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Manana Is Today
By A. L. CAmPA

DURING the height of the depreséion, ‘a philanthropic

organization sent the Navajo Indians a carload of -

pickles in order to alleviate the wants of that tribe. Unac-

customed as the Redmen were to such relishes, they were_

made no happier by the sincere efforts of their white
brothers to appease their hunger. Pickles are a delectable
embellishment to the menu when we like pickles, but if we
don’t like them, they add nothing to our happiness. Dried
. mutton or corn would havp fulfilled the wants of the Navajo
far better than the savory pickles. Equally disheartening
were the results of the discarded system of Indian education
that forced a child to enter school for a given time, at the
end of which he returned to the village and “took to the
blanket.” . Many a head shook, disillusioned and disap-
pointed, because the Redman insisted: on finding happiness
in his own way. Until recently, an Indian’s own reaction
to living and his philosophy of life had not been greatly
taken into account. The object was to make a white man, a
poor imitation at that, rather than a better Indian; and the
_results were obvmusly very unsatisfactory. '

- “Happiness,” someone has said, ¥is getting What you
want.” When it is pickles you want, beans will not satisfy.
But if the other fellow prefers beans and refuses our pickles,
we find a name for him and call him, ‘disdainfully, a “bean
eater.” Moreover, some of us want our beans at a different
time, adding another element to the acquisition of happiness.

Thus, not only is it “getting what you want,” but, “when-

you want it.” In the satisfaction of material needs, the
world differs very little. We all demand food and shelter,

the means by ‘which to live; but the ends for which to live,

the spiritual phase of life, is not.so uniformly X{satisﬁed. In
formulating our criterion of spiritual guidance, we have

(3]
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before us three periods in life thdat determine the order of-
our existence: the past, the present, and the future. Our
philosophy of living will revolve around one of these three
as a point of departure, depending upon what time of life -
we consider most essential. The present is a reality, the
past a recollection of a reality that has ¢eased to exist, and
the future a conjecture of what may coinhe to pass. Hence,
the last two form the basis of romanticism, since one is no
longer here and the other has not yet drrived.

If we consider romanticism as a phase of life created by
the imagination and opposed to realism, we cannot deny
that all people are romanticists. But the quality of that
romanticism will depend upon what it is based. Both the
Anglos and the Mexicanos are romantic, except that Ameri-
can romanticism is based on the future, and Spanish ro-
manticism is nourishéd in the past. In this%trinity of time, .
the present is.greatly modified by the choice one makes of
what has gone before or what is about to come. American
children, from an early age, are taught that the present is
simply a preparation for the future, that the past is past
and gone, and that one must look into the future for a vision.
“Don’t cry over spilt milk.” “Hitch your wagon to a star.”
“Save for a rainy day,” and “Be prepared.” The present is
projected into the future to such an extent that the child
lives for the day when he shall grow to be the president of
a bank, a college professor, a policeman, or a successful
engineer. In school the boy is tempted with stories of men
who disregarded the present in order that they might achieve
something great in the future. Yes, such a philosophy has
produced men of vision, or simply imagination, men who
live constantly in the hope that some day “their ship may
come in.” Much may be said for this type of romanticism in
the formative period of youth. Such men are willing to
work their way through college, scrubbing floors, cleanmg
windows, and denying themselves untold happiness; in the
present, in order that the acquisition of the diploma, in the
end, may bring about the longed-for fulfillment of their

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1939 % 7
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desires. When men héve visions of the future, we speak
of them as building “castles, in Spain.” Spanish castles to
a Spaniard are merely recollections of what once was a
reality. Castles built upon the future are rather American
" bungalows.

The interpretation given to presen€ past, and future
determines the philosophy that guides pclety American
society, while it may be dissatisfied, - s_always hopeful
because of the insight and faith it has upon the future, and
in the midst of the greatest depression it can say: “Prosper-
ity‘is around the corner.” Hispanic philosophy is, in many
ways, quite the contrary. To a Mexicano the future is an
unreality of which he is conscious only insofar as it can be
projected .into the present. The American may see it as a

- hypothesis upon which to speculate safely, sell on the in-
stallment plan, or buy insurance, but in New Mexico the .
‘future is attacked with a fatalism that is little short of a - - A
roulette wheel philosophy. A ver que Dios mos da. Come _
what may, there is consolation in the popular belief that
No hay mal que por bien no venga. “It’s an ill wind that
‘blows nobody good.” = r

The great emphasