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among thl! people of the state throughout her life. She lives in Al uquerque,
where her workitis helped by her historian husband, Professor Lansing loom. ;

. "L·
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La Politica
'i

By S. OMAR BA-RKER !

I F all the natural born orators of'lthe native New
Mexican villages were l~id end to ~nd, they )Vould stili

rise to rousing climaxes a§ soon as the next campana
politica begins to infiltra~ the brisk October air. For
pol,itics and political speech-making come as natural to these
American descendants of the conquistadores and their
colonists as does t!J.eir taste for 'chili. And they like both hot.
Juan, Pedro, Jesus Marfa, Toribio, Mehiquias, Fulano y Tal

, -every ciudadano, every paisano, be he tie chopper, farmer,
peon, vaquero, borreguero, teacher, merchant, can and does

.upon occasion rise in his place at the junta and make a
·speech. Extempore, of course; modestly apologetic at first '
but blossoming surely into the.' full flower or"' ornate
and vigoro"s oratory as he proceeds.

Or, ev~n should he sign his name with a mark, he ca~

preside with perfect ease and. some considerable' knowledge
of parliamentary practice over a precinct committee or even
over that larger, more. formal and more gala junta gathered
together to listen to the message of the comitiva de candi­
datos and oradores sent out from country or state head-. .
quarters to spread the party gospel.

Come with me, then; and meet this gentle, friendly­
but fiery-gente in the emotional throes of a hard fought
campaign. I am running for representante- in a county
where the majority of voters, largely rural, is native,: and
while l shall not be obliged to kiss any babies, it behooves me

I .

to observe many other amenities quaint and folkish. But
it is no burden. It is a plelsure, as you shaJI s~e.

It is about 7 :30 when o'ur comitiva rolls into the Httle. ..
mountain village of Rociada. Most of the mud houses are'
dark, but there is a yellow glow of lamplight from all three
of the windows and the door of the inevitable village dance
hall where the gathered gente have patiently awaited' our

[ 3 ]
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. .._----------.-y~ .
coming for the past half hour-the meeting hiving been
announced for 8 o'clock! Strains of plaintive music drift
out to U's through the sharp night air. Obviously the stage
is all set, lacking only the visiting ~ctors. ~

But late (?) though we are, we do not drive di ectly
to the .lighted sala. There is an etiquette to be obs rved.

,Our driver, himself on~ of the visiting oradores and a pan­
ish-American, slows the car down to, a walking spee. In
this instance there has been no rendezvous agreed upon..
We must loiter along until we are hailed. The de ay is
slight. . Our headlights have been observed coming p the
valley. The welcoming committee is ready. A tall, Ie thery

; /

faced, lean shanked young man in cowboy boots, new over-
alls, a pink shirt, a blue coat three shades' too brig t for
Navy, and a weathered cowboy hat, steps into the gl te of
our lights. We stop. He steps to the side of th? car.

"La comitiva?" he asks. .' . . r-.
We signify that we are. H~ .:unbends and gre ts us

cordially. Several of us he knows---:..~e has peen ade egate
to the county'conventions of our party. The rest are ·ntro­
duced.. Handshaking all around. Handshaking? and.:.
touching, rather, for unless he has caught. the habit from
L08 Americanos, the rUral Spanish-American does not" shake
hands. A gentle clasp·, no more; yit none the$lessc rdiaI
for its lack of Nordic vigor.. " ~

"Come," he says, "our committee awaits you t the~
house of Don Juan Clemaco."

Presently we are escorted into 'a neat little patIo -bed­
room with a viga· ceiling. The robm is ~mpty af 'eople.
The whitewashed walls are plentifully adorned with
lithographed Saints, sacred seenes an(} sevetal ·nted
enlargements of memb~rs of the faJ1lily, in many-cu icued
gilt frames. Over the 'corners of these, and over th head
of the bed hang drapes of heavy, hand-crocheted lac . All
a little garish, perhaps, by daylight, but now the yell ess
of kerosene lamplight melIo~s it all quaintly ~

...

I

m.•··ip
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'For a moment we of the comitiva are left al~ne. Then'
, , .

through a low door from the next room, whence comes the'
chicory-ish odor of coffee, there appear five men." They
line up as if for a spelling match. Then oine of them steps
a little forward. 1;

. "Gentlemen," he pronouIices, in Spani~h, '~as chairman
of the committee of the junta appointed to, extend our wel­
come to you, the honorable comitiva, who honor us tonight
with your presence, I greet you: We have done the best
that lies, within our humble caPabilities~. and a goodly,

• 1lI ,,'

number of the people are assembled, ready to hear enlight-
i '

enment upon th~ issues of the day from you, gentlemen,
orators of the evening; but though the ju,nta waits, this

I '

committee realizes that the labors' of the campaign 'are
arduous and tiring, and it is therefore fitt,ing -and proper
that 'first you refresh yourselves, if by any chance the plain
and simple offering of the good woman 'of tb!is house may be
found acceptable to your app~tites. Gen~emen, what is
your ph:~asure?" ; ,

Though there are but five of us, ' also have, of course,. '

a chairman. He rises'. We have e en suppet before leaving
town. It is early in the campai and we are neither tired
nor hungry. '" But does· our chairman simply, say: "No,
thanks, we've eaten. Let's get on over to the meeting"?

No! H:e does not! He matches the local chalirman in
formal eloquence, a little more briefly perhJps,' because he'
gets to do it oftener. He devotes his final Uurst to accep~
ance of the' supper, of which we presently lpartake, after
another round ofjntroductions., The suPPe\r-'but no, ,the
subject of campaign eating deserves its hea}"l~nglater when
the evidence is all in. ' l

Fortunately a committee of three arrive$ from the sala
before the second round of chili con' frijoles; and sun-dried'
beef, to announce that the iuntar is ready to teceive 'us. As
·we send them back to report that. we, also, ~re ready, .the

, five members of the welcoming committee distribute them-, ,

selves among, us, .one to one, obviously a Iittl~ embarrassed,

4 POLITICA
"
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but determined. They stand at· our elbows. . ,In few
minutes the message committee :returns, bringing alo g the
band, consisting of two fiddles and a thumb-whanked i~r.

Then, with the· mUsica in the lead, the procession Be out
for the sala, some two hundred feet away. The m ssage
committee carries lanterns. The five members of th wel­
c6ming committee grasp the five left ~lbows.. of 0 five

~

"orators," and thus, two by twa, firmly if a littl.~k , ardly
escorted by our individual guards of honor, en~si .cally
accompained by the lively strains' of "Casey -ones"
(adapted), we march up the road and enter the sala '

Applause. From outside a few half-hearted t-calls.
from young bravos of the opposing party, too loyal t their

. own to come in, but also too curious 'not to hang arou d.
The sala is a rQugh floored, oblong room, its walI lined

all around with plank benches, invisible now und l' the
packed-in bodies of the crowd. At one'end is a roug table

.and a few chairs occupied by la mesa---:those chose~ efore
our arrival to preside over the meeting.. The member hip' of
la mesa is quite numerous for a gathering of a mere h ndred
or so people. At other juntas we shall arrive in 'me to
observe their selectiOli, a most ceremonious pr cedure
requiring the choice of a president'e, secretario and fr m two
to six vice-presidentes. . "

The crowd, for the most part, is distributed like a
Quaker meeting, the men on one side and the women on the
other; though apparently for better strategic co 1'01 of
their offspring, there are some groups where the ombre
is seated beside his blacksha'1ed mujer. There is also a

, sprinkling of "modernized" young folks who have pr ferred
violation of old custom to· separation from their 'dates"

~. during the speechmaking.
There are almost as many' women present men,

almost as mamr young folks as adults, and almost "many
babies and big-eyed chiquitos as -there are laps for hem to
be bounced upon or knees.for them to lean against.

6
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~ Th~ turn-out is gratifying. The giggl~g and whispered ,
comments as we enter are not.. Yet I <t~·ow they <fo not 1<
arise from any desire to ridicule what, t ;- a matter: of fact .,

<Anglo, must seem a quite pompous entran;e. One who does ,I

.:: i~;et~a::~;eo~e:~:~~~~i~~~~I:~~;~~:g~=~~ 1\.

This is not the< case at all. Native Ne~lMexican crowds ,.
quite naturally. giggle (the young ones)~1 and whisper at
such a. time, whether from a< half-sup", ressed sense of I;
excitement or from embarrassment I do n :' know. Presently
they will quiet-down to a· most respectful!land silent atten-
tion, whether interest~or lot. ~I. '

I shall not attempt to describe the ga:lb o(this Rociada
gathering. Enough to say that there are 4bong the Women ;­
many fringed bll\ck' shawls hooded ov ~ the head, !-}n<l '" ,<
among the men enough toil-worn overalls '~d battered shoes'" , .
to indicate clearly that here are sons and ~Uau'ghters of toil '<.
-and of the <' soil; poor folks, yet <nev~r ~:oo oppressed by .ii' 'I,

their burdens to turn out fora fiesta; a:ftile, a casorio, a
junta: politiea. . ,They are here. tonight noii so much f:om a
solemn concern for the future of ~overnml~1en

t
tal affaIrs as I" ,

from a- perennial taste for la politica, for ~:po itical oratory, I
both as listeners and. as perpetrators--:-ili.1.1.!. the opportunity- - ' ,
offers. ' < ~i

Once inside the door I <accept as !ilnonchalantfy as
possible the increased guidance of the d)ttermined escort
clutching my arm. There is a slight pau ~I until weare all
inside. Then all at once the fiddlers swing, ~bout two chords
ahead of the guitat, from "Casey Jonl,s" into a fiomost .
remarkable ear-version of "When You W}~ a Tulip -and I .~ ,
Wore a Big Red Rose," leading us thew~i~e on a circling v
promenade of the sala. - Iii < -',

Gheers from the bancos. From our ~icle, bows, nods,
greeting to those we h~ppen to know as lie pass them. A
few assorted grins from several of my ne4rer ranch neigh­
bors who have c,0me from ,across the ~ounta~n. Once

< • ,I
~i i
~ I
~;
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8] The NEW M E X leo Q;U A It T E R L Y

art>und. Twice around as the volume and vigor o~ the
~usica increase. Three times around' goes our gallant
comitiva, and then: 'e •. r.

"Senor Presidente, honorables vice:....presidentes, s cre­
tario de l.a mesa!" proclaims the chairman of the local wel­
coming committee, .mopping a red bandana acr6ss his per-

. spiring brow with one hand and flourishing grandly with
the other. "Tengo el honor de presentar/a esta honorable
mesa y a esta honorable iunta,. los ~onoralJles caballer.fs de
la comitiva que nos haran el honor de usar lal palabra de',ante
esta honorable iunta esta noche s(jbr~ las cuestiones del 'dial" .'

. I

Thus, with a most pleasant and propitious, if som.jhat
lengthy, flourish, our meeting opens. ..

Thus far ~verythinghas been in Spanish, but nOf the
chairman calls for an interpreter to say that "for the b nefit
of our Anglo-American fellow citizens who have hono us
with their presence tonight, all the discurso.s will be nter­
preted into English; and the same interpreter will as ist el
Honorable ~efior Bark', 'by translating his remark into
Castel~ano."· .1 .

"El Honorable Senor Bark'," makes ,me smile! Most
of these people and I 'have known each other by oUlj first
names ever since my childhood. Many a day have I p,icked
up potatoes behind our Chairman as he forked them oht for
,my father on our little moun~in ranch just acroJs 'the
mountain; and for years it never even occurred to m~ that
he had a last name; nor had he e~e~ used mine. But t~night
mutual "honorables" pass betwee~ us most differedtially,
for this is la politica. 0 , •. I

The prospective interpreter, however, is disapp inted.
All present intienden espanol, and I for my part, pr fer to
speak to myoid friends and neighbors in their own atiye
language.

National issues are passed over lightly. ~t4te issues- . .
are pr~sentedbriefly. But upon cQunty issues, tlje'full flood
of t~e comitiva's oratory is loOsed, in high flo""" ases I

8
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LA; POLITICA
__._ _~ ... __ _ _4?_ .. .. __ :-______ _. _

. I'·
and words a yard l.?ng, [yet perfectly un" erstood by every.

.-unlettered paisano in the crowd. ~ , ., ~ . .

,Presently, following another burst ~f fine Castillian:.
- "adjectives from the chailrman, I rise to ';0' my' stuff. It is

my first political speech'in Spanish and !I am nervous. I
need not be, for while I falter and .stam '.er somewhat and
make, some quite ridiculQus mistakes, nobbdy even so much­
i.s snickers at them.' It is' a typical ~~panish-American
courtesy, and my he~rt warms to them fo~lit~

For hours the vario'(1S oradores of 0 ,!, comitiva rise to

their many-ges.tU!ed, cli~,axes.. p~,omPt.l~t~.•• ;. ,a,t, the, last word '
of each speech los musicos break' gaily ,orth, often with
some jingly ear-velision pf a once p.opula\ American tune,
but ,som.etimes with" the ~weet~r, plain~iv,:strahiEJof one of
their own native song·s., . . - , t --

Finally the last com#iva orator has fitpshed. One hears
the soft, windy ,sound of!snorjtig babies. tl~ lamp be~ns tp
burn low. its kerosene all but exhausted. ',.Another smok~. ;;
It is getting late. Pink qressed, dark ey ~ 8enoritas begin
to stir expectantly on th~ hard banco8. y:, ung bravos, w:,ho
have been loitering outside, edge in at thdlopen door. The
aged chairman J;ises. At>parently the ju.1:.·~,a, is 'about over.
Time now for the dance!; , - ;: -

-, But hold! Back in a shadowy corner ~istooped, spindle-
shanked old man rises ftiOm his seat. Hei clears his throat
-rather unsuccessfulIy~ for when he sp~s his voice is a
little cracked and wheezyl ' t , -

"Senor Presidente!"t he addresses thk 'chair, tOttering
: . ;

forward with his cane as he speaks. The ~ung bucks scowl
, a little.· They want to get to da~g. Bq.t the old paisano

does not notice them. Neither does the ch4i,rman.
. 1

HSenor Chavez!" H~ promptly grant4 the floor. _.;,
Senor Chavez takes his time about geting to the front. I:.

His old legs are wobbly. :His hAir curls. uj in an uncombed
fringe above the rusty br~wn collar of his ~ntiqtie coat. . He

I
.1
1
!

I
I'
t
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I
. I

leans a little against the table as he turns watery eyes upon
the crowd. Hoarsely, haltingly the words begin: f •

uSenor Presidente, (in Spanish) aunque no soy!orador
(although I am not an orator) co~pared to thedistin­

,guished and honorable gentlemen who· have made use of the
word here tonight, nev.ertheless (almost imperceptibly his
voice is gaining clearness and vigor) it may be that there
are a few thinis which an old man like myself ma;Y say
upon the questions of the day. My friends and fellow citi~

zens, for many years I have been a· member of- (here he
names the opposition party, and there is no, doubt now about
his voice clearing up!) .. But I stand here tonight' ~o tell
you that the horse which will not jump the fence i~;

another pasture when· his ~asters have trampled dow.i or·
stolen every blade from his own, is not worthy the name' of
~ horse! He is a burro!"

Applause! More applause! ,
Following which Senor Chavez, in justification" of his

recent conversion, rises to heights of vigorous oratory that
cause the best~'~fforts of our com,itiva to pale into mere
amateur declamations: His voice has ceased to crack and
quaver. It has become resonant, clear-and loud!

IIAunque no soy oradorI" That inevitable apologetic
opening! But don't you believe it'! Oratory is one Spanish­
American gift that age cannot wither.

The winning of Senor Chavez, be it understood, is a
. more considerable item of'victory' than you might think. It
4>will mean at least eighteen more votes for our ticket in this
precinct; for, his parientes, his gente, over whom lp.e wields
a strong patriarchial political influence, number 'around
twenty, and his delivery of their votes will hover close to
90%. , It is this family bloc that must be the unit of ealcula-.
tion in rural New Mexico. politics. . u.

The real function of the junta is not so much to win
votes out of hand by convincing arguments as 1;0 supply our
partisans' with ammunition.

"You ain't goin' to tcernany in "these meetin's,:,

10
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our astute Spanish;America~county cftairman ~s warned
us. "What you got 10 do is furnish~'em with irguments
they can use on their neighbors thei~ ownselves between
now and elec:tion~ A~d por v'ida de susiesposas, if they want
to make speeches, let I'em, if it takesa:JI night!" .-

Strangely Emough .mere exposur~. of some' n~at little
.graft in county office,1 by the office holders of the ~pposition

party, made no tremepdous imp~essio~n'B~t.whem ~e were,
,able to show that na1ines of vanous I I CItizens had been

. i .' "
misused, even forgeq, to aid this grtift, we began to get

,action. Even staunc'! partisans of th$ oppo~itiol1 who had .
been so used, reared~hejr b~istles. <1Taft was n6t so bad,
but to be made unknowing partisan$ to such dishonesty'

! 3'would not be countenanced. A man'~ name was his own,
its. honor to be most fealouslyguarde1. . .

By eleven thirty the last orador has had his chanz.a.' It
has been a good meetibg, peaceable beYbnd (Jur expectations.
True, twice the YOlrhg bravos outsi~1e have tossed small
boulders'iu through ah.o~n wi?d,owoI co~tribu.tedderisive
comments .. or enthu~nastIc v'was a1 most Inopportune
moments. But this is nothing.. ~ Lateli in the campaign, at
another village, we ate to see some oli our lights shattered
by bullets and marvej 'at the sight of +m,iddle-aged Anglo­
AmeriCan lady camPfigner !eaping Iilf:era startled roebuck
from the middle of hfir address Jhroug) a shattered window
into the middle of th~ night. i·

But toniglht thE} chairm.aIi pro~unces adjournment
-upon an enthusiastif 'ut peaceable m~Ung. Quite suddenly
he drops his dignity. IHe wa.ves a gay +ignalto the mitsicos.

H~l. baile!" he cres, rushing to ~ize a partner. The'
dance IS on. I ,II '
, If there is a Sparlish-American in ~ew Mexico betw~en.
the ages of eight aJdeighty 'who' dt>es not dance, it is
because he Qr she is shffering at the mt>ment from a broken
leg. What in~ the curtboard at home lir bare, the flour bin .
empty? Wh~t if the rmies be roo Poo1 for the spring plow-

. I 'j:'
i .

i .\ ~
I II ~ ,

.'
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ing, half the lambs dead in a late snowstorm, or the autumn
crop caught· by an· early one i Tonight we will be gay!
Al baile! I

Nor does our comitiva plead fatigue and depart. To
·dance with the gewte is part of the estab!ished etiquette of
politics.

First a fast two step (p'robably "Casey Jones" again)
to warm us up; tlllen a waltz-"Cielito Lindo" if we are
lucky; and then "El cotilio! El' cotilio!" cries some spry
oldster; and I, wh(i) am not of the cotillion generation and
have never danced one, step bravely forth with my shy black

~ . . .

shawled partner and whirl and whirl and turn and turn
until my dizzy stomach cries out against all politics.

And well it might. For presently we are tendered
refreshments. Chicos! 'Chicos are delicious":""when you
are hungry. Native field corn is plucked late in the milk,
boiled or steamed, hung out to dry, 'and when cured to the
toughness of young rubber, toasted to a gentle brown,
preferably ill an outdoor orno, and served on the cob. For
a man with ten hours of hard labor directly ahead of him .
chicos are quite digestible. "

Somebody onee asked a most successful San Miguel
County politician, astute, suave, debonair, what he consid-_
ered the most severe hardship of the campana politiea- in

. New Mexico. It was early in the morni'ng after a night of-
junta, baile and chicos. Like a flash:he ,answered :

"Comer chicos de noche! .(~ating chicos at night!)"
So we dance and eat chicos, lingering'yet awhile a~ter­

ward for "conferences"--mostly homely, neighborly' tklk.. "

It is 3 A. M. or later when we finally start horille. How-
ever the votes may go, our junta has been a quaintt friendly,
stirring experience. . !:~

La junta ... aunque no .soy orador ... Honorable Presi-
dente de la' comitwa amigos y conciudadanos; mios . . .
las cuestiones del dia musica ... t08 derechos qe la gerite

\
i

I.
I'
~

i

I
I·

I
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The College Professor and Leadershw
"-

-----By JAY C. KNODE
i

A MERICAN college professors,' on the whole, are! an inter-
~ esting lot. As among individuals of ~ny cla~sification,

there is, of course, a high degf"'ee of variation. lYet, after.
twenty-five years ([)f different sorts of contacts ~ith those
occupying all manner of positions and grades i;thin the
profession and scattered from New 'york to California, I
am persuaded that certain generalizations mayl be made

. safely. , 1-'-
Fi:st off, our ~merican collegep~~fessoria~demi­

ca}.1y-mInded. 'Plenty of. worthy CItIzens w II concur
promptly ana heartily in such a statement, with he under­
standing that this is a polite way of calling him a freak, but
that is not the meaning here. Onew<;>uld prefer' to use the
word "intellectual," but the risk is too great. Th academi­
cally-minded person prizes knowledge; he mves more
weight to ideas than to things; he is impatient with slouchy
mental habits, with dullness, and with indifferencr to knowl-
e,dge; he is proud of h~s mEl.SterY' Of, ~Ch,~!ques I'wi~hin ?,is "
own field, and severe WIth diose who, comIng to grIpS WIth
them, fumble abOlilt; he is proud to be known as at least the
local authority within his own branch of lea_rn~ng, and is
greatly concerned about any of its recent de'felopments.
Every college professor is interested in a <llivisibn of,- .",,-

knowledge, and has attained a proficiency in it a ove that of
the average student; otherwise, he would not e pursuing
it. (Acts of excelling and preferring go togeth r, and one
wonders sometimes how many mi.~fits in the Q,ucational

. world arrived there by way of a glow of satisfac .on derived
from' certain examination marks'.) .

-But an intellectual is one whose interest cannot be
confined within the limits of a' d~partment;' e hds that
kind of curiosity to which directions and ounds are
anathema. His mind roves on to the limits of t e universe, -

[14 ]
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-,if such he can .lind, ;and, kno~ing th'E1.1 Igreatness of the worl
of ideas, he learnsJtolerance and cHarity. The result is
shrinking of the i~portance of anYlone division of knowl
~ge, and whi1e,'if ~ teacher, he will~evelopa new fondnes
for his first love;. h~will seek continuously tha kinds 0

intercourse tha~ e~ten~ his undersurdin?, b~yonJ it. Ho
many tllorough-golpg lntellectuals~n this sem~e there, ar
among- educational\ people, .one capnot presume to say
There are many, though probably a[ millority, in each col

_. I • ~ ,

lege faculty, and -t~se groups multiplied by hundreds ove
the country make an imposing total. And although the
term "acadetnician~' carries· with it in, these days more
opprobrium than 'APproval, if should .also be conscie;ntiously
observed that the aeademician in the functioning of society .

- t "

as a whole possesses; some highly imwrtant qualities.
, Again, the aver,age college professor is ready, to give of

himself freely 'within his own sphere. He isan .introspective
mortal, more concerned about his. !inner life than about.
making new acquaintances of the accomplishment of objec-

, tive ends in an < objective world; but he has a rather keen
sense of social obligation, and stands ready to' bestt)w the
fruits of his knowledge upon all those who come seriously
searching for them. Of course, there' are exceptions-men
w40 live, chiefly for the adulation! of certain. types of!
students, particularly of women, and others. who. teach
because it is the only avenue they have been able to discover
by which they can browbeat and intimidate people. 1 was
delighted to hear the other day the' .story of a girl from
:Texas-, who was taking work in an institutiqh outside her
state. A professor in conferenc~oneday asked her.a ques- ·
tion to which she. apparently g-ave-to him-:;ln irritating
answer. He told, her she was lyimg. Whereupon she
slapped him smartly in the face, and' proceeding to the' 1 .

,~president's office, told that harrassed dignitary of the inci­
dent and also her opinion of a part of his teaching staff.
But such cases are lost among thousands of examples of
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I

patient and unstinted devotion 'toth~ work of ainstitution.
with demands of students and pa'tents of st ents upon
time that would be prized for truly scholarlyactilvities. The
average teacher is a hard worker. If his lot carIjies him to a
small college, the demands upon him are unliniited,'l and if
he has attained sufficient prominence to be assihted a light
teaching load in a large institution, ~ne may belsure.he has
done so by following Jefferson's behest that t e scholar's
day must be fifteen hours long. But into ,whate er form his
activity casts itself, it will be thought of by hi in terms of
its broad human bearings.,

This means that he is a person of integrIi; he is not
subject to venality. Perhaps there would be ore' general
agreement upon this point than "Upon any oth r. :Were he
interested in self-aggrandizemefit'in the ordin ry sense, at
least, he would not ent<:r academic halls; the ~pp~rt"Ut:lities
are too few. And whIle some ,of. these men I. are capable
of holding high-ranking positions in the bu ·nest world,
nevertheless the emoluments attached are not sufficient to
overcome' the lures of Athena, or of the opp'o unities for
social constructiveness.' Still, While it must be admitted
that the majority of them are unfitted for th ruggedness
of commerce, it must also.'b<: ~ointed out thaI t~ey wo.uld
find commerce too-materIalIstIc! .,~ ,

Out of this preponderating' interest in otlJ-.er than
monetary values there develops' a type of lifraHty with
respect to partisan issues. 'Livh,.g outside e stress of
many everyday conflicts, the college teache can foster
abstract principles of truth and justice more ebily. While
in the field of intellect he is apt to'be a thorouih aristocrat,
a~ a man of moderate means himself., 'he does riot ordinarily
draw social distinctions by artificial rutes. owever, it is
sometimes objected, this very tendency to abst action, to see
all sides of the question makes for :ihis espousi g no p.articu­
lar cause. Thomas Huxley used to insist tha in order to
make progress with a'social problem one m st seize one

16
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, horn of the dilemma in a vigorous, manner; then one wi!
come out so~e'Yhere, either qn the right or the Wrong sid
But the true modern academician, lacking the crusadin
coqrage and the driving power of a 'Huxley, usually finds i",
more congenial to his scientific temper to a~certain hi,
facts by slow~r methods. I This scientific' attitude pervad:1
every corner Qf the field of, scholarship, just as its applical
tion has influenced the life ot: the main in the street, and itS
~ffects upon the academician are important. f His trainin~f
through num~ers of years and his research work foIlowin '
have borne doWn upon him the necessity for close observa1
tion, for constant rigid scrutiny bf his data, the exclusiom
of personal prejudice in the face O'f these data, and th

, "-

acceptance' of conclusions toward which they P9int, until
new and incontrovertible factual evidence is introduced. .
This 'general point of view leads not to aggressive JiSsault,
tbut to deliberation t"reliable results are not obtained by mass
action, but by indivi<\ttal or small-group concentration; the ,
quiet unhurried 'atmOsphere of the study or the laboratory

: is' not only congenial-it is essential. .
i c' ) ":Talents of these ,sorts are of more general value for

public- use than is commonly assu~ed, and it goes without
saying that in our average 'American c, commu~ities they

, are not sought. ' ,In the "Middletown" survey it was found
that 'public school teachers felt deeply the general commu- I
nity subordination which they sutr:ered. Probably the college
teacher is not so sensitive about his neglect; he is more
completely immersed in his work; though he observes, that
his wares attract slight demand. The fact is, however, .
that the professions in general do not bear the same rela­
tionship to our American society which'they did in earlier
times. " To realize t,he eclipse of cleri~al%restige it is only !

necessary to recall the names of Jioh Cotton, Thomas :
OJ> • , " " •

.Hooker, Roger WillIams, and the M:at ers. Law is, on
the whole, in the employ of busIness, not directing business
toward generkl social welfare' either immediately or through
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...
government. The same can even ,; more truly be said of'
engineering. And we see business itself aspiring to the
professional class. ',' ,

The ade'quacy of business leadership, which prevailed
in the United States aln:lOst unchallenged up to 1929, is
not to be argued here. But" one fatal defect must always
inhere in it-~usiness by its verynatur.e is cOl1lcerned with
immediacies. I Ultimate social objeetiv~s simply do not play
a part in business life. Among the professions mentioned
these objectives cannot well escape consideration. J Any
leadership worthy the name is that which thin~ in terms of
ultimates. - But for accomplishment more than one kind of

I ' '_talent must contribute. Research for facts, the! deduction of
laws, creative planning, and' execution require diffe!ent
abilities and temperaments. Perhaps the f' professional
people of America will bethink. themselves bf tPeir lost
leadership. There are signs of stirring in lawl. 'The teach­
ing group is not the one to make -tbe final synthesis between
theory and practice, to carry -ideas' into act~on., But its
talents are peculiarly .adapted tn th rst tri 0 orders o.f

. work mentioned above, perhaps th rs~· three Knowledge,
scientific training, personal integrity, detachnjt~t, ana zeal
for social advance lie ·within its ··immediate teach. These
people are equipped as no other groUp to und~rta~e certain
constructive labors in Western civilization today that could
coltceivably become a~ outstandin~ aChievem~1t .... One, of
the significant conclusions of Morris Marke iJ\ his recent
stock-taking summary was: "L give you m~ country:
America-a wilderness crying for a voice." I. . I

I
I '
i
i
i

. . • f

·1

' ..
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Scbngs of Rio Grande

"TO THE MEMO~Y OF GERALD, CASS~DY, ARTIS~"

'\ ' By IOHN GOULD FLETCHER

I

PUEBLO SONG
Wind-chased, .
Wind-harried,
With the wind the world begins-, -
Wind whirIiJig the white dust
Over the des#rt sands:
Wino-consumed,
Wind-eaten,
Wind has brOlUght us foolish talk;
Wind has taken away th~ title of our lands.. ,

Out of the south
Came bUffa~~ going;
Winter has lost,
The snowdrift quits the plain; ,

• Beast breath heats up
The slopes, long frozen;
Thunder is pushing against the,wall of mOllntain,
Spring has come again. .'

Wind whirling, '\
OJ

Wind whining,
Wind spinning up a cone of yelIQw dust
Beside tl)e road.
Wind moving eastward ;-
The wild plum in blossom, ,
~nd the backs now more read~
To shoulder their load.

Out of the east
Rode the hard-bitten hor~emen;

[ 19]
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Rifles held ready,
Wagons creaking by.
The sage brush is trampled,
The antelope startled,
And the war-eagle, .
Forgets to watch his sky.....f~~~ ~

...

Wind quiet,
Wind lapsing,
Wind lifting no more the flap in'the d
Wind speaking to man no more.
Heat broods above the r~ftops; "
The blue-brown' desert smoulders,
And the child that laughed here
Stands no longer at our d90r.

Out of the North
Ran howling the blizzard,.;"
And over. its fury .
Came the roar of iron wheels;,

And the hoot' of long whistles
Thtough the barren hill-country:
Man's hean must be broken-"
Yet the broken heart yields.

Wind howling,
Wind whooping,
Wind roaring, .
Laughter:;without an end;
Down, doWn into darkness-
Like the pine cut and staggering,
Death, the sole answer,
I?eath, man's only friend..

Out of the west, now
Night on··night the sunset;

."

, I
I I "

\

11
r
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Where the pale brown adobe walls
Ranked into terraCes, keep still their secret dreams;
Where the dark' people peer shyly

.~ \, Under their glossy black hair;
Where beneath from, the depths of the kiva,

..
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SONGS OF RIO GRANDE

.:lo

Wind working,
Wind creeping,
Wind changing
Wind cutting the 'flesh to bone.
God's breath against man's breath:
Souls adrift on the whirlwind,
Earth turned to desert­
Dust and the stars, alone.

Fingers of God moving
, .

Up through the peaks afar.
Past without future, ,
Word without an answer, '

, Wi~d without'.meaning,
~an without a star: ..j

""t

II ~

RIO GRANDE

Wh~re the hummingbird hangs in the· heat,.
Where the plue thundercloud settles,
From the lips of the mountains blown forWard,.
Dark fringes of' rain; .
Where the dry canyon bed opens wide,
With its dark-green stunted cedars,
Shallow and turbid, seething and swift,
After the rapid rains;- • ~

There will we wander,
I

Watching the shadows drift across the peaks,
By the Rio Grande,
nat wild west river.

. ;

itI
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Comes the low chant and the loud drone of t~~ drums
Where through the sleepy plaza' . j
Spin dust-whirls summoning the distant rairts, ,
There will we dance,
As Gods holding high the world in our hearts~

By the Rio Grande, ,
That mad, swift river.

Where the acequia goes bank-futl,
By the slopes of the bur:ning gTey desert,
Bearing to fields of green corn,;
Tasseled and waving~

Its precious freight;
'Where hollyhocks stand ranked high
Amid golden mullen, blue larkspur,
Where blue alfalfa burns deep,
Tempting bees to their honeye<l, fate,
There we will dream
Of ,a laugh, of a kiss, of a si~ence,

By the Rio Grande, .~

,That dark and turbulent river. ~.

I. '

I '

I.
I,I
I,
It

I
I

Where the night with its wild blaze 'of stars I
Stands still over lonely mesas,
And the earth is pressed cl9se to· the breast
Of the dark that abides beyond years;
Where all things are crumbling 'Slowly,
The stone, the dream and the effnrt ;
Where dogs' from some unseen village
Bay loudly to the ~hite moon';
There will we die, ~

Ebbing like flamelrom the Milky Way,
Blown smoke of the stars
From the breast wracked with pain,
By the Rio Grande, ,
The vast, immutable River.
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By C. M. B01tTs

• t.T HE purpose of this article wpl be to deal with t
actual operation ofl) the Southwestern Conservati ~.

League. Recently; Dr. J. D.€lar~ secretary-treasurer I
the League and one of its charlel!, members, published ~

I I

bulletin* dealing with the history, Istructure and essenti ~

. objects of the organizatic;m. I ~o ~otwish to rep t
informatifm .so ~equately given or Dr., Clark. I· sha ~

afsstsume
b
, thtenth,i thLat the read~fr .is

t
ei~hteedr familiar .Wl

l
·tbh suc ~

ac a ou.e eague, or, I In er~ ,can easl y ecom f
so. ,. ' I

It is' well to keep in mind Jh~t the objective of th ,,\
organization, as stated in its cons~tution, "is to p,rotect [.
preserve, restore and wisefy utiIlize all those natura l
resources of the arid Southwest, (particqlarly w,.ester Ii
Texas, New Mexico and Arizona), i,which' do nowandl iI'
properly conserved, will in the futune, make the Southw I
a more desirable place in w~eh to li~e, enjoy life and gain I
a livelihood." ,It is not expeCted that this end can be ~'gained '\1
ata single bonnd,'~<'nor do the members or officers of the ~

L,e~gue claim to have a panacea to ~ure the wounds, sore'§ . l
and diseases which Southwestern mankind has inflicted 'Il
upon a long-~u:tr~ring, patient Nature,'. we,rea,lize that w,~
know very little, and that, to accomplish anything worth "
while, we must first understand our problem. We must get t
facts and more facts, and yet more ~acts. t

,: From the data already available, it seems' reasonable l
to conclude that the subject of conservation must be dealt \ I
with as a whole'~ rather than as a number of unrelated p~- t
lems as has been largely the practice! in the past. In fact I
this conclusion' seems so' elementary and inevitable that "
we wonder why we did not appreeiat~ its soundness at the t
very beginning. I

~ ,l
• University of New Mexioo Bulletin, Conservation ,Series, voL 1, no. 1, December I

1, 1933. ~ ~

. [23] .? .
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To illustrate: Sportsmen have long been interes In
the conservation of game. . They have deait with the rob­
lem largely as one wholly separate and apart from tHat of
conserving ot.her. natural resoq~~. The methods emIlIoYed
were at first chIefly of'a prorubltory' nature. Thu~1 they
advocated prohibiting hunting except In certain sho ,and
then shorter, seasons. ,Later bag limits 'were imposed. The
"prohibition" of predators was attempted. Tha not
sufficing, affirmative measures were undertaken, su h as
artificial propagation for later release.' These we e all
very well in their way, but hpwever' much shootin was
prohibited, however meager 'the bag 1imit, however any
predatory animals and birds were destroyed, and ho ever
much game was'released, neither it nor the game no ally
present could survive unless there waS food and cove. So
sportsmen are coming to realize that;, in order to co serve
game, the habitat of the game must- be conserved. . But,
whil~e necessary food and cover in ,most cases is v geta-,
tion in one form or another, that vegetation is depenq nt on
the soil. So, in order to conserve this essential foo and
cover, conservation of the soil must be undertaken. Thus
any program for the conservation of game must e race
conservation of soil and of plants. In short, any ani I life
conservation is dependent on vegetable and minera con­
servation. The interrelationship of all thing~ natura is so
great that probably no one yet appreciates i full
importance.

With this in mind, and having in mind also that
and individuals directly affected' must have valuabl 9ata
and opinions, the League called a conference of repr .enta­
tives of various groups to consider'its first major pr gram
-to devise-and recommend such a plan of admipisteri g the
public lands in the Southwest as wil~ encourage thei con-.
servativeJtnd normal use.

To one who has given no consideration to- the s bject
it may ~ppear that the program selected could be f. ,no

'-\
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general intere$t; but a little thought makes it .almost impos­
sible to think of an mdividual in the Southwest who is not ~
vitally interested, unconscious of' his interest though. he may
be. Conservation of the pUQfic lands is a .long step .toward
watershed· conservation. The, inte.rest of the ~tockman is, \,' ~

of course, apparent. The hu~ter's,interest is no less imme- il\
«Hate, since the program ~sSarilymust produ~e game .I ,Ii

food and cover. The fishetman has as great an Interest, ' II
though he may hot realize !t until h~ finds his favorite l
stream ruined by silt washed down from denuded sloPeS.' f
The farmer's irrigation reservoirs and ditches suffer in \
the same way, and will be benefitted by any program which
will hol.d the soil where it belongs...1?'e gener~ ~ublic, II
though It may have none of these:.specIalinterests, is In con- q
stant danger from floods unless the hillsides bear sufficient i. '
vegetatio~ to hold back the. rainfall ~til it can be absorbed t·
by the soIl. And so we mIght contInue at length. ,.\ i .

But·to~get back to our conference: It was, attended by. t'
representative stockmen, sportsmen, and .educators," {
appointed by their respeCtive organizationk., The only ~
or?,anization invited to 'part~cipate,in the conferen~e that \
faIled to send representatIves, was the FederatIOn' of 'r"

Women's Clubs. In addition)...to the representatives of vol- t

untary organizations, the conferen,ce was. participated in by . i
the New Mexico Commissioner of Public Lands,. members of ,~

the faculty of the University of New Mexico, the President" J
of the New Mexico· Agricultural' College, r'E!presentatives ·i
from the United States Forest Service, t:lre',United States !\ I
Biological Survey and by a special representative of the ' . I
Secretary of the Interior. . . " It- l ' , ! 1

This gave us 'a conference of variOus interes~,view- l ~ j

, points and, opinions. T~ committee'of the League under- f
took to act as a sort of co-ordinator' of these divergent ideas, t
and the experience was most satisfactory, encouraging, and, l ;
I hope, indicative of results which we may expect to I·

accomplish in the ~uture. The group was sutpciently small f
l·

1

\:',
l \.
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to enable us to get ~~ound.the table, .discuss our \probl rns
informally and speak our minqs freely. . It was'appar nt
immediately that everyone there was in dead earnest. he
spirit of co-operation was aU that could be desired. he
participants were well informed, and 1each was willin to

,look at the subject 'from the viewpoint ;of ·another.. Tho gh
the interests were';different, it was usually found that he
end sought was the same. In rny opinion, based very lall' ely
on the experience of this conference, more can be acc m­
plished in this way and by one suc~ meetiAg, than b~ n!08t
any large number of mass meeting's Qf more or les~~in­
formed people, listening to learned papers and less lea ed
discussion. What the cause of conservation now most n s,
after the accumulation of reliable data, is a co-ordina ion
of the efforts of the various interests,· and' this the Le ue
appears to be in a position to provide. . .

The conference had no difficulty in reaching an a ee­
ment on the first essential step to be. taken in working out
the League's program. The conference dissolved with the
best of feeling on the part of all parti~ipants," and ith
their assertion and assurance that the League has be ore
it a wonderful opportunity for accomplishment. G .eat
enCOUragEm~enth~s come from t~e Secretary of .the In~iOr
and from hIS specIal representative at the confeI'ence.

This brings the high points in .the operation of the
League down to date. Interest is growing and new 1J1.em­
bers are being added, though no membership drive has yet
been put on. This, however, should. not be taken ~ an
indication that oUr organization Will not welcome! as
members, all who are interested in the great cau~ of

• I

conservation. _ _ I
Let me conclude by quoting a· paragraph fromI the

Conservation Bulletin referred to earlier. Tbe authdr of .
these remarks is Dean B.·P. Fleming oAhe Engin~ring
College, New Mexico College.of Agricu,lture and Mec~anic
Arts. . : .. I

I
j
I.
I
I
I
; .
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SOUTHWESTERN CONSERVATION

"Along the Rio Grande are native settlements,
back of which on the neighboring mesa, old timers ,
tell us they used to cut hay. These areas now.afford

.only the meagre pastur~ge for the goats of these
native settlements; and, some of ~hese settlements
themselves have been, partially overwhelmed by
arroy6s, which it stands' ,to reas()Ilj were not active
when the settlement was founded. No native New
Mexican ever builds' a house in .the path of an
arroyo ... Until 0

0
> ° the public generally comes to a'

full realization of the menace which erosion holds
for the future of the Southwest it is not likely that
much may be dOIJeo It is becoming more and more
evident ° 0 0' that a permanent civilization in the
river valleys of the Southwest must be foun<led
Jlpon control of the desert, just as ,methodically ,as
we have attempted'to control. tl:le tprtential rivers.
The' sooner this is realized, the sooner 'will the
[Southwest have.achieved a successful re~laIW1tion
,policy." . ~ , ..

, '

;:'-

'.

6

/

,;

27

: Full Issue

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1934



28 ]

...

The NEW M E X' I C° QUA R '1' E R L Y

-+ .-- ----_._--------
•

Southwest
By ALICE 90RBIN

H.ere many races make a varied sum, .
A richer texture, closer to the soil;
Dances and feast-days, immemorial; ·corp.e
From time to time, not separate from toil-
No rationed work-hours, apd no rationed play, \ I
But seasonal changes such as move the earth;.
Each man amaster of his will, to ~y .'
What corn shall spring, what moments'come to birth! .

~,.

What will be gained against the loss of this,
By a hard yard-stick in a rigid hand,
Parcelling play or pleasure, by' applied .
Unreal abstractions?-'in this intimate ·land
Where need and nature meet, and never miss·
The slow earth's turning, and the s~n's tide!

~. ~

:, .

l

..
/
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· The Cruet Stand

L

r
I
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t·
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~

.' f· i
By GRACE TAYLqR MITCHFL (~f:

SOME forty years ago, every well rep;ulated family had ~t
upon the center of its dining table, a/cruet stand. This I

(for the benefit of the newer generation)\was'a silver plated. I
rack, for holding pepper,' salt, and oth~r €;ondimeI:!ts. It l
consisted of ~ reVrolving flat disc, perf~rated with about I
five holes, two or three inches in diametel-. Into'these holes ~

were fitted gl~s~ bottles, appropriately ~ut,'or frosted, in I'

aome chaste desIgn. Two of these bottl~sl}.ad perforated ~

tops and were .lisoo for ,salt and, pepper~ The others ~d I
glass stoppers, and i held vinegar, mus,tarc!l, catsup, or other- l
relishes. ~! Through ,the center of the disc ran a silver- stand- f
ard, or leg, which extended upward, to form"a handle. This ~,

, j "'. j

cruet stand coulq be easily reached by, Of passea:to,- every. I', . I

one seated at the table. r
It is s6' many .~ears since. the crqet! stands were ban- J

ished from general, use, that t~ sight of one recently" in . I
the home of a' friend, almost brought tears to my eyes- I
tears of remembrance of happy days and faces of long, long ,t
ago. Somehow, a 'pang of remorse went through me, as i·
though "I had found a very dear,tthoq~h long neglected, t
friend. And I have been wondering, since, if perhaps most !
of our ~resent daylIls 66hot da~e ~rom,..~lte ~a~l era when 'l\
we deCIded to abandon Qur dIgnIfied Qld fnend-Cruet· ,
S4- n nd ' , " I ' Il.q • r ro. ~

Year in and year out, in its stately, yet almost human t
way, the cruet stand seemed·to give continuity and security I
to life. At breakfast time, it seemed to say "good morning," ,~ ,
and to wish God speed, on the d~y's' w.sks. At noon ~t I
was there again, to minister to our taste},. like a well l.
trained servant, whIle we' partook of the helf'rty meal of the 1. ~
busy day. And in the evening, when the day's toil was- ~

over, and we gathered round the supper table; to .relax, and r'
discuss the day's ev~nts, it gleamed softly' in the lamplight, I

I l~

[ 29 ] . . fl
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shedding an air of elegance ana repose on all the househo d.
At Thanksgiving time, and Christmas, and on ot r

Occasions of state, the cruet stand was freshly polish d, "r

and shone, in all its glory, like a radiant· Christmas tr e. '.
And who could fail to feel a heartfelt welcome at'that tab e,
where peace and plenty reigned ?

And who, pray tell, ever heard of -.a divorce in a fam ly
which owned a cruet stand? Such thhlgs were unheard of

J • ,

and impossible. For divorce belongs·:to the dinette d
kitchenette age-when .marriage is as'inconsequential a d
unceremonious as a meal in a breakf~t. nook~ The lun h­
eon, nowadays, and dinner too, are hasty me.a!s, hurri y .
eaten, in order that· each one may get to the office, he
movies, the bridge club, or what not: Gone ~re the stat y'
leisure, and friendly sympathy of the days of the c et
stand. .
. And what has become of our faithful old friend? If
'we should 'start a hunt, we should find it suffering the in­
qignityof the highest shelf in the cupboard, or· the dre ry
dust of a dark attic-unpolished for years, or more Uk ly,
we just wouldn't find it at all.

Personally I feel moved to start a new society-The
Society'for the Restoratio~ ofWorthY~CruetStands, lmd~--/
will nominate for the president of this organization, the

, friend in whose home I recently found the dear old c uet
_ stand, all polished and honored, as one' honors a rev red

ancestor. My friend says she resc'ued this faII!,jly elic
last summer from the hQmestead attic back east. -At es­
ent it occupies a place of honor and dignity on tire di ing
room highboy-a mute reminder of days of .peace and·
plenty, now banished, which we flung' away, in the pu suit
of modern gew-gaws. '
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~nd i~ a sleeping one shou~d stir
Let u~ hid~guickly i .
Under th~Jblue shadow. :

Let us go quietly andpe ca~ful

.. We are so little.

, ,

.. "

£- 31
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SOCORRO SOUTH

"

Let us wal oftly'
In the early morning air
Upon this esa.
The gcxis mi ht care
If we should wake them.

...
Socorro South

By IRENE FISHER

~ The mountains lie
Like sleeping monsters
Between the plain and sky,
Companions of the gOds.

•

:
I
I

=

I
I
I
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J .

. ,~ Song .
By IRENE FISHER

\;

I shall go on
And try to find
My highest place-
With 'you' in my mind~

. My spirit drifting
Will be no lonelier
Than fall. smoke sifting
Over the river. t:

..
Had I never known
Your strength and grace

IJld fear much more
My lonely place.

k "
v. ,

•• '0

Once you were here,
Your hapd held my own.
Now I goon,
Not quite alone.

. .,
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The B~ossoming Tref .'
. . By AMY HURT I '"

T HE b~ight copper sun ~hone. warml~;;upon ~he covered
wa~on a.nd the milli?g oxen that dre :1 it slowly between

the sectIon 'hnes stretehjng for many mi 'es along the floor
of the, land., Spring, wa;rm desert. sprint'. 'w.as eVeryWher.e."

Brad Fuller absently slapped the r'o mps of the oxen
with the whip. His eyes were on the hor·,.on shimmering in
the sun. He tur~d slowly and addresseh his two 'compan-
ions, men rQ!!g'h and hardy like himself. j ,

"Yuh I6:i0w, I ben tljLinkin' ~'"'.' It's gOih' tuh be a danged
good thing if Dav~ Pat'ihin does die" A~die'd be better off

_without 'im, that she would. She-'" Ii
"I dOIrt know aboUt thet, Brad," mj~dly protested the

. younger of the other two men.. "Addi~i thinks a heap 0'

Dave. She's plumb crazy about '1m, Bra~."

. "Yeah. Yeah,' she is. Jus' like a wofan. Lazy, wuth­
less, no-'count dreamer .: ... Thet's Dave. 11 An' Addie, smart
'an a go-gett~r like she is, is fond of 'im,"I!Jrrad said. wI~hree
kids, a shack bf a house, half th' time npt enough tuh' eat,
an' yuh'd think tuh heat her tell it he's t*' king o'this here
country." , I ,II -

"WoIJ1en are like thet," said the t~'rd man,' shifting, . I

his angular old, body toj a more cornio 'ble position upon
the pile of cow hid~s in the bottom of thei agone "Still ...
take my ole woman " .. 1. she aint got a ~eap 0' use fer me.
Jus' th' other day ~he srid . '...". ' .11

• '.

"Bud," Braq. Inter~upted hurrIedlYi~,. "whIch of us IS
goin' ,tuh break th' new~, tuh Addie tliet ..' ave is bad hurt?".
He knew word for wonl the story of ol~ Hat's old woman.

Hat's eyes du1ted sullenly. He s.a~d, "I aint, thcrs,
sure." . 'J II

"Well, I aint got a ha:Qkerin' to," B+d said. ~
"I'll tell Addie," ofliered Bud. il
"She'll take it hard; young feller," ~rned Brad. "Fer,. ~I -

~ , . [ 33 ] i[
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all she'd be -better off-if she only. knowed it-,Shr};ll take
it hard" .. '\ .

"I know," the boy answered, softly.
The afternoon dragged wearily on. The' copper sun,

tarnished now, dipped 10'Yer and lower, rested a Imoment
on the rim of the world, then sank behind t4e purple'hills.
A cool breeze sprang up and drove the spring-'warmth from,
the air. The oxen plodded on. The three men, 4sty and "
chilled and silent, swa~ed tiredly in the rockin~ wagon.
Stars appeared in the darkening sky. The wagon nd oxen
were swallowed up in the blackness of night. . . . . .

Addie drew water for the cows from the ,11. She
stabled them for the night, patting their bony hoo s gently ,
with her slim lutnds as, she left them: She walkJd to the
cabin, the breeze ruffling her fair li~ir. Between tfe chin~s
in the logs she c~uld see the lamp, 'light; .it str~med out
from the square little window, a beckoning fing~r, touch­
ing lightly the knotted branches of the stunted tPle tree
by the path. With a little pang Addie remembere that she.
had seen three blossoms, pale, t.ough-petaled, on l the tree
that: morning. The voices. of her children, fretfuJ '!land im­
patient, carried out to her. Beside tl1e st?opshejpaused a
moment, straining her eyes in the darkness, trY,irg to see
if by chance there was a wobbling spot of lightr the ~im

glow of Dave's lantern. A tiny fear was· beginninr to gn,aw
at her heart. He had been. gone three .days. ,

Somewh,ere a coyote called. '; , I" .
Addie shivered and entered the, door. ' I
The children scrambled toward'·her. The baby pqIled

himself up into her lap, his eyes heavy with sle$. Addie'
cradled his head against her breast, and drew I~pe other
little boy and the girl to her side: R,oc!cing geJt,l! in the
old chair, she Wked to them quietly, .sang to hem until
the baby's head drooped. She arose and put ·m to b.ed
i~ the little wooden cradle. The .othe.r two ~ht climbed

. -~ I ~
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into her lap, and an arm about each ' he sat there for an
hour, her ,ears strafued for the creaki: g of David's wagon.

The children lay; heavily agiinst , er, their'soft, bone­
less bodies weary from the long day's I l~y, and reluctantly
Addie put ...them to bed. Mter a lonl!f time the oil burned
low in the lamp and Addie lit an9the;j~ne. Its'light shone ,
fUl.l upon her child:en, and she' stoOd t~ring d.own at th~ir
qUIet faces. How lIk~ Dave they were With theIr ~lack haIr,'
fair skin, and their long, straight, thic1lt lashes, she thought.
In a sudden passion 9f tenderness shJI flung herself across
the ,cot upo~ which t~e 'elder two:laY'J~nd she kissed them
fiercely untIl they pr~tested sleepIly. II " ' .

The cabin grew lcold. Addi~ steJRped out to the shed
to get an armful of slon pinon wood ~th which to replen- .
ish the fire. B~k in! the house she. sfuffed the stove until'
the lid had to bepre~ down. She' ~oved' the, coffee pot
from the stove to the fUPboard and ~V»red the drying slices

-of bread" laid out for jDave's sUPPer, ~th'.a napkin. . (
, The wind came i!n little gusts out~lide, ruflling the rag

rug spread before the door. The l.lnP smoked fitfully.,
Addie cut long strip~ of ~per fromf! an old weekly amI
forced them into the qracks around th1~ndowswith a thin
kitchen knife. They inade little sirigin~ sounds as the wind
touched them. il ~

, A vague feeling 9f uneasiness be~~ to take possession· .
of her. Addie lookeq the cabin over ,driticallY. It seemed
alien, unfriendly. AIJ at once she wa~lconscious of its pov­
erty. Sometimes, lik~ tonight, when D~ve was not there to
lend to the atn1osph~re the wonder ~f 'his pFesence,' sne
wished for' material things: rooms,' zjany of them." furni-

"~I 'ture, carpefs; all th~ dear possession~ that go to make a
. home. A full larder, comforts for tre children, clothes. ,

An.. d then She. th,.OUg.ht., of her friends d~er in Meadow City.
None was as poor as Ishe. .Addie thourht of their comfort- ' ,
able homes, 0eir~y children, thel husbands...' ~ She i

looked at her qWn qhildren and glolffed in theirbea~ty.. , , .' II . ;

/i
l
. \
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She thought of nJe. No! No! Never could ~he kade her
beloved treasures for their possessionS. Dave, Ihis love,
their children. If only he .would come. . . . . I .

"Bring him back to me, God," she whispere~'."If you
only will, .I'll never' complain. Just furing Dave b to m~."

Unm.Istakably~came the creak p.f wagon whee s.. Addle
rushed across the room, flung open the door and an out to
the corral, calling, i"David, oh David, is that you ?"

Throug~ the dar~ness carn.e. ~ voice. "It's me, Bud
Calkins, AdO~e. An' Brad an' Mat.'"

"I thought yom were Dave..." . ]
"No-o, not this trip, Addie. He's-he's over· tuh.-

Golden." .e

Bud and Brad appeared out of the .darkness.,
"He's at Golden? .That's queer. " He's never peen gone

so long before. I-I-have been afraid..." Slhe leaned
against a post. "I didn't know but what. .. We~, 1 got to
thinking of 'Calif<l)rnia' Joe and his men. They4re hiding
out in the lUlls sotnewhere. ~ot that they'd botp.er Dave,
I guess. He reall~ has nothing.:But you nevet. can tell,
can you? Silly ofl me, though, wasn't jt?" She ~aughed a
little, shakily. I . • I

There was a Ilong silence. Addie looked at Bud in-
'. I

tently, then with~littlej~rk of he:r' head toward ~he house,
she led the way to the door. . r I ~

Hat, left ,be . d, .eased himself over th~. wa~on w;heel·
and threw an armful of hay before th~ 'o,xen. , Hej gru~ble~
when Bud called back to him to water the beaLsts b~fore

feeding them. '.: .' I .'
Inside, Addiel turned to the men. ."It is- g~d to see

you," she said. "I-I.have been so unea~y. Ar~ y.ou cold?
Come closer to the fire. .I hope we don't have allate frost
tonight," she said: her fingers clinched toget~er: "Our.
apple tree is blooming. It..." She broke off in terror, her
eyes on their aveited faCes. I

I
I
I
I
I
I 0

I·
i

!
I
I
I,
I. y.-
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quiet faces. Then she turn~ and went o~: ~n~Ie night.
Back along the same sandy road plodded t e weary

oxen. Wisps of hay still hung from their jaws. trFense and
silent, Addie' sat beside Brad on the wagon sjeat, Bud
hunched behind her upon the pile of cow hides. il'he rank
odor of the hides tilled the canVas-covered wagon; the air
reeke<i with 'the acrid smell.' '.1 .

Dave dying! He might die before she reache~ him, she
thought. She would never have another chance '00 tell him ­

. that she loved him. i His love for her was like a'shilning ga~­
ment, she thought: fancifully, clinging to the seat as the
wagon rocked in the soft sand. A shining garm~t, warm

f I

as the sun, strong as Dave's muscles, that enfolder' her, en- .
veloped her iI;ltall its strength and 'beauty. WhY[" without
Dave she was·iiotlUng. Before he had come into h~r life she
had not lived. She. was his woman. No plea pI parents,
no warning of friend had deterred her when with; hOOd up­
Jifted, eyes alight, he had told her of the West, its :promises,
the wonderful opportunities out there for such as ~hey, their
chance of happiness together. .' . . ,

She had gone with him, a prairie schooner her wedding'
carriage, a cavalry escort of soldiers prancing allong with
the earavan that had followed David's lead.

Brad pulled the oxen to a stop, drew out -hi$f·old pipe
and filled it from the worn leather pouch, cupped ihis hands
over the bowl of the pipe, and glanced at' Addi~ i anxiously
in the flare of his lighted match. Addie stare{! straight
ahead. She leaned forward slightly, as if by the welW for~

of her will she could urge them all onward..: After a minu'OO
Brad snapped the whip and the oxen lumbered Cj)n..

The escort had turned back at Fort Bent, Colprado, find
the wagons of the caravan had dispersed, s.orne ~oing this
way; sopHi that. Dave had headed soutli, and after a few'
days' stay in San~a Fe had decltred his inte~tiO~,: of going
on. He was seekIng a newer.laf!, pe h~d saId.. I

"We shall push on, Addle. Ther~ IS 'nothing here for
.- J

'I
• 1

J l~
i
I

I

~.;.•

~
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.;,
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me. ' N~hin~ but tradirif:. And. t~e land; good land"wh t
there, yvas of it, has all he~n clainid. This country is
hilly."',. I, " .
, A sudden fear haq struck Ahdie's hear( as she

1 ~" •. ... . 0'>

their companions of the pr~es ~ade with the Sangre 'e
Cristos. '. ',I' , '

. ,fa;, •

"Oh; let's go back to Santa Fe, IDavid," she had plead
"Tired of me_, girl?" ,,' Ii , ,-~'
"Oh, Dave.. ;" , •
They had r~n'ded the breas~, of a hill apd he d

stopped the Wagon. Why! Brad's beasts were pulling !p
.: ~"

this same hill ,now. Addie gasPe<l 'faintly and caught h r
lips between, her ~eeth to keep frorp crying out. From t ~s
hill· she and 'Dave had watched th~ sunset, his arms abo t·
her, his heart "pounding ;teadily d.gainst her breast. H r
lips had sought h~. her arms ha,d ¢rept about his neck.

""You and' I, Addie, just you amd I," he had whisper "
"You and I, Dayid," she had eq'hoed, and had begrudg d

even the air the right to touch him!.
They had ~PIped for' the ni~ht. T~e next morni.

after an hour's rIde, they had comEt upon the valley, the II 'e
of which Da.vid was seeking~ THe valley had lain bel
them, a broad, flat, motionless, sagb.green sea. Buffalo h d. '~ --":"
pawed the grounq. It had still sh';wn evi~ence of their
cupation. Their ,trails had sprea(I far and wide, cross
~nd criss-crossed t Buffalo ChiPs,f thin wafers,: gray a.1 d
dry, had been eveTywhere. . , !'. ,
'. j

,-"There it is l q. There's our c~untry! We shall set e
there, Addie." !tis face had beenl bright, his voice full

ltat' :. Iexu Ion.. ; " i I

And settle t~y had. Their dBlg-out and shed were t e
first to be fashioned by the hand1. of white man. Othe ,
already weary of: the many weekS! of grinding travel, h d
been encouraged tb settle there too.1 In six years' time ~ve y
acre was fenced, ~xcept David's., The valley was being c 1­
tivated; prosperity was coming, sldwly, surely, Only'Da d
had not prospered. .~ fI

~,
i
i
!
I
f'
!
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David! Addie stretched for~ard and snakhed the
whip from B,rad's fist: She jerked h~r arm and r'h~ th~ng
snapped snake-like thr.ough the air. ' .

"We must go faster: Brad," she said. S'h did not,
hear his answer; her thoughts were off again, cOIltent that
the beasts had quickened their steps in obeyance t her com-
mand. ' . ' ,

Contempt for Dave had sprung up among th settlers.
He had been the first to settle the vaHey, yet he nor had the
least. Shiftless, they called him. Oh, she knew fhat they­
thought, the things they said. Only she, realiz .. that :he
was a dreamer, not a doer. They waxed strong ff the fat
of the land, the land' he had .discovered 'and for' .fiich they
gave him no credit.

"Things. Things! That's all they think ab ut," Ad­
die wh~per'~d angrily, and tlid not know that she had
spoken. <r' " "I "'-

The desert mirage-groves of trees, lakes, the gabled .
roofs of many houses, schools, railro~ds-,was to !become a
reality. Already the Santa Fe' was surveyin.g thd right-of­
way. " Addie could see the white bl,ur of the ~urveyors',\

camp now in the pale light of the rising moon. I
The wagon lurcheq a~d Addie was, throwmagainst

'Brad. He threw out a hand to steady her and cl~hed her
arm. Unconsciously, 'She jerked from his' gras~, jealous
for Dave. "", I

Intimate, dear little scenes sprang before Addie's eyes~
I

David's first kiss. His avowals of love. Their Jong trip
across the prairies: His quick tempers. DaVe an~ slle, arm '
in arm, surveying their land. The finalcompletio~,of their
cabin. after m~ny months in the crude dug-out. The birth
of Shelia. His tenderhess du~ng her long hourslof labor,
the two of the~ alone, waiting for the doctor wh, was too
drunk to attend her when he finally stumbled in.~ David's
trip to Denver when at the expense of making th long re­
turn trip by muleback, he had bought for her abe velvet,
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had made Shelia and the baby each a coat from ~he lo¥ y , t.
thing. Dear Dave! And there had not been fuel enough' n !
the cabin. with which to cook' their food. She had gather, d l
buffalo chips for weeks and. had fed them to the gr~e;y !
stove Jltat b~rned them up like 'so much paper. Ad1e I'

smiled through her teal'S at the r·ecollection.. She grop a '.~ r
for her handkerchief and was not surprised when Bud's b g
fist thrust into her fingers his' own bandana.' , -I

And Da'Vid's planting 0f··the little apple orchard,.fi e ~

year.s ago. Everyone had laughed at him. "Apple tr 's
in this sandy,.windy country? Ha! He'd better spend s'

)time planting beains and patehi'ng up the sheds and coo s
around his place," someone had said: "The door's off t e
cowshed, and the last wind took the roof from his chick.

. • 1 JJ

coop." · _
Addie, wi~h Brad's h"elp, had .repaired the damage <> e

day when David was gone. He had noticed it the first thi
upon his return, and some of the glory had gone from h s ~

eyes. - P' .',., ,. 'l
One tree had lived. It waS almost sacred to David. \

watered it and"pruned it, and watched it with anxious eye.
Addie knew that it was the only thing that had hela. them . .1 .

- the valley the past few years. A stunted little apple' tre! ·I~ ,
Once it bloomed, justified his' confidence in the land, th
would be on their way" seeking' new worlds to conque .'
Stunied and gnarly though it was, it had bloomed today. t

Suddenly' a new thought Came to Addie. The' tree ha: 1
_released David, but Death would chain h!m to the valley. . ','

i ::~:~:'::!Add~~." Brad laid a comforting hand on"he "f
ann. " I 1
,- The lights of. Golden. shone dimly in the di~nce. Alll.
die moved feverIshly about on the seat. FInally th~~
reached. the false-fronted' town;. T~y rode down the dus '
street; past Pat's Place, past the post office and ~enera '

\
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store. Around the corner from the Silver Spoon they drew
up beside the corrugated iron building that ~rv d the min- .
ers as an emergency hospital.

Addie sprang from the seat just as Brad1 pulled the
oxen to a stop. She tore across ~the sidewalk and o~ened th~

hospital door. She ran down the length of the c rridor to a
door upon which was chalked, "Quiet."

A solemn, ~rk-browed man, weary from 'long trip
by horseback and the night's vigil, met her as he opened
the door. She pushed past him, her eyes..upon t e long row
of beds, ghostly in the lamp-light. Dave was ot among

. them. She saw a screen in the t corner~ :Behind its shelter
lay David, still'and very white.

Addie threw herself down upon the fl.oor bes de him and
slipped her arm beneath his head. The doctor ame from

.around the screen and tried to draw her to her feet. She
shook him off.

"David," she called softly. "David, 'oh, Davi .. ."
Slowly th~avy lid: drew back" ~is blUE} eyes gazed

dully into, hers, brightened. His lips, moved a d she ,bent
to catch his whispered, "My girl. .." .

"Don't leave ·me, David. I need. you. See darling, I
am here. It's Addie. Addie! You are all ri ht, David.
Don't you understand?" She ~elt him slipping His e~es

.closed. ~.

_ Agony in her face, she looked up at the d cOOr. "Do
something. Please, do something!" she begged.­

The doctor shook his head pityingly..
"Bud! Brad 1" she implored. ·T.hey turned away.
Gently she shook the still form. "Dave, oh,' .y darling

... See! The daiwIl has come. A IJew day. An, David, at
home-you'll never,.elieve it-the· apple tree is· looming!"

It was her lastJppe!iJ-1. ... .
His eyes opene<l slowly; a flicker came into t em. "The

apple ... tree ... Addie?'"
"Three blossoms, dear, and more buds are b

42

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 4 [1934], Iss. 1, Art. 1

https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol4/iss1/1



THE B L <fs s 0 MIN G TREE [

"Well, I ... declare..." With a contented little sigh e
.turned his head weakly until his cheek rested in the hoIlCfw
of her hand. I

Addie smiled at Bud. She drew off her bonnet, slip i

the coat sleeve from her free a.rm, and settled ,herself m e
comfortably upon the :fl~r. . -

\
, i
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tEnigma
'.

By JACK WILLIAMSON

Some three poun s of gray flesh'
lying split apart n the Jabora~ry table,
so that careless students may point out the ons, the

/ medulla, the thalamus, the Fissqre of Rolan 0-

, what a mystery a d a won.der! "'J

orld,

~ost forever in ii colorless folds ~

IS a memory;
rec~llection of yo~th's rapt ,wonder at a widening
painful intense tift loves,
early triumphs th t made life seem a victorious roa , ,
the pure supernal beauty that onll a child tinds-
where is that me ory no~? 'U, ,

Feelings are buri in its cold convolutions-
what are they?
Tender~ wistful 10 e of home and mother?
Burning pride an stern ambition? ' ,
Love of a child?
friends?
country?
God?
Compelling sense f duty?

Its gray cells wer once the mechanism of a mind
A Presence ;
aware of itself J '

sensing the splen or and the terror of the world,
thinking, .

\. able4~ balance a d judg~ abstractions like right ~nd jus-
tice and bea y, ~

vibrant with glo ing emotions-
•where is .it now?
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ENIGMA

Here on the ~ble, they tell us,
in this cold split brain that stinks of formaldehyde,
-that we can lift with a callous hand, probe With the scapel;
here in our hands the machine is- )

. where is the mind, the man?

. Compassion for fellow men.
Some of them, or all, are here, hidden in this

neurones..

&

45

: Full Issue

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1934



..

.
Don' Joaquin had not intended to bring the

Dona Elena on hiJ expedition intO the peekoning,' nown
northland of NueV/a Espana, now just beginning to'b I called
EI Nuevo Mejico.: She had followed him.' And ' ily' he

. might have read ~he sign if he had been more ale , less
enraptured by htt charms and by his possession ' f her.
What should he hii ve expected of a granddaughter 6 a con­

~ quistador? Of a ,fearless, venturesome girl-child f that
I

generation--of a roman who should have been born: a man.
But, love seesonlr its own sweet self!

Custom alonr would have deterred the avera e wife
whose lot was on~ of seclusion, almost of widowhoo , when
her husband far~ forth on a campaign of no mat what
duration, since h4, by the laws of Spanish wedlock, of as-her
lord and master for all time. Yet Elena, vital mag­
nificent, was lord of her husband although neither s con­
scious of, it.

Campaigns were still the order 'of- the times in the
1660's, surges t;o push back frontiers against pre testing

[46 ]

What So.me Men Wor~hipp~d

ALE END OF THE BLACK. HILLS

B MAUDE McFIE BLOOr.}
,,'

I N the Black Hil s of New Mexico, th~ rui~ .~f
fortress stand 0 the crest of a rocky. slope sea

prospector's pick d the rotting framework of aba doned
mine shafts. Lege ds have grown about the oldest 0 these
tunnelings, some 0 which are the work of the first Euro­
pean settlers in N w· Mexico, the Spanish conquis .dores'­
The story of Elena the first woman with hair of gold in the
Black Range, 'is 0 e of these. They, of that region ill tell.
you that still, at in rvals-and always as a portent 0 com..
ing disaster in sOre of their mines,-Elena comes again~

. ridi~g a. white s~ lion at mad-pace across t~e high .. orizon
. .. QUIn, my.QuI ... pray for my soul. . . . Ii

i
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'WHATSOME MEN' .WORSHIPPED~ [47'

Indian tribes all along the cordilleras; eXpeditions' for gree~
. and gain, called conquest in the name of Carlos Segundo,
Spain's'Idng, and of the Church, jornadas which lured' the
young bloods of valor and ambition. When ttl, conquest and
missionary zeal was added the lure of gold, in. which prJvate
gain might find no limits, the impulses to enterprise became.......

almost irresistible. Dona Elena's husband was one of those
so drawn. "" ' .

Yet conquest of peoples as sueh-of the fabled Seven
Cities of Cibola, or the Incas of Peru, for' example-made,
no appeal to Joaquin de Mirades, a grandee in rank of
Zacatecas province whose family had been m~ne owners for
generations. Arrogance was his attitude toward all that
another:, had already found! A virgin enterprise alone
struck fire from his flint. Therefore, instead of-treas~ I

")

Don Joaquin must find the mine for the joy of it; he himself
must strike the glittering, maiden ledge; he:rnust be the first

, !. '. G'

to w.ash_the placer' sands, none before had g~rripsed. This
and this alone, h~d power to draw Don Joaquin from the
bosom olhis worshipped bride, th~Dona Elena.;' .

, It had taken -time to persuade Elena to~onsent to his
adventuring, for her heart beat as high as his. But because
she understood hQW; custom forbade her accompanying him,
Elena gave her consent-making,; of course, her mental
reservation.'

Don Joaquin's frenzy to find -the rumor mineI:al bon­
anzas of the wild Black Range of the new kin dom of Nuevo
Mejico soon communicated itself to a scor of his depe~-

dents, and they flung themselves into exei pTelimJnaries.
Dona Elena, meantim:e pretending sulk, mad her

secret preparations. Who could blame er sinc~ sh . had
"found that being a wo~n was an irksome circums ance?
Child of a noble family hopelessly impoverished by e con­
tinued and costly, exploits of their men until the orilhope to.
retrieve their fortune was by money-marriage, , e young
EI~na had found it a curse to be a ·daughter,-p .cularly
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one with that most admired of Castilian perfecti nS,a
flaming mark of royal' descen her red-gold hair! was,
a pride, of course, yet it was a charm that had attr~ted ......
many lovers who, tempting er parents, had causer, her
tortures of suspense and drea But then finally the g llant,
wealthy Joaquin had settled i o.everybody's delight. Her

. "Quin" loved her so; and now he would forgive! Eve body
would, reasoned the headstrong, gorgeous' Elena.

Visitors who came to condole With Dona Elen ·d not
fail to catch a gleam in her wide gray eyes that beli. d her
deciarations of self-pity. ~or~ tha~ o'n~ whisper~ ~igni~­
cantly: "Does the lovely brtde fin.. d the gOIng of Don JraqUIn
a too grievous burden, think you 1" .

Joaquin, however, saw nothing·amiss in his beloved, and
. I .

at last the great day came when all was in readiness ~or th~

two-year expedition. The. young .husband's ten~erness

touched all hearts and thoe 'young wife's role h.ad COiinCed
both her husband's clan and her own, gathered f r the
final leave-takil)g. . ' ."
. Don J oaqufn bent down from hIs. caballo for t e last-

swe;t ki.ss from J?ofia Elena's rich I~s,-to receive, ~.stead,
a mIschIevous grIn and a tweak of hIS noble n<j>se i' 90, that
valiant caballero rode away on his pilgrimage With an unex­
pected ache in his heart that his angel Elena need m~intain
quite so ,brave a front to the very last. Ah, she oJght to
realize that it was so hard to leave! r

, I

• I

Off rode Joaquin leading his packed mules, hi$ oxen-
drawn carretas loaded with equipage for the mirhng of
metals, and his score of eager, trained dependents.~·Yet so
near his undoing mas Elena's gay twea~, that until he fell
into a restless sleep that night he battled the temp tion to .
stay sedately at home in their palace at Zacatecas.I What
was gold compared to her red-gold beauty? W~at was
ambition when she turned her warm soft palm upward in
his? However, Don Joaquin covered six leaguesj of the

II -
i
r

s
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thre~ hundred before him .Je the mozog made. camp that ': ,.It"
night- Such was the tempo of the 1660's.

~t daybreak a clatter of arriving caballos startled him. ~ I
iJoaquin threw 'open his embroidered tent-curtain-and . 'i

into his arms fell the lovely Elena, gayer, fresher than he ,"r
for all his ~ours of rest!- Her headlong ride since night had i
hidden her secret flight. There was a look, too, in her brave rl

eyes that gave him pause. . . . l
f "My Elena !'-' . 'I', '

"My Quin! You shall not' go alone! Only death shall
part-us'!" , .

"Why do you say 'death'? It shall no~ come near you," . . r

l
,

he cried, strainmg her to him to mitigate a startling sense
of fatality that she shou~d come to him 'with such a word
on her"lips. [ .

Elesnha'shgrday 'deYtehs ?ilatded-.for o~~ns, fPlremohnitions . l
moy~. ,e a. sal .e wor s In a paSSIon 0 ove- unger,

" to convince him from th~ first of her sincerity. Now in a
flash she knew that they: should both go-and both should
stay. She had no fear; aind· she had no answer. The sun's

.first rays gave to her hai~ the sheen of a g<jllden halo.
All day they reasoned or ,made pretense, deadened to all

but each other~ sweetness. He did not yet know the depths
of her spirit. He did not know till then th~t a Iwoman could
match a man's courage and his fire.. Tha' nIght they were
a siI:\gle blended figure; :,if Elena mo a, he cried out; if
Joaquin sighed, she woke \him.' :

Morning came. Ho! ,for e trail!; Aaventure lay just ,~

ahead! Their strong yow spirits soared, and their urged
caravan covered Bight leliues that second'day. I' .

Many weary weeks ~ater at the Mission of Nuestra
Se~ora de Guad.alupedel ~asso .del Rio d~ Norte. (now c~lled. ,
Juarez), the MIra,des p~ drew attentIOn: by Its questIOns
about the Black Ri /wild.:fness. It was seen to turn north­
west off the Chih ahua ~ail after crossirlg the river and, .
traversing the p' :' to drappear on the .~ameles~,barren

I .
It
iii
~

~ .
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western flats. The res-ion ,whither they went was knoWn
only by the two rivers that sprang from the fastnesses com­
prehensively called the Black Range', country. 'But it was
known to be peopled:py two fierceApache·tribes named for
the rivers it claimed as hunting ground-'the Mimbrefios
and the Gilefios.

Don Joaquin's inherited instinct for metals led him
unerringly. Soon his me~ were tunneling, cutting beams,
and setting joists. Almost immediately Joaquin discovered
copper, silver, gold and cinnabar. All seemed well. Joaquin
and Elena built a stout stone house, a fortress-like place on
a hilltop somewhere in the vicinity; this because a never
failing crystal spring flowed from 'under the great rocky
hill; and the slope dominated so vast a sweep of territory.
The spring was below a;nd just out of sight-else they would
have known certain things sooner.

Elena was radiantly happy. Every conceivable thing
was done by her followers, who brought he.r strange flowers,
herbs, pets, curiosities of every description. They staged
contests, vied for her interest. When she lost a mono­
grammed, gold-braided spur, they begged a holiday that all
might share in the search. IShe was a queen, they her
devout worshippers. Her personal safety Don Joaquin
entrusted to the two seasoned servitors whom she had
chosen to bring with he~ from home, and he also rarely left
her side. She was never alone and Joaquin felt that his idol
was safe.

Tools were lost by the eager wor}<:ers. Beaten copper
buck~ts of Zacatecas manufacture fell into deep places.'
Things were done in royal fashion as befitted the Mirades',
and· enough could not be done fo shoyv' their ~love for their
fair-skinned, gold-haired goddess.

At first ~ few Indians were seen at a distance, :whom.
the Spaniards took to be the little known Gilefios because
none came near. As time passed, mor~ were sighted but
they came no closer. Silent, bronze figures on surroQnding
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eminences watched the white men toil for golg, watched
them wait upon the white-lskinned woman with the hair of
gold whom they: all worshifPed. Presently 1ndians came by
scores, brought, as the ne'Ys spread from ~mp to camp, to
see for themselves that w~ch th~ palefaces lVorshipped. '

Joaquin grew apprehensive. ' "With t4e full moon we
, shall go back to GuadaluP~.'" . .

"Because of 'those Indians, Quin ?" the wife asked.
'I 'f

"Why, they are shyer tha -birds, Quin! The other day I
ran down to the spring f r that medicinal; herb, and sur-·
prised both myself and tw crazy-looking ol<J men who were, i'

-. . gesticulating over our spri- g. You should 1have seen them .
run. How they screeched, Quin! I had to la\}gh."

, "Mi alma-soul of m 1 Never go there again 1 They
could poison our water 1"
, , "Don't be' alarmed, m Quin. Set fhe.'day togo 9ack

if you like; but ,we have mD here a IO:tlg1time and have
they ever come near ~ven? .you are so won.d.erful-.the ~en
too." She laughed IIghtly.- "I suppose I lwke beIng wor-

c'shipped." .; ,
"Too many of the are coming,"tmuttered Don

Joaquin, kissing her bright hair. '\
l

. As was. the custom, tt.~ir horsesw,erJ: kept .under a
guard, of half the party In the barricatled mIne tun..

r ;

nel at night. A guard 'f three was stationed on the
roof of the stone stronghol~. But their last ~ight sawall
the m~n, except the usual three, sent to the mlBe, so valuable
"lvere the mounts. , I., , (:( ')

At dawn when Dop. Joahuin climbedtro f'e mine, 'horses
and men were gone 1 The Apaches had stn,fck-,and were
gone again. As well talk to ~he clouds, or thelwihging birds.

"When they come, Quiz1, parley with the~.. They must
want something we have. lwe'll give it to ~~m and start
out. We are five-and I jam as strong 3.$' you' men at
walking 1" , I

: ·-1,~

, - .. i
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No Indians were sighted that day. Joaquin shudldered.
Under cover of darkness one of the guardS stole down the
bluff for water-and did not come a~ain~, Another long day
they endured athir~t; and still no enemy was in sight.

Desperate now, Joaquin armed the two men, pne'to­
guard the other, and at the very edge 'of the night senlt them
off to the spring. The inaction was 1:;>reeding 'iB"them a
madness. Neither returned. . '

.1
Joaquin was half demented. But;-they should not lay .

I

hands on his Elena! He himself would release her soul at
the last. They-the two Mirad~s-waited, ready. I

Two old Indian men ap.,peared on the slope., <Closing
~the heavy door behind ,him, Joaquin walked downla few
paces to meet them. But the wife, dreading to lose Bjight of
him, opened the portal and .stood watching. I

"I will give you-everything," Joaqwn spoke irl proud
accents. "Whae will you?" I

The old priests pointed to-Elena! t'
"Never alive," vowed the hu~band, wheeling to regain.

her side-too late! Elena was surrounded by' ot er old
Indian priests. Joaquin also was' overpowered a I if by
Indians sprung from the' ground.. The whole sp ce was
alive with Gilefios who showed no shyness now.

"Pray for my soul, Quin,my Quin," cailed hi Elena.
"I pray for yours, my Quin!" Many times she c lIed to
him: not once could he answer. Still she called on

They say the golden-haired woman was tied on the
back of a pale-eoated stallion which had not belo borne
the weight of human being.. And that her tresses of red­
gold hair hung to the ground and streamed ,back lik a ban­
ner of sundrenched cloud, snatched to earth from an evening
sky. They say that fleetest warriors drove th white
stallion until it died-she of the golden hair havi g, days
before, breathed her last murmur to her loved ne, .and
dropped, member by member, back to mother eart .
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Not until then dld th~ Gilefios .halt their wierd chant­
ing, which, being int~rl)rJted, asked their gods to remove

. foreve~Jrom their countr~ this pa~faced, redhaired, female
devil th~t white men worshipped. .'.

~'" I r· - .

. I .
. They say, too, that a~ times Elena ridas again at mad

pace across the horyzon pn the region of the -old stone
fortress on the hfll where !the welling water has not flowed
in thermemory of whitem~n. And 'that faintly there comes
the moaning cry: "Quin, njly QaiJ!!" _ J

..

r.

J,
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. . I
Dear Editor of THE NEW MEXICO QUARTERLY: !

.' I

Caution is a hateful word and lethargy is wo~set than
enthusiasm without caution. But if enthusiasm takes us

- . I

.places, it also sometimes takes us away frorll: our r-ntended
~oal. ·

One of the dangers to avoid when we findJurselves .
becoming enthusiastic is the danger of sentimen lity and
patronage concerning a cause. r mention this in c1nnection
~ith the dange~ that may creep ~n along ~th oUi nat~ral

.Interest and des~re to help the natIve groups In Ne1 ME!XI<;<>,
the Spanish-Americans and th~ Indians. Give hem an
outlet through their arts, yes. Give them praise or what
they create, yes~-when the creation is a thing 0

1 beau.,ty,
. as, indeed, in many cases it is.

In the series of articles in· the last NEtw MEX 0 QUAR­
TERLY, it seemed to me that Mr. Collier, with all his idealism,
in .speaking of Indian education, has recognized the need
for caution somewhat more than the other 'contri utors in
this series. He says, for instance; "In turn the restrain
the zeal of the innovators."

The other articles touched on the Spanish­
remote-community education problem, describing
ite step that has been taken in establishing the an Jose
school. Scholarships and extension service are d ubtles~ a
good step, and the special study of language erro and the
teaching of reading according to the pupil's qua ifications
seem to be good.

I do question, however, a policy that says in ne para­
graph, "It is necessary to awaken in them an ap reciation
of their li~gual heritage" and also, "The thought that thIS
might contribute something to the culture of the Anglo is
not seriously entertained by anyone, for Spanis as it is
spoken in New Mexico, is a decid~ly corrupt I nguage."
Possibly the author did not intend this unfortuna e contra-
~"

[·54] . .
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I
diction. Yet this, stat4ment ~ndicates a 'tendency to enoll
the heritage of thb Spanish-American oithis locality~ even
when we belittle· this ~eritage, in: ~he n~xt breath. And a
similar tendency show~ up in speaking: of the "largeness"
of our artists in ratiJg their arts well, rather than the
"keenness." Do we h~ve to ~e lqrge~, ap~reciate what is
good? i, •.!.

And so.1 have a qoubt of'the fundamental wisdom of
an attitude which may! tend to underlie our present sort, of '
program. We praise j elements in th~ herita~e of these
people which we do notl admire, or only admire in a superior

~ I 1 I '. •

way; and we appeal ~o the sentiment~ of the---old grand-
mother who still b.eIie\fes they' "had'ma.ny thin.gs," instead
of to those of a coming genez:ation that may be more ready
to accept some pf the niany things they did not'have. ,

Yet there is much !in the ancestry dtthese peoples that
we can afford to awaken pride in: the fpiri,t of adventure;
the courage of facing hardships; the poetry of the guitar
with its dream of sweetness, its rhythms and dances,. which
indicate an appreciation of the happiness that can come
from within; and, of course, some of their inherited arts.
If it is up\to us to encourage a restorati,on of the morale of
these people, and it probably is, let us bewar~ of patroniz­
ing them, and let us extoll that which. is worthy in thejr.
heritage, and appreciate their simpler gifts in proportion to
their particular importance. " Q.

As one of 'the traits of their ancestors was'an ability to .
utilize the resources at hand, to their limit though the limit
was small, let us encourage. them to u~e their present
resources, which include our heritage,to their limit, also,
which is a larger limit.

HESTER JUNES.

Santa Fe, New Mexico.

",
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From Sanctuary
By CAROL EGLAND

Add I became afraid, dear.
I turned from you alid smiled into the air.
I held our talk to sophistry,
Bright patter, smart and trivial,
To still the strange song in my heart.
My chatter played arch lady to your casual
I forced our harsh antiphony of sham.

Midbreath I turned again to you:'
In one clear look
Our spirits fused and quickened
To my song in you, your song in me.

... '... :.
f
i

J

an;

i.'
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Book Reviews

Agarita Berry-Siddie Joe Johnson-The Southwest Press, Dalla~
$1.50. . -~ .

Agarita Berry is the first voluine of a tall, dark girl, .
Siddie Joe Johnson, whom we in Texasfave been watching
believingly since 1927 when, still in hign school; she won the
Texas prize, offered by the state poetry society. We watched
her through four years at Texas Christian Universit;y:. Our
belief has been j tlstified. Rarely doe's a first volume show
so much intensity of feeling coupled with unassailable
craftsmanship. Her themes a,re the old themes-there are
few others for the lyric poet-nature, beauty, friendship,
love; linked with these, joy, sorrow, hope, despair. Only

,;:;...- .
war and death are missing.

.A love for her own land and a quest for bea:uty are the
most insistent notes.. Her love for· the Gulf country is
voiced in many Poems, but most individually iIi "The Land
I Know." To q~ote a few stanzas: .

"What shall it be?" the stars asked.
The wind keened, "What shall it be?"
I touched my lyre. "Night-song," I said,

"From one who ha&oloved the sea."
(/

The moon in the West was questioning
And curved to a golden stain;
The land it touched was a level land

"... and one who has loved the plain."

The oleander .hedges '
Bloomed red as a young girrs moutli~

."Another song' and the singer the same-.
But one who has loved the South."

A search for beauty threads the volume... From the
dedicatory poem with its appealing final stanza,
What could I say to a mother such as she, "
Who taught herl child loveliness instead of right and wrong,
But thank her for the strange gifts she'd conjured up for

me, .-
And what ~ould I do but pay her back in song?

[ 57]
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to the last sonnet with its ecstacy in' the flowerin -plum, it
. ~.

"runs. In unexpecte<t pl~ces the poet' finds beaut -in "the·'
foulest street in town" and in '''an old woman in dirty.old
dress." This -tireless seeking is poignantly ex ressed in
"Cruel Beauty."

I am a girl who has never rested easy,
So has my bed been made of shell and shard;
So have my feet gone cut and torn for beauty
Oh, I have taken it hard!

I am a girl who has thrived on thirst and hunge ,
Knowing a bitter berry in my mouth;
Mumbling, for my heart's comfort, fru.it <;>f cac us
And the harsh husks of drouth.

,. .
Ji

I am a girl who has grown thin and wary,
Looking for beauty where no beauty =1ies ;
Who has grown stooped and eager, seeking mag c'
In the Poon babies' eyes. ".

< I am a girl who has never rested easy-
Beauty, a Pebble in every shoe I've tried.
Oh, I have never been rid of this sting of see .ng-
This thorn of song in my side!

Although Agarita Berry is a first-volume, Mi Jphnson
has been known to poetry readers for many y through
her works published in anthologies' and mag . .5, among
them: The Golden Stallion, Tne Southwest Seen, Poetry,
a Magazine of Verse, Kaleidograph, Tom-Tom, outhwest
Review, and ,New York Times.. She has well ear ed a vol-'
ume, and a volume as beautifully made as Aga ta Berry~' "

Hilton Ross Greer, President of (,the Tex s Poetry;
Society, has referred to· SiddieJoe Johnson as e future
Sara Teasdale of American poetry. Certainly ere is '3

young poet to wholll the entire Southwest ~an ook wi~h

pride and hope. ~ ,

Fort' Worth.
JOR.",

, .
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.- Mesa La~Anna' Wilmarth Ickes-Houghton Mifflin, 1933--$3~OO.

In spite of the fact that it is the universal plaint of the'
booksellers that no books'j are being sold, the last six months
of 1933 ~ere marked by an avalanche of new ~ooks,on the
Southwest. ". Mesa' Land by Anna Wilmarth Ickes is the

I

reaction of.anal~rt and vigorous personality to the history,
et¥~logy, ~nd archaeology of this re~on.Mrs. I~kes ~rav~
eleo IntensIvely and read enormoqsly. Her book IS wntten

. in "a jaunty conversational manner. The specialist will
quarrel with some of her int~rp~etations aitd with rather ·
too many of her facts. The c~pter o~ history in particular
is marred by numerous err~s. T,he whole book would
have profited from a more careful proof reading'. There are
many curious slips such as "Mendoza" .for Moetezuma (p.
30), "BandoIie'r;' for Bandelier, (p.. 97 and passim). Never­
theless Mesa Land' is' an agreeable' introduction to be
Southwest. 'A pleasant and valuable feature of the book is
Mrs. Ickes' generous habit of guiding her reader effectively
to the sources of her own information. The author is, how­
ever, at her best when she recountsl her own ~xperiences

and give~ the results of her own observation. The chapters
on the Zufii and Hopi ar~ rich in details arising.. out of her
own e~eriences which give them an inter~st'and a fresh­
ness above other portions of the book.

. CLYDE KLUCKHOHN

r

I
i
'r

i
!

Boo K REV IEW'S [ 59

•

Albuquerque.

Navajo Weavjng-Charles Avery Amsden-Fine Arts Press, Santa.
Ana, .California-$7.50,

'. George Wharton' James and others have written of
Navajo blankets. The most authorative, comprehensive and
interesting tr~atment of Navajo blankets and' rugs, how­
ever, is the recent book called Navajo Weaving,; by Gharles
..Avery Amsden, with a ~oreword by Frederick Webb Hodge,

~ director of the Southwest Museum. Just to see the book I ..

makes one grab it with a f~ipg of elation, in which a large
part is eager anticipation. The cover itself is delightful. It·

"
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I

portrays a Chief's blanket printed in ~ull color u Jl. buck-!
ram, which gives an illusion of being woven. Ine;ae, one I
hundred and twenty~five full-page plate's serve to illustrate!
every phase of Mr. Amsden's subject as' he traces eavingi

I

from early, simple finger-weaving witho1,lt a 100 to the!
intricate plain, twilled, two-faced, double weaviri on the)
Navajo loom. Six of these plates are in full colo, begin-I'
ning with a color plate 18 by 24 inches in size,. hich is
beautifully. reproduced in fourteen colors from and cut
rubber blocks and which shows the famous blanket of Chief
White Antelope. ,

,The volume contains an amazing amount of ertinen
information, from suggestions to amateurs of ho to tes
blankets to discern whether or not they are of a Hine" 0"

vegetal dyes' to a mpst cC)mprehensive -l1istorica.1 b kgroun~
of earlier weaver& as well as of Nav.ajos. As D . Hodg~
states in his foreword: "Born and reared on th selvag~

border of the Navajo tribal range, so to speak, it was no~

unnatural for a student of such exceptional acume as Mr ~

Amsden early to acquire an interest in these Indi n neigh1
bors, an.d especially in that phase of their culture w .ch was
so constantly displayed before his eyes. Appreci ting thd
need of a comprehensive 'study of N~vajo weav ng froni

, ' I

other than its purely esthetic as~ct, our author dertoo~

his research into the technical side Gf tpe subjec . . . Mrl
Amsden's investigations have taken him far into e realm

, I

of Navajo history in an effort to traCQ the begi nings of
the weaver's art. . . . . ,. ,

"In addition to the t~lmic of the weaver's: raft, theo
volume presents a resume of our archaeological owledge
of the long career of the loom and its prgtotypes i the pre­
historic Southwest, describes and illustrates in etail the
various weaves used by the Navajo, and r~ ids the
processes employed in making their native dyes.' t ollowing'
this will be found a discussion of Navajo woo eng from ~

the introduction of sheep by the first Spaniards through

"

;~
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. its earliest historical references in old Spanish documents
. .".,

and its brilliant 'bayeta period' to modern times when, ~ .
the author. says, it was gradually transfortned ~rom a native
craft· of blanketry into a rug-making industrY. The book
closes with a chapter analyzing and tracing the growth of"
design and an account of the 'revival' movement now i:g
progress.

"The illustration~1 ate of great value in themselves. \
Instead of speeializint ~n 'pretty blankets,' as previous. '
writ~rs have been pr?ine. ~ do, .Mr. Amsden has m.ade ~
specIal effort t<J obtaIn IllustratIOns of old authentIcally­
dated specimens ... Many date back to .the Civil War and .
even earlier. These with the historic old scenes and figures
of early reservation days and the ample ilhlstrations of
every process in blanket-making far surpass any previous ...
effort in that direction."

The volume is fittingly dedicated "To the memory of
Washington Mathews, Major~ Medical Corps, Y. S. Army,
SYmpathetic observer, unbiased student,' faithful recorder,
of Navajo life and ways." The book isa joy to possess as
well as an iIivaluable help to the student who wants accu­
rate information.

ELIZABETH WILLIS DE HUFF.

Santa Fe.

The Sun Turns West-Alice Corbin-Writers' Editions, Santa Fe--
$2.00. J.t ~

This slim volume contains forty-eight poems in all,
these being arranged in four parts, each part with its .

. special title. P&rt One".. Tk,ings Past, is chiefly free verse.
Here one finds the best poetry i.n the book. "One ·City
Only," the first poem in this seCtion, is also, in my opinion, I

the' finest. Informed with exact and tender observation, it
is full of a nostalgia-for the past. "The feel of cool1linen in
,the cavernous bed" ·is a memorable line. "OldHQuses" is

• i - !I :

unevenly good. It is the longest poem in the volume; eighty- ' .
two lines~ One hesitates in telling such an experienced poet
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as.Alice corb~n that the 'poem, short as it is, :s still long,
but I felt that the effect would have been much stro'ger had
tl1'is poem ended with the line, "Love follows me."

Part Two, Songs for a B.ook of Airs, "To b sung to
the Lute and Viols," with its echoes, or, better pe haps, its
faint reminiscences 9f Herrick a~d Marvel, d even
Browning, is the most lyrical portion. Some of t ese brief
and chased lYrics are exquisite. I must quote on of these
in full : .

V
What. dim' Arcadian' pastures

Have I known, ' .
That suddenly, out of nothing,

,A wind is blown,' ,
Lifting a veil and a darkness,

Showing a purple sea-
And under your hair the fa.un's eyes

Look out on me?

-~

A ~

""I cannot feel that 'the seven sonnets for, ing the
sequence entitled "Moni~a Silva," impeccably co rect and
polished as they are, make a notable contributi to our
sonnet literature, except in one grand line from minet V,
"I cannot fling my curse in beauty's face.." The sonnets
form the major part of Secti,on Three. -,

, The four sonnets under the heading, "
Death," in Part Four, are fine, as are some of
lyrics. I should like to have written "Walls.'·

Love, Death, the Past, Nature-there 'are th themes.
Little bits of Nature', though, no, sustained nor eep dia­
pason.- The mood is a sad one, the chords struck a e minors.
No definite philosophy of life. No great depth of emotion.
Much restraint. Poems to be enjoyed lor the r bitter­
sweet music.

The format is attractive, the flaming gold of, he cover.
especially so. Since' the wards "Sun" and "West" ppear in
the title, one naturally loo~s for poems celebr ting the
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a~ter~ beauty of our New Mexico :r;nesas and mountains.
O~e looks in vain, however.' t

GEORGE ST. CLAIR.
Albuquerque.

Roretaste-Peggy Pond Church-Writers' Editions, Santa Fe-$2.00. ,

I opened Peggy Pond Church's volume of' verse, Fore­
taste, and was aware of light fingers picking up earth and
fashioning it into winged thoughts~, Here are pages with
delicately-carved poems, fragrant with the sage of high
mesas, light as, acirrus cloud, warm as red blood1 vibrant as
the strings of it violin.. The reader catches glimpses,feels
touches of the sensitive character of the poet, sensitive not
so much to darkness as to light in all its nuances of color,
movement, and design. ,Of acid there is not a trace. There
are ~loud-shadows,.theflightof a fairy, altars, the turn of
the earth, lilac roots, turquoise in the win~ . .

The~author has divided her book -into tWo parts, but the
poems arrange themselves into fOll!" spheres:, pOems close. ,..
to the earth, fantasY,sketches of clPldren, glimpses of the ,.
native Southwest. New Mexico i~ symbolized, in a new
way: placid burros become ancient hills; chili burns with
new fever; natiyes pray in the cool recesses~of a ,church
under an anciently carved statue of Joseph; sheep and goats
whiten the rock-ribbed hills. You will enjoy "Sheep I'
Country" and "A Miracle of Santuario" and the mystery of :1

"Abiquiu" and walk the petalled streets of Rosario in:
"Admonition." . \, ' ·'1 I

If the reader inclines towa~d modern"Poetry, he 'will
like the way Mrs. Church brings out new thoughts and
expresses them in new ways. This is brought out in'
"phangeling," the story of a fay who "lay like a wind
against a" man;s shoulder'" and "danced like a crisp, gold
leaf." In a fantastic way Mrs. Church talks ag,q,ut peach
orchards in early. spring and the mystery of a shadow made
by a saffron bough in "Shadow-i\'Iadness." Rain; "a scud
of color down a roadway" clears poetic thought to a filigree

, , .

'"
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Albuquerque.
7

mist. "The sky IWas a crystal bell that was cu ped upon
me" brings an in angible something into inea-ndes nt lines.
With a delicate ouch she brings atmosphere int "For an '
Autumn Moment" which first appe:ared in the NE. . MEXICO
QUARTERLY, and "Open Winter." Love of shee lyricism
is increased a er reading, the sonnets "E ergreen,"
"Bridal," and "ondage." An original charac ristic of
her work "is the se of kennings which she has re ved from
the old EngIis. Slant-winged, grass-hidden winter­
driven, earth-col red, sky-color-she fills her p . ms with
intimate gli~ps s such as these-words whic' give a ,
definite flavor a d a freshness to her poetry. Mrf. Church
writes poems t tare close to the earth" which hate themes
ringing through them with the tone of Millay. he desire
"to go back to: t ~ earth, give birth to mountain., be inti­
mate with 'the .de and the rain and the seaso s" is the
theme of the p ems "Foretaste," "I Have Look at the
Earth,'" "Cerem nial," -and "To Certain Ones* Do Not
Understand."1Jhere is pathos giving w~r to&t ksgiving
in the starkly stmple "Drought". wl1ere rain-clo ds disap-
pear "across thej hard laugh~r of the sky." J

Perhaps het rhyming -verse IS better than her free
verse, and it is idifficult to accustom the sil.ent r where

I •

rhyming gives way to a rugged splattering of· w rds as in
"A Miracle of I antuai-io." But- there will be Ii ht in the
heart after rea ing "Five Years Old" and "A owerfor
My Daughter," nd there win be always tousled b own curls
and a mouth ,as right.,and as' gay as a b~rberry ter "Not
Quite Thre'e,", apd there, will be the pang that g_ s, with ,a .
star in "For a Eirthnight" and the homey charm of "Song
for Hanging oult Clothes." . .,

If, gentle r~ader, you go around and around
brown days of life ana never see a lark-,burst i
read Peggy Pond Church's Foretaste.

HARVENA CONRAD RIC
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Atlantides-Haniel Long-Writers' Editions, Santa Ff-$2.00.

Poetry !n the twentieth century has been ~censured for
over-subjectivity~ Anarchy has prevailed .in form and
eccentricity in- subject matter. ~ Free Vlerse has been the
favored mediu'm ".for. such personalizin$'s, ·an~ the whole
modern verse coterie has been condemned for its ego­
centric, self-sorrowing lyric waiIs~ Unlike the noble poets
of the ninetenth century, these mo,derns did not write about
revolutionary principles, "liberty, fraternity, equality," nor, ­
particularize philosophic headings for the comn.?,onplace -acts'
of every day life. Amy Lowell and the Imaiists insisted
that poetry must. re-build life as vividly as the poet found
it. But in comparison with nineteenth century poetry, the
moderns were low on. general ideas of the significance of
experience. ,J

Such a description is more: fitted to the first two decades
,~f the present century than to jhe last fourteen y~rs. Post­
war poetry has'found a strong ~ontingentof s'ocial~thinking

poets, poets who are driven by depression with its misery
and soul-pinching want to economic ideas and to intellectual
retreats mor'e stOic than epicurean. I ·dd not4 say the War
and Depression arel necessary causes: Ai time would come
when our poets would sing ideasor, let uS: say, think music,
anyhow. .

Haniel Long has written recently bf society. Suc~
poeIr\B as "Stephen Foster," "Henry Geprge," and "Ep-i­
logu~ of 19~3," with 'their referen~es t, the -Fricks, the
Carhlegies, the Presidents, ex- a.nd-prese~t, have hroached
a social philosophy generous and human/ity lovi~g. This
book, Atlantides,' is a bookpf personal philosophy. It

.draws nearer CatuIIus, Ovid,~ the Gr~k Alnthology, than to
the poetry of the eighteenth or nineteent~centuries. That
courageous plirasing of experience in p~lfshed formal ele­
ments speaks once and tiljIlelessly the.centjr of a man's life~

Personal themes-"life i$ for the lover," l"your. heart sees
better than .your .mind," :"fusion .with yotiJ. is a thing p~t. . I, . ~

1 '

::
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all desire," "I llave a loneliness need of, you,"- are the
strong stalks upop which the imaged world blooms. Married
love is the stron~ststalk,in the garden; th~ evenin hearth,
the personal song and smile gl-ow there, too. hrough
touch, the world is most nearly knowable. Yet thi ca~ot 1

express all that is known, as "Third Month J ottin s," con-
fesses : ' ' l... f •

Yes, 1 have been through a winter of· the spiri "
and 1 have watched it break down slowly-

'. Beloved and friend, all lovers and friends, ' ,
the'sun comes not alone through itS'own vital ays,
but there are no words for thi.s message.. . .",

Poetry is very much a pattern of l~f~ when, it voices, itself.iIi
"Son~' :

,Why should I have to taKe the highway
When 1 can go through the wood:
What would be the use of it, what would be the' un,
.What would be the good '/

,Where 1 want to go the wood will take me,
Its breath in my hands, in my hair;
Why should 1 hurry-isn't this much better
Than getting somewhere?

'. T. M. PE CEo
Albuquerque.
Rhymes from New Mexico-.C}j,arl~s Eo Hodg'in-Vallian . Printing

Company, Albuquerque-Fifty Cents.

A recent, popular book with the unpretenti us title,
Rhymes from New Mexico, is a wprthy contri ution to ~

pOetry of the Southwest. Aptly called by critics "t eJames
Whitcomb Riley of the Rio Grande," Dr. Hodgin, v ce~presi­

dent emeritus of the State University, poet, philoso her, hu­
morist, romanticist, educator, has had his writings likened,
also, to thQse of Edgar: Guest. But stronger than filey and
happier than Guest are the poems by Dr. Hodgins that
express a) virility, melody and philosophy that are istiIictly
Hodgin-esque.
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The poems, written at various tiJes during the 48
years.the author has lived ~n N~w, MexiCt!, the "spot at l~st
that IS unsurpassed," are dedIcated to, the New MeXICO

~ . - '

University students since 1897. Appro riately the cover
embellishment is. the Zia Sun Symb,ol, "aI\!d the eternal sun­
shine of the "sunshine state" illumines every page of the
writings. ,.' 1. .

New M'exico,: "with its strange andl striking mystery
of her very early history, with her mopntains and their
.streams standing out like golden dr~ms" runs like a
II theme-s?ng throughout the versl\tile conlpilatio~ of poems.
"October In the West," "Song to U. N. Mi" (offiCIal song~of

the University)., "Ole Man Whitcoonb:s C~mp," "When the
Cequia Waters Flow," "9ur Camp at~Hotlgotite," "A True
Dog Story" (prose), "My War Garden,"l"The Road Run- ,
ner," and the classic "La Gran Quivira" r. veal the devotion"
of the writer to the scenes, history an~ people of "New
Mexico.! 1

Poems of sentiment, expressing contlentment, appreci-.. ,
ation of friendship, home, love, ~aith in Gdp ,and kee~ unde~­

s41nding faith in humans, "grant no plar,e to grief"-and,
echo the music of a soul tbat "sings for DOY" of existence.
Philosophy flavors all lines. "Consolatio~ of Philosophy,"
"The New Year," ~'The Cup of Life," 'iThe Depression,"
"God's L~ve of ~eauty," "Eben Holden/r "Have Faith in
God," "The Br06k,"-all give to the reader a feeling of

, ... ~, ' t

refreshment like the intake of ,a :breath off clean, mountain
air. "The Evolution of' Boys,'" the "M~nkey and Evolu­
tion," "The Cir~~s Street: Parade," "~lirta~ion in a Garden,"
"A Dream," "SIxteen to One," "A Kitche~ Shower," "Sleep
and Sheep," provide vehiCles for native vrfit.: '

, With characteristic modesty, Dr. HodJ8ins states "these
, .\

rhymes in no sense claim the dignity o~ classification of
modernistic poetry.'~, Yet, when the auth,l'" h~s gone to join
the immortals these "rhymes'" will ~.,' lassed with the
immortal writings :of "Fair New Mexic'." The demand

. for another volume rf poems by Dr. H<>d1 is already bejp,

~.' Ii
I,
-i!

-'" I
~
~

I
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voiced by delighted readers of "Rhymes From Ne
ANNA WILDS STRUMQ

Albuquerque.

Cato the Censor on Farming-Translation by Ernest
Columbia University Press, 1933---$3.75.

This translation of Cato's De Agricultura find
as Volume 17 in the Records of Civj1ization b ause it
throws light on conditions and procedures of rur I life in

/, the second century B. C" """
The wars in which Rome had engaged outsid of Italy

revolutionized agriculture in Italy. 'The smal farmer
returned from the wars to find 'his soil grown up wi h weeds,
and his implements rusted. H~ sold out to his wealthy
neighbor or urban capitalist who built up large pI' ntations
on which" he used slave labor, ag~inst which t. e small
farmer could' not successfufIy compete. At the sa e time,
the tithe tax on provincial produce was.bringing i to Rome
large stores of grain. The spectacle of governme' t owned .
foodstuffs i,nduced demagogues to promise thiQ f to the
poor at reduced prices. " Such.Iegislation naturall reduc~d

the price for home grown foodstuffs, and agri uIturists
turned their attention from annual' crops to the Tine and
olive and wool raising. These crops';required con ider'able
invested capital artd a long wait for returns on t invest­
ment. These four conditions brought about the r' volution
in agriculture.

In the face of such an economic situation, C wrote
his treatise on Agriculture as a'book of advice topr spective
plantation owners and a book of specific fr'ntru ions on
planting, raising the olive and the vine, t e ma ufacture ·
and storage of their products. "v ,

Cato starts with advice on the "u~chase of. a- farm. .
Select one, he says, after visiting it several time~ in ifferent
seasons of the year. See wh~ther the neighbOrs re pros­
perous and have long remained in the locality. The follows
advice on absentee ownership, selection of over~. ers, and
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their duties. A farm should produce ha~ for work animals,
'willows for baskets, :flowers and gardenl vegetables, swine,
sheep, and other commodities needed forjlocal consumption.
The amount of equipment needed for a !plantation is caleu­
lated.to the last detail; including such items as mattresses,

. I

pillows, and towels.' " .
Complete instructions are ~given fc.r setting up and. ,

operating pulping mills. and presses.
One is surprised to learn how anci~nt 'are certain of

our farm practices, e. g., "air layering.!' Instructions in
Bailey's Cyclop.edia of Horticulture re E.,aYering are quite
similar to those given by Cato. Brine wkls tested for pick­
ling by getermining whether it would bear up an egg, as is
still done.

The work contains sQme culinary recipes. One is for
a holeless doughnut or fritter.. There are prescriptions for
various ailments, based mostly on super~tition and magic.

Cato's work had great influence i upon subsequent
Roman wliters on Agricuitur~Varr9' C9lumeIIa, and
Pliny the Elder, and no one can say how/much influence it
has exerted sUbsequently in Europe. ' 't

The language of Cato is highly teehbical, as the work
contains names of plants, farming imple~ents, the. various
parts of presses, weights and measures, etc., so that trans­
lation is no easy task. Brehaut adds sch~larly and enlight­
ening footnotes - and, introduction to! his careful and
excellent translation.
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Subscriptions for the year
mailed to the QUARTERLY,

Albuquerque, -New Mexico.

'/

The QUART~RLY
in May .plans a regional survey of present da~ American litera­
ture and life. Contributors from New England, New York City,
the Middle West, Northwest, and South will ~valuate the arts
and letters 'of these districts in tlieir social backgrounds. In,
August the QUARTERLY will give its readers an.. issue' devoted to
Mexico, with stories, critical articles, reviews ot books, apprecia­
tive of the life of our neighboring republic, ~th whose past,
present, and future, the Southwestern United' States has' so
great a community of interest., Additional ie¥ures:'

May-"Shadows on the Sa,ndias"-by Uarvena Conrad
Richter-Poem selected for firSt place in t~e Poetry Contest
conducted by the Woman's Crub of Albuqli,erque. .

1
August-"The Street of Small Coffins-by Mela Sedillo
Brewster-a scene from the life of MexicoICity. .

~

I . .
or 'for these two 1llumbers may be
University of Net Mexico Press,

! :l'$
I

.!

NHE NEW M~ICO QUARTERLY may be purchaseJin the following
cities and of the following dealers: I '

Albuquerqu(! : ~. J'
New Mexico Book Store, 230 West Ceftral Avenue.
Fred Harvey Book Shop, Santa Fe Station.
University Book Store, 1910 East Cent!-al Av~nue.

, University Press, Campus. "

Santa Fe: i
Villagra Book Shop, Sena Plaza. I

f La Fonda Hotel Book Shop. I
Santa Fe Book. and Statio~ery Co. I

I
• I

. 1
Copies of the QUARTERLY for' February, 1932,lare in demand.
The issue has been exhausted. This is Volum~ II, No. 1. - If
readers have. copies available, the editor would ~ppreciate word
from them.'· , h

It
~

i
,.., I-
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Contributors to this Issue
. .

S. OMAR BARKER is the author of Buckaroo Ballads and of numerous Weste stories
and articles. He is a New Mexican author by right of birth; his pres nt home
is in Tecolotenos, New Mexico.

,
HANIEL LONG of Santa Fe, author of Notes.for a New Mythology, has juSt p

book of verse, Atlantides, which is reviewed in this QUARTERLY. Poems
have appeared recently in ,Scribner's and the Forwm Century.

JAY C. KNODE is Dean of Men in the University of New Mexico. As ani educator
and as a student of philosophy, he has been evaluating men and manners,
especially upon the c.ollege campus, for a valid interval of time.
QUARTERLY he turns hi~ attention to histeachini,' colleagues ras thinke
men of action.

JOHN GOULD FLETCHER is a leader in American poetrY of the twentieth ce ury. In
the tradition of Whitman, he has written verse that minors the con mporary
horizon of America, from the sky-touching steel of New York to the plac d pueblos
of the Rio Grande. . '

I .

C. M. BOTTS, an Albuquerque attorney, is President of the Southwestern Co servation
League.

ALICE CORBIN, ,Santa Fe poet, ~s the author of Red Earth an!! of a book of p etry just
published, The Sun Turns West, which is reveiwed in this is'!ue. The best
anthology of New Mexico poetry is hers, too, The Turquoise Trail.

