde, of Somerville, New Jersey, owners of the great Hyde collection of John-
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soniana; theil' predecessor, R. B. Adam, of Bufialo; the late Colonel Ralph Isham of New
York,who devoted his later life and his fortune to tracking down and bringing together
the famous Boswell Papers, now at Yale.

Eighteenth-century academic scholars may well be proud and grateful to have such
a group of "patrons," who are not content merely with financial support, but, as com
petent craftsmen, .themselves catalogue, annotate, and edit the valuable materials· they
have rescued for posterity. May their tribe increaser

Like many others, Mr. Lewis became attracted to eighteenth-century studies when,
as an undergraduate at Yale, he attended the lectures of Chauncey B. Tinker. A little
later he selected one figure from the. century-Horace Walpol~d decided to devote
himself to collecting every scrap of Walpolian material he could find, assembling it at
his estate, in Farmington, Connecticut (irreverently known as "the Walpole factory"), .
and, with the help.of a staff of devoted experts (and of the late Mrs. Lewis, to whom this I

book is dedicated), setting out to make Walpole available to the twentieth century.
The results ofMr. Lewis's enthllSiasm are now at full flood. Numbers 31 and 32 of the
massive blue, volumes of the Yale Edition of Walpole's Correspondence have just been
issued (the first appeared 24 years ago, and there are .perhaps 25 volumes more to coWe).
Professor Allen Hazen's four-volume catalogue of Walpole's library will shortly appear;
like his earlier catalogues of Walpole's writings and of the output of the Strawberry Hill
press, it will be a notable contribution to the science of technical bibliography. Mr. Lewis
himself has, publisb,ed numerous smaller works con.cerning Walpole. His account' of

~ Walpole's library formed the Sandars Lectures in Bibliography at Cambridge University
a few years ago; and the present book, beautifully printed and illustrated, gives us his
Mellon Lectures" delivered at the National Gallery of Art in Washington in 1960. In it,
Mr. Lewis distills the results of his lifetime of intimacy with Walpole into a most readable
general accOlint of his life, mz1ieu, career, and achievement. <

The question thatwill arise in many readers' minds as they contemplate this massive
amount oflabor, energy, and devotion (and money) lavished on Horace Walpole is
"Is he wQrth it?"'I'h.e average,coll~ge graduate probably recalls Walpole only as a rather
unpleasant, frivolous, and affected dilettante, who, after dabbling unsu~fully in other
genres, decided to make a name for himself by writing innumerable self-Conscious letters
to carefully seleetedeorrespondents-a mass of scribbling which today possesses a feeble
historical interest but whose unrelenting egoism must always repel the "healthy-minded"
reader. As the youngest son of the great' Prime Minister, he was lapped in wealth and
privilege from his cradle on; provided by his father with lucrative sineCures, he never
had a1l1oment's wQJryabotit money in his life; and his loudly proclai111ed''liberalismt'
--he ftameda. copY-of Charles I'sdeath warrant and labelled it "Major Charta"-eon
.ttasts distastefully with these circumStances, and with his ecstasy when his niece was
matrledfu~f1)J:'othet ofGeorge HI. He built a ridiculous fake-Gothie house called Straw..
berry Bill and Wrote!an equally ridiculous fake-Gothic noyel, The Castle of Otranto,
both otwhichhelpedto inspire the fake-Gothic revival of Victorian times, a £eat which
thOse who have behddsuch examples as the Albert Memorial and St. Pancras Station
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may feel we could easily have been spared. The disparagement of Walpole (as- of so
many other ligures in Englishhistqry) stems !rom Macaulay, whose essay on him begins
with this masterpiece of nauseous imagery: "As the p8te~de-foie-grJlS owes its excellence
to the diseases of the wretched animal which furnishes it, and would be good for nothing
if it were not made of livers pret~naturally swollen, so none but an unhealthy and dis
organized mind could have produced such literary luxuries as the works of Walpole."

. Macaulay· was .later answered by Lytton Steachey: "There·C3A be no doubt that th<:
latter· half of the eighteenth century attained to a height ofcivilizationun.known in
Europe since the days of Hadrian. HOtPce Walpole was,in England at anyrctte, the
nueprophet of the movement.;' Mr. Lewis's hook lucidly documents this thesis, showing
Walpole in his setting of the political, social, and artistic life oithe time,and'never far
from the center of it. He records the events of his long life, his relations with his brilliant
and influential family, his host of enlightened friends, his building of the amazing Straw
berry Hill, and his unjustly neglected writUlgS-as well ~ those already mentioned,
thercare such ~gs as his voluminous and detailed memoirs of the political history
of his time, a ~ost important primary source for the historian; his edition of Vertue's
Anecdotes of Painting in England, the first serious art history. in the language; hiscata
logueof his father's great collection of art treasures.

It is litting that a series of the Mellon Lectures should be· devoted to a Walpole:
Aline Saarinen records in 'The Proud Possessors how Andrew M~on purchased from
the Sovietgove~nmei1t those great old masters around which the National Art Gallery's
collection was built-works which Sir Robert Walpole originally asse,mhledin his great
mansion at Houghton, and which were purchased from his heirs by Catherine the Great, .
who used them· for the nucleus of th,e great collection at The Hermitage-a progress .
which affords· the student of modem history.considerable food for thought.

. '!Great masters hung about Horace from his birth,"· Mr. Lewis co1l1tnents: and for
all that Mr. Lewis concludes his book,by saying that'!the connecting word. that illuminates

,Walpole's life • . • is 'fame,' " I should myself like to assess him more highly and say
thafit is rather a serious concern for art-literary art,as well as the arts of painting,
seulp~, architecture, interior decoration, and typography. Gtantedthe l'esultswere
sometimesineptj·but at least he cared profoundly; and· this cannot be said of too many
people in any given century. And for aU his Bounderingabout, he himself did in the
end lind-a medium in which. he could express his own artistic yearnings; and the result
is that great, that unsurpassable monument, the C01Tespondence. .

It is. true,_ nevertheless, that ccfame" .was terribly important to Horace-his ego
had. suffered msastrous damage early in life; he was a mghtened, lonely individual con
tinually 'searching for reassuraiiceandfor hectic_ emotional stimulation. The ~use of

. the damage is plain enough: ieis to be found in his mother's poisonous hatred of her

. husbaD.d and her turning to young Horace fora substitute. '*The suPposed.4ecessary care
of me," Mr. Lewis quotes Horace as saying, "so engrossed the attention of my mother,
that compassion and tenderness· soon becameextrerne fondriess,,-ccfondness" meaning
here, as in Swift, not genuine love, but the projection of the ego into another person,
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emotional enslavement, Philip Wylie's "momism." It is strange that Mr. Lewis, when
discussing the rumor that Horace's father was not Sir Robert Walpole but Carr, Lord

°Hervey, does notnlention J. H. Plumb's recent examination (in hisS;r Robert Walpole-,
I, 258)0£ themovements ~£ the Walpole pair, which seems to establish that at the time o£
Horace's conception they were not living' together and that Lady Walpole was in Suffolk,
not farfrom thehamco£theHerveys.

Although Horace's peurosis may not be of too much relevance for the critic of his
own artiStic achievement, it would seem to have had a profound effect on the later coursoe
of literary history (~,that is, Leslie Fiedler is right in finding the roots of the modem
Ame.ricannovel in:"Gothicism"). Certainly, Horace's pioneering ventures into Gothicism,

. Otrantoand The' Mysterious Mother (which B.yron so much admired), with its double
incest of parent and child, are p~ducts and. illustrations of neurosis. It is fascinating to
reflect that if Lady Walpolc'smarried life had been more satisfactory, we might never
havehad a William Faulkner or a Jack Kerouac.

--L>onaldl·~eene

Dr. Greene, Associate Professor of English Literature at the University of New Mexico, is a specialist
in literature of the eighteenth century and among the leading authorities on the writing of Dr. Samuel
Johnson~ He has published extensively in the leading scholarly journals in his field and his book, Tile

.PolitiCI of Samuel jo"nson~was published by the Yale University Press in 1960. His fohnsoman
Bibliography, rgso-r¢o will be published by the University of Cairo in Egypt in 1962.

NEW POEMS 1960, by Witter B.ynner. New
York: Alfred Knopf. 134 pp. $3-75.

No eriticteading Mr. B.ynner's repre
sentative Book of Lyrics, the selection of
earlier verse appearing: in 1955, would be
altogether prepared for the startling change
represented by the New Poems. 1960. The
{otDler book is fine, butits way is nolonger
tha.t,ofcontemporary poetry. Though ev
erythingil'ttheNewoPoems has been writ
ten since, these, surprisingly, are the work
of a younger ma.n.

The Lyrics~of.I955 have formal'vir
tues,but theyhayelittle voice of their own~
ID.deed~theyread like~-bookofsuperior

traIl$lations.,ski11£u1but Without'individu
ality, .SOII1«:tiInc:s' .clacssically terse. but at

.e>thersclIlerelypolite.' And despitetheir.epi
granu:p.a.ticelegance, they· frequently lack

o

10

the vigor and condensation of the best epi
grams or of the most important verse. The
New Poems, on the other hand, have a
character of their own. There is nothing
quite like them in English poetry_ At the
same time they are within an intereSting
tradition, or, better, combine interesting
traditions in a new way, so that the tide
New Poems is doubly descriptive.

, To call them iInitations from the Chi
nese would be misleading, but they have
some. of thedliptical°quality of the Chinese
lyric. Though many of them are very short,
they are not, certainly,. hokku. B.ut like
hokku and Chinese lyric poetry, they oper
ate. thro~gh indirection, through seeming
inconsequence and without the transitions
.characteristic of traditional Westempoetry.
I imagine that many admirers of the Bool{
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ot Lyrics-and there were two printings
may. find themselves puzzled by these
gnomic verses.

Unlike most of the imagist imitations
of orientalverse,these poems often achieve
their effects with an absolute minimum of
anything tl!at can properly be called image.
What they share with imagist poetry is
their· simultaneity which challenges our
syllogistic habits of mind. Even the poems
centered around a clearly visible image
have a witty, perhaps surreal, quality alien
to the imagism of the twenties. Those few

. which lack this slanted wit remind us of
the difference. For instance, the following
lines would not seem out of p!ace in an
anthology of forty years ago:

Now comcs. the croCodile
with sealed eyelitls

W'alking askep
Armoreaagainst nightmares
But withaJream

in every limb.

It might be Qbserved that despite the lean
excellence of· these .lines, Stephen Crane "
had achieved similar effects at the end of>,
the last~~.

But for a great many of Bynner's new'·
poen:1S there is no easy analogy. These com
bine thegrote$que perceptions of a Bierce
with control ove.r rhythm learned over
many years offorinal verse. They resemble
imitations <>f oriental lyric but carry the ac
cents of speaking voices which give them a
dramatic presence:

She was taking herclilld
to he repaireJ

A.nd saitl to me
Why dot4eyb~ 60 easily

BUt itWilt th~clUltlsPeaking
Andlllartlly alllllltrea.

BOOKS"

The lines arc, at times, .colloquial, so
thatUa gre;lt snake" is "scared to death,"
and "the moon • • • came at 'ushardo"
They ~e often like thought overheard and
despite their reticences arcgenerou;sin thcif"
revelations of theauthot's moodsandatti
tudes toward thc'Yorldand towardhitn
sel£as panoHt. They are mental pr9CC$es
shared. with those willfug to allow for
frankness ofpe.rsonalfeelingjoined in the
eccentricity ,of unexplainedrefere.nce.

rone changes frequently so that the
poems" are best read together. At times
stoical, at times colored by,romanttc irony,
the poems escape sentimentality by .their
abrupt economy. Sometimes the verse is
pleasantly whimsical, a vein in which Mr.
Bynner excels. The best of them" stay with
one "because of their wit which 'is also
intelligence:

When a wave jumped
There Wilt goosepesh
On asea·urcmn
Not Jdilwut reason
Wmch matle the tla~perfect
Anti the wavl! much more acute.

Mr. Bynner, who is now eighty, "is to be
congratUlated for continuing to exe~ his
influence on contemporary poetry.

-Franklin M. Dickey,

Dr. Dickey is Associate Professorof English Lite.l'a
tureand Acting Chai~anpf the En.alish Depart-

: mentat the University of New Mexico. His verse:
has been published by NMQ.Elsewherc in this is·
sue appears a poem dedicated to Witter Bynnet
written by Richard Esler.
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THE PAGEANT Op· MEDICINE, ed. by Felix
Marti-Ibanez. New York: Farrar, Straus
and Cudahy, 1960. 376 pp. $6.00.

Born in Cartagena, Spain, forced to
leave that country with the advent. of the
Franco regime, Dr;, Marti-Ibanez was suc
cessively a psychiatrist, medical director of
a large pharmaceutical company, professor
and director of the History of Medicine,
New York Medical College. For years he
nurtured a dream of blending the three
personalities of the physician-as human
being, as professional, as member of so
ciety-and giving him a perspective on his
needs. MD the medical newsmagazine be
came his answer. Its philosophy was an ap
proach· to people, ideas and events that
stressed the living concepts and the his
toryo£ medicine "To what the Greeks
said about the awakening of man's con
science, the nature of the universe, and
the dignity of man, we can only add the
results of scientific research, the achieve
ments of art; 21ld the records of history."
All these things, his magazine does.

The. Pageant of Medicine is a selec
tion of the best articles from MD. They
cover an engaging range of subjects!, How
many general readers are aware tWit the
history of the trufile goes back to before
400 B.C. when the Greek poet Philoxenes
stated that "Of all foods,. there is none bet
ter able to facilitate bouts of love than the
trUfile't- In, an article entitled "Compass
and Cadu~eus~" the reader· may find out
about the physicians who believed in Chris
topher Columbus long before Queen Isa
bella threw the weight o£ her jewels his
way. One Dr•.. Chance served as chief physi
cian. for the colony of Hispaniola, studied
botany and investigated native foods and
customs.

72

Hans Christian Andersen is discussed
as the "Ugly Duck1ingGenius," and Somer.
set Maugham as "Teller of Tales." One _
section of the volume is devoted to great
doctors, and one to human dwellings. A
particularly interesting article in the latter
section discusses baths and bathing. Baths,
says the researcher, have providedman with
"ritual meaning, social jollity, sensuous
titillation, medicinal aid, and, more re-
cently, prosaic hygiene." .

The style of MD is necessarily crisp,
but images ~d metaphors have been fos
tered to add to the richness and pattern
of the prosC:. And there is none of the
flip-quip, phraseology which characterizes
Time as a ne\vsmagazine.

Why don't you see it in your doctor's
waiting room? Because, says the staff sadly,
patients were constantly asking doctors to
prescribe for them certain medicines ad
vertised therein. Se1f-diagnosis, as it were.

-Ramona Weeks

MEDICINE AND SocmTY IN AMERICA, 1660
1860, by Richard H. Shryock. New York:
New York University Press, 1960. 192 pp.
$4.00. This small volume consists of four
talks delivered as the Anson G. Phelps Lec
tures at New York University in 1959 by
Richard H.Shryock. The subjects discussed
are "Origins of a Medical Profession,"
"Medical Thought and Practice: 1660
1820," "Health and Disease: 1660-1820,"
and "Medicine and Society in Transition,
1820-1860." It is a valuable addition to
colonial history, and it ~uld have been
enhanced by a judicious selection of illustra
tions depicting early instruments, etc.
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GoVEllNMENT PUBLICATIONS AND THEIll
USE,by LaurenceF. Schmeckbier and Roy.
B. Eastin. Washington, D.C.: The Brook
ings. Institution, 1961. 488 pp.$6.oo.

The publications of the government of
, the United States comprise a vast library,

;.. encompassing almost every field of knowl.
edge and. human endeavor. Unfortunately,
it appears to be a maze of wrong entrances
and dead ends to many laymen. This man
ual, just issued in an up-to-date edition,
fw1nshes a description of the guides to

which the bewildered researcher may turn.
In quest of laws relating to the Public

Health Service? Ask for the volume en
tided "Laws and Comptrollers' Decisio~
Pertaining to the United States Public
Health Servicc,·· Supplement 41 to the
Public 'Health Reports.

Interested in maps? '}11e section on
maps contains much useful information.
Civil War buffs will be delighted to know
that the Chickamauga and Chattanooga
NatioIUll Military Park Co~sion has
issued an Atlas of Battlefields of Chicka
mauga, Chattanooga and Vicinity (6 pages;

. 14 plates). In 1932 the George Washing
ton Bicentennial Commission issu.~ the
George Washington Adas which provides
a "collection of 85 maps including 28 made.
by· George Washington, 7 used and anno
tated by him, 8 made at his direction'or
for his use or otherwise 3$Sociated with
him, and 42 new maps concerning his ac
~vities ill peace and war and his place
in history:'

. The Monthly Index of Russian 'Acces
sions contains a list of publications in the
Russian language and in other languages
spoken in the U.S.S.R., issued in and out-.
side the Soviet Union, that are received
by the Library of Congress.

BOOKS

Information about House and Senate
dOCWl!~ts, periodicals of different govern
mental branches, .brochures. of allsprts,is
given to help clip the red tape that Seer:D$
to surround government publications.

Libraries in New Mexico which are de
positoriesof these publicationsa~ the Uni
versity of New Mexico in Albuquerque,
New Mexico Highlands University in Las .
Vegas, New Mexico State Law Library
and New Mexico State Library Commis
sion in Santa Fe, New Mexico State Teach-

I ers College ~. Silver City, and New Mexico
State University at University Park.

\. .
CoNFESSIONS OF A CoNFORMIST, by Morm
FreedtDan.New York: W. W. Norton'-lit
Company, 1961• 224 pp. $3.95.

In our day of an afiluent-or appar
endy·afBuent-society, when everybody has
everything, possessions and ideas· about
them are in such a pattern that many a
I.llan, desiring to be uncommon, simply
conforms toa pattern of uncommonness,
and thenconvinc~ himself that' he is su·
perior because he fits this unfittedness. This
irritates Dr. Freedman. He admits to,gain
ing a great deal of joy out of common
things and people.

The fact that many superior people
(includirig Freedman) are different from
others doesn't make him wrong; It is the
compulsion to difference that bothers him,
and this is the more interesting in view
of his own uncommonness (not everyone
has three degrees and a culture in litera
ture). That is to say, he himself is an in
tellectual, but one constandy wary of lOOk
ing or acting too much UJte one•.

Freedman likes movies. He Is suspi
cious of the petulant "intellectual" who may
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boaSt of never ,having owned amdio or
seen a motion piet11I:e~ H6is pleasedto have
a reftise..disposal.s~tem in.the:ki~en sink,
one gathers, and to weat a suit and. a white
shirt and to get matt at:·dandelions. It is
the danger ofwitlcss'nontpnformism that
repels him, whetherit be iii the provincial
ism ofNew Yorkortheover-beardedness
ofSati FranciscQ, otin the revulsion of the

. touristy-J:Dall for the big dusty beauty of
western Atnerica.,He: iSC11'eful to point out
reasons for bcingdilIerent in really able
men,.indudingbeatniks, but very sensibly
denies that. just being dUJe,rent makes one
noble.

He thinks there may well' be some
- . good intellects1'UD.IUng businesses in the

u. S? and is not sure that an American au
tomobiles andJih:niare bad, and all Italian
c>nesgood~ Hc'finds-.literaqand imagina~

tion in $ome advertising copy, and almost
sacre1igiously confesses to an interest in AI
.Capp, Frank Sinatra and Cole Porter as
artists.

'He is: tired of the biases of difIer~t

·kinds of educators~ghtingamong them-
! sdves, tired ofmen just outof college and

yet uneducated. He is glad that there ·are
a lotofdifIerentkinds ofpeople in theU$.,
all hard ttl pin down and explain, and he
is not a.tall sure that religion is totally evil.
He speaks for. a temperate kind of op
tim.ism,re£reshing in. a somewhat disillu
sioned world.

-Keen RaOerty

RIDER. HAGGARD, by Morton N .. Cohen.
New York: Walker and CQmpany, 1960.
327Pp. $6.00.

• .Inspite of the eutsoqr tribut~aid
Rider Haggard bywriten so diverse as

7-4 .

Graham Greene, R. L. Stevenson, Rudyard .
Kipling, and C~ S. Lewis, there is little
doubt that today his reading public is
markedly circumscribed. Haggardexcellcd
as a teller of tales, a gifted weaver of such
faIitastic yarns as She, Allan guartetmaim:-~

King Solomon's Mines, and over.fifty other
titles. In his time he sold in astronomical
numbers. But contemporaqr obsession with
internal monologues and, psychological
complexities has relegated the old. imperi
alisticstory-teller to an inferior place in
literature. For adventure and physical ac~

tion command the Haggard canon; the
subtle interplay of personality, the probings,
of the psyche, are not a part of his artistic
endeavor. It is hardly surprising, then, that
in literaqr surveys ot the la.st quarter c:en~

tury he is grained no more than a sentence
or two.

Rider Haggard was born in 1856 arid
grew to manhood in the high Victorian era..
Deprived through paternal stupidity of a
good education, he went to Africa at the
age of nineteen, a willing bearer of' the
white man's burden; He Occupied minor
government posts, visited the interior in
the entourage of that gifted administrator
Theophilus Shepstone and, when twenty
one, became. English Clerk to the Colonial
Secretaqr of tl!.e Transvaal. During his
African years HaggardassimiIated the sin
ister atmosphere of that.bedevilled conti
nent and absorbed impressions later mani
fest in much of-.his fiction. Shordy .after
his return to England in 1881 he achieved
salient Success with the publicationo£King
Solomon's Mines which was soon followed·
by the resounding triumph()f She. Once
la~ched, Haggard produced novel after
novel as well as volumeS of social, politital,
and economic histoqr; he toured widely for
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the government studying reform move
ments and 'agricultural developments; he
also served on sundry Royal Commissions.
His life was active and useful. Yet it can
not be termed successfulforhe was, though
seemingly as 11llcomplicated as one of his
own muscular heroes, a lonely, frustrated,
dissatisfied man. All this Mr. Cohen reveals
with skill and understanding in his com
petently executed if ruthlessly detailed
biography.