GRACE TAYLOR MITCHELL has appeared as a poet in the QUARmLY. We ref 1'1'00 then
to her notebook. This time we draw from it something in prose.

IRENE FISHER lives in Los Griegos. a village near Albuquerque. Poetry is an avocation
which she pursues with distinction.

AMY HURT is a writer of articles and fiction, who lives in Albuquerque.
'contributed to New Mexico, the Woman's Home, CompanWn, and oth
tions.

She has
publica-

JACK WILLIAMSON has written weird fiction, mystery thrillers" for popular artazines.
He was a student in the University of New Medco. in 1933.

MAUDE M. BLOOM is a student of New Mexico folk-lore, which she has been collecting
among thl! people of the state throughout her life. She lives in Al uquerque,
where her workitis helped by her historian husband, Professor Lansing loom. ;

. "L·
CAROL EGtAND is one of the poetic proteges of ~dwin Ford "Piper; Sh lives lD

Albert Lea, ~1inne30ta. If
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La Politica
'i

By S. OMAR BA-RKER !

I F all the natural born orators of'lthe native New
Mexican villages were l~id end to ~nd, they )Vould stili

rise to rousing climaxes a§ soon as the next campana
politica begins to infiltra~ the brisk October air. For
pol,itics and political speech-making come as natural to these
American descendants of the conquistadores and their
colonists as does t!J.eir taste for 'chili. And they like both hot.
Juan, Pedro, Jesus Marfa, Toribio, Mehiquias, Fulano y Tal

, -every ciudadano, every paisano, be he tie chopper, farmer,
peon, vaquero, borreguero, teacher, merchant, can and does

.upon occasion rise in his place at the junta and make a
·speech. Extempore, of course; modestly apologetic at first '
but blossoming surely into the.' full flower or"' ornate
and vigoro"s oratory as he proceeds.

Or, ev~n should he sign his name with a mark, he ca~

preside with perfect ease and. some considerable' knowledge
of parliamentary practice over a precinct committee or even
over that larger, more. formal and more gala junta gathered
together to listen to the message of the comitiva de candi­
datos and oradores sent out from country or state head-. .
quarters to spread the party gospel.

Come with me, then; and meet this gentle, friendly­
but fiery-gente in the emotional throes of a hard fought
campaign. I am running for representante- in a county
where the majority of voters, largely rural, is native,: and
while l shall not be obliged to kiss any babies, it behooves me

I .

to observe many other amenities quaint and folkish. But
it is no burden. It is a plelsure, as you shaJI s~e.

It is about 7 :30 when o'ur comitiva rolls into the Httle. ..
mountain village of Rociada. Most of the mud houses are'
dark, but there is a yellow glow of lamplight from all three
of the windows and the door of the inevitable village dance
hall where the gathered gente have patiently awaited' our

[ 3 ]

,
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. .._----------.-y~ .
coming for the past half hour-the meeting hiving been
announced for 8 o'clock! Strains of plaintive music drift
out to U's through the sharp night air. Obviously the stage
is all set, lacking only the visiting ~ctors. ~

But late (?) though we are, we do not drive di ectly
to the .lighted sala. There is an etiquette to be obs rved.

,Our driver, himself on~ of the visiting oradores and a pan­
ish-American, slows the car down to, a walking spee. In
this instance there has been no rendezvous agreed upon..
We must loiter along until we are hailed. The de ay is
slight. . Our headlights have been observed coming p the
valley. The welcoming committee is ready. A tall, Ie thery

; /

faced, lean shanked young man in cowboy boots, new over-
alls, a pink shirt, a blue coat three shades' too brig t for
Navy, and a weathered cowboy hat, steps into the gl te of
our lights. We stop. He steps to the side of th? car.

"La comitiva?" he asks. .' . . r-.
We signify that we are. H~ .:unbends and gre ts us

cordially. Several of us he knows---:..~e has peen ade egate
to the county'conventions of our party. The rest are ·ntro­
duced.. Handshaking all around. Handshaking? and.:.
touching, rather, for unless he has caught. the habit from
L08 Americanos, the rUral Spanish-American does not" shake
hands. A gentle clasp·, no more; yit none the$lessc rdiaI
for its lack of Nordic vigor.. " ~

"Come," he says, "our committee awaits you t the~
house of Don Juan Clemaco."

Presently we are escorted into 'a neat little patIo -bed­
room with a viga· ceiling. The robm is ~mpty af 'eople.
The whitewashed walls are plentifully adorned with
lithographed Saints, sacred seenes an(} sevetal ·nted
enlargements of memb~rs of the faJ1lily, in many-cu icued
gilt frames. Over the 'corners of these, and over th head
of the bed hang drapes of heavy, hand-crocheted lac . All
a little garish, perhaps, by daylight, but now the yell ess
of kerosene lamplight melIo~s it all quaintly ~

...

I

m.•··ip

,;.'.•
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'For a moment we of the comitiva are left al~ne. Then'
, , .

through a low door from the next room, whence comes the'
chicory-ish odor of coffee, there appear five men." They
line up as if for a spelling match. Then oine of them steps
a little forward. 1;

. "Gentlemen," he pronouIices, in Spani~h, '~as chairman
of the committee of the junta appointed to, extend our wel­
come to you, the honorable comitiva, who honor us tonight
with your presence, I greet you: We have done the best
that lies, within our humble caPabilities~. and a goodly,

• 1lI ,,'

number of the people are assembled, ready to hear enlight-
i '

enment upon th~ issues of the day from you, gentlemen,
orators of the evening; but though the ju,nta waits, this

I '

committee realizes that the labors' of the campaign 'are
arduous and tiring, and it is therefore fitt,ing -and proper
that 'first you refresh yourselves, if by any chance the plain
and simple offering of the good woman 'of tb!is house may be
found acceptable to your app~tites. Gen~emen, what is
your ph:~asure?" ; ,

Though there are but five of us, ' also have, of course,. '

a chairman. He rises'. We have e en suppet before leaving
town. It is early in the campai and we are neither tired
nor hungry. '" But does· our chairman simply, say: "No,
thanks, we've eaten. Let's get on over to the meeting"?

No! H:e does not! He matches the local chalirman in
formal eloquence, a little more briefly perhJps,' because he'
gets to do it oftener. He devotes his final Uurst to accep~
ance of the' supper, of which we presently lpartake, after
another round ofjntroductions., The suPPe\r-'but no, ,the
subject of campaign eating deserves its hea}"l~nglater when
the evidence is all in. ' l

Fortunately a committee of three arrive$ from the sala
before the second round of chili con' frijoles; and sun-dried'
beef, to announce that the iuntar is ready to teceive 'us. As
·we send them back to report that. we, also, ~re ready, .the

, five members of the welcoming committee distribute them-, ,

selves among, us, .one to one, obviously a Iittl~ embarrassed,

4 POLITICA
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but determined. They stand at· our elbows. . ,In few
minutes the message committee :returns, bringing alo g the
band, consisting of two fiddles and a thumb-whanked i~r.

Then, with the· mUsica in the lead, the procession Be out
for the sala, some two hundred feet away. The m ssage
committee carries lanterns. The five members of th wel­
c6ming committee grasp the five left ~lbows.. of 0 five

~

"orators," and thus, two by twa, firmly if a littl.~k , ardly
escorted by our individual guards of honor, en~si .cally
accompained by the lively strains' of "Casey -ones"
(adapted), we march up the road and enter the sala '

Applause. From outside a few half-hearted t-calls.
from young bravos of the opposing party, too loyal t their

. own to come in, but also too curious 'not to hang arou d.
The sala is a rQugh floored, oblong room, its walI lined

all around with plank benches, invisible now und l' the
packed-in bodies of the crowd. At one'end is a roug table

.and a few chairs occupied by la mesa---:those chose~ efore
our arrival to preside over the meeting.. The member hip' of
la mesa is quite numerous for a gathering of a mere h ndred
or so people. At other juntas we shall arrive in 'me to
observe their selectiOli, a most ceremonious pr cedure
requiring the choice of a president'e, secretario and fr m two
to six vice-presidentes. . "

The crowd, for the most part, is distributed like a
Quaker meeting, the men on one side and the women on the
other; though apparently for better strategic co 1'01 of
their offspring, there are some groups where the ombre
is seated beside his blacksha'1ed mujer. There is also a

, sprinkling of "modernized" young folks who have pr ferred
violation of old custom to· separation from their 'dates"

~. during the speechmaking.
There are almost as many' women present men,

almost as mamr young folks as adults, and almost "many
babies and big-eyed chiquitos as -there are laps for hem to
be bounced upon or knees.for them to lean against.
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~ Th~ turn-out is gratifying. The giggl~g and whispered ,
comments as we enter are not.. Yet I <t~·ow they <fo not 1<
arise from any desire to ridicule what, t ;- a matter: of fact .,

<Anglo, must seem a quite pompous entran;e. One who does ,I

.:: i~;et~a::~;eo~e:~:~~~~i~~~~I:~~;~~:g~=~~ 1\.

This is not the< case at all. Native Ne~lMexican crowds ,.
quite naturally. giggle (the young ones)~1 and whisper at
such a. time, whether from a< half-sup", ressed sense of I;
excitement or from embarrassment I do n :' know. Presently
they will quiet-down to a· most respectful!land silent atten-
tion, whether interest~or lot. ~I. '

I shall not attempt to describe the ga:lb o(this Rociada
gathering. Enough to say that there are 4bong the Women ;­
many fringed bll\ck' shawls hooded ov ~ the head, !-}n<l '" ,<
among the men enough toil-worn overalls '~d battered shoes'" , .
to indicate clearly that here are sons and ~Uau'ghters of toil '<.
-and of the <' soil; poor folks, yet <nev~r ~:oo oppressed by .ii' 'I,

their burdens to turn out fora fiesta; a:fr,ile, a casorio, a
junta: politiea. . ,They are here. tonight noii so much f:om a
solemn concern for the future of ~overnml~1en

t
tal affaIrs as I" ,

from a- perennial taste for la politica, for ~:po itical oratory, I
both as listeners and. as perpetrators--:-ili.1.1.!. the opportunity- - ' ,
offers. ' < ~i

Once inside the door I <accept as !ilnonchalantfy as
possible the increased guidance of the d)ttermined escort
clutching my arm. There is a slight pau ~I until weare all
inside. Then all at once the fiddlers swing, ~bout two chords
ahead of the guitat, from "Casey Jonl,s" into a fiomost .
remarkable ear-version of "When You W}~ a Tulip -and I .~ ,
Wore a Big Red Rose," leading us thew~i~e on a circling v
promenade of the sala. - Iii < -',

Gheers from the bancos. From our ~icle, bows, nods,
greeting to those we h~ppen to know as lie pass them. A
few assorted grins from several of my ne4rer ranch neigh­
bors who have c,0me from ,across the ~ounta~n. Once

< • ,I
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art>und. Twice around as the volume and vigor o~ the
~usica increase. Three times around' goes our gallant
comitiva, and then: 'e •. r.

"Senor Presidente, honorables vice:....presidentes, s cre­
tario de l.a mesa!" proclaims the chairman of the local wel­
coming committee, .mopping a red bandana acr6ss his per-

. spiring brow with one hand and flourishing grandly with
the other. "Tengo el honor de presentar/a esta honorable
mesa y a esta honorable iunta,. los ~onoralJles caballer.fs de
la comitiva que nos haran el honor de usar lal palabra de',ante
esta honorable iunta esta noche s(jbr~ las cuestiones del 'dial" .'

. I

Thus, with a most pleasant and propitious, if som.jhat
lengthy, flourish, our meeting opens. ..

Thus far ~verythinghas been in Spanish, but nOf the
chairman calls for an interpreter to say that "for the b nefit
of our Anglo-American fellow citizens who have hono us
with their presence tonight, all the discurso.s will be nter­
preted into English; and the same interpreter will as ist el
Honorable ~efior Bark', 'by translating his remark into
Castel~ano."· .1 .

"El Honorable Senor Bark'," makes ,me smile! Most
of these people and I 'have known each other by oUlj first
names ever since my childhood. Many a day have I p,icked
up potatoes behind our Chairman as he forked them oht for
,my father on our little moun~in ranch just acroJs 'the
mountain; and for years it never even occurred to m~ that
he had a last name; nor had he e~e~ used mine. But t~night
mutual "honorables" pass betwee~ us most differedtially,
for this is la politica. 0 , •. I

The prospective interpreter, however, is disapp inted.
All present intienden espanol, and I for my part, pr fer to
speak to myoid friends and neighbors in their own atiye
language.

National issues are passed over lightly. ~t4te issues- . .
are pr~sentedbriefly. But upon cQunty issues, tlje'full flood
of t~e comitiva's oratory is loOsed, in high flo""" ases I
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. I'·
and words a yard l.?ng, [yet perfectly un" erstood by every.

.-unlettered paisano in the crowd. ~ , ., ~ . .

,Presently, following another burst ~f fine Castillian:.
- "adjectives from the chailrman, I rise to ';0' my' stuff. It is

my first political speech'in Spanish and !I am nervous. I
need not be, for while I falter and .stam '.er somewhat and
make, some quite ridiculQus mistakes, nobbdy even so much­
i.s snickers at them.' It is' a typical ~~panish-American
courtesy, and my he~rt warms to them fo~lit~

For hours the vario'(1S oradores of 0 ,!, comitiva rise to

their many-ges.tU!ed, cli~,axes.. p~,omPt.l~t~.•• ;. ,a,t, the, last word '
of each speech los musicos break' gaily ,orth, often with
some jingly ear-velision pf a once p.opula\ American tune,
but ,som.etimes with" the ~weet~r, plain~iv,:strahiEJof one of
their own native song·s., . . - , t --

Finally the last com#iva orator has fitpshed. One hears
the soft, windy ,sound of!snorjtig babies. tl~ lamp be~ns tp
burn low. its kerosene all but exhausted. ',.Another smok~. ;;
It is getting late. Pink qressed, dark ey ~ 8enoritas begin
to stir expectantly on th~ hard banco8. y:, ung bravos, w:,ho
have been loitering outside, edge in at thdlopen door. The
aged chairman J;ises. At>parently the ju.1:.·~,a, is 'about over.
Time now for the dance!; , - ;: -

-, But hold! Back in a shadowy corner ~istooped, spindle-
shanked old man rises ftiOm his seat. Hei clears his throat
-rather unsuccessfulIy~ for when he sp~s his voice is a
little cracked and wheezyl ' t , -

"Senor Presidente!"t he addresses thk 'chair, tOttering
: . ;

forward with his cane as he speaks. The ~ung bucks scowl
, a little.· They want to get to da~g. Bq.t the old paisano

does not notice them. Neither does the ch4i,rman.
. 1

HSenor Chavez!" H~ promptly grant4 the floor. _.;,
Senor Chavez takes his time about geting to the front. I:.

His old legs are wobbly. :His hAir curls. uj in an uncombed
fringe above the rusty br~wn collar of his ~ntiqtie coat. . He

I
.1
1
!

I
I'
t
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leans a little against the table as he turns watery eyes upon
the crowd. Hoarsely, haltingly the words begin: f •

uSenor Presidente, (in Spanish) aunque no soy!orador
(although I am not an orator) co~pared to thedistin­

,guished and honorable gentlemen who· have made use of the
word here tonight, nev.ertheless (almost imperceptibly his
voice is gaining clearness and vigor) it may be that there
are a few thinis which an old man like myself ma;Y say
upon the questions of the day. My friends and fellow citi~

zens, for many years I have been a· member of- (here he
names the opposition party, and there is no. doubt now about
his voice clearing up!) .. But I stand here tonight' ~o tell
you that the horse which will not jump the fence i~;

another pasture when· his ~asters have trampled dow.i or·
stolen every blade from his own, is not worthy the name' of
~ horse! He is a burro!"

Applause! More applause! ,
Following which Senor Chavez, in justification" of his

recent conversion, rises to heights of vigorous oratory that
cause the best~'~fforts of our com,itiva to pale into mere
amateur declamations: His voice has ceased to crack and
quaver. It has become resonant, clear-and loud!

IIAunque no soy oradorI" That inevitable apologetic
opening! But don't you believe it'! Oratory is one Spanish­
American gift that age cannot wither.

The winning of Senor Chavez, be it understood, is a
. more considerable item of'victory' than you might think. It
4>will mean at least eighteen more votes for our ticket in this
precinct; for, his parientes, his gente, over whom lp.e wields
a strong patriarchial political influence, number 'around
twenty, and his delivery of their votes will hover close to
90%. , It is this family bloc that must be the unit of ealcula-.
tion in rural New Mexico. politics. . u.

The real function of the junta is not so much to win
votes out of hand by convincing arguments as 1;0 supply our
partisans' with ammunition.

"You ain't goin' to tcernany in "these meetin's,:,
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our astute Spanish;America~county cftairman ~s warned
us. "What you got 10 do is furnish~'em with irguments
they can use on their neighbors thei~ ownselves between
now and elec:tion~ A~d por v'ida de susiesposas, if they want
to make speeches, let I'em, if it takesa:JI night!" .-

Strangely Emough .mere exposur~. of some' n~at little
.graft in county office,1 by the office holders of the ~pposition

party, made no tremepdous imp~essio~n'B~t.whem ~e were,
,able to show that na1ines of vanous I I CItizens had been

. i .' "
misused, even forgeq, to aid this grtift, we began to get

,action. Even staunc'! partisans of th$ oppo~itiol1 who had .
been so used, reared~hejr b~istles. <1Taft was n6t so bad,
but to be made unknowing partisan$ to such dishonesty'

! 3'would not be countenanced. A man'~ name was his own,
its. honor to be most fealouslyguarde1. . .

By eleven thirty the last orador has had his chanz.a.' It
has been a good meetibg, peaceable beYbnd (Jur expectations.
True, twice the YOlrhg bravos outsi~1e have tossed small
boulders'iu through ah.o~n wi?d,owoI co~tribu.tedderisive
comments .. or enthu~nastIc v'was a1 most Inopportune
moments. But this is nothing.. ~ Lateli in the campaign, at
another village, we ate to see some oli our lights shattered
by bullets and marvej 'at the sight of +m,iddle-aged Anglo­
AmeriCan lady camPfigner !eaping Iilf:era startled roebuck
from the middle of hfir address Jhroug) a shattered window
into the middle of th~ night. i·

But toniglht thE} chairm.aIi pro~unces adjournment
-upon an enthusiastif 'ut peaceable m~Ung. Quite suddenly
he drops his dignity. IHe wa.ves a gay +ignalto the mitsicos.

H~l. baile!" he cres, rushing to ~ize a partner. The'
dance IS on. I ,II '
, If there is a Sparlish-American in ~ew Mexico betw~en.
the ages of eight aJdeighty 'who' dt>es not dance, it is
because he Qr she is shffering at the mt>ment from a broken
leg. What in~ the curtboard at home lir bare, the flour bin .
empty? Wh~t if the rmies be roo Poo1 for the spring plow-

. I 'j:'
i .

i .\ ~
I II ~ ,

.'
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ing, half the lambs dead in a late snowstorm, or the autumn
crop caught· by an· early one i Tonight we will be gay!
Al baile! I

Nor does our comitiva plead fatigue and depart. To
·dance with the gewte is part of the estab!ished etiquette of
politics.

First a fast two step (p'robably "Casey Jones" again)
to warm us up; tlllen a waltz-"Cielito Lindo" if we are
lucky; and then "El cotilio! El' cotilio!" cries some spry
oldster; and I, wh(i) am not of the cotillion generation and
have never danced one, step bravely forth with my shy black

~ . . .

shawled partner and whirl and whirl and turn and turn
until my dizzy stomach cries out against all politics.

And well it might. For presently we are tendered
refreshments. Chicos! 'Chicos are delicious":""when you
are hungry. Native field corn is plucked late in the milk,
boiled or steamed, hung out to dry, 'and when cured to the
toughness of young rubber, toasted to a gentle brown,
preferably ill an outdoor orno, and served on the cob. For
a man with ten hours of hard labor directly ahead of him .
chicos are quite digestible. "

Somebody onee asked a most successful San Miguel
County politician, astute, suave, debonair, what he consid-_
ered the most severe hardship of the campana politiea- in

. New Mexico. It was early in the morni'ng after a night of-
junta, baile and chicos. Like a flash:he ,answered :

"Comer chicos de noche! .(~ating chicos at night!)"
So we dance and eat chicos, lingering'yet awhile a~ter­

ward for "conferences"--mostly homely, neighborly' tklk.. "

It is 3 A. M. or later when we finally start horille. How-
ever the votes may go, our junta has been a quaintt friendly,
stirring experience. . !:~

La junta ... aunque no .soy orador ... Honorable Presi-
dente de la' comitwa amigos y conciudadanos; mios . . .
las cuestiones del dia musica ... t08 derechos qe la gerite

\
i

I.
I'
~

i

I
I·

I
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The College Professor and Leadershw
"-

-----By JAY C. KNODE
i

A MERICAN college professors,' on the whole, are! an inter-
~ esting lot. As among individuals of ~ny cla~sification,

there is, of course, a high degf"'ee of variation. lYet, after.
twenty-five years ([)f different sorts of contacts ~ith those
occupying all manner of positions and grades i;thin the
profession and scattered from New 'york to California, I
am persuaded that certain generalizations mayl be made

. safely. , 1-'-
Fi:st off, our ~merican collegep~~fessoria~demi­

ca}.1y-mInded. 'Plenty of. worthy CItIzens w II concur
promptly ana heartily in such a statement, with he under­
standing that this is a polite way of calling him a freak, but
that is not the meaning here. Onew<;)uld prefer' to use the
word "intellectual," but the risk is too great. Th academi­
cally-minded person prizes knowledge; he mves more
weight to ideas than to things; he is impatient with slouchy
mental habits, with dullness, and with indifferencr to knowl-
e,dge; he is proud of h~s mEl.SterY' Of, ~Ch,~!ques I'wi~hin ?,is "
own field, and severe WIth diose who, comIng to grIpS WIth
them, fumble abOlilt; he is proud to be known as at least the
local authority within his own branch of lea_rn~ng, and is
greatly concerned about any of its recent de'felopments.
Every college professor is interested in a <llivisibn of,- .",,-

knowledge, and has attained a proficiency in it a ove that of
the average student; otherwise, he would not e pursuing
it. (Acts of excelling and preferring go togeth r, and one
wonders sometimes how many mi.~fits in the Q,ucational

. world arrived there by way of a glow of satisfac .on derived
from' certain examination marks'.) .

-But an intellectual is one whose interest cannot be
confined within the limits of a' d~partment;' e hds that
kind of curiosity to which directions and ounds are
anathema. His mind roves on to the limits of t e universe, -

[14 ]
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-,if such he can .lind, ;and, kno~ing th'E1.1 Igreatness of the worl
of ideas, he learnsJtolerance and cHarity. The result is
shrinking of the i~portance of anYlone division of knowl
~ge, and whi1e,'if ~ teacher, he will~evelopa new fondnes
for his first love;. h~will seek continuously tha kinds 0

intercourse tha~ e~ten~ his undersurdin?, b~yonJ it. Ho
many tllorough-golpg lntellectuals~n this sem~e there, ar
among- educational\ people, .one capnot presume to say
There are many, though probably a[ millority, in each col

_. I • ~ ,

lege faculty, and -t~se groups multiplied by hundreds ove
the country make an imposing total. And although the
term "acadetnician~' carries· with it in, these days more
opprobrium than 'APproval, if should .also be conscie;ntiously
observed that the aeademician in the functioning of society .

- t "

as a whole possesses; some highly imwrtant qualities.
, Again, the aver,age college professor is ready, to give of

himself freely 'within his own sphere. He isan .introspective
mortal, more concerned about his. !inner life than about.
making new acquaintances of the accomplishment of objec-

, tive ends in an < objective world; but he has a rather keen
sense of social obligation, and stands ready to' bestt)w the
fruits of his knowledge upon all those who come seriously
searching for them. Of course, there' are exceptions-men
w40 live, chiefly for the adulation! of certain. types of!
students, particularly of women, and others. who. teach
because it is the only avenue they have been able to discover
by which they can browbeat and intimidate people. 1 was
delighted to hear the other day the' .story of a girl from
:Texas-, who was taking work in an institutiqh outside her
state. A professor in conferenc~oneday asked her.a ques- ·
tion to which she. apparently g-ave-to him-:;ln irritating
answer. He told, her she was lyimg. Whereupon she
slapped him smartly in the face, and' proceeding to the' 1 .

,~president's office, told that harrassed dignitary of the inci­
dent and also her opinion of a part of his teaching staff.
But such cases are lost among thousands of examples of
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patient and unstinted devotion 'toth~ work of ainstitution.
with demands of students and pa'tents of st ents upon
time that would be prized for truly scholarlyactilvities. The
average teacher is a hard worker. If his lot carIjies him to a
small college, the demands upon him are unliniited,'l and if
he has attained sufficient prominence to be assihted a light
teaching load in a large institution, ~ne may belsure.he has
done so by following Jefferson's behest that t e scholar's
day must be fifteen hours long. But into ,whate er form his
activity casts itself, it will be thought of by hi in terms of
its broad human bearings.,

This means that he is a person of integrIi; he is not
subject to venality. Perhaps there would be ore' general
agreement upon this point than "Upon any oth r. :Were he
interested in self-aggrandizement'in the ordin ry sense, at
least, he would not ent<:r academic halls; the ~pp~rt"Ut:lities
are too few. And whIle some ,of. these men I, are capable
of holding high-ranking positions in the bu ·nest world,
nevertheless the emoluments attached are not sufficient to
overcome' the lures of Athena, or of the opp'o unities for
social constructiveness.' Still, While it must be admitted
that the majority of them are unfitted for th ruggedness
of commerce, it must also.'b<: ~ointed out thaI t~ey wo.uld
find commerce too-materIalIstIc! .,~ ,

Out of this preponderating' interest in otlJ-.er than
monetary values there develops' a type of lifraHty with
respect to partisan issues. 'Livh,.g outside e stress of
many everyday conflicts, the college teache can foster
abstract principles of truth and justice more ebily. While
in the field of intellect he is apt to'be a thorouih aristocrat,
a~ a man of moderate means himself., 'he does riot ordinarily
draw social distinctions by artificial rutes. owever, it is
sometimes objected, this very tendency to abst action, to see
all sides of the question makes for :ihis espousi g no p.articu­
lar cause. Thomas Huxley used to insist tha in order to
make progress with a'social problem one m st seize one
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, horn of the dilemma in a vigorous, manner; then one wi!
come out so~e'Yhere, either qn the right or the Wrong sid
But the true modern academician, lacking the crusadin
coqrage and the driving power of a 'Huxley, usually finds i",
more congenial to his scientific temper to a~certain hi,
facts by slow~r methods. I This scientific' attitude pervad:1
every corner Qf the field of, scholarship, just as its applical
tion has influenced the life ot: the main in the street, and itS
~ffects upon the academician are important. f His trainin~f
through num~ers of years and his research work foIlowin '
have borne doWn upon him the necessity for close observa1
tion, for constant rigid scrutiny bf his data, the exclusiom
of personal prejudice in the face O'f these data, and th

, "-

acceptance' of conclusions toward which they P9int, until
new and incontrovertible factual evidence is introduced. .
This 'general point of view leads not to aggressive JiSsault,
tbut to deliberation t"reliable results are not obtained by mass
action, but by indivi<\ttal or small-group concentration; the ,
quiet unhurried 'atmOsphere of the study or the laboratory

: is' not only congenial-it is essential. .
i c' ) ":Talents of these ,sorts are of more general value for

public- use than is commonly assu~ed, and it goes without
saying that in our average 'American c, commu~ities they

, are not sought. ' ,In the "Middletown" survey it was found
that 'public school teachers felt deeply the general commu- I
nity subordination which they sutr:ered. Probably the college
teacher is not so sensitive about his neglect; he is more
completely immersed in his work; though he observes, that
his wares attract slight demand. The fact is, however, .
that the professions in general do not bear the same rela­
tionship to our American society which'they did in earlier
times. " To realize t,he eclipse of cleri~al%restige it is only !

necessary to recall the names of Jioh Cotton, Thomas :
OJ> • , " " •

.Hooker, Roger WillIams, and the M:at ers. Law is, on
the whole, in the employ of busIness, not directing business
toward generkl social welfare' either immediately or through
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...
government. The same can even ,; more truly be said of'
engineering. And we see business itself aspiring to the
professional class. ',' ,

The ade'quacy of business leadership, which prevailed
in the United States aln:lOst unchallenged up to 1929, is
not to be argued here. But" one fatal defect must always
inhere in it-~usiness by its verynatur.e is cOl1lcerned with
immediacies. I Ultimate social objeetiv~s simply do not play
a part in business life. Among the professions mentioned
these objectives cannot well escape consideration. J Any
leadership worthy the name is that which thin~ in terms of
ultimates. - But for accomplishment more than one kind of

I ' '_talent must contribute. Research for facts, the! deduction of
laws, creative planning, and' execution require diffe!ent
abilities and temperaments. Perhaps the f' professional
people of America will bethink. themselves bf tPeir lost
leadership. There are signs of stirring in lawl. 'The teach­
ing group is not the one to make -tbe final synthesis between
theory and practice, to carry -ideas' into act~on., But its
talents are peculiarly .adapted tn th rst tri 0 orders o.f

. work mentioned above, perhaps th rs~· three Knowledge,
scientific training, personal integrity, detachnjt~t, ana zeal
for social advance lie ·within its ··immediate teach. These
people are equipped as no other groUp to und~rta~e certain
constructive labors in Western civilization today that could
coltceivably become a~ outstandin~ aChievem~1t .... One, of
the significant conclusions of Morris Marke iJ\ his recent
stock-taking summary was: "L give you m~ country:
America-a wilderness crying for a voice." I. . I

I
I '
i
i
i

. . • f

·1
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Scbngs of Rio Grande

"TO THE MEMO~Y OF GERALD, CASS~DY, ARTIS~"

'\ ' By IOHN GOULD FLETCHER

I

PUEBLO SONG
Wind-chased, .
Wind-harried,
With the wind the world begins-, -
Wind whirIiJig the white dust
Over the des#rt sands:
Wino-consumed,
Wind-eaten,
Wind has brOlUght us foolish talk;
Wind has taken away th~ title of our lands.. ,

Out of the south
Came bUffa~~ going;
Winter has lost,
The snowdrift quits the plain; ,

• Beast breath heats up
The slopes, long frozen;
Thunder is pushing against the,wall of mOllntain,
Spring has come again. .'