But while industry and enthusiasm, in
form this book there lurks, ~n every page,
the disquieting question: is it really worth
writing? Certainly, in the manner Mr. C0
hen labours his case-for instance, ,his
Freudian and allegorical approaches to She
and his linking Ayesha to the femme fatale
tradition-one senses that he is 'forcing
Haggard into a loftier literary province, a
more esoteric critical sphere, than his simple
tales warrant. And the analysis of Hag
gard's literary art, while commendably ob
jective, yieldslittle beyond the most obvious
critical nndings: this; .doubdess, because
Haggard himself did not' venture into un
explored realms of form. or content. Yet this
biography may be read as a usefulcontn
bution to the increasing studies of the read
ing habits and interests of the later nine
teenth centUry. In relating Haggard to the
tradition' of Reade, Marryat; Blackmore,

,and others, Mr. Cohen reveals a significant
phase of Victorian intellectual history and,
as such, rather than as a critical study,this

.. book may be read.
-John L. Bradley

Associated .with the English ,Department of Mt.
Holyoke 'College,- Dr•.Bradley has a particular in
terest it'Victorian literature. In 1955 the Yale
University Press pubIishedhis edition of Rus1fJn's
Letters from Venice. 1851-52.
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A- CoNFEDERATE Gnu.'s DIARY, by Sarah
Morgan Dawson, ed. by James I~ Robertson,
Jr. Bloomington: Indiana University Press,
.1960•512 pp. $6.50 •

KATE. ,THE JOURNAL OF A CoNPEDERATE
NURSE, by Kate Cllmming,ed. by Richard
Barksdale Harwell. BatoI1Rouge: Louisi
ana State UJiiversity Press, 1960. 342 pp.
$~oo. .

With the upswing of interest in the
Civil War, there is a spate of publishing
and re-publishing what the jeune fille of the
day had ItO say about it.

The Indiana University Press, which
has for some time been publishing a re~

markable series of titlesiri its Civil War
Centennial'Series, has released Sarah-Mor
gan Dawson's journal, with new editorial
notes and a foreword by James I. Robert
son, Jt.

Sarah began her diary just before the
seizure of Baton Rouge by Federal troops
on May 9, 1862. Shewas barely twenty and
her diary opens light-heartedly, with .a
mock salute to Madam Idleness. At the
moment the Yankees marched into the city,
the Southerners burned all the cotton as a_
mark of defiance. Also, all the liquor was
emptied; "and gutt~and pavements are .
floating with liquors <>f all kinds. So that
if the Yankees are fond- of strong drink,
they wil.l fare ill." With the occupation of
Baton Rouge by the Northern soldiers,
Sarah Morgan's family sought refuge with '
friends at the plantation home of Albert
G. Carter, ''Linwood.''

Sarah Morgan~s diary mirrors the type of
Southern WOIllan usually conjectured to be .
indigenous to the South. Upon seeing a
friend of her early daysl who beCam.ean
ofliCCl'in the Union army, -she writes,
"Cords of candy and mountains ofhou-
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quets bestowed in childish days will not
make my country's enemy my mend now
that I :un a woman.'; Her last entries in
the.diary, in 1865, reveal the weight of war
upon her spiri~when two 'ofher brothers
had died ana the Cause had dwindled to a
Lost one.

The Louisiana State University Press,
which some years ago published one of the
~ost unique of Confeder;lte diaries, Bra
It..enburn: The Journal of Kate Stone, has
published another record kept by a woman,
Kale, TheJournal of a Confederate Nurse.
Competendy edited by Richard Barksdale
~ell, it .pr~ents a. close and intimate
picture of life in Confederate hospitals and.
behind the lines of Civil War action. Obvi
ously since;e, Kate Cumming's diary does
not have .the ap~ that the journals of
Sarah Morgan Dawson and Kate Stone
possess, but it is a document for which his
.torians--will be grateful.

-Ramona Weeks

A TEXAN AT BAY, by Paul Crume. New
York: McGraw-Hill, 1961. 212 pp. $4.50.

Here is a man who makes his living .
in nostalgia, and ~oes it in straight news-
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paper style, clearly and a lillie kiddingly,
for page one of the Dallas Morning News.
If he is proudly Texan enough to call his
column "Big D," he is also proud to admit
to birth in an Arkansas log cabin, and
therefore to have bucolic leanings that are
not at all alien to the rusticly big-town peo
ple of his shining new city down there in
the middle of Texas.

Crume writes hi a different way on
Mondays from what he does on other week
days, and it is this Monday work-essays
in old-fashionedness and. longing for the
simplicities of another time-that composes
his book. He is at his bestdoing such·things
as describing an ideal automobile. which:'·
he and some Dallas mends have worked·
out in conversation. It has a thermometer
sticking up from the radiator, a running
board with a luggage-rack on it, and an ele
vated gasoline tank which feeds into the
engine by gravity; and of course its name
is Model T, and nothing fancy like "Cus
tom" or "Super-Dynamic."
. -Keen Rafferty
Professor and Chairman Q£ the JQurnalism Depart
ment of the University of New Mexico, Keen Raf:'
feny is the immediate past president of the Asso
ciation of Journalism Schools of Amerfc:a. He was
for many 'years on the desk of the Ba1timo~·Sun.
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THE HOUSES THAT JAMES.BuILT, by Roben W. Stallman. Lansing: Michigan State Uni·
versity Press, 1961.258 pp. $5.00. . .
THE NOVELS OP HENRY JAMES, by Oscar Cargill. New York: Macmillan, 1961.515 pp.
$7·95.
THE NOTEBOOKS OP HENRY JAMES, ed. by F. O. Matthiessenand Kenneth B. Murdock.
Ne~ York: Oxford University_Press, A Galaxy Book, 1961.444 pp. $2.25. I

THE~GES AND OTHER STORIES, by Henry James. New York: New American Library
pf World Literature, A Signet Book, 1961. $ .50.
THE CR~KED CoRRIDOR: A STUDY OP HENRY JAMES, by Elizabeth Stevenson. New York:
Macmj)Jan Paperbacks Edition, 1961. 173 pp. $1.35.

On the eve of republication of the famous· New York Edition, 1907-11, James is
still gOing strong, as the recendy received tides above attest. It was not long before the
fiftieth anniversary of the commencement of that publishing event when the James revival
began, the publishers sturdily beating the drums but lime reckoning to what cfIect. At the
end of James's career and for at least three subsequent decades he had been caviar to the
general, however gready and loyally admired by a scholarly coterie. Now' all this has
changed. Twirl racks at random in comer drugstores the length and breadth of the land
and it' is almost even money that a book of James will turn up among the paperbacks.
There are already so many tides tha,t a reprint of the New York edition seems almost
anticlimactic ifnot redundant.

The chaste jacket designs of these paperbacks of James arewolith noting as they may
havestarted a trend. True, an edition of the dialogues of Plato out for-some time has been
decorated with a representation ofamask alleged to be of the philosopher, but time was,
and not so long ago, when classics less lofty often masqueraded for the sake of the sales
curve as far more lurid-fare. Not so with James. Bosoms adorning his jackets were and
are decendy draped ala Gibson Girl. There is indeed a fin de siecle quaintness about
these cover designs-an old valentine tied-with-faded-pink-ribbon quality. It is as though,
just this once, the publishers were agreed to appeal to the r.eaders' nobler sentiments. The
odd quirk in this approach is that James seldom appeals strongly to the sentiments, noble
or otherwise. One seldom has recourse to this author -for a good cry or a jolly laugh. The
appeal is largely mental though occasionally on a low, puzzle-solving.Ievel.

The built-in ambiguity ·of James is what makes him particularly. juicy meat for the
new critic. "Ambiguity is the Jamesian aesthetie," writes Robert W. SraUman , "and to
resolve ambiguity is the.critic's function." Only his principal essay on Portrait of a Lady
and another on The Ambassadors are concerned with James but the others on authors,
Hardy, Crane, Conrad, Fitzgerald, H~gway, and Faulkner, illustrate techniqueS and 
continue themes and symbols established in the James pieces. The concluding critiques
are on the New Criticism, its history, techniques and rationale.

New Critics are close readers and sensitive to nuances. Nevertheless, it is rather
starding to read of Isabel, the lady portrayed in James's first great novel, The Portrait of a
Lady. "The bolted door signifies her sexual frigidity (e,ven after her marriage, as we
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know by her. cold 'yellow bedroom, she remains essentially virginal)." 'l'his fact might
escape.an older citic with lower blood pressure, and a more prosaic, less sensitive deco
rator's eye. Stallman sees too as significant of the villains that "Osmond shakes hands
with his left hand, and Madame Merle draws her handsome mouth up to the left; sinister
they are." Whether this is hypersensitivity or just a bad pun is a moot question.

But lest New Critic Stalhnan:be accused of special pleading, it must be stated that .
he does quote. James in one place as describing Isabel as looking like an Infanta of
Velasquez. To borrow StaUman's device, Velasquez was not the baroque' painter most
noted forchiaroseuro~ Unfortunately for the critic's thesis, the figure seems to call to mind
a brightly lighted portraitwith textures rendered, and the color red brilliantly in evidence,
in spite of the faet that Stalhnan goes to some lengths to describe Isabel's love for the
somber shadows. Stallman makes a point of her black gowns in big scenes albeit one was
brown and another was white, but of the white one he portentously hastens, to add,
"trimmed with black ribbon.'"

Perhaps Stal1n,an pursues this color symbolism too far. While both the author and his
critic studied art,. it might be a difficult point to make that James was the most color
conscious of impressionists. And as for a woman's dreSs, manlike, he is more apt to say,
as in TheM4rriages,. that she was overdressed, or, again, tastefully attired. This vagueness
has not hurt~ in his 1?id for immortality as its opposite explicitness has hurt his early
editor, Howells, whose honest realism and camera eye forced him to ephemeral extremes,
describing the details of his heroines' ludicrously disillusioning Victorian and Edwardian
costumes.

A reductio ad absurdum of, the· New Critic's technique is not intended here although
it can notbc; gainsaid that straining for symbols is a fault almoSt inherent in. the 'PrOCess;
nor can It be denied.that James did use symbolism quite consciously and with intention•

. To Stallman's credit goes the solution of the riddle in The Ambassadors: the identity of
the product manufactured in Mrs. Newsome's factory in "Woolen, Mass." The product
was a timepiece, and this is not inconsequential as. Stallman brilliantly develops it.
"Trading with time, that's what the novel is all about." And it is, indeed.

Yet Stallman has Scott Fitzgerald picking up the time theme of The Ambassadors
less tellingly in The Gr.eat Gatsby:

While Gatsby woos Daisy. Ewing Klipspringe.r pounds out on thekey·board the popular hit
entitled nJheLove Nest" and "Ain't We Got Fun?" The whole novel gets its time theme summed
up in the words of the latter: nIn the meantime;in between time,-u What is defined here is a
hole in time [solemnly opines the New Critic]. It is this empty in-between-time that Fitzgerald
renders in The Grept Gatsby. that void of the corrupted present canceled out by the corrupted past"':"
Amenca's as wdl a$ Gatsby's.

This is great stuff until one happens to think how selective the critic Stalhnan..-not
the author Fitzgerald..-has been in his choice of lyrics. 'The answer implied in this one
to the rhetorical question of what happens' in-between-time, in-the-meantime "Ain't we
got £un?" is yes indeedyll an answer Stallman would deny Gatsby. Then too, in the other
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"ILT. as he was in 1895. I w~uld have supposed that a man So intensely secretive as he would 'neller

have have. [sic] shaved, as he did, to the woDderm~tof all his friends and acquaintances, suddenly, in
1899 or so.?'-Max Beerbohm.