Wind whirling, '\
OJ

Wind whining,
Wind spinning up a cone of yelIQw dust
Beside tl)e road.
Wind moving eastward ;-
The wild plum in blossom, ,
~nd the backs now more read~
To shoulder their load.

Out of the east
Rode the hard-bitten hor~emen;

[ 19]
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Rifles held ready,
Wagons creaking by.
The sage brush is trampled,
The antelope startled,
And the war-eagle, .
Forgets to watch his sky.....f~~~ ~

...

Wind quiet,
Wind lapsing,
Wind lifting no more the flap in'the d
Wind speaking to man no more.
Heat broods above the r~ftops; "
The blue-brown' desert smoulders,
And the child that laughed here
Stands no longer at our d90r.

Out of the North
Ran howling the blizzard,.;"
And over. its fury .
Came the roar of iron wheels;,

And the hoot' of long whistles
Thtough the barren hill-country:
Man's hean must be broken-"
Yet the broken heart yields.

Wind howling,
Wind whooping,
Wind roaring, .
Laughter:;without an end;
Down, doWn into darkness-
Like the pine cut and staggering,
Death, the sole answer,
I?eath, man's only friend..

Out of the west, now
Night on··night the sunset;

."

, I
I I "

\
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r
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Where the pale brown adobe walls
Ranked into terraCes, keep still their secret dreams;
Where the dark' people peer shyly

.~ \, Under their glossy black hair;
Where beneath from, the depths of the kiva,
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SONGS OF RIO GRANDE

.:lo

Wind working,
Wind creeping,
Wind changing
Wind cutting the 'flesh to bone.
God's breath against man's breath:
Souls adrift on the whirlwind,
Earth turned to desert­
Dust and the stars, alone.

Fingers of God moving
, .

Up through the peaks afar.
Past without future, ,
Word without an answer, '

, Wi~d without'.meaning,
~an without a star: ..j

""t

II ~

RIO GRANDE

Wh~re the hummingbird hangs in the· heat,­
Where the plue thundercloud settles,
From the lips of the mountains blown forWard,.
Dark fringes of' rain; .
Where the dry canyon bed opens wide,
With its dark-green stunted cedars,
Shallow and turbid, seething and swift,
After the rapid rains;- • ~

There will we wander,
I

Watching the shadows drift across the peaks,
By the Rio Grande,
nat wild west river.

. ;

itI
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Comes the low chant and the loud drone of t~~ drums
Where through the sleepy plaza' . j
Spin dust-whirls summoning the distant rairts, ,
There will we dance,
As Gods holding high the world in our hearts~

By the Rio Grande, ,
That mad, swift river.

Where the acequia goes bank-futl,
By the slopes of the bur:ning gTey desert,
Bearing to fields of green corn,;
Tasseled and waving~

Its precious freight;
'Where hollyhocks stand ranked high
Amid golden mullen, blue larkspur,
Where blue alfalfa burns deep,
Tempting bees to their honeye<l, fate,
There we will dream
Of ,a laugh, of a kiss, of a si~ence,

By the Rio Grande, .~

,That dark and turbulent river. ~.

I. '

I '

I.
I,I
I,
It

I
I

Where the night with its wild blaze 'of stars I
Stands still over lonely mesas,
And the earth is pressed cl9se to· the breast
Of the dark that abides beyond years;
Where all things are crumbling 'Slowly,
The stone, the dream and the effnrt ;
Where dogs' from some unseen village
Bay loudly to the ~hite moon';
There will we die, ~

Ebbing like flamelrom the Milky Way,
Blown smoke of the stars
From the breast wracked with pain,
By the Rio Grande, ,
The vast, immutable River.
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By C. M. B01tTs

• t.T HE purpose of this article wpl be to deal with t
actual operation ofl) the Southwestern Conservati ~.

League. Recently; Dr. J. D.€lar~ secretary-treasurer I
the League and one of its charlel!, members, published ~

I I

bulletin* dealing with the history, Istructure and essenti ~

. objects of the organizatic;m. I ~o ~otwish to rep t
informatifm .so ~equately given or Dr., Clark. I· sha ~

afsstsume
b
, thtenth,i thLat the read~fr .is

t
ei~hteedr familiar .Wl

l
·tbh suc ~

ac a ou.e eague, or, I In er~ ,can easl y ecom f
so. ,. ' I

It is' well to keep in mind Jh~t the objective of th ,,\
organization, as stated in its cons~tution, "is to p,rotect [.
preserve, restore and wisefy utiIlize all those natura l
resources of the arid Southwest. (particqlarly w..ester Ii
Texas, New Mexico and Arizona), i,which' do nowandl iI'
properly conserved, will in the futune, make the Southw I
a more desirable place in w~eh to li~e, enjoy life and gain I
a livelihood." ,It is not expeCted that this end can be ~'gained '\1
ata single bonnd,'~<'nor do the members or officers of the ~

L,e~gue claim to have a panacea to ~ure the wounds, sore'§ . l
and diseases which Southwestern mankind has inflicted 'Il
upon a long-~u:tr~ring, patient Nature.,. we,rea.lize that w.~
know very little, and that, to accomplish anything worth "
while, we must first understand our problem. We must get t
facts and more facts, and yet more ~acts. t

,: From the data already available, it seems' reasonable l
to conclude that the subject of conservation must be dealt \ I
with as a whole'~ rather than as a number of unrelated p~- t
lems as has been largely the practice! in the past. In fact I
this conclusion' seems so' elementary and inevitable that "
we wonder why we did not appreeiat~ its soundness at the t
very beginning. I

~ ,l
• University of New Mexioo Bulletin, Conservation ,Series, voL 1, no. 1, December I

1, 1933. ~ ~

. [23] .? .
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To illustrate: Sportsmen have long been interes In
the conservation of game. . They have deait with the rob­
lem largely as one wholly separate and apart from tHat of
conserving ot.her. natural resoq~~. The methods emJl!oyed
were at first chIefly of'a prorubltory' nature. Thu~1 they
advocated prohibiting hunting except In certain sho ,and
then shorter, seasons. ,Later bag limits 'were imposed. The
"prohibition" of predators was attempted. Tha not
sufficing, affirmative measures were undertaken, su h as
artificial propagation for later release.' These we e all
very well in their way, but hpwever' much shootin was
prohibited, however meager 'the bag 1imit, however any
predatory animals and birds were destroyed, and ho ever
much game was'released, neither it nor the game no ally
present could survive unless there waS food and cove. So
sportsmen are coming to realize that;, in order to co serve
game, the habitat of the game must- be conserved. . But,
whil~e necessary food and cover in ,most cases is v geta-,
tion in one form or another, that vegetation is depenq nt on
the soil. So, in order to conserve this essential foo and
cover, conservation of the soil must be undertaken. Thus
any program for the conservation of game must e race
conservation of soil and of plants. In short, any ani I life
conservation is dependent on vegetable and minera con­
servation. The interrelationship of all thing~ natura is so
great that probably no one yet appreciates i full
importance.

With this in mind, and having in mind also that
and individuals directly affected' must have valuabl 9ata
and opinions, the League called a conference of repr .enta­
tives of various groups to consider'its first major pr gram
-to devise-and recommend such a plan of admipisteri g the
public lands in the Southwest as wil~ encourage thei con-.
servativeJtnd normal use.

To one who has given no consideration to- the s bject
it may ~ppear that the program selected could be f. ,no

'-\
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general intere$t; but a little thought makes it .almost impos­
sible to think of an mdividual in the Southwest who is not ~
vitally interested, unconscious of' his interest though. he may
be. Conservation of the pUQfic lands is a .long step .toward
watershed· conservation. The, inte.rest of the ~tockman is, \,' ~

of course, apparent. The hu~ter's,interest is no less imme- il\
«Hate, since the program ~sSarilymust produ~e game .I ,Ii

food and cover. The fishetman has as great an Interest, ' II
though he may hot realize !t until h~ finds his favorite l
stream ruined by silt washed down from denuded sloPeS.' f
The farmer's irrigation reservoirs and ditches suffer in \
the same way, and will be benefitted by any program which
will hol.d the soil where it belongs...1?'e gener~ ~ublic, II
though It may have none of these:.specIalinterests, is In con- q
stant danger from floods unless the hillsides bear sufficient i. '
vegetatio~ to hold back the. rainfall ~til it can be absorbed t·
by the soIl. And so we mIght contInue at length. ,.\ i .

But·to~get back to our conference: It was, attended by. t'
representative stockmen, sportsmen, and .educators," {
appointed by their respeCtive organizationk., The only ~
or?,anization invited to 'part~cipate,in the conferen~e that \
faIled to send representatIves, was the FederatIOn' of 'r"

Women's Clubs. In addition)...to the representatives of vol- t

untary organizations, the conferen,ce was. participated in by . i
the New Mexico Commissioner of Public Lands,. members of ,~

the faculty of the University of New Mexico, the President" J
of the New Mexico· Agricultural' College, r'E!presentatives ·i
from the United States Forest Service, t:lre',United States !\ I
Biological Survey and by a special representative of the ' . I
Secretary of the Interior. . . " It- l ' , ! 1

This gave us 'a conference of variOus interes~,view- l ~ j

, points and, opinions. T~ committee'of the League under- f
took to act as a sort of co-ordinator' of these divergent ideas, t
and the experience was most satisfactory, encouraging, and, l ;
I hope, indicative of results which we may expect to I·

accomplish in the ~uture. The group was sutpciently small f
l·

1
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to enable us to get ~~ound.the table, .discuss our \probl rns
informally and speak our minqs freely. . It was'appar nt
immediately that everyone there was in dead earnest. he
spirit of co-operation was aU that could be desired. he
participants were well informed, and 1each was willin to

,look at the subject 'from the viewpoint ;of ·another.. Tho gh
the interests were';different, it was usually found that he
end sought was the same. In rny opinion, based very lall' ely
on the experience of this conference, more can be acc m­
plished in this way and by one suc~ meetiAg, than b~ n!08t
any large number of mass meeting's Qf more or les~~in­
formed people, listening to learned papers and less lea ed
discussion. What the cause of conservation now most n s,
after the accumulation of reliable data, is a co-ordina ion
of the efforts of the various interests,· and' this the Le ue
appears to be in a position to provide. . .

The conference had no difficulty in reaching an a ee­
ment on the first essential step to be. taken in working out
the League's program. The conference dissolved with the
best of feeling on the part of all parti~ipants," and ith
their assertion and assurance that the League has be ore
it a wonderful opportunity for accomplishment. G .eat
enCOUragEm~enth~s come from t~e Secretary of .the In~iOr
and from hIS specIal representative at the confeI'ence.

This brings the high points in .the operation of the
League down to date. Interest is growing and new 1J1.em­
bers are being added, though no membership drive has yet
been put on. This, however, should. not be taken ~ an
indication that oUr organization Will not welcome! as
members, all who are interested in the great cau~ of

• I

conservation. _ _ I
Let me conclude by quoting a· paragraph fromI the

Conservation Bulletin referred to earlier. Tbe authdr of .
these remarks is Dean B.·P. Fleming oAhe Engin~ring
College, New Mexico College.of Agricu,lture and Mec~anic
Arts. . : .. I

I
j
I.
I
I
I
; .
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"Along the Rio Grande are native settlements,
back of which on the neighboring mesa, old timers ,
tell us they used to cut hay. These areas now.afford

.only the meagre pastur~ge for the goats of these
native settlements; and, some of ~hese settlements
themselves have been, partially overwhelmed by
arroy6s, which it stands' ,to reas()Ilj were not active
when the settlement was founded. No native New
Mexican ever builds' a house in .the path of an
arroyo ... Until 0

0
> ° the public generally comes to a'

full realization of the menace which erosion holds
for the future of the Southwest it is not likely that
much may be dOIJeo It is becoming more and more
evident ° 0 0' that a permanent civilization in the
river valleys of the Southwest must be foun<led
Jlpon control of the desert, just as ,methodically ,as
we have attempted'to control. tl:le tprtential rivers.
The' sooner this is realized, the sooner 'will the
[Southwest have.achieved a successful re~laIW1tion
,policy." . ~ , ..

, '

;:'-
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Southwest
By ALICE 90RBIN

H.ere many races make a varied sum, .
A richer texture, closer to the soil;
Dances and feast-days, immemorial; ·corp.e
From time to time, not separate from toil-
No rationed work-hours, apd no rationed play, \ I
But seasonal changes such as move the earth;.
Each man amaster of his will, to ~y .'
What corn shall spring, what moments'come to birth! .

~,.

What will be gained against the loss of this,
By a hard yard-stick in a rigid hand,
Parcelling play or pleasure, by' applied .
Unreal abstractions?-'in this intimate ·land
Where need and nature meet, and never miss·
The slow earth's turning, and the s~n's tide!

~. ~

:, .

l
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By GRACE TAYLqR MITCHFL (~f:

SOME forty years ago, every well rep;ulated family had ~t
upon the center of its dining table, alcruet stand. This I

(for the benefit of the newer generation)\was'a silver plated. I
rack, for holding pepper,' salt, and oth~r €;ondimeI:!ts. It l
consisted of ~ reVrolving flat disc, perf~rated with about I
five holes, two or three inches in diametel-. Into'these holes ~

were fitted gl~s~ bottles, appropriately ~ut,'or frosted, in I'

aome chaste desIgn. Two of these bottl~sl}.ad perforated ~

tops and were .lisoo for ,salt and, pepper~ The others ~d I
glass stoppers, and i held vinegar, mus,tarc!l, catsup, or other- l
relishes. ~! Through ,the center of the disc ran a silver- stand- f
ard, or leg, which extended upward, to form"a handle. This ~,

, j "'. j

cruet stand coulq be easily reached by, Of passea:to,- every. I', . I

one seated at the table. r
It is s6' many .~ears since. the crqet! stands were ban- J

ished from general, use, that t~ sight of one recently" in . I
the home of a' friend, almost brought tears to my eyes- I
tears of remembrance of happy days and faces of long, long ,t
ago. Somehow, a 'pang of remorse went through me, as i·
though "I had found a very dear,tthoq~h long neglected, t
friend. And I have been wondering, since, if perhaps most !
of our ~resent daylIls 66hot da~e ~rom,..~lte ~a~l era when 'l\
we deCIded to abandon Qur dIgnIfied Qld fnend-Cruet· ,
S4- n nd ' , " I ' Il.q • r ro. ~

Year in and year out, in its stately, yet almost human t
way, the cruet stand seemed·to give continuity and security I
to life. At breakfast time, it seemed to say "good morning," ,~ ,
and to wish God speed, on the d~y's' w.sks. At noon ~t I
was there again, to minister to our taste},. like a well l.
trained servant, whIle we' partook of the he1f'rty meal of the 1. ~
busy day. And in the evening, when the day's toil was- ~

over, and we gathered round the supper table; to .relax, and r'
discuss the day's ev~nts, it gleamed softly' in the lamplight, I

I l~
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shedding an air of elegance ana repose on all the househo d.
At Thanksgiving time, and Christmas, and on ot r

Occasions of state, the cruet stand was freshly polish d, "r

and shone, in all its glory, like a radiant· Christmas tr e. '.
And who could fail to feel a heartfelt welcome at'that tab e,
where peace and plenty reigned ?

And who, pray tell, ever heard of -.a divorce in a fam ly
which owned a cruet stand? Such thhlgs were unheard of

J • ,

and impossible. For divorce belongs·:to the dinette d
kitchenette age-when .marriage is as'inconsequential a d
unceremonious as a meal in a breakf~t. nook~ The lun h­
eon, nowadays, and dinner too, are hasty me.a!s, hurri y .
eaten, in order that· each one may get to the office, he
movies, the bridge club, or what not: Gone ~re the stat y'
leisure, and friendly sympathy of the days of the c et
stand. .
. And what has become of our faithful old friend? If
'we should 'start a hunt, we should find it suffering the in­
qignityof the highest shelf in the cupboard, or· the dre ry
dust of a dark attic-unpolished for years, or more Uk ly,
we just wouldn't find it at all.

Personally I feel moved to start a new society-The
Society'for the Restoratio~ ofWorthY~CruetStands, lmd~--/
will nominate for the president of this organization, the

, friend in whose home I recently found the dear old c uet
_ stand, all polished and honored, as one' honors a rev red

ancestor. My friend says she resc'ued this faII!,jly elic
last summer from the hQmestead attic back east. -At es­
ent it occupies a place of honor and dignity on tire di ing
room highboy-a mute reminder of days of .peace and·
plenty, now banished, which we flung' away, in the pu suit
of modern gew-gaws. '
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~nd i~ a sleeping one shou~d stir
Let u~ hid~guickly i .
Under th~Jblue shadow. :

Let us go quietly andpe ca~ful

.. We are so little.

, ,

.. "

£- 31

, .\

. ,

\
SOCORRO SOUTH

"

Let us wal oftly'
In the early morning air
Upon this esa.
The gcxis mi ht care
If we should wake them.

...
Socorro South

By IRENE FISHER

~ The mountains lie
Like sleeping monsters
Between the plain and sky,
Companions of the gOOSe

•

:
I
I

=

I
I
I
!
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. ,~ Song .
By IRENE FISHER

\;

I shall go on
And try to find
My highest place-
With 'you' in my mind~

. My spirit drifting
Will be no lonelier
Than fall. smoke sifting
Over the river. t:

..
Had I never known
Your strength and grace

IJld fear much more
My lonely place.

k "
v. ,

•• '0

Once you were here,
Your hapd held my own.
Now I goon,
Not quite alone.

. .,
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The B~ossoming Tref .'
. . By AMY HURT I '"

T HE b~ight copper sun ~hone. warml~;;upon ~he covered
wa~on a.nd the milli?g oxen that dre :1 it slowly between

the sectIon 'hnes stretehjng for many mi 'es along the floor
of the, land., Spring, wa;rm desert. sprint'. 'w.as eVeryWher.e."

Brad Fuller absently slapped the r'o mps of the oxen
with the whip. His eyes were on the hor·,.on shimmering in
the sun. He tur~d slowly and addresseh his two 'compan-
ions, men rQ!!gh and hardy like himself. j ,

"Yuh I6:i0w, I ben tljLinkin' ~'"'.' It's gOih' tuh be a danged
good thing if Dav~ Pat'ihin does die" A~die'd be better off

_without 'im, that she would. She-'" Ii
"I dOIrt know aboUt thet, Brad," mj~dly protested the

. younger of the other two men.. "Addi~i thinks a heap 0'

Dave. She's plumb crazy about '1m, Bra~."

. "Yeah. Yeah,' she is. Jus' like a wofan. Lazy, wuth­
less, no-'count dreamer .: ... Thet's Dave. 11 An' Addie, smart
'an a go-gett~r like she is, is fond of 'im,"I!Jrrad said. wI~hree
kids, a shack bf a house, half th' time npt enough tuh' eat,
an' yuh'd think tuh heat her tell it he's t*' king o'this here
country." , I ,II -

"WoIJ1en are like thet," said the t~'rd man,' shifting, . I

his angular old, body toj a more cornio 'ble position upon
the pile of cow hid~s in the bottom of thei agone "Still ...
take my ole woman " .. 1. she aint got a ~eap 0' use fer me.
Jus' th' other day ~he srid . '...". ' .11

• '.

"Bud," Braq. Inter~upted hurrIedlYi~,. "whIch of us IS
goin' ,tuh break th' new~, tuh Addie tliet ..' ave is bad hurt?".
He knew word for wOnl the story of ol~ Hat's old woman.

Hat's eyes du1ted sullenly. He s.a~d, "I aint, thcrs,
sure." . 'J II

"Well, I aint got a ha:Qkerin' to," B+d said. ~
"I'll tell Addie," ofliered Bud. il
"She'll take it hard; young feller," ~rned Brad. "Fer,. ~I -

~ , . [ 33 ] i[
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all she'd be -better off-if she only. knowed it-,Shr};ll take
it hard" .. '\ .

"I know," the boy answered, softly.
The afternoon dragged wearily on. The' copper sun,

tarnished now, dipped 10'Yer and lower, rested a Imoment
on the rim of the world, then sank behind t4e purple'hills.
A cool breeze sprang up and drove the spring-'warmth from,
the air. The oxen plodded on. The three men, dfsty and "
chilled and silent, swa~ed tiredly in the rockin~ wagon.
Stars appeared in the darkening sky. The wagon nd oxen
were swallowed up in the blackness of night. . . . . .

Addie drew water for the cows from the ,11. She
stabled them for the night, patting their bony hoo s gently ,
with her slim lutnds as, she left them: She walkJd to the
cabin, the breeze ruffling her fair li~ir. Between tfe chin~s
in the logs she c~uld see the lamp, 'light; .it str~med out
from the square little window, a beckoning fing~r, touch­
ing lightly the knotted branches of the stunted tPle tree
by the path. With a little pang Addie remembere that she.
had seen three blossoms, pale, t.ough-petaled, on l the tree
that: morning. The voices. of her children, fretfuJ '!land im­
patient, carried out to her. Beside tl1e st?opshejpaused a
moment, straining her eyes in the darkness, trY,irg to see
if by chance there was a wobbling spot of lightr the ~im

glow of Dave's lantern. A tiny fear was· beginninr to gn,aw
at her heart. He had been. gone three .days. ,

Somewh,ere a coyote called. '; , I" .
Addie shivered and entered the, door. ' I
The children scrambled toward'·her. The baby pqIled

himself up into her lap, his eyes heavy with sle$. Addie'
cradled his head against her breast, and drew I~pe other
little boy and the girl to her side: R,oc!cing geJt,l! in the
old chair, she Wked to them quietly, .sang to hem until
the baby's head drooped. She arose and put ·m to b.ed
i~ the little wooden cradle. The .othe.r two ~ht climbed

. -~ I ~
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into her lap, and an arm about each ' he sat there for an
hour, her ,ears strafued for the creaki: g of David's wagon.

The children lay; heavily ag8.inst , er, their'soft, bone­
less bodies weary from the long day's I l~y, and reluctantly
Addie put ...them to bed. Mter a lonl!f time the oil burned
low in the lamp and Addie lit an9the;j~ne. Its'light shone ,
fUl.l upon her child:en, and she' stoOd t~ring d.own at th~ir
qUIet faces. How lIk~ Dave they were With theIr ~lack haIr,'
fair skin, and their long, straight, thic1lt lashes, she thought.
In a sudden passion 9f tenderness shJI flung herself across
the ,cot upo~ which t~e 'elder two:laY'J~nd she kissed them
fiercely untIl they pr~tested sleepIly. II " ' .

The cabin grew lcold. Addi~ steJRped out to the shed
to get an armful of slon pinon wood ~th which to replen- .
ish the fire. B~k in! the house she. sfuffed the stove until'
the lid had to bepre~ down. She' ~oved' the, coffee pot
from the stove to the fUPboard and ~V»red the drying slices

-of bread" laid out for jDave's sUPPer, ~th'.a napkin. . (
, The wind came i!n little gusts out~lide, ruflling the rag

rug spread before the door. The l.lnP smoked fitfully.,
Addie cut long strip~ of ~per fromf! an old weekly amI
forced them into the qracks around th1~ndowswith a thin
kitchen knife. They inade little sirigin~ sounds as the wind
touched them. il ~

, A vague feeling 9f uneasiness be~~ to take possession· .
of her. Addie lookeq the cabin over ,driticallY. It seemed
alien, unfriendly. AIJ at once she wa~lconscious of its pov­
erty. Sometimes, lik~ tonight, when D~ve was not there to
lend to the atn1osph~re the wonder ~f 'his pFesence,' sne
wished for' material things: rooms,' zjany of them." furni-

"~I 'ture, carpefs; all th~ dear possession~ that go to make a
. home. A full larder, comforts for tre children, clothes. ,

An.. d then She. th,.OUg.ht., of her friends d~er in Meadow City.
None was as poor as Ishe. .Addie thourht of their comfort- ' ,
able homes, 0eir~y children, thel husbands...' ~ She i

looked at her qWn qhildren and glolffed in theirbea~ty.. , , .' II . ;

/i
l
. \
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She thought of nJe. No! No! Never could ~he kade her
beloved treasures for their possessionS. Dave, Ihis love,
their children. If only he .would come. . . . . I .

"Bring him back to me, God," she whispere~'."If you
only will, .I'll never' complain. Just furing Dave b to m~."

Unm.Istakably~came the creak p.f wagon whee s.. Addle
rushed across the room, flung open the door and an out to
the corral, calling, i"David, oh David, is that you ?"

Throug~ the dar~ness carn.e. ~ voice. "It's me, Bud
Calkins, AdO~e. An' Brad an' Mat.'"

"I thought yom were Dave..." . ]
"No-o, not this trip, Addie. He's-he's over· tuh.-

Golden." .e

Bud and Brad appeared out of the .darkness.,
"He's at Golden? .That's queer. " He's never peen gone

so long before. I-I-have been afraid..." Slhe leaned
against a post. "I didn't know but what. .. We~, 1 got to
thinking of 'Calif<l)rnia' Joe and his men. They4re hiding
out in the lUlls sotnewhere. ~ot that they'd botp.er Dave,
I guess. He reall~ has nothing.:But you nevet. can tell,
can you? Silly ofl me, though, wasn't jt?" She ~aughed a
little, shakily. I . • I

There was a Ilong silence. Addie looked at Bud in-
'. I

tently, then with~littlej~rk of he:r' head toward ~he house,
she led the way to the door. . r I ~

Hat, left ,be . d, .eased himself over th~. wa~on w;heel·
and threw an armful of hay before th~ 'o,xen. , Hej gru~ble~
when Bud called back to him to water the beaLsts b~fore

feeding them. '.: .' I .'
Inside, Addiel turned to the men. ."It is- g~d to see

you," she said. "I-I.have been so unea~y. Ar~ y.ou cold?
Come closer to the fire. .I hope we don't have allate frost
tonight," she said: her fingers clinched toget~er: "Our.
apple tree is blooming. It..." She broke off in terror, her
eyes on their aveited faCes. I

I
I
I
I
I
I 0

I·
i

!
I
I
I,
I. y.-
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quiet faces. Then she turn~ and went o~: ~n~Ie night.
Back along the same sandy road plodded t e weary

oxen. Wisps of hay still hung from their jaws. trFense and
silent, Addie' sat beside Brad on the wagon sjeat, Bud
hunched behind her upon the pile of cow hides. il'he rank
odor of the hides tilled the canVas-covered wagon; the air
reeke<i with 'the acrid smell.' '.1 .