From The Notebooks of Henry Tames, Oxford University Press, courtesy of Mrs. Eva Reichman and
Harvard Univeisity library. .~
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number, "The Love Nest," there is none of the "corrupted present" but all nostalgic
past and rosy future {especially as poignandy waxed by the late Paul Whiteman and jazz
whisder-the flip of "Whispering" if memory serves and our bald spot isn't shining).
Yet that need not stop Stalhnan. He could y~t extract a corrupt modem dissonance in the _
false rhyming, "Just a love nest, cozy and warm/ Best of all nest, down on a farm," as it
would take a Philadelphian to rhyme "warm" with "£arm."

But to return to James, indeed of importance to the plot and atmosphere of Portrait
of a Lady' were "The Houses-that James Built," although houses for background, as an
old~r critic might1>ut it, ~e important in all James's character development, sometimes,
as in "The Jolly Comer" and "The Birthplace,"lending almost the whole point.

Older critics can be booby-trapped by their techniques too, as Oscar Cargill proves
in his thick, authoritative, and informative new book about the novels. Lime more than
ten years separate t:1}e two critics in age"but Cargill s~ms by contrast of an older literary
generation. His approach is generally literary-historical. Thus we have much rich, enter
taiIftng, and well-documented detail-gossip, if you like-about what James was seeing,
doing, reading, writingcontCJDporaneously, before, and after writing each of his novels.
This is not boring and it is not irrelevant. For example, we learn that Roderick Hudson.
first- volume of th~ New York Edition, was not James's first novel as we had been led
to believe, though the ~JDe which critics, even Stallman, and James himself, refers to as
the first. The first was Watch and Ward, a potboiler which James would have prefer~ed

to forget. In it, he shamelessly Batters the prejudices of old Olivet Wendell Holmes, still
a power behind the throne at the Atlantic, though James's crony Howells was editor.

Perhaps this is enough to say of Wateh and Ward yet when Cargill approaches an
acknowledged masterpiece, his wealth of historical material and conjecture gets in the
way. He seems 'to co~ceive of the artistic miracle as a woven fabric of many strands yet
the fabric idea tends to de-emphasize the weaving process. We have here a heather mix
ture of the best, stuff, but it would appear a naive belief that the artistic miracle can
be explained in terms of component materials.

To illustrate, in Portrait of a Lady, Cargill considers first a cousin of James, Minny
Temple, as a model for James's heroine, Isabel. But Minny never went to Europe. This
is important because background is important in the book (as any who have been beaten
over the head with Stallman's houses can attest). Both critics liken Isabel to the chaste
goddess niaha and this brings to Cargill's mind an earlier story, "LongstafFs Marriage,"
written forScrilmer's-,a magazine for which James had a low regard but which paid well,
we arerold:The neroine of this story was, also a Diana "fiercely virginal," and also a
goddess witlt feet of clay. Next he draws a parallel to Isabel with Bathsheba Evandine
ofHardy's Far Fromth~ Madding Crowd, "who fancied there w:U a certain degradation
in renouncing the simplicity of a maiden existence to become the humbler half of an
indill'erentmatrlmonial whole." i
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Another element· in Isabel may have been James's own younger· self. 'This is a
cogentpoint and a transvestite device probably used by authors more often than suspected.
It was Flaubert, was it not, who said of Emma Bovary, C~est moi? A great and illuminat
ing truth sometimes overlooked i~ that we are "humans first and maleS and females
afterward. :

Yet somewhat confusing the picture, The Portrait of a Lady. is thefaet that Cargill,
in common with Stallman and the plajority of critics to be sure, sees Ralph Touchett too
as a James self-portrait. He also sees a paraiIel to Isabel in George Sand's Indiana where
the title character has an invalid cousin-benefactor, like Ralph Touchett, and an unlovely
husband like Osmond to whom she williDgly returns.

That reminds Cargill of an analogous plot in George Eliot's The Millon the Floss
where the devoted hunchback, Philip Wakim, representing the Ralph Touchett-invalid
lover, unwittingly brings disaster on the heroine. (Here, New Critic Stallman's percep
tion is probably the keener in asserting that it was only Isabel who brought disaster on
herself.) The "Gardencourt legend," dragged ~ by the ears in the. plot of The Portrait.
may too have beeIi suggested by the ghostly boatman of the Floss.

Madame Merle is said to have been suggested by Alfred de Musset's "Histoire d'un
,merleblanc"-Why not? James knew French and might be suspected of recognizing
a white blackbird when he saw one-and Madame ·Merle's exploitation. of Isabel on
behalf of her illegitimate child, Cargill suggests, by About's Germaine.

"He had looked rather like a Russian Grand Duke•
.Afterwards he looked rather like a lay Cardinal."
-Max Bcerbohm.
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At this point, if not before, the reader is confused by all the bewildering wealth of
detail, and it wO,uld seem rather presumptuous of any critic to suggest that all these con-

.. jectures and analogies, mteresting as they are, were uppermost in the artist's mind in
the creation oihis major characters. Does a novelist create a character as a cook or chemist
a concoction with a pinch ofthis and a dash of that? One might almost prefer Stallman's
authoritativ.e dictum: you could tdl she was a virgin by the color of her wallpaper.

Whether one wishes to- apprentice to the new or older criticism or Inerely to gain
new insights to the tantalizing problems raised by much of fames's fiction, subde Lady
or-the-Tiger stuff thafit is, the Notebooks are important source material. The new paper
back. is a reprint of the 1.947 edition edited by the late F. O. Matthiessen and Kenneth

j. B. Murdock. Too big to- fit in most drugstore racks, the book is adorned fore and aft
/ with caricatureS of the author by the late "Incomparable Max" Beerbohm.

- The other paperback, The Marriages; the publishers state, is a generous sampling
of James's stories seldom collected or anthologized-True, except for "The Real Thing,"
which appears in many James collections. Yet such is the quality and fecundity of James
that there. is no evi$lence heJ;e of scraping the bottom of the barrel. The tide story is a
masterpiece told in third perSon, but from the viewpoint of an earnest young girl. The
viewpoint of a Jamesian character is sacrosanct. 50 it comes as a shock to discover finally
the mess the girl makes of the lives of her menfolk through her priggishness. The editors
of the Notebooks interpolate that this story suffers through being pre-Freudian. True,
our heroine is (U1'~ed with something of an Electra complex, but that effest is no less
effective for beini'implicit. Edmund Wilson's attempt to interpret The Turn of the
Sct;ew in Freudian terms only failed in the imputation that James followed Freud when
James's' work there was independent and antecedent. It is so here, and as with that
noted nouvelle, one is still left wondering if, through the heroine's moral courage, reso
lution, high mindedness and intdligence, she isn't a true blue Jamesian heroine after all;
or is she just a horrid neurotic?-amost intriguing paradox of the brand that was the
author's. specialty. Othef stories in the collection are ceThe Pension Beaurepas," "The
Point of View;' '~ss Gunton of Poughkeepsie," "The Two Faces," "The Papers)"
"Fordham Castle,~' and "Julia Bride."

Before going to press, we received a recent reprint of The Crooked Corridor, Eliza
beth 5tevenspn'~psychologicallysearching and scholarly study of James the man and the
artist, based-on his work, first published as a hardback near the beginning of the revival,

in 1949"
-Richard C. Ang~ll

/
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INDIANS .OP NORTH AMmuCA, by Harold E.
Driver. Chicago: University of Chicago
Press,· 1961. 688 pp., text drawings, photo
graphs. $10.95.

A scholarly synthesis of current ethno
logical knowledge of the Indians of North
America has been long overdue. Professor
Driver fills this need by skillfully integrat
ing the large mass of available .technical
information into a· coherent general ac
count, emphasizing the wide variety of
distinctive cultural adjustments developed'
by the Indians of the northern hemisphere.

The value of the book, both as an
introduction and asa reference work of
almost encyclopedic scope, may be indi
cated by a brief summary of the contents.
Introductory chapters outline the problem
of Indian origins,. and specify thegeograph
ical areas of cultural similarity utilized by
the author in the detailed discussiQns which
follow. The remaining chapters of the vol..
ume are organized with reference to subject
matter, beginning with discussions of sub
sistence, housing, clothing, -art, and music.
In each chapter, the areal distribution of
spel:ific cultural features is examined; gen
erally, the treatment is comprehensive,
though the section on art does not include
materials on poetry, prose, and the dance.
The chapters dealing with house types and
clothing are illustrated by drawings, while
stylistic variation in the visual arts is docu
mented by an excellent series of photo
graphs, as well as drawings. Of the eight
chapters which follow and are devoted to
an analysis of ecQnomic, politi~, and so
cialpaqems; those which deal with kin
ship groups and kinship terminologies may
prove forinidable for the general reader,
since the subject matter neces~rily is tech-
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nieal. Topics considered in the remaining
chapters include the life cycle, education,
religi~n, personality and culture, language,
and . 4'achievements 'llld contributions."
Twelve chapters of the volume are based
upon a reeent, more technieal publication
of Driver and William C.Massey (Com
parative Studies of North American In
diansl "Transactions oftheAmericanPhilo
sophieal Society," Philadelphia, 1957).

The wealth of £ascinating detail on,the
pre-Columbian cultures of North America
should prove of interest to both layman and
scholar. But details,. however interesting, re:
quire interpretalion if something more
than piece-meal information is to be con
veyed. The author views his task as pri
marily descriptive, though also placing
stress on the concept of di1fusion as a key to
the understanding of cultural phenomena;
this concept, he remarks, "has been unduly
neglected for at least a decaden (p. vi).
Nevertheless, the reader will discover,. in
addition to the stated emphasis on cultural
borrowing, a distincdy differentorganiza
tion ·of certain chapters,.an arrangement
.of the data in a series of ranked categories.
Althoughdle categories array the materials
in an order ranging from simple to com
plex which suggests an evolutionary frame
work, there is no discussion of the relation
of this formulation to contemporary theo
ries of cUltural evolution. Instead, Driver
refers toa series of correlations amonggen
eralclasses of phenomena as the basis for
his classification. A concrete illustration,
which involves the application both of the
"developIIiental" 'procedureand of the con
cept of diflusion;rwill indicate the nature
of the a~thor's scheme. The chapter de
voted to "Government and .social Con:;.
trois" is subdivided into four levels of
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political complexity; beginning with areas
lacking "true political organization," and
ending wi.th "the state:' The develop
mental in;lplications of this sequence are
examined SlDly indirecdy, by reference to
the general correlations which establish the >

various stages of complexity. The most im
portant correlation of this type links three
factors: farming, population density, and
size of political entities. The largest and
most complex political unit, the state, is
limited geographi9lly to Meso-America
and the Circum-Caribbean, which are also
the regions of intensive farming, and great
est population.density. Where true political
organization is lacking, population density .
is low and subsistence practices center on

"hunting and gathering. Areas with inter-
/" .

mediate population densities pose a prob-
lem, since the neat association between
subsistence and population fails to account
for the variable forms of political organiza
tion. At this point the author seeks an ex
planation in terms of diffusion, pointing
out that the comparatively large size of
politi~ units among Indians east of the
Rocky Mountains represents exposure to
forms of government originally derived
from the Meso-American or Circum-Carib
bean regions.

This is a contribution in the tradition
of the pioneering ,d!orts of the eminent
American .anthropologists, Wissler and
Kroeber, and like these ·earlier synthese$,
concentrates on the presentation of a static
picture of Am~rican)ltdianculture. Syste
matic integration Qf the historical perspec
tives offered by· the intensive excavations
of Ainericanarchaeologists in recent years
is not atte.Inpted, as D,nver's prime concern
is with a description of the characteristics

/

84

of Indian culture.prior to white contact. In
consequence, the time level of description
varies with particular historical circum
stances; for the people of Meso-America,
the reference is to the sixteenth century,
whereas for many .tribal groups· of the
United States and Canada the pre-contact
period extended to the nineteenth century.

The book is recommended reading for
anyone with a serious interest in the In
dians of North America. in its somewhat
dry compass, it offers a guide to the cultural
heritage of the Indian, based upon pains
taking research, which is essential to an
understanding of the contributions to civi
lization of the dynamic peoples who were
the first conquerors of the New WorId.

Thirty-five maps which depict the dis
tribution of selected cultural features con..
stitute a valuable adjunct to the descriptive .
material of the text; these maps originally
appeared in the Driver and Massey study
noted earlier. Since the small distribution
maps are keyed to a large end-pocket map
locating major Indian tribes, the interested
student will be able to trace the tribal distri
butions of particular culture .elements
where desired. Each chapter is followed by
a list of references which are cited Pt £u11
in the extensive bibliography; the !index,
covering thirty-three pages, vrith numerous
cross-references, will be a boon to the
student.

-Harry W. B4sehart
Associate Professor of Anthropology at the Univer
sity of New Mexico, Dr. Basehart has done field
work in West Africa and among the Jicarilla and
Mescalero Apache Indians. He is the author of sev
eral social anthropological studies on American
Indians and contributed the section "Social Organ
ization" to the last Biennial Review of Anthro
pology.
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DIGGING UP AMERICA, by Frank C. Hibben.
New York: Hill & Wang,. 1960. 245 pp.
$5.00•

Dr. Frank C. Hibben is equally well
known as an anthropologist and as 'a big
game hunter. In this. book he goes-after
small game, training his sights on obvious
aspects of archaeology, the results of -dig
gings mainly in the United States. He does
touch, however, on Indian artifacts of the
Northwest and Alaska as well as ancient
ruins of the Mayas, Aztecs, and Incas of
Central and South America in concluding
chapters. Hib~n first discusses methods of
dating the antiquity of finds: dendrochron
ology or tree-ring counting in cross sections
of beams and the like, the radioactive Car
bon 14 "screen wall" method, and the more
recent thermoluminescence method which
will date rock subjected to fire as long ago
as' two million years.

He considers theories:--some, quaindy
apocryphal-on how the first inhabitants
of the continent may have arrived here:
theories such as the mythical sunken con
tinents of Adantis and Mu; overwatertheo
ries such as "The Chinese Junk" and the
recent suggestions of Thor Heyerdahl's
Kon-tiki, concluding with the more plausi
ble land~pridge theory that has the aborigi
nal American ancestors, migrating from
Asia over a Bering Isthmus which, during
the Wisconsin period, sunk to become the
Bering Straits.

Evidences of prehistoric- man in the
Americas occupy an important section of
the book, evidences including the earliest
yet discovered, the Sandia Man, found in
a cave in: the mountains east of present Al
buquerque. Dr. Hibben modestly neglects
'to state his own important role iD. that
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discovery. An interesting point raised is
that no skeletal remains of trUly prehistoric
man have been exhumed in the Ameri~. .
A long chapter is devoted to the enormous

. mounds of the Mississippi Valley and those
of the East and Northeast. These are of
two major ty~: burial and pyramidal,the
latter similar to temple ruins ofMexico and
probably built by people of a closely related
culture, and like some temples in Mexico,
probably associated with rites of human
sacrifice.

While this .book does not pretend to
be exhaustive, it serves as a quick, com
prehensi'\Te introduction 9f archaeology for
the youthful student or"layman. It is illus
t~t~d with fifty-six plates of clear, graphic,
and well-chosen photographs.

THE DOVE TREE, by L. D. Clark. New
York: Doubleday, 1961. 360 pp. $3-95.

The dominant characters in this novel,
Haley Blair, a Texas cotton farmer, and his
son Duncan are caught in a web of psycho
logicalconfficts. The immediate cause of
the most" significant one, the death of
Haley'S wife, Lissie, and the resulting lone
liness of the foUrteen-year-old boy set in
motion subsequent conflicts charged with
emotion. The incompatibility 0'£ father and
son had roots extending backward in time,
apparendy, long before the mother died
the mother for, "whom th-e boy had a fierce
love," and "who could convince her son by
the,humility of her mouth and the patient
resignation of her eyes that his father was
cruel.".

Haley's decision to move from the old
homestead to a smaller house in the same
area is the focal point for the unfolding ac-
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cion, a move which the boy "accepted with
out the violent opposition expected."

The triangUlar pattern whlch the au
thor develops becomes weighted with com
plications. Haley's involvement with a
"trashy girl," daughter of a neighboring
farmer while respectably courting the
schoolt~cher assumes proportions of domi
nance in the novel.

Duncan's awareness and resentment of
his father"s interest in the teacher intensifies
the father-son cleavage. As an escape from
unhappiness he retreats almost nighdy to
the old homestead in which he develops an
obsessive and possessive interest, ostensibly
to guard/a buried legendary pot of gold
from snoopc;rs. The tragic revelation thathe
had inadvertendy shot and killed the farm
er'sdaughter one night while protecting the
place from marauders, eventually prepares

,the way for respect and understanding be
tween father and son.

There are ~tations of skill and
artistry in The Dove Tree, the author's first
novel. The specific detail in relation to the

/

changing seasons, and to the varying times -«,
of day frames. a background of beauty.

The reader may regret, however, that
the mother-father-son relationship prior to
the final/illness of the mother is byimpli
cation. Just what die memories that the boy
had of that homes~ead and his happiness
or unhappiness there are not specifically
revealed. "A long flashback relating ,an
amorous affair of Haley's at the age of
sixteen has no particular significance to'the
centr3.I. core' of the book. And all readers
will certainly havdlifficulty in maintaining
an iInmediacyof contact with Haley Blair

/ '

becailse this man, as .projected through the
author's ski11£u1 use of the interior mono-

logue, is not recognizable in dialogue or
conversation.

Apparendy Mr. Clark is not concerned
about the use of a threadbare plot around
which he pivots conflicts in relation to the
positive and negative aspects of love. What '
is significant is that those aspects of love
are in relation to God, as well as to human
ity because it is through the medium of the
blind, revivalist, Brother Bob, that peace
comes to father and son.

-Julia M. Keleher
Associate Professor Emeritus of English at the
University of New Mexico where she was an in·
spiring teacher of creative writing and the literature
of the Southwest, Miss Keleher"s name is well

,known to readers of these columns. She lives in
Albuquerque.

THE UNIVERSmr OP TEXAS PREss has
established a new series of "Personal Narra
tives of the West." The volumes will be
under the general editorship of J. Frank
Dobie. The first book in the series to ap
pear is Home on the Double Bayou by
Ralph Semmes Jackson ($3.50y. It is par
ticularly concerned with everyday life on
the JHK Ranch of Chambers County,
Texas, between 1847 and 1925.

Most of the books planned for the im
print will be original publications, say the
editors. Others will be reprints of narratives
which have sustained a laSting interest, but
which have long been unavailable to ,the
book.buying public•
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BRANCH BANKING AND ECONOMIC GROWTH

IN ARIzONA AND NEW MEXICO, by Paul D~
Butt. NewM~co Studies in Business and
Economics, No. 7. Albuquerque: The Uni
versity of New Mexico Bureau of Business
Research, 1960. 50 pp. $3.00•

This monograph constitutes a pioneer
ing analysis of the records of limited and
unlimited branch. banking systems in Ari
zona and New Mexico" which compares
and contrasts' the systems, relating them
to economic growth in these states.

INCOME~ EMpLOYMENT IN NEW MEXICO,

1949-1959, by Ralph L. Edgel and Vicente
T. Ximenes. New Mexico Studies in Busi
ness ~d Economics, No.8. Albuquerque:
The University of New Mexico Bureau of
Business Research, 1;961•84 pp. $5.00.

Primarily a study of the way in which
New Mexicans make their living and the
incomes derived from their occupations,
this monograph, the most thorough .pre
sentation to date, JJreaks down employment
and inc6mes by county in text and tables
for the decade under consideration.

A KIND ox: LoVING, by Stan Barstow. Var
den City:' Doubleday, 1961• '309 pp. $3.95.

Written by the son of a Yorkshire coal
miner who spent ten years of his early
adulthood as an engineering draftsman, A:
Kind of Loving is the story of a young man l

with the same background. Heeding the
£amili~ advice to young authors to ,"write .
what you know best," Stan Barstow, 33,.in
his first novel causes the reader to wonder
where autobiography ends and fictio~ he
gins: ;For this reason, however, the book
rings true, is authentic in language, in set
ting, and in its emotions.
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The situation chronicled is a universal
one; in fact, it is interesting largely because
of its verycommonplaceness. Victor Brown,
almost 21~ has a "crush" on pretty Ingrid
Rothwell, 18, who dOes clerical work at
the engineering plant where he works asa
draftsman. During the period .of .his first
dates with Ingrid, he says: -4

IKnowing I was
going to see her was like having a jewel
in my pocket and every now and then rd

,take it out and turn it over and gloat over
it." But the book-loving Victor soon tires
of Ingrid and admits' to himself that he
doesn't love her, nor even like her very
much-"her gossip and silly scandal and
her small talk about television and qUiz
shows ..."Before he breaks away from
her completely, however, he findS he must
marry her. Victor, whose hopeful view of
marriage ("living and loving and laughing
together, every day. It must be wonderful
if you can hit it right.") is gone, decides
to do the decent thing and settle for Cia.
kind of loving."

The book isn't An. American Tragedy
transplanted in Yorkshire at all. It is told
in the first person by Victor, much of it in
unfamiliar Yorkshire slang, with all the
naivete and idealism, the misgivings and
the exuberance of the young man. It is
genuinely touching and, at times, hilarious.
The prevalent theme of modem-man
trapped-by-society isn't stressed; it's simply
the story of a young man who decides to
make ~e best of a situation in which he
is caught-largely because of.his inexperi
ence. The characterization, in itself, is a
refreshing one, after a surfeit of fictional
.heroes ~ho seemingly have seen and done
all things shortly after reaching manhood.
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The characters 'are sympathetiqlly
treated aild likable, including the hapless
Ingrid and the members of Victor~s warm
and· appealing family. Victor~s personality
is explored with feeling and with depth. A
Kind of Lotting is 11: lively book, painful
and poignant, crude; and comical by turns,
which holds the reader~s interest to the end.

-Shirley Spiec!{er!'Zan
Mrs. Spieckerm;m, who lives in :Fort Worth~ took
her degree of M.A. in English at University of
Texas and studied writing at Columbia University.
Before the advent of a son now nearing his second
birthday, she was for OJCf five years travel editor
of the Dallas Times Herald.