Dave dying! He might die before she reache~ him, she
thought. She would never have another chance '00 tell him ­

. that she loved him. i His love for her was like a'shilning ga~­
ment, she thought: fancifully, clinging to the seat as the
wagon rocked in the soft sand. A shining garm~t, warm

f I

as the sun, strong as Dave's muscles, that enfolder' her, en- .
veloped her iI;ltall its strength and 'beauty. WhY[" without
Dave she was·iiotlUng. Before he had come into h~r life she
had not lived. She. was his woman. No plea pI parents,
no warning of friend had deterred her when with; hOOd up­
Jifted, eyes alight, he had told her of the West, its :promises,
the wonderful opportunities out there for such as ~hey, their
chance of happiness together. .' . . ,

She had gone with him, a prairie schooner her wedding'
carriage, a cavalry escort of soldiers prancing allong with
the earavan that had followed David's lead.

Brad pulled the oxen to a stop, drew out -hi$f·old pipe
and filled it from the worn leather pouch, cupped ihis hands
over the bowl of the pipe, and glanced at' Addi~ i anxiously
in the flare of his lighted match. Addie stare{! straight
ahead. She leaned forward slightly, as if by the welW for~

of her will she could urge them all onward..: After a minu'OO
Brad snapped the whip and the oxen lumbered Cj)n..

The escort had turned back at Fort Bent, Colprado, find
the wagons of the caravan had dispersed, s.orne ~oing this
way; sopHi that. Dave had headed soutli, and after a few'
days' stay in San~a Fe had decltred his inte~tiO~,: of going
on. He was seekIng a newer.laf!, pe h~d saId.. I

"We shall push on, Addle. Ther~ IS 'nothing here for
.- J

'I
• 1

J l~
i
I

I

~.;.•

~
MJ.:j;
.;,

t:-'~
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I,. I.

me. ' N~hin~ but tradirif:. And, t~e land; good land"wh t
there, yvas of it, has all he~n clainid. This country is
hilly."',. I, " .
, A sudden fear haq struck Ahdie's hear( as she

1 ~,. •. ... . 0'>

their companions of the pr~es ~ade with the Sangre 'e
Cristos. '. ',I' , '

. ,fa;, •

"Oh; let's go back to Santa Fe, IDavid," she had plead
"Tired of me_, girl?" ,,' Ii , ,-~'
"Oh, Dave.. ;" , •
They had r~n'ded the breas~, of a hill apd he d

stopped the Wagon. Why! Brad's beasts were pulling !p
.: ~"

this same hill ,now. Addie gasPe<l 'faintly and caught h r
lips between, her ~eeth to keep frorp crying out. From t ~s
hill· she and 'Dave had watched th~ sunset, his arms abo t·
her, his heart "pounding ;teadily d.gainst her breast. H r
lips had sought h~. her arms ha,d ¢rept about his neck.

""You and' I, Addie, just you amd I," he had whisper "
"You and I, Dayid," she had eq'hoed, and had begrudg d

even the air the right to touch him!.
They had ~PIped for' the ni~ht. T~e next morni.

after an hour's rIde, they had comEt upon the valley, the II 'e
of which Da.vid was seeking~ THe valley had lain bel
them, a broad, flat, motionless, sagb.green sea. Buffalo h d. '~ --":"
pawed the grounq. It had still sh';wn evi~ence of their
cupation. Their ,trails had sprea(I far and wide, cross
~nd criss-crossed t Buffalo ChiPs,f thin wafers,: gray a.1 d
dry, had been eveTywhere. . , !'. ,
'. j

,-"There it is l q. There's our c~untry! We shall set e
there, Addie." !tis face had beenl bright, his voice full

ltat' :. Iexu Ion.. ; " i I

And settle t~y had. Their dBlg-out and shed were t e
first to be fashioned by the hand1. of white man. Othe ,
already weary of: the many weekS! of grinding travel, h d
been encouraged tb settle there too.1 In six years' time ~ve y
acre was fenced, ~xcept David's., The valley was being c 1­
tivated; prosperity was coming, sldwly, surely, Only'Da d
had not prospered. .~ fI

~,
i
i
!
I
f'
!
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.'

David! Addie stretched for~ard and snakhed the
whip from B,rad's fist: She jerked h~r arm and r'h~ th~ng
snapped snake-like thr.ough the air. ' .

"We must go faster: Brad," she said. S'h did not,
hear his answer; her thoughts were off again, cOIltent that
the beasts had quickened their steps in obeyance t her com-
mand. ' . ' ,

Contempt for Dave had sprung up among th settlers.
He had been the first to settle the vaHey, yet he nor had the
least. Shiftless, they called him. Oh, she knew fhat they­
thought, the things they said. Only she, realiz .. that :he
was a dreamer, not a doer. They waxed strong ff the fat
of the land, the land' he had .discovered 'and for' .fiich they
gave him no credit.

"Things. Things! That's all they think ab ut," Ad­
die wh~per'~d angrily, and tlid not know that she had
spoken. <r' " "I "'-

The desert mirage-groves of trees, lakes, the gabled .
roofs of many houses, schools, railro~ds-,was to !become a
reality. Already the Santa Fe' was surveyin.g thd right-of­
way. " Addie could see the white bl,ur of the ~urveyors',\

camp now in the pale light of the rising moon. I
The wagon lurcheq a~d Addie was, throwmagainst

'Brad. He threw out a hand to steady her and cl~hed her
arm. Unconsciously, 'She jerked from his' gras~, jealous
for Dave. "", I

Intimate, dear little scenes sprang before Addie's eyes~
I

David's first kiss. His avowals of love. Their Jong trip
across the prairies: His quick tempers. DaVe an~ slle, arm '
in arm, surveying their land. The finalcompletio~,of their
cabin. after m~ny months in the crude dug-out. The birth
of Shelia. His tenderhess du~ng her long hourslof labor,
the two of the~ alone, waiting for the doctor wh, was too
drunk to attend her when he finally stumbled in.~ David's
trip to Denver when at the expense of making th long re­
turn trip by muleback, he had bought for her abe velvet,
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rea gown and:i:: ~u:Ok:::i:::G~::h. ·La~, [g: I
had made Shelia and the baby each a coat from ~he lo¥ y , t.
thing. Dear Dave! And there had not been fuel enough' n !
the cabin. with which to cook' their food. She had gather, d l
buffalo chips for weeks and. had fed them to the gr~e;y !
stove Jltat b~rned them up like 'so much paper. Ad1e I'

smiled through her teal'S at the r·ecollection.. She grop a '.~ r
for her handkerchief and was not surprised when Bud's b g
fist thrust into her fingers his' own bandana.' , -I

And Da'Vid's planting 0f··the little apple orchard,.fi e ~

year.s ago. Everyone had laughed at him. "Apple tr 's
in this sandy,.windy country? Ha! He'd better spend s'

)time planting beains and patehi'ng up the sheds and coo s
around his place," someone had said: "The door's off t e
cowshed, and the last wind took the roof from his chick.

. • 1 JJ

coop." · _
Addie, wi~h Brad's h"elp, had .repaired the damage <> e

day when David was gone. He had noticed it the first thi
upon his return, and some of the glory had gone from h s ~

eyes. - P' .',., ,. 'l
One tree had lived. It waS almost sacred to David. \

watered it and"pruned it, and watched it with anxious eye.
Addie knew that it was the only thing that had hela. them . .1 .

- the valley the past few years. A stunted little apple' tre! ·I~ ,
Once it bloomed, justified his' confidence in the land, th
would be on their way" seeking' new worlds to conque .'
Stunied and gnarly though it was, it had bloomed today. t

Suddenly' a new thought Came to Addie. The' tree ha: 1
_released David, but Death would chain h!m to the valley. . ','

i ::~:~:'::!Add~~." Brad laid a comforting hand on"he "f
ann. " I 1
,- The lights of. Golden. shone dimly in the di~nce. Alll.
die moved feverIshly about on the seat. FInally th~~
reached. the false-fronted' town;. T~y rode down the dus '
street; past Pat's Place, past the post office and ~enera '

\
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store. Around the corner from the Silver Spoon they drew
up beside the corrugated iron building that ~rv d the min- .
ers as an emergency hospital.

Addie sprang from the seat just as Brad1 pulled the
oxen to a stop. She tore across ~the sidewalk and o~ened th~

hospital door. She ran down the length of the c rridor to a
door upon which was chalked, "Quiet."

A solemn, ~rk-browed man, weary from 'long trip
by horseback and the night's vigil, met her as he opened
the door. She pushed past him, her eyes..upon t e long row
of beds, ghostly in the lamp-light. Dave was ot among

. them. She saw a screen in the t corner~ :Behind its shelter
lay David, still'and very white.

Addie threw herself down upon the fl.oor bes de him and
slipped her arm beneath his head. The doctor ame from

.around the screen and tried to draw her to her feet. She
shook him off.

"David," she called softly. "David, 'oh, Davi .. ."
Slowly th~avy lid: drew back" ~is blUE} eyes gazed

dully into, hers, brightened. His lips, moved a d she ,bent
to catch his whispered, "My girl. .." .

"Don't leave ·me, David. I need. you. See darling, I
am here. It's Addie. Addie! You are all ri ht, David.
Don't you understand?" She ~elt him slipping His e~es

.closed. ~.

_ Agony in her face, she looked up at the d cOOr. "Do
something. Please, do something!" she begged.­

The doctor shook his head pityingly..
"Bud! Brad 1" she implored. ·T.hey turned away.
Gently she shook the still form. "Dave, oh,' .y darling

... See! The daiwIl has come. A IJew day. An, David, at
home-you'll never,.elieve it-the· apple tree is· looming!"

It was her lastJppe!iJ-1. ... .
His eyes opene<l slowly; a flicker came into t em. "The

apple ... tree ... Addie?'"
"Three blossoms, dear, and more buds are b
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"Well, I ... declare..." With a contented little sigh e
.turned his head weakly until his cheek rested in the hoIlCfw
of her hand. I

Addie smiled at Bud. She drew off her bonnet, slip i

the coat sleeve from her free a.rm, and settled ,herself m e
comfortably upon the :fl~r. . -

\
, i

'.~ )

'It
I
I.

J

t
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I
f

I
~
i
l

rt
l

.1

I
I

113

: Full Issue

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1934



,u
44 ] T It e NEW M E X leo .' Qui R T E R L

, ,. '

tEnigma
'.

By JACK WILLIAMSON

Some three poun s of gray flesh'
lying split apart n the Jabora~ry table,
so that careless students may point out the ons, the

/ medulla, the thalamus, the Fissqre of Rolan 0-

, what a mystery a d a won.der! "'J

orld,

~ost forever in ii colorless folds ~

IS a memory;
rec~llection of yo~th's rapt ,wonder at a widening
painful intense tift loves,
early triumphs th t made life seem a victorious roa , ,
the pure supernal beauty that onll a child tinds-
where is that me ory no~? 'U, ,

Feelings are buri in its cold convolutions-
what are they?
Tender~ wistful 10 e of home and mother?
Burning pride an stern ambition? ' ,
Love of a child?
friends?
country?
God?
Compelling sense f duty?

Its gray cells wer once the mechanism of a mind
A Presence ;
aware of itself J '

sensing the splen or and the terror of the world,
thinking, .

\. able4~ balance a d judg~ abstractions like right ~nd jus-
tice and bea y, ~

vibrant with glo ing emotions-
•where is .it now?
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ENIGMA

Here on the ~ble, they tell us,
in this cold split brain that stinks of formaldehyde,
-that we can lift with a callous hand, probe With the scapel;
here in our hands the machine is- )

. where is the mind, the man?

. Compassion for fellow men.
Some of them, or all, are here, hidden in this

neurones..

&
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Don' Joaquin had not intended to bring the

Dona Elena on hiJ expedition intO the peekoning,' nown
northland of NueV/a Espana, now just beginning to'b I called
EI Nuevo Mejico.: She had followed him.' And ' ily' he

. might have read ~he sign if he had been more ale , less
enraptured by htt charms and by his possession ' f her.
What should he hiI ve expected of a granddaughter 6 a con­

~ quistador? Of a ,fearless, venturesome girl-child f that
I

generation--of a roman who should have been born: a man.
But, love seesonlr its own sweet self!

Custom alonr would have deterred the avera e wife
whose lot was on~ of seclusion, almost of widowhoo , when
her husband far~ forth on a campaign of no mat what
duration, since h4, by the laws of Spanish wedlock, of as-her
lord and master for all time. Yet Elena, vital mag­
nificent, was lord of her husband although neither s con­
scious of, it.

Campaigns were still the order 'of' the times in the
1660's, surges t;o push back frontiers against pre testing

[46 ]

What So.me Men Wor~hipp~d

ALE END OF THE BLACK. HILLS

B MAUDE McFIE BLOOr.}
,,'

I N the Black Hil s of New Mexico, th~ rui~ .~f
fortress stand 0 the crest of a rocky. slope sea

prospector's pick d the rotting framework of aba doned
mine shafts. Lege ds have grown about the oldest 0 these
tunnelings, some 0 which are the work of the first Euro­
pean settlers in N w· Mexico, the Spanish conquis .dores'­
The story of Elena the first woman with hair of gold in the
Black Range, 'is 0 e of these. They, of that region ill tell.
you that still, at in rvals-and always as a portent 0 com..
ing disaster in sOre of their mines,-Elena comes again~

. ridi~g a. white s~ lion at mad-pace across t~e high .. orizon
. .. QUIn, my.QuI ... pray for my soul. . . . Ii

i
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'WHATSOME MEN' .WORSHIPPED~ [47'

Indian tribes all along the cordilleras; eXpeditions, for gree~
. and gain, called conquest in the name of Carlos Segundo,
Spain's'Idng, and of the Church, jornadas which lured' the
young bloods of valor and ambition. When ttl, conquest and
missionary zeal was added the lure of gold, in. which prJvate
gain might find no limits, the impulses to enterprise became.......

almost irresistible. Dona Elena's husband was one of those
so drawn. "" ' .

Yet conquest of peoples as sueh-of the fabled Seven
Cities of Cibola, or the Incas of Peru, for' example-made,
no appeal to Joaquin de Mirades, a grandee in rank of
Zacatecas province whose family had been m~ne owners for
generations. Arrogance was his attitude toward all that
another:, had already found! A virgin enterprise alone
struck fire from his flint. Therefore, instead of-treas~ I

")

Don Joaquin must find the mine for the joy of it; he himself
must strike the glittering, maiden ledge; he:rnust be the first

, !. '. G'

to w.ash_the placer' sands, none before had g~rripsed. This
and this alone, h~d power to draw Don Joaquin from the
bosom olhis worshipped bride, th~Dona Elena.;' .

, It had taken -time to persuade Elena to~onsent to his
adventuring, for her heart beat as high as his. But because
she understood hQW; custom forbade her accompanying him,
Elena gave her consent-making,; of course, her mental
reservation.'

Don Joaquin's frenzy to find -the rumor mineI:al bon­
anzas of the wild Black Range of the new kin dom of Nuevo
Mejico soon communicated itself to a scor of his depe~-

dents, and they flung themselves into exei pTelimJnaries.
Dona Elena, meantim:e pretending sulk, mad her

secret preparations. Who could blame er sinc~ sh . had
"found that being a wo~n was an irksome circums ance?
Child of a noble family hopelessly impoverished by e con­
tinued and costly, exploits of their men until the orilhope to.
retrieve their fortune was by money-marriage, , e young
EI~na had found it a curse to be a ·daughter,-p .cularly
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one with that most admired of Castilian perfecti nS,a
flaming mark of royal' descen her red-gold hair! was,
a pride, of course, yet it was a charm that had attr~ted ......
many lovers who, tempting er parents, had causer, her
tortures of suspense and drea But then finally the g llant,
wealthy Joaquin had settled i o.everybody's delight. Her

. "Quin" loved her so; and now he would forgive! Eve body
would, reasoned the headstrong, gorgeous' Elena.

Visitors who came to condole With Dona Elen ·d not
fail to catch a gleam in her wide gray eyes that beli. d her
deciarations of self-pity. ~or~ tha~ o'n~ whisper~ ~igni~­
cantly: "Does the lovely brtde fin.. d the gOIng of Don JraqUIn
a too grievous burden, think you 1" .

Joaquin, however, saw nothing·amiss in his beloved, and
. I .

at last the great day came when all was in readiness ~or th~

two-year expedition. The. young .husband's ten~erness

touched all hearts and thoe 'young wife's role h.ad COiinCed
both her husband's clan and her own, gathered f r the
final leave-takil)g. . ' ."
. Don J oaqufn bent down from hIs. caballo for t e last-

swe;t ki.ss from J?ofia Elena's rich I~s,-to receive, ~.stead,
a mIschIevous grIn and a tweak of hIS noble n<j>se i' 90, that
valiant caballero rode away on his pilgrimage With an unex­
pected ache in his heart that his angel Elena need m~intain
quite so ,brave a front to the very last. Ah, she oJght to
realize that it was so hard to leave! r

, I

• I

Off rode Joaquin leading his packed mules, hi$ oxen-
drawn carretas loaded with equipage for the mirhng of
metals, and his score of eager, trained dependents.~·Yet so
near his undoing mas Elena's gay twea~, that until he fell
into a restless sleep that night he battled the temp tion to .
stay sedately at home in their palace at Zacatecas.I What
was gold compared to her red-gold beauty? W~at was
ambition when she turned her warm soft palm upward in
his? However, Don Joaquin covered six leaguesj of the

II -
i
r

s

118

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 4 [1934], Iss. 1, Art. 1

https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol4/iss1/1



'"

II
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thre~ hundred before him .Je the mozog made. camp that ': ,.It"
night- Such was the tempo of the 1660's.

~t daybreak a clatter of arriving caballos startled him. ~ I
iJoaquin threw 'open his embroidered tent-curtain-and . 'i

into his arms fell the lovely Elena, gayer, fresher than he ,"r
for all his ~ours of rest!- Her headlong ride since night had i
hidden her secret flight. There was a look, too, in her brave rl

eyes that gave him pause. . . . l
f "My Elena !'-' . 'I', '

"My Quin! You shall not' go alone! Only death shall
part-us'!" , .

"Why do you say 'death'? It shall no~ come near you," . . r

l
,

he cried, strainmg her to him to mitigate a startling sense
of fatality that she shou~d come to him 'with such a word
on her"lips. [ .

Elesnha'shgrday 'deYtehs ?ilatded-.for o~~ns, fPlremohnitions . l
moy~. ,e a. sal .e wor s In a paSSIon 0 ove- unger,

" to convince him from th~ first of her sincerity. Now in a
flash she knew that they: should both go-and both should
stay. She had no fear; aind· she had no answer. The sun's

.first rays gave to her hai~ the sheen of a g<jllden halo.
All day they reasoned or ,made pretense, deadened to all

but each other~ sweetness. He did not yet know the depths
of her spirit. He did not know till then th~t a Iwoman could
match a man's courage and his fire.. Tha' nIght they were
a siI:\gle blended figure; :,if Elena mo a, he cried out; if
Joaquin sighed, she woke \him.' :

Morning came. Ho! ,for e trail!; Aaventure lay just ,~

ahead! Their strong yow spirits soared, and their urged
caravan covered Bight leliues that second'day. I' .

Many weary weeks ~ater at the Mission of Nuestra
Se~ora de Guad.alupedel ~asso .del Rio d~ Norte. (now c~lled. ,
Juarez), the MIra,des p~ drew attentIOn: by Its questIOns
about the Black Ri /wild.:fness. It was seen to turn north­
west off the Chih ahua ~ail after crossirlg the river and, .
traversing the p' :' to drappear on the .~ameles~,barren

I .
It
iii
~

~ .
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western flats. The res-ion ,whither they went was knoWn
only by the two rivers that sprang from the fastnesses com­
prehensively called the Black Range', country. 'But it was
known to be peopled:py two fierceApache·tribes named for
the rivers it claimed as hunting ground-'the Mimbrefios
and the Gilefios.

Don Joaquin's inherited instinct for metals led him
unerringly. Soon his me~ were tunneling, cutting beams,
and setting joists. Almost immediately Joaquin discovered
copper, silver, gold and cinnabar. All seemed well. Joaquin
and Elena built a stout stone house, a fortress-like place on
a hilltop somewhere in the vicinity; this because a never
failing crystal spring flowed from 'under the great rocky
hill; and the slope dominated so vast a sweep of territory.
The spring was below a;nd just out of sight-else they would
have known certain things sooner.

Elena was radiantly happy. Every conceivable thing
was done by her followers, who brought he.r strange flowers,
herbs, pets, curiosities of every description. They staged
contests, vied for her interest. When she lost a mono­
grammed, gold-braided spur, they begged a holiday that all
might share in the search. IShe was a queen, they her
devout worshippers. Her personal safety Don Joaquin
entrusted to the two seasoned servitors whom she had
chosen to bring with he~ from home, and he also rarely left
her side. She was never alone and Joaquin felt that his idol
was safe.

Tools were lost by the eager wor}<:ers. Beaten copper
buck~ts of Zacatecas manufacture fell into deep places.'
Things were done in royal fashion as befitted the Mirades',
and· enough could not be done fo shoyv' their ~love for their
fair-skinned, gold-haired goddess.

At first ~ few Indians were seen at a distance, :whom.
the Spaniards took to be the little known Gilefios because
none came near. As time passed, mor~ were sighted but
they came no closer. Silent, bronze figures on surroQnding
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eminences watched the white men toil for golg, watched
them wait upon the white-lskinned woman with the hair of
gold whom they: all worshifPed. Presently 1ndians came by
scores, brought, as the ne'Ys spread from ~mp to camp, to
see for themselves that w~ch th~ palefaces lVorshipped. '

Joaquin grew apprehensive. ' "With t4e full moon we
, shall go back to GuadaluP~.'" . .

"Because of 'those Indians, Quin ?" the wife asked.
'I 'f

"Why, they are shyer tha -birds, Quin! The other day I
ran down to the spring f r that medicinal; herb, and sur-·
prised both myself and tw crazy-looking ol<J men who were, i'

-. . gesticulating over our spri- g. You should 1have seen them .
run. How they screeched, Quin! I had to laQgh."

, "Mi alma-soul of m 1 Never go there again 1 They
could poison our water 1"
, , "Don't be' alarmed, m Quin. Set fhe.'day togo 9ack

if you like; but ,we have mD here a IO:tlg1time and have
they ever come near ~ven? .you are so won.d.erful-.the ~en
too." She laughed IIghtly.- "I suppose I lwke beIng wor-

c'shipped." .; ,
"Too many of the are coming,"tmuttered Don

Joaquin, kissing her bright hair. '\
l

. As was. the custom, tt.~ir horsesw,erJ: kept .under a
guard, of half the party In the barricatled mIne tun..

r ;

nel at night. A guard 'f three was stationed on the
roof of the stone stronghol~. But their last ~ight sawall
the m~n, except the usual three, sent to the mlBe, so valuable
"lvere the mounts. , I., , (:( ')

At dawn when Dop. Joahuin climbedtro r'e mine, 'horses
and men were gone 1 The Apaches had stn,fck-,and were
gone again. As well talk to ~he clouds, or thelwihging birds.

"When they come, Quiz1, parley with the~.. They must
want something we have. lwe'll give it to ~~m and start
out. We are five-and I jam as strong 3.$' you' men at
walking 1" , I

: ·-1,~

, - .. i
WHAT SOME rEN WORS'H~'PPED, [ 51
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No Indians were sighted that day. Joaquin shudldered.
Under cover of darkness one of the guardS stole down the
bluff for water-and did not come a~ain~, Another long day
they endured athir~t; and still no enemy was in sight.

Desperate now, Joaquin armed the two men, pne'to­
guard the other, and at the very edge 'of the night senlt them
off to the spring. The inaction was 1:;>reeding 'iB"them a
madness. Neither returned. . '

.1
Joaquin was half demented. But;-they should not lay .

I

hands on his Elena! He himself would release her soul at
the last. They-the two Mirad~s-waited, ready. I

Two old Indian men ap.,peared on the slope., <Closing
~the heavy door behind ,him, Joaquin walked downla few
paces to meet them. But the wife, dreading to lose Bjight of
him, opened the portal and .stood watching. I

"I will give you-everything," JoaqQ.in spoke iIi proud
accents. "Whae will you?" I

The old priests pointed to-Elena! t'
"Never alive," vowed the hu~band, wheeling to regain.

her side-too late! Elena was surrounded by' ot er old
Indian priests. Joaquin also was' overpowered a I if by
Indians sprung from the' ground.. The whole sp ce was
alive with Gilefios who showed no shyness now.

"Pray for my soul, Quin,my Quin," cailed hi Elena.
"I pray for yours, my Quin!" Many times she c lIed to
him: not once could he answer. Still she called on

They say the golden-haired woman was tied on the
back of a pale-eoated stallion which had not belo borne
the weight of human being.. And that her tresses of red­
gold hair hung to the ground and streamed ,back lik a ban­
ner of sundrenched cloud, snatched to earth from an evening
sky. They say that fleetest warriors drove th white
stallion until it died-she of the golden hair havi g, days
before, breathed her last murmur to her loved ne, .and
dropped, member by member, back to mother eart .
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Not until then dld th~ Gilefios .halt their wierd chant­
ing, which, being int~rl)rJted, asked their gods to remove

. foreve~Jrom their countr~ this pa~faced, redhaired, female
devil th~t white men worshipped. .'.

~'" I r· - .

. I .
. They say, too, that a~ times Elena ridas again at mad

pace across the horyzon pn the region of the -old stone
fortress on the hfll where !the welling water has not flowed
in thermemory of whitem~n. And 'that faintly there comes
the moaning cry: "Quin, njly QaiI!!" _ J

..

r.

J,
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SIP6ke Talk

'j
. ·r

I
I •

. . I
Dear Editor of THE NEW MEXICO QUARTERLY: !

.' I

Caution is a hateful word and lethargy is wo~set than
enthusiasm without caution. But if enthusiasm takes us

- . I

.places, it also sometimes takes us away frorll: our r-ntended
~oal. ·

One of the dangers to avoid when we findJurselves .
becoming enthusiastic is the danger of sentimen lity and
patronage concerning a cause. r mention this in c1nnection
~ith the dange~ that may creep ~n along ~th oUi nat~ral

.Interest and des~re to help the natIve groups In Ne1 ME!XI<;<>,
the Spanish-Americans and th~ Indians. Give hem an
outlet through their arts, yes. Give them praise or what
they create, yes~-when the creation is a thing 0

1 beau.,ty,
. as, indeed, in many cases it is.

In the series of articles in· the last NEtw MEX 0 QUAR­
TERLY, it seemed to me that Mr. Collier, with all his idealism,
in .speaking of Indian education, has recognized the need
for caution somewhat more than the other 'contri utors in
this series. He says, for instance; "In turn the restrain
the zeal of the innovators."

The other articles touched on the Spanish­
remote-community education problem, describing
ite step that has been taken in establishing the an Jose
school. Scholarships and extension service are d ubtles~ a
good step, and the special study of language erro and the
teaching of reading according to the pupil's qua ifications
seem to be good.

I do question, however, a policy that says in ne para­
graph, "It is necessary to awaken in them an ap reciation
of their li~gual heritage" and also, "The thought that thIS
might contribute something to the culture of the Anglo is
not seriously entertained by anyone, for Spanis as it is
spoken in New Mexico, is a decid~ly corrupt I nguage."
Possibly the author did not intend this unfortuna e contra-
~"

[·54] . .
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I
diction. Yet this, stat4ment ~ndicates a 'tendency to enoll
the heritage of thb Spanish-American oithis locality~ even
when we belittle· this ~eritage, in: ~he n~xt breath. And a
similar tendency show~ up in speaking: of the "largeness"
of our artists in ratiJg their arts well, rather than the
"keenness." Do we h~ve to ~e lqrge~, ap~reciate what is
good? i, •.!.