00000
00000
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THE FAlL:tJRE OP UNION: CENTRAL AMER
ICA, 1824-1960, by Thomas L. Karnes.
Chapel Hill: University of North Carolina
Press, 1961. $6.000/

As Professor,Karnes states in his pref
ace to The Failure of Union: Central Amer
ica, I824'-I960, his book is the first in Eng
lish to attempt to survey all the known
efforts to combine the Central American
states into a federal union. It is a subject·
worth a ~k,; since it deals with part of an
area of Latin America of considerable im
portance. How important, Cuba today in
dicates as Gua~aIa did a de~de ago.

It is useful for the studenrof the Carib
bean to have. the information Professor
Kames has compiled in one book and in

.English•.There are few places where data
on Francisco Morozan, Justo Rufino
Barrios, Frederick Chatfield, and Ephraim
G. Squier are·readily available. The roles
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played by Costa Rica, Guatemala, Mexico,
Great Britain, and the United States' in the
history of unification efforts are indicated
by Professor Kames.

The Failure of Union is a tide, how
ever, that applies to the book itself as well
as to Central America. Professor Karnes,
one would guess, wrote a big dissertation
which was reduced and truncated to a small
book. Cut down to meet its avowed purpose
-to survey efforts of union-the book has
lost any meaning much beyond that of a
calendar of events, a dull affair at best and
at worst, even faIling short of that objective.
Surveys are almost 'always impossible to
make in chronological sequence and to
make them thetnaticaIly requires close' to
absolute mastery of the data in all its inter
connections. Professor Karnes has attempt
ed to do both in ~s volume. Primarily a
chronological survey, the book collapses
from time to time under the burden of
complex, contemporary events that can
hardly be presented sequentially; occasion
ally thematic, the text is marred by judg
ments that seem fortuitous or insignificant.
Professor Kames, as well as other Latin
Americanists, could benefit gready from
reading the Montgomery Lectures deliv
ered recendy by Daniel CoSIO Villegas at
the University of Nebraska. To the effort
to comprehend Latin America, CosIO
Villegas has made a major contribution.

Within stricdy (and narrowly) defined
limits, Failure of Union is a useful book for
students of Caribbean history.

-Merrill Rippy

Dr. Rippy teaches in the Department of Hist,?IY at
Ball State Teachers College, Muncie, Indiana. To
gether with his wife, he edits the college quarterly
magazine, Forum. He recently returned from an
assignment in Puerto Rico.
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NEw MEXICO BIRDS AND WHERETO FIND

THEM) by J. Stokley Ligon. Albuquerque:
The University of New Mexico Press in co..
operation with the New Mexico Dept. of
Game and Fish, 1961. 416 PP',34 color
plates. $8.50.

New Mexico has an atea of over 121)~

000 square miles, and a book devoted to its
avifauna invites comparison with similar
works in other parts of the world. It may
not be without interest to compare New
Mexico with territories in Africa in terms
of its avifauna.

New. Mexico has a list of 399 species.
Northern Rhodesia, more than twice as
large, has: about 670 species. Ecologically,
New Mqico presents great diversity; al
dtough much of it is dry, it also includes
well timbered areas and a'range of altitude
rising to an Arctic Alpine zone.on its high
est peaks. In fact all the life zones of the
United States except the Tropical are repre
sented. This ecological diversity is far great
er than that, for example, offered by North;.
em Rhodesia where no such extremes of
environment or of altitude are present. The
greater part of Northern Rhodesia is com~

posed of various types of deciduous wood~

land with considerable areas of flood plain,
and much more limited areas of short grass,
evergreen forest and swamp.

Other' countries in' Africa however,
such as Kenya and Uganda equal New
Mexico in their diversity ofbiotops ranging
from extremely arid. conditions to montane
forest and alpine zones, and these are. still
richer than Northern Rhodesia in their
number of species. This serves to emphasize
the extraordinary richness in species of the
tropics, especially wh~e there' is a great
range of ecological conditions, a fact as con
spicuous in the ,tropics of America as it is

BOOKS

in the tropiCs of Africa. This is perhaps in
part a reflection that migratory phenomena
occur in the more temperate regions of the
world to a much greater degree than in
the, tropics. Only 247 of Ne\yMexico's 400

species in fact breed there. The percentage
of breeding species in most of tropical
Africa is substantially higher, notwith~

standing the influX of Palaeartic breeding
species as wintering migrants. v

Any comparison of species occurring
in New Mexico with those in Northern
Rhodesia must naturally begin with noting
basic differences between New World arid
Old World faunas. Whole families are pres
ent in one and absent in the other, though
some of them are complementary and re
place each other in similar niches. Thus the
American Tyrant Flycatchers (22 species'
liste~ for New Mexico) have their counter
part in Africa in .Old Wodd Flycatchers
(25 species in Northern Rhodesia),~d the
Hummingbirds of America (9 species in
New Mexico) are replaced in Africa by the
Sun Birds (21 species in Northern Rho- )
desia). The ornithologist IIloving to or from
New Mexico and Northern Rhodesia will
quickly notice that these groups, although
quite distinct· at the taxonomic level, have
in fact evolved to fill parallel niches in the
economy and ecology, and can be at once
recognized as doing so. This, is a theme
which runs through the faunas of the two
countries and is of great interest.

Migratory sandpipers, in New Mexico
derived from, the north of America and in
Africa from northern Europe and'Asia, pro..
vide a further point of comparison, and
here some of the resemblanceS are very close
-in Northern Rhodesia the wintering
'Greenshanks, very widespread, have their
New Mexican parallel in the Greater Yel-
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lowlegs. Northern Rhodesia like New Mex-
'" ico haS its Avocet and Stilt.. Less parallel is

the great influx of ducks, and geese into
New Mexico from northern breeding
grounds, for very few Palaearctic breeding
ducks migrate as far south in Africa as
Northern Rhodesia', and in the latter coun
try most ducks are purely African species
although some of these have migratory
movements, still very imperfecdy known,
within Africa.

Books like New Mexico Birds are an
/

increasingly important tool ~O help the ever
increasing number of ornithologists and
bird watchers inknowing where to look for
birds, how to identify them, and how to
evaluate the significance of their records
within the area of their observations. New
Mexico is fortunate in having an up-to-date
guide in the form of Mr. Ligon's book,
which not only destnbes the status of each
species in New.Mexico but includes such
useful aids as figures of the head· profiles
ofwaterfowl, the underside patterns of birds
ofprey in BIght, ,anda good selection of spe
cies well illustrated in color. For outsiders
like myself who hope sometime to have the
chance of making the acquaintance of a
new avifauna and seeing as much as pos
sible of it in whatever limited time may be
avai1abl~, not thdeast useful feature is Mr.
Ligon's oudine of bird watching regions
with its list of the charlacteristic or interest
ingspecies to be looked for in each of them.

-C. M. N. White
Charles White (M. A. Oxon.) is African Land
Tenure Officer of the goyerIiment of Northern
,1Ul(xleSia aJid -acting: director- of the Rhodes Living
stone l~titute in that country. Besides papers on
ornithological subjects published by the Institute
and an uncle onthe~isfor Bulletin oj tne Britisn
Ornitnologists Cluhl, Mr~ White is co-author of
CheckList ojtheBirrJiofNorthern RhorJesia. 1951.
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CHARLES D. POSTON, SUNLAND SEER, by A.
W. Gressinger.Globe, Arizona: Dale Stu
art King, 1961. 218 pp. $3.75 paper, $5.00
cloth.

This is the well dOcumented biography
of Col. Charles Debrille Poston (1825"
1902), known as the "Father of Arizona."
The colorful life of this Southwestern pio
neer involved among many other adven
tures here recounted: crossing the Istlunus
of Nicaragua, shipwreck on an island in
the Gulf of California, scouting the Gads
den Purchase, brushes with the Apaches,
gold prospecting and mining. He was a
law clerk, a customs cletk, congressman, '.
superintendent of Indian affairs, stock pro
moter, bon vivant, American envoy and
world traveller, self appointed priest .and
erector of a temple to Zoroaster.

Although Col. Poston was forced to fight
Apaches for his life, he sympathized,with
their war, caused by gringo greed.

Much of the story is told in direct quo
tations from the Colonel's own yarns with
generous sections from his diary and. his
long mock epic, Apache Land. In India he
became converted to the religion of the
Parsees, the cult of Zoroaster, hence in a
very literal sense he became one of the
Southwest's paleface "sun worshippers."
He wrote and preached learnedly on the
subject. Next to the bright light of the Ari
zona sun, he worshipped the bright lights
of San Francisco and other metropolitan
centers. He presented his friend Abraham"
Lincoln with a $500 inkwell cast from
silver from his own mines. He finished his
comic opera career on a tragic note, a brok
en-down old man on a twenty-five-dollar-a
month pension. The book is illustrated with
twenty drawings, eighteen 'photographs,
plus maps.
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BOOKS RECEIVED

.All for Love, by John Dryden. Great Ned:: Bar·
ron's Educational Series, Theatre Classics.
1961. IS3 pp. $.65.

The Best and Worst of Times, by Peter Saurian.
New York: Doubleday & Co., 1961, 236 pp.

$3.95·
Black Gods, Green Islands, by GcofJrcy Holden ADd

Tom Harshnun. New York: Doubleday and
Co., 1959. 236 pp•. $3.95.

The Civilization of Rome, by Donald R,Dudlcy.
.New York: A Mentor Book, New American
Library, 1961. 253 pp. $.50.

The Civilization of the Renaissance in Italy, by
Jacob Burckhardt, condensed by Irene Gor.;
don. New York: A Mentor Classic, New
American Library, 1961. 394 pp. $·75·

Tile Citll1 War in America, by Allen Barker. Gar
den City: Anchor Books, Doubleday 6: Co..
1961. 183 PP.$.95.

Corporatiom: .A S#lt1y of tht Origin and Develop-
" men: of Greal Busineis Combitu#iom and of

tMil' ~lation to the .Authority allhe State, by
John P. Davis, inl'roduction by Abram Chayes.
New York: A Putnam Capricorn Giailt. 316
pp. $2-45·

The Cossacks anilTht RJzitl, by Leo Tolstoy. New
York: A Signet ,Classic, New American
Library, 1961. 216 pp. $.50.

Darkness at Noon, by Arthur Kocsder. New York:
A Signet Classic, New AmerlcanLibrary, 1961.
214 pp. $.50.

The Diary, by ~ren Kierkegaard. New York:
Philosophical Library, Inc., 1960. 256 pp.
$4.75· .

Early Midwestern Tratlel Narratives: An Annotated
Bibliography, 1634-1850, by Robert R. Hu
bach. Detroit: W~yne State University Press.
196i. 149PP. $6.00.

BOOKS

Educational Teletlision Guidtbook, by Philip Lewis.
New York: McGraw-Hill Book Co•• 1961.
250 pp. $4.95~

Ellen Glasgow and the Iromc .Art of Fiction, by
Frederick P. W. McDowell. Madison: Univer
sity of Wisconsin Press, 1960. 30 4 pp. $4.50.

The ~nemy Blood, by Luis Spota. New York:
Doubleday & Co? Ig61. 308 PP· $3.95.

The English Novel: Form and Funciion, by Doro
thy Van Ghent. N~wYork: Torchbooks, 'The
Academy Library, Harper & Brothers, 1961•

. 281 pp. $1.15.
Es~aY$ in Metaphysics, by Martin Heidegger. New

York: Philosophical Lib•• 1960. 90 pp. $2.75.
The Establishment of th~ European. Hegemony:

141j-1115, by J. H. Perry. New·York: Torch
books, The Academy· Library, Harper &

Brothers, 1961. 200 pp. $1.35.
Existtntial Metaphysics, by Alvin Thalheimer. New

York: Philosophical Lib., 1960.640 pp. $7.50'
Farmer Motlements in- the South,186j~1933, by

Theodore SaIoutos. Berkeley and Los Ange
les: University of California Press, 1960. Vol.
64 of University of California Publications in
History. 366 pp. $6.50.

FoUl' Keys to Guatemala, by Vera Kelsey and Lilly
de 10ngh Osborne. New. York: Funk and
WagnalIs, 1961. 348 pp. 54.5°.

Fracture Systems and Tectonic El~ments of the
ColorarJo·Plateau, by Vincente.Kelley and N.
James Clinton. Albuquerque: The University
of New Mexico Press, 1960. 110 pp. $2.75.

Franny and ZOOty, by J. D. Salinger. Boston: ~itt1eJ

Brown and Co. 200 PP. $4.00.
French Music: From the Dealh of Berlioz to the

Dealh of Faure, by MartinCoo~. London:
Oxford Paperbacks, Oxford Univc:isity Press,
1961. 242 pp. $t.85.
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The Genius of ihe Irish Theater: The Complete
Texts of Seven Great Irish Plays; Essays by
Beerbohm, Yeats, Joyce, O'Connor, and
O'Casey," New York: A Mentor Book, New
American Library, 1960. 360 pp. $.75.

God's Oddling, The Story of Mick Stuart, My
Father, by Jesse Stuart. New York: McGraw
Hill Book Co., Inc., 1960.276 pp. $4.95.

The Greatest Problem and Other Essays, by F. L.
Lucas. New York: The, Macmillan Co., 1961.
348 pp. $5.00

The Greek Commonwealth: Politics and Economics
in Filth.Centrlry Athens, by Alfred Zimmern.
London: Oxford Paperbacks, Oxford Univer
sity Press, 1961.465 pp. $2.50.

Han C,ane's Sansc,it Ch~ge: A Study of the
Bridge, by L. S. Dembo. Ithaca: cOrnell Uni·
versity Press, 1960. 140 pp. $2.85.

The Heart Is a Lonely Hunter, by Carson McCul·
lers. New York: A Bantam Classic, Bantam
Books, 1961.307 pp. $.75.

A History of ExploratiofJ, by Percy Sykes, Intro. by .
John K. Wright. New York: Torchbooks, The
Academy Library, Harper at Brothers, 1961.
462 pp. $2·75·

Tht History of Modern" Culture, by Maurice Par·
melee. New York: Philosophical ~ibrary, Inc.,
1960. 1305 pp. $10.00.

How to Improve You, Mind, by B~ch Spinoza.
Notes by Dagobert D. Runes. New York:
Philosophical Library, Inc., 1960.90 PP•.$2.75.

Hrotsvitha, The Theatricality of Her Plays, by Sis
ter Mary Marguerite Butler. New York: Philo·
sophical Library, Inc.. 1960. 252 pp. $6.00.

The Image of Man: A study of the Idea of Human
Dignity in Classieal Antiquity, The Middle
Ages, and the Renaissance, by Herschel Baker.
New York: Torchbooks, The Academy Li·
brary, Harper at Brothers, 1961.370 pp. $1.85.

The Impact of Darwinian Thought on American
Life and Culture: Papers Read at the Fourth
Annual Meeting of the American Studies Asso·
ciation. of Texas at Houston, Texas. Austin:
The University of Texas, 1959. 98 pp. no"
price.

Indians of Today, ed. by Marion E. Gridley. Spon·
sored by the Indian Council Fire. Chicago:
Towertown Press,rI960• 238 pp. no price.

In. Se~clt of Humanity, The Role of the Enlighten·
ment in Modern History, by AImd Cobban.
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New York: George BraziUer, Inc.. 1960. 254

pp. $4.5°'
The Instructed Vision: Scottish Common Sense

Philosophy and the Origins of American Fic
tion, 'by Terence Martin. Bloomington: Indi
ana University Press, 1961. 200 pp. $4.50.

lppo/ita, by Alberto denti di Pirajno. Garden City:
Doubleday at Co., 1961.312 pp. $4.95.

The Joyce Country, by Wtlliam York Tindall. Uni
versity Park: The Pennsylvania State Univer
sity Press, 1960. 172 pp. $5.95.

The Liberty Line: The Legend of the Underground
Railroad, by Lary Gara. Lexington: Univer
sity of Kentucky Press, 1961. 207 pp. $5.00.

Mark Twain: An Introduction and Interpretation.,
by Frank Baldanza. New York: American
Authors and Critics Series, Bames at Noble,
1961. 156pp. $1.25.

Me/moth the Wanderer, by Charles Robert Maturin.
Lincoln: A Bison Book, University of Nebras
ka Press, 1961. 440 pp. $2.40'

Men of Good Hope: A Story of American Progres
sives, by Daniel Aaron. New York: Oxford
University Press, 196i. 337 pp. $1.95.

New Campus Writing, NQ. 3, ed. by Nolan Miller
and Judson Jerome. New York: Grove Press,
1959.285 pp. $1.75.

Nine Dayak Nights, by W. R. Geddes. London:
Oxford Paperbacks, Oxford University Press,
1961. 170 pp. $1.85.

Northern Lights, A New ,Collection of Distin
guished Writings by Canadian Authors,se
leeted by George E. Nelson. Intro. by Maze de
la Roche. New York: Doubleday at Co., 1960.

736 pp. $4·95·
Old Times in the Fat/Ikner Country, by John B.

Cullen, in collaboration with Floyd C. Wat
kins. Chapel Hill: University of North Caro
lina Press, 1961. 148 pp. $3.00.

The Origins of the American Party System, by
Joseph Charles. New York: Harper Torch
books, The Academy Library, Harper at
Brothers, 1961. 147 pp. $1.25'.

Painting and Reality, by Etienne Gilson. New York:
Pantheon Books, Bollingen Series XXXV. 4,
1957. 394 pp. $6.50. 0

Peter the First, by Alexey Tolstoy. New York: A
Signet Book, New American Library, 1961.

753 pp. $.95.
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. Philosophy and the American Heritage, by John
son D. Hill and Walter E. Stuermann. New
York: Philosophical Library, 1961. 262 pp.

$3.5°'
The Plot, by Egan Hostovsky. Trans• .from the

Czech by Alice Backer with Bernard Wolfe.
New York: Doubleday & Co., Inc., 1960. 376
pp. $4.5°.

The Popular Novel in England, z770-z800, by
J. M. S. Tompkins. Lincoln: A Bison Book,
University of Nebraska Press, 1961. 385 pp.
$1.50.

Post-Cranial Skeletal Characters of Bison and Bos,
by Stanley J. Olsen. Cambridge, Mass.: Pea
body Museum, 1960. Papers of the Peabody
Museum of Archaeology and Ethnology., Har
vard Univ., Vol. XXXV, NO.4. 61 pp. 24
Illus. $I.~5. .

Post World mar II Political Developments in Latin
America.iA Study prepared for the Committee
on Foreitn Relations, United States Senate, by
Universitif of. New Mexico School of Inter
Ameri~ Affairs. Washington, D.C.: U.s.
Governnlent Printing Office, 1959. 80 pp.

A Prelude to Medical History, by Felix Marti
. Ibanez. New York: MD Publications, 1961 •

282 pp. $5.75.
The Pn'nciples of Moral Philosophy, b, Ben Kim

pel. New York: Philosophical Library, Inc.,
1960. 252 pp. $3.75.

Principles of Secondary Education, by Rudyard K.
Bent and Henry H. KIC:inenberg. New York:
McGraw-Hill, McGraw-Hill Series in Educa
tion, 1961. 448 pp. $6.75.

Puns on Proper Names in Spanish, by Henry N.
: Bershas. Den:oit: Wayne State University Press,

1961. 138 pp. $3.50.
R.U.R. and the·IQlect Play, by the Brothers Capek.

!,.ondon: Oxford Paperbacks, Oxfonl Univer
sity Press, 1961. 180 pp.$I.85.

Races of Mankind, Their Origin and Migration,
ed.' by Calvin I. Kephart. New York: Philo
sophical Library, Inc., 1960. 58i pp. $6.00.

Reflections on Art: A Source Book of Writing by
Artists, Critics, and Philosophers, by Susanne

.K. Langer. New York: A Galaxy Book, Ox
ford University Press, 1961.377 PP. $1;95.

Reluctant General: The Life and Times of Albert
Pike, by Robert Lipscomb Duncan. New York:
E. P. Dutton & Co., 1961. 280 pp. $5.00.

BOOK~

Renaissance Thought: The Classic, Scholastic,. and
Humanist SIt-ains, by Paul Os!tar Kristeller.
New York: Torchbooks, The Academy

, Library, Harper & Brothers, 1961"" 176 pp.
$145.

Resu",ection, by Leo Tolstoy. New York: A Signet
___ Classic, New American Library, 1961. 426

pp. $.75;
Rococo to Cubism in Art and Literature, by Wylie

Sypher. New York: Random House, 1960.
384 pp. $7.00.

Rotdance and Tragedy, by Prosser Hall Frye. rref
ace by Thomas M. Raysor. Lincoln: A Bison
Book, University of Nebraska Press, 1961.
378 pp. $1.25.

Santa Barbara's Royal RanCho, by WalterA-. Tomp
kins. Berkeley: Howell-North Books, 1960.
292 pp. $6.00.

The Satirer of Persius, tr. by W. S. Merwin with
intra. by William S. Anderson. Bloomington:
Indiana University Press; 1961. 1I4 pp. $3.50.

Smaller Slang Dictionary, by Eric Partridge. New
York: Philosophical Library; 1961. 209 pp.

Society, Manners, and Politics in the United States,
ed. by Michael Chevalier, intro. by John
Willi~ Ward. Garden City: Anchor Books,
Doubleday & Co., 1961.432 pp. $145.

The Sociology of Colonial Virginia, by Morris Tal
palar. New York: Philosophical Library, Inc.,
1960. ~84 pp. $6.00. .

Sociology 0; c;';me, ed. by Joseph S. Roucek.New
. York: PhiJosophical Library, 1960. 552 pp.

$10.00•. ,(
South Pass r8p8, Tames Chisholm's Tournal of t~e

Wyoming Gold Rush, ed., With an intra. by
Lola M. HOqisher. Vol. W, Pioneer Historical
Series. Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press,
1960. 252 pp. $4.50.

Stories from the Ukraine, by Mykola Khvylovy.
Trans. and ed. by George Luckyj. New
York: Philosophical Library, Inc., 1960. 240
pp. $3·5°. .

Sweet Thursday, by John Steinbeck. New York:
A Bantam Classic, Bantam Book!, 1961. 184
pp. $.50•

The Term Paper: if Man(lal and Model, by Charles
W. Cooper and Ec:Imund J. Robins. StaJiford:
Stanford University Press, 1961. 36 pp. $.50.