And so.1 have a qoubt of'the fundamental wisdom of
an attitude which may! tend to underlie our present sort, of '
program. We praise j elements in th~ herita~e of these
people which we do notl admire, or only admire in a superior

~ I 1 I '. •

way; and we appeal ~o the sentiment~ of the---old grand-
mother who still b.eIie\fes they' "had'ma.ny thin.gs," instead
of to those of a coming genez:ation that may be more ready
to accept some pf the niany things they did not'have. ,

Yet there is much !in the ancestry dtthese peoples that
we can afford to awaken pride in: the fpiri,t of adventure;
the courage of facing hardships; the poetry of the guitar
with its dream of sweetness, its rhythms and dances,. which
indicate an appreciation of the happiness that can come
from within; and, of course, some of their inherited arts.
If it is up\to us to encourage a restorati,on of the morale of
these people, and it probably is, let us bewar~ of patroniz­
ing them, and let us extoll that which. is worthy in thejr.
heritage, and appreciate their simpler gifts in proportion to
their particular importance. " Q.

As one of 'the traits of their ancestors was'an ability to .
utilize the resources at hand, to their limit though the limit
was small, let us encourage. them to u~e their present
resources, which include our heritage,to their limit, also,
which is a larger limit.

HESTER JUNES.

Santa Fe, New Mexico.

",
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From Sanctuary
By CAROL EGLAND

Add I became afraid, dear.
I turned from you alid smiled into the air.
I held our talk to sophistry,
Bright patter, smart and trivial,
To still the strange song in my heart.
My chatter played arch lady to your casual
I forced our harsh antiphony of sham.

Midbreath I turned again to you:'
In one clear look
Our spirits fused and quickened
To my song in you, your song in me.

... '... :.
f
i

J

an;

i.'

126

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 4 [1934], Iss. 1, Art. 1

https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol4/iss1/1



.'

i
[
i
I

!
I
I,
i
!
I

I
I

I

.'
Book Reviews

Agarita Berry-Siddie Joe Johnson-The Southwest Press, Dalla~
$1.50. . -~ .

Agarita Berry is the first voluine of a tall, dark girl, .
Siddie Joe Johnson, whom we in Texasfave been watching
believingly since 1927 when, still in hign school; she won the
Texas prize, offered by the state poetry society. We watched
her through four years at Texas Christian Universit;y:. Our
belief has been j tlstified. Rarely doe's a first volume show
so much intensity of feeling coupled with unassailable
craftsmanship. Her themes a,re the old themes-there are
few others for the lyric poet-nature, beauty, friendship,
love; linked with these, joy, sorrow, hope, despair. Only

,;:;...- .
war and death are missing.

.A love for her own land and a quest for bea:uty are the
most insistent notes.. Her love for· the Gulf country is
voiced in many Poems, but most individually iIi "The Land
I Know." To q~ote a few stanzas: .

"What shall it be?" the stars asked.
The wind keened, "What shall it be?"
I touched my lyre. "Night-song," I said,

"From one who ha&oloved the sea."
(/

The moon in the West was questioning
And curved to a golden stain;
The land it touched was a level land

"... and one who has loved the plain."

The oleander .hedges '
Bloomed red as a young girrs moutli~

."Another song' and the singer the same-.
But one who has loved the South."

A search for beauty threads the volume... From the
dedicatory poem with its appealing final stanza,
What could I say to a mother such as she, "
Who taught herl child loveliness instead of right and wrong,
But thank her for the strange gifts she'd conjured up for

me, .-
And what ~ould I do but pay her back in song?

[ 57]
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to the last sonnet with its ecstacy in' the flowerin -plum, it
. ~.

"runs. In unexpecte<t pl~ces the poet' finds beaut -in "the·'
foulest street in town" and in '''an old woman in dirty.old
dress." This -tireless seeking is poignantly ex ressed in
"Cruel Beauty."

I am a girl who has never rested easy,
So has my bed been made of shell and shard;
So have my feet gone cut and torn for beauty
Oh, I have taken it hard!

I am a girl who has thrived on thirst and hunge ,
Knowing a bitter berry in my mouth;
Mumbling, for my heart's comfort, fru.it <;>f cac us
And the harsh husks of drouth.

,. .
Ji

I am a girl who has grown thin and wary,
Looking for beauty where no beauty =1ies ;
Who has grown stooped and eager, seeking mag c'
In the Poon babies' eyes. ".

< I am a girl who has never rested easy-
Beauty, a Pebble in every shoe I've tried.
Oh, I have never been rid of this sting of see .ng-
This thorn of song in my side!

Although Agarita Berry is a first-volume, Mi Jphnson
has been known to poetry readers for many y through
her works published in anthologies' and mag . .5, among
them: The Golden Stallion, Tne Southwest Seen, Poetry,
a Magazine of Verse, Kaleidograph, Tom-Tom, outhwest
Review, and ,New York Times.. She has well ear ed a vol-'
ume, and a volume as beautifully made as Aga ta Berry~' "

Hilton Ross Greer, President of (,the Tex s Poetry;
Society, has referred to· SiddieJoe Johnson as e future
Sara Teasdale of American poetry. Certainly ere is '3

young poet to wholll the entire Southwest ~an ook wi~h

pride and hope. ~ ,

Fort' Worth.
JOR.",

, .
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.- Mesa La~Anna' Wilmarth Ickes-Houghton Mifflin, 1933--$3~OO.

In spite of the fact that it is the universal plaint of the'
booksellers that no books'j are being sold, the last six months
of 1933 ~ere marked by an avalanche of new ~ooks,on the
Southwest. ". Mesa' Land by Anna Wilmarth Ickes is the

I

reaction of.anal~rt and vigorous personality to the history,
et¥~logy, ~nd archaeology of this re~on.Mrs. I~kes ~rav~
eleo IntensIvely and read enormoqsly. Her book IS wntten

. in "a jaunty conversational manner. The specialist will
quarrel with some of her int~rp~etations aitd with rather ·
too many of her facts. The c~pter o~ history in particular
is marred by numerous err~s. T,he whole book would
have profited from a more careful proof reading'. There are
many curious slips such as "Mendoza" .for Moetezuma (p.
30), "BandoIie'r;' for Bandelier, (p.. 97 and passim). Never­
theless Mesa Land' is' an agreeable' introduction to be
Southwest. 'A pleasant and valuable feature of the book is
Mrs. Ickes' generous habit of guiding her reader effectively
to the sources of her own information. The author is, how­
ever, at her best when she recountsl her own ~xperiences

and give~ the results of her own observation. The chapters
on the Zufii and Hopi ar~ rich in details arising.. out of her
own e~eriences which give them an inter~st'and a fresh­
ness above other portions of the book.

. CLYDE KLUCKHOHN

r

I
i
'r

i
!

Boo K REV IEW'S [ 59

•

Albuquerque.

Navajo Weavjng-Charles Avery Amsden-Fine Arts Press, Santa.
Ana, .California-$7.50,

'. George Wharton' James and others have written of
Navajo blankets. The most authorative, comprehensive and
interesting tr~atment of Navajo blankets and' rugs, how­
ever, is the recent book called Navajo Weaving,; by Gharles
..Avery Amsden, with a ~oreword by Frederick Webb Hodge,

~ director of the Southwest Museum. Just to see the book I ..

makes one grab it with a f~ipg of elation, in which a large
part is eager anticipation. The cover itself is delightful. It·

"
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I

portrays a Chief's blanket printed in ~ull color u Jl. buck-!
ram, which gives an illusion of being woven. Ine;ae, one I
hundred and twenty~five full-page plate's serve to illustrate!
every phase of Mr. Amsden's subject as' he traces eavingi

I

from early, simple finger-weaving witho1,lt a 100 to the!
intricate plain, twilled, two-faced, double weaviri on the)
Navajo loom. Six of these plates are in full colo, begin-I'
ning with a color plate 18 by 24 inches in size,. hich is
beautifully. reproduced in fourteen colors from and cut
rubber blocks and which shows the famous blanket of Chief
White Antelope. ,

,The volume contains an amazing amount of ertinen
information, from suggestions to amateurs of ho to tes
blankets to discern whether or not they are of a Hine" 0"

vegetal dyes' to a mpst cC)mprehensive -l1istorica.1 b kgroun~
of earlier weaver& as well as of Nav.ajos. As D . Hodg~
states in his foreword: "Born and reared on th selvag~

border of the Navajo tribal range, so to speak, it was no~

unnatural for a student of such exceptional acume as Mr ~

Amsden early to acquire an interest in these Indi n neigh1
bors, an.d especially in that phase of their culture w .ch was
so constantly displayed before his eyes. Appreci ting thd
need of a comprehensive 'study of N~vajo weav ng froni

, ' I

other than its purely esthetic as~ct, our author dertoo~

his research into the technical side Gf tpe subjec . . . Mrl
Amsden's investigations have taken him far into e realm

, I

of Navajo history in an effort to traCQ the begi nings of
the weaver's art. . . . . ,. ,

"In addition to the t~lmic of the weaver's: raft, theo
volume presents a resume of our archaeological owledge
of the long career of the loom and its prgtotypes i the pre­
historic Southwest, describes and illustrates in etail the
various weaves used by the Navajo, and r~ ids the
processes employed in making their native dyes.' t ollowing'
this will be found a discussion of Navajo woo eng from ~

the introduction of sheep by the first Spaniards through

"

;~

130

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 4 [1934], Iss. 1, Art. 1

https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol4/iss1/1



BOOK REVIEWS
. ' l-<..

·4

[ 61

!
!

I'

I
I
I

I
I
I
i
i

I
I

I
!

I
!
I

I

I
I'

. its earliest historical references in old Spanish documents
. .".,

and its brilliant 'bayeta period' to modern times when, ~ .
the author. says, it was gradually transfortned ~rom a native
craft· of blanketry into a rug-making industrY. The book
closes with a chapter analyzing and tracing the growth of"
design and an account of the 'revival' movement now i:g
progress.

"The illustration~1 ate of great value in themselves. \
Instead of speeializint ~n 'pretty blankets,' as previous. '
writ~rs have been pr?ine. ~ do, .Mr. Amsden has m.ade ~
specIal effort t<J obtaIn IllustratIOns of old authentIcally­
dated specimens ... Many date back to .the Civil War and .
even earlier. These with the historic old scenes and figures
of early reservation days and the ample ilhlstrations of
every process in blanket-making far surpass any previous ...
effort in that direction."

The volume is fittingly dedicated "To the memory of
Washington Mathews, Major~ Medical Corps, Y. S. Army,
SYmpathetic observer, unbiased student,' faithful recorder,
of Navajo life and ways." The book isa joy to possess as
well as an iIivaluable help to the student who wants accu­
rate information.

ELIZABETH WILLIS DE HUFF.

Santa Fe.

The Sun Turns West-Alice Corbin-Writers' Editions, Santa Fe--
$2.00. J.t ~

This slim volume contains forty-eight poems in all,
these being arranged in four parts, each part with its .

. special title. P&rt One".. Tk,ings Past, is chiefly free verse.
Here one finds the best poetry i.n the book. "One ·City
Only," the first poem in this seCtion, is also, in my opinion, I

the' finest. Informed with exact and tender observation, it
is full of a nostalgia-for the past. "The feel of cool1linen in
,the cavernous bed" ·is a memorable line. "OldHQuses" is

• i - !I :

unevenly good. It is the longest poem in the volume; eighty- ' .
two lines~ One hesitates in telling such an experienced poet
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as.Alice corb~n that the 'poem, short as it is, :s still long,
but I felt that the effect would have been much stro'ger had
tl1'is poem ended with the line, "Love follows me."

Part Two, Songs for a B.ook of Airs, "To b sung to
the Lute and Viols," with its echoes, or, better pe haps, its
faint reminiscences 9f Herrick a~d Marvel, d even
Browning, is the most lyrical portion. Some of t ese brief
and chased lYrics are exquisite. I must quote on of these
in full : .

V
What. dim' Arcadian' pastures

Have I known, ' .
That suddenly, out of nothing,

,A wind is blown,' ,
Lifting a veil and a darkness,

Showing a purple sea-
And under your hair the fa.un's eyes

Look out on me?

-~

A ~

""I cannot feel that 'the seven sonnets for, ing the
sequence entitled "Moni~a Silva," impeccably co rect and
polished as they are, make a notable contributi to our
sonnet literature, except in one grand line from minet V,
"I cannot fling my curse in beauty's face.." The sonnets
form the major part of Secti,on Three. -,

, The four sonnets under the heading, "
Death," in Part Four, are fine, as are some of
lyrics. I should like to have written "Walls.'·

Love, Death, the Past, Nature-there 'are th themes.
Little bits of Nature', though, no, sustained nor eep dia­
pason.- The mood is a sad one, the chords struck a e minors.
No definite philosophy of life. No great depth of emotion.
Much restraint. Poems to be enjoyed lor the r bitter­
sweet music.

The format is attractive, the flaming gold of, he cover.
especially so. Since' the wards "Sun" and "West" ppear in
the title, one naturally loo~s for poems celebr ting the
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a~ter~ beauty of our New Mexico :r;nesas and mountains.
O~e looks in vain, however.' t

GEORGE ST. CLAIR.
Albuquerque.

Roretaste-Peggy Pond Church-Writers' Editions, Santa Fe-$2.00. ,

I opened Peggy Pond Church's volume of' verse, Fore­
taste, and was aware of light fingers picking up earth and
fashioning it into winged thoughts~, Here are pages with
delicately-carved poems, fragrant with the sage of high
mesas, light as, acirrus cloud, warm as red blood1 vibrant as
the strings of it violin.. The reader catches glimpses,feels
touches of the sensitive character of the poet, sensitive not
so much to darkness as to light in all its nuances of color,
movement, and design. ,Of acid there is not a trace. There
are ~loud-shadows,.theflightof a fairy, altars, the turn of
the earth, lilac roots, turquoise in the win~ . .

The~author has divided her book -into tWo parts, but the
poems arrange themselves into fOll!" spheres:, pOems close. ,..
to the earth, fantasY,sketches of clPldren, glimpses of the ,.
native Southwest. New Mexico i~ symbolized, in a new
way: placid burros become ancient hills; chili burns with
new fever; natiyes pray in the cool recesses~of a ,church
under an anciently carved statue of Joseph; sheep and goats
whiten the rock-ribbed hills. You will enjoy "Sheep I'
Country" and "A Miracle of Santuario" and the mystery of :1

"Abiquiu" and walk the petalled streets of Rosario in:
"Admonition." . \, ' ·'1 I

If the reader inclines towa~d modern"Poetry, he 'will
like the way Mrs. Church brings out new thoughts and
expresses them in new ways. This is brought out in'
"phangeling," the story of a fay who "lay like a wind
against a" man;s shoulder'" and "danced like a crisp, gold
leaf." In a fantastic way Mrs. Church talks ag,q,ut peach
orchards in early. spring and the mystery of a shadow made
by a saffron bough in "Shadow-i\'Iadness." Rain; "a scud
of color down a roadway" clears poetic thought to a filigree

, , .

'"
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Albuquerque.
7

mist. "The sky IWas a crystal bell that was cu ped upon
me" brings an in angible something into inea-ndes nt lines.
With a delicate ouch she brings atmosphere int "For an '
Autumn Moment" which first appe:ared in the NE. . MEXICO
QUARTERLY, and "Open Winter." Love of shee lyricism
is increased a er reading, the sonnets "E ergreen,"
"Bridal," and "ondage." An original charac ristic of
her work "is the se of kennings which she has re ved from
the old EngIis. Slant-winged, grass-hidden winter­
driven, earth-col red, sky-color-she fills her p . ms with
intimate gli~ps s such as these-words whic' give a ,
definite flavor a d a freshness to her poetry. Mrf. Church
writes poems t tare close to the earth" which hate themes
ringing through them with the tone of Millay. he desire
"to go back to: t ~ earth, give birth to mountain., be inti­
mate with 'the .de and the rain and the seaso s" is the
theme of the p ems "Foretaste," "I Have Look at the
Earth,'" "Cerem nial," -and "To Certain Ones* Do Not
Understand."1Jhere is pathos giving w~r to&t ksgiving
in the starkly stmple "Drought". wl1ere rain-clo ds disap-
pear "across thej hard laugh~r of the sky." J

Perhaps het rhyming -verse IS better than her free
verse, and it is idifficult to accustom the sil.ent r where

I •

rhyming gives way to a rugged splattering of· w rds as in
"A Miracle of I antuai-io." But- there will be Ii ht in the
heart after rea ing "Five Years Old" and "A owerfor
My Daughter," nd there win be always tousled b own curls
and a mouth ,as right.,and as' gay as a b~rberry ter "Not
Quite Thre'e,", apd there, will be the pang that g_ s, with ,a .
star in "For a Eirthnight" and the homey charm of "Song
for Hanging oult Clothes." . .,

If, gentle r~ader, you go around and around
brown days of life ana never see a lark-,burst i
read Peggy Pond Church's Foretaste.

HARVENA CONRAD RIC
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Atlantides-Haniel Long-Writers' Editions, Santa Ff-$2.00.

Poetry !n the twentieth century has been ~censured for
over-subjectivity~ Anarchy has prevailed .in form and
eccentricity in- subject matter. ~ Free Vlerse has been the
favored mediu'm ".for. such personalizin$'s, ·an~ the whole
modern verse coterie has been condemned for its ego­
centric, self-sorrowing lyric waiIs~ Unlike the noble poets
of the ninetenth century, these mo,derns did not write about
revolutionary principles, "liberty, fraternity, equality," nor, ­
particularize philosophic headings for the comn.?,onplace -acts'
of every day life. Amy Lowell and the Imaiists insisted
that poetry must. re-build life as vividly as the poet found
it. But in comparison with nineteenth century poetry, the
moderns were low on. general ideas of the significance of
experience. ,J

Such a description is more: fitted to the first two decades
,~f the present century than to jhe last fourteen y~rs. Post­
war poetry has'found a strong ~ontingentof s'ocial~thinking

poets, poets who are driven by depression with its misery
and soul-pinching want to economic ideas and to intellectual
retreats mor'e stOic than epicurean. I ·dd not4 say the War
and Depression arel necessary causes: Ai time would come
when our poets would sing ideasor, let uS: say, think music,
anyhow. .

Haniel Long has written recently bf society. Suc~
poeIr\B as "Stephen Foster," "Henry Geprge," and "Ep-i­
logu~ of 19~3," with 'their referen~es t, the -Fricks, the
Carnegies, the Presidents, ex- a.nd-prese~t, have hroached
a social philosophy generous and human/ity lovi~g. This
book, Atlantides,' is a bookpf personal philosophy. It

.draws nearer CatuIIus, Ovid,~ the Gr~k Alnthology, than to
the poetry of the eighteenth or nineteent~centuries. That
courageous pnrasing of experience in p~lfshed formal ele­
ments speaks once and tiljIlelessly the.centjr of a man's life~

Personal themes-"life i$ for the lover," l"your. heart sees
better than .your .mind," l"fusion .with yotlJ. is a thing p~t. . I, . ~

1 '
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all desire," "I llave a loneliness need of, you,"- are the
strong stalks upop which the imaged world blooms. Married
love is the stron~ststalk,in the garden; th~ evenin hearth,
the personal song and smile gl-ow there, too. hrough
touch, the world is most nearly knowable. Yet thi ca~ot 1

express all that is known, as "Third Month J ottin s," con-
fesses : ' ' l... f •

Yes, 1 have been through a winter of· the spiri "
and 1 have watched it break down slowly-

'. Beloved and friend, all lovers and friends, ' ,
the'sun comes not alone through itS'own vital ays,
but there are no words for thi.s message.. . .",

Poetry is very much a pattern of l~f~ when, it voices, itself.iIi
"Son~' :

,Why should I have to taKe the highway
When 1 can go through the wood:
What would be the use of it, what would be the' un,
.What would be the good '/

,Where 1 want to go the wood will take me,
Its breath in my hands, in my hair;
Why should 1 hurry-isn't this much better
Than getting somewhere?

'. T. M. PE CEo
Albuquerque.
Rhymes from New Mexico-.C}j,arl~s Eo Hodgin-Vallian . Printing

Company, Albuquerque-Fifty Cents.

A recent, popular book with the unpretenti us title,
Rhymes from New Mexico, is a wprthy contri ution to ~

pOetry of the Southwest. Aptly called by critics "t eJames
Whitcomb Riley of the Rio Grande," Dr. Hodgin, v ce~presi­

dent emeritus of the State University, poet, philoso her, hu­
morist, romanticist, educator, has had his writings likened,
also, to thQse of Edgar: Guest. But stronger than filey and
happier than Guest are the poems by Dr. Hodgins that
express a) virility, melody and philosophy that are istiIictly
Hodgin-esque.
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The poems, written at various tiJes during the 48
years.the author has lived ~n N~w, MexiCt!, the "spot at l~st
that IS unsurpassed," are dedIcated to, the New MeXICO

~ . - '

University students since 1897. Appro riately the cover
embellishment is. the Zia Sun Symb.ol, "aI\!d the eternal sun­
shine of the "sunshine state" illumines every page of the
writings. ,.' 1. .

New M'exico,: "with its strange andl striking mystery
of her very early history, with her mopntains and their
.streams standing out like golden dr~ms" runs like a
II theme-s?ng throughout the versl\tile conlpilatio~ of poems.
"October In the West," "Song to U. N. Mi" (offiCIal song~of

the University)., "Ole Man Whitcoonb:s C~mp," "When the
Cequia Waters Flow," "9ur Camp at~Hotlgotite," "A True
Dog Story" (prose), "My War Garden,"l"The Road Run- ,
ner," and the classic "La Gran Quivira" r. veal the devotion"
of the writer to the scenes, history an~ people of "New
Mexico.! 1

Poems of sentiment, expressing contlentment, appreci-.. ,
ation of friendship, home, love, ~aith in Gdp ,and kee~ unde~­

s41nding faith in humans, "grant no plar,e to grief"-and,
echo the music of a soul tbat "sings for DOY" of existence.
Philosophy flavors all lines. "Consolatio~ of Philosophy,"
"The New Year," ~'The Cup of Life," 'iThe Depression,"
"God's L~ve of ~eauty," "Eben Holden/r "Have Faith in
God," "The Br06k,"-all give to the reader a feeling of

, ... ~, ' t

refreshment like the intake of ,a :breath off clean, mountain
air. "The Evolution of' Boys,'" the "M~nkey and Evolu­
tion," "The Cir~~s Street: Parade," "~lirta~ion in a Garden,"
"A Dream," "SIxteen to One," "A Kitche~ Shower," "Sleep
and Sheep," provide vehiCles for native vrfit.: '

, With characteristic modesty, Dr. HodJ8ins states "these
, .\

rhymes in no sense claim the dignity o~ classification of
modernistic poetry.'~, Yet, when the auth,l'" h~s gone to join
the immortals these "rhymes'" will ~.,' lassed with the
immortal writings :of "Fair New Mexic'." The demand

. for another volume rf poems by Dr. H<>d1 is already bejp,

~.' Ii
I,
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voiced by delighted readers of "Rhymes From Ne
ANNA WILDS STRUMQ

Albuquerque.

Cato the Censor on Farming-Translation by Ernest
Columbia University Press, 1933---$3.75.

This translation of Cato's De Agricultura find
as Volume 17 in the Records of Civj1ization b ause it
throws light on conditions and procedures of rur I life in

/, the second century B. C" """
The wars in which Rome had engaged outsid of Italy

revolutionized agriculture in Italy. 'The smal farmer
returned from the wars to find 'his soil grown up wi h weeds,
and his implements rusted. H~ sold out to his wealthy
neighbor or urban capitalist who built up large pI' ntations
on which" he used slave labor, ag~inst which t. e small
farmer could' not successfufIy compete. At the sa e time,
the tithe tax on provincial produce was.bringing i to Rome
large stores of grain. The spectacle of governme' t owned .
foodstuffs i,nduced demagogues to promise thiQ f to the
poor at reduced prices. " Such.Iegislation naturall reduc~d

the price for home grown foodstuffs, and agri uIturists
turned their attention from annual' crops to the Tine and
olive and wool raising. These crops';required con ider'able
invested capital artd a long wait for returns on t invest­
ment. These four conditions brought about the r' volution
in agriculture.

In the face of such an economic situation, C wrote
his treatise on Agriculture as a'book of advice topr spective
plantation owners and a book of specific fr'ntru ions on
planting, raising the olive and the vine, t e ma ufacture ·
and storage of their products. "v ,

Cato starts with advice on the "u~chase of. a- farm. .
Select one, he says, after visiting it several time~ in ifferent
seasons of the year. See wh~ther the neighbOrs re pros­
perous and have long remained in the locality. The follows
advice on absentee ownership, selection of over~. ers, and

68] The NEW M E X leo QUA R T ~ R.L
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their duties. A farm should produce ha~ for work animals,
'willows for baskets, :flowers and gardenl vegetables, swine,
sheep, and other commodities needed forjlocal consumption.
The amount of equipment needed for a !plantation is caleu­
lated.to the last detail; including such items as mattresses,

. I

pillows, and towels.' " .
Complete instructions are ~given fc.r setting up and. ,

operating pulping mills. and presses.
One is surprised to learn how anci~nt 'are certain of

our farm practices, e. g., "air layering.!' Instructions in
Bailey's Cyclop.edia of Horticulture re E.,aYering are quite
similar to those given by Cato. Brine wkls tested for pick­
ling by geteTmining whether it would bear up an egg, as is
still done.

The work contains sQme culinary recipes. One is for
a holeless doughnut or fritter.. There are prescriptions for
various ailments, based mostly on super~tition and magic.

Cato's work had great influence i upon subsequent
Roman wliters on Agricuitur~Varr9' C9lumeIIa, and
Pliny the Elder, and no one can say howl much influence it
has exerted sUbsequently in Europe. ' 't

The language of Cato is highly teehbical, as the work
contains names of plants, farming imple~ents, the. various
parts of presses, weights and measures, etc., so that trans­
lation is no easy task. Brehaut adds sch~larly and enlight­
ening footnotes - and, introduction to! his careful and
excellent translation.

• I
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Albuquerque.
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LYNN B. MITCHELL.
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Subscriptions for the year
mailed to the QUARTERLY,

Albuquerque, -New Mexico.

./

The QUART~RLY
in May .plans a regional survey of present da~ American litera­
ture and life. Contributors from New England, New York City,
the Middle West, Northwest, and South will ~valuate the arts
and letters 'of these districts in tlieir social backgrounds. In,
August the QUARTERLY will give its readers an.. issue' devoted to
Mexico, with stories, critical articles, reviews ot books, apprecia­
tive of the life of our neighboring republic, ~th whose past,
present, and future, the Southwestern United' States has' so
great a community of interest., Additional fe¥ures:'

May-"Shadows on the Sa,ndias"-by Uarvena Conrad
Richter-Poem selected for firSt place in t~e Poetry Contest
conducted by the Woman's Crub of Albuqli,erque. .

1
August-"The Stteet of Small Coffins-by Mela Sedillo
Brewster-a scene from the life of MexicoICity. .

~

I . .
or 'for these two 1llumbers may be
University of Net Mexico Press,

! :l'$
I

.!

NHE NEW M~ICO QUARTERLY may be purchaseJin the following
cities and of the following dealers: I '

Albuquerqu(! : ~. J.
New Mexico Book Store, 230 West Ceftral Avenue.
Fred Harvey Book Shop, Santa Fe Station.
University Book Store, 1910 East Cent!-al Av~nue.

, University Press, Campus. "

Santa Fe: i
Villagra Book Shop, Sena Plaza. I

f La Fonda Hotel Book Shop. I
Santa Fe Book. and Statio~ery Co. I

I
• I

. 1
Copies of the QUARTERLY for' February, 1932,lare in demand.
The issue has been exhausted. This is Volum~ II, No. 1. - If
readers have. copies available, the editor would ~ppreciate word
from them.'· , h
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