"Theory .of History: Twelve Mericans/' by Mer
rill Rippy,' reprinted from The Americas,
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t
XVII, Number 3, January, 1961, pp. 223-39.

Three Greek Plays for the Theater, by Euripides
(Medea and Cyclops) and Aristophanes (The
Frogs), trans. and ed. by Peter D. Amott.
Bloomington: Indiana University Press, 1961.
215 pp. $5.00.

Travel Guide to Europe: British Isles and Western
Europe, by My-ra Waldo. New York: Bantam

Books, 1961. 363" PP' $.75.
Travel Guide to 'Europe:. the MeditetTanean and

Northern Europe, by Myra Waldo. New York:
Bantam Books, 1961.3°0 PP' $.75.

Trollope, A Commentary, by Michael Sadleir. Lon
don: Oxford l'aperbacks, Oxford University
Press, 1961. 435 pp. $2.50.

Twenty Miniature Dramas, by Harry Brandt. Nco
Grecian Series. New York: Vantage Press, Inc.,
1960. 156 pp. $~.50.

Types of Intuition, by Archie J. Bahm. Albuquer
que: The University of New Mexico Press,
.1960. 62 pp. $1.25.

The Word 'Irony' and Its Context, Z500-Z155.
by Norman Knox. DurhaJJ): Duke University
Press, 1961.262 pp. $7.50.

The World of Rome, by Michael Grant. New York:
A Mentor Book, New American Library, 1961.
330 pp. $.7S.

POETRY

The Aeneid, by Vergil, tr. by Patrie Dickinson.
New York: A Mentor Classic, New American
Library, 1961. 314 pp. $.75.

.Atlantir and Other Poems, by Stanton A. Coblentz.
Mills Valley, Calif.: Th~ Wings Press, P. O.
Box 332. 120 PP. $2.50'

Burns: A Study of the PDems and Songs, by Thomas
Crawford. Stanford, Calif.: Stanford Univer
sity Press, 1960. 416 PP' $6.50.

Collected Poems, 1930-1¢0, by Richard Eberhart.
New York: Oxford University Press, 1960.
233 pp. $6.00.

The Drunk in the Furnace, by W. M. Merwin.
New York: The Macmman Co., 1960. 64 PP'

. $1.25, paper.
Essays and Introd¢ons, by W. B. Yeats. New

York: The Macmillan Co., 1961. 542 pp.
$6.50 • /

F;m Poems, by Albert W. Halc;y,'Jr. Denver Coto.:
Big Mountain Press, 1960. 16 pp. no price.
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Foothills, Poems by Millard C. Dunn, Jr. New

York: Exposition Press, 1960. 94 pp. $2.50.
The Glass Rooster, by William F. Mdlwain. New

York: Doubleday & Co., 1960. 285 pp. $3.95.
Halfway, Poems by Maxine W. Kumin. New York:

Holt, Rinehart & Winston, 1961. 106 pp.
$3.95.

Heartbeats of Our Time, Poems by Bonnie J. David
Ion. New York: Exposition Press, 1961.48 pp.
$2.50 •

Heritage of Faith, A Collection of Poems, by E.
Loil English. New York: Exposition Press,
1961. 320 pp. $5.00.

The Hidden Spring, by Charlton MacVeagh. New
York: Bookman Associates, Inc., 1960. 96
pp. $3.00• •

Tohn Greenleaf Whimer: An Introduction and 1,,
terpretation, by John B. Pickard. New York:
American Authors & Critics Series, Barnes &

Noble, 1961. 150 pp. $1.25.
Ttlbal's Raid, by Frank Vandiver. New York: Mc

Graw-Hill, 1960. 212 pp. $4.95.
The Ladder of Vision, A Study of Dante's Comedy,

by Irma Brandeis. New York: Doubleday &

Co., Inc., 1961. 212 pp. $3.95.
Lighted Candles, Poems by Edna Harrison Baker.

New York: Exposition Press, 1961. 96 pp.
$2.50.

The Love Quest, A Verse Tale with Voices, by
J. J. di Salvo m. New York:, Exposition Press,
1960• 1I0 pp. $2.75.

Nags Head and Other Poems, by Lee Anderson.
New York: Holt, Rinehart and Winston, Inc.,
1960. 156 pp. $3.95.

The Oboe Player, by James L. Wci1. Francestown,
New Hampshire: The Golden Quill Press,
1961.64 pp. $2.75.

Outlanders, by Theodore Weiss. New York: The

Macmillan Co., 1960. 96 pp. $1.35, paper.
Oxford Lectures on Poetry, by A. C. Bradley.

Bloomin&to~: Midland Book, Indiana Univer

sity Press, 1961• 395 pp. $2.45.
Palms, by Desmond Muirhead. Six Shooter Can

yon, Globe, Arizona: Dale Stuart King, Pub
lisher, 1961. 144 pp. no price.

Panama Quadrant, by Olive Brooks. New York:

Bookman Associates, Inc., 1960. 96 pp. $3.00.
Poems, by Allen Tate. New· York: Charles Scrib

ner's Sons, 1960, 236 pp. $3.95.
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Poems, by Patrick Creagh, Norman· Porter, Des
mond O'Grady. Rome: Poetry-Rome, 1960.
48 pp. no price.

Poems, by Robert Mezey: The Lovemaker, the
1960 Lamont Poetry Selection. l Iowa City:
The Cummington Press, 1961. 72 pp.

Poems and Stories, by Thomas McAfee. Columbia:
New Writers Series, University of Missouri
Press, 1960. 107 pp. $1.95.

Poems and Verse Plays, by Hugo von Hofmanns
thaI., New York: Pantheon Books, Bollingen
Series, xxxm. 2, cd. by Michael Hamburger,

, 1961. 626 pp. S6.00.
The ,Poet and the Machine, by Paul Ginestier.,

Trans. by Martin B. Friedman. Chapel Hill:
University of North Carolina Press, 1961. 192
pp. Ss.oo.

Psycho/~gy of Literature, by Ralph J. Hallman.
New York: Philos. Lib.. 1961.272 pp. $4.75.

The Senate Speeches of William Butler Yeats, cd.
by Donald R. Pearce. Bloomington: Indiana
University Press, 1960. 183 pp. $4.50'

Shakespeare's Progress, by Frank p'Connor. Cleve
land: The World Publishing Co., 1960. 194
pp. $3.5°'

Skeleton of Light, by Thomas Vance. Chapel Hill:
Contemporary Poetry Series, The University
of:North Carolina Press, 1961. 56 pp. $3.50'

The Song of Roland, traris. by Laura Moore
Wright. New York: Vantage Press, Inc.. 1960.
156 pp. $3.50•

Towards Universal Man, by Rabindranath Tagore.
Now York: ASia Publishing House, distributed
by Taplinger Publishing Co., 1961.402 pp.
$6.00.

The Ungrateful Garden, by'Carolin Kizer. Bloom
ington: Indiana University Press, 1961. 192
pp. $5.00•

NMQ
J. ROBERT FEYNN is,the new Assistant

Editor for New Mexico Quarterly. He
serves concurrendy as EditQr for the u1ti
versity of New Mexico Press. A native of
Texas, Mr. Feynn has attended Texas Tech
nological College in Lubbock, where he
completed his M.A. in 1951. He has taken
graduate studies at the University of New
Mexico. His major interests have been in
the fidds of language and literature, work.
ing in Spanish, Portuguese, and French. He
recdved the Wilson Memorial Fellowship
at Texas Tech in 1949-50, and the Univer
sity of New Mexico Grad~te Fellowship
in Modem Languages (1951-52) and a
Teaching Fellowship (1956-57). For sev
eral years he worked as an assistant super
visor in the Circulation Department of the
UNM Library. Before joining th~ Univer
sity of New Mexico Press in Oct~ber 1959,
Mr. Feynn'was 'Archivist for the Histori
cal Society of New Mexico in Santa Fe.

RICHARD C. ANGELL, 'Book Review
Editor of the Quarterly, is also Assistant
Editor of the UNM Press. Born in Seatde,
Mr. Angell grew up in suburban New York
City. He attended Pelham Schools, Phillips
Academy, Andover, and Colgate Univer
sity. He worked_ on newspapers, including
New York News and Buffalo Times, and
for Buffalo advertising agencies and radio
stations WEBR and WBNY. During
World War II, he served in the Merchant
Marine at sea in all theaters, finally as sec
ond mate aboard a Victory ship. His_novd,
The Long Swim (New York: G. P. Put
nam's Sons; London: Eyre &Spotteswoode)
was based on -this experience. Following
the war, Mr. Angell was for two years with
the United Seamen's Service as port direc
tor in the West Indies and in Santos and ~
director of South American east coast oper
ations in Rio de Janeiro. He eatne to Albu
querque six years ago as a professional staff
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writer for Sandia Corporation. He has pub
lished in magazines, including Atlantic
Monthly. Mr. Angell is married to Jane
Lord O'Brian of Buffalo, an editor for the
Navy at Kicland Air Force Base. He com
pleted the requirements for the M.A. de
gree at the University of New Mexico this
year.

MARGARET WEINROD;Circulation Man
ager for the Quarterly. is also in charge of
the subscription sales for the Southwestern
TournaI of Anthropology and the Univer
sity of New Mexico Publications Series.of
Scholarly monographs. Mrs. Weinrod has
been a member of the UNM Press staff
since March 1958. A native of Tulsa, she
has attended th~ University of New Mexico,
doing her undergraduate work in anthro
pology and geology, and her ~duate

studies in anthropology. Her husband, Wi!
liamWeinrod, is manager of an Albuquer
que FM radio station,. KHFM.

RAMONA M.umR WEEKS, for several
years Book Review Editor of NMQ, has
taken the long-expected step of full-time
free-lancing. Our readers will miss the
signed and unsigned touches she added to

the magazine, from the difficult task of
lining up book reviewers to all sorts of
written bits of biography .and comment.
She has promised to prepare a section of
paperback reviews later in'the season. Her
most recent book for young people, The
Abracadabra Mystery, a story of a "lost type
facelt found in Santa Fe, has been published
by Dodd Mead, and she is in the "big mid
dlelt of three other books. For five years
Mrs. Weeks was Editor for the University
of New Mexico Press, and her contributions
to the Quarterly often were above and be-
yond the call of duty. .

We are grateful to VIRGINIA MANIERRE,
who served as Assistant Editor ofthe Quar
terly throughout Volume 30, and as Edi
torial Assistant on the two previous vol...
urnes. Mrs. Manierre has returned to the
multiple duties of her adobe house and
almost-grown children in Corrales, New
Mexico. She has expressed her willingness
to lend us from time to time her fine sense
of judgment in the province of manu
scripts. "Ginnalt helped enormously to hold
together the bits and pieces little magazines
are made of.

EditOr, Roland Dickey

Assistant Editor, J. Robert Feynn

Book ReviewEditor, Richard C. Angell
Cir~lation Manager, Margaret Weinrod

Advisory Committee
George Arms, Lez Haas,

Lincoln LaPaz, William J. Parish,
Paul \falter, Jr., Dudley Wynn
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DRAWING BY CONNIE FOX BOYD FOR

"BEFORE NOON," A NOVEL IN THREE PARTS

BY RAMON J. SENDER. UNM PRESS.
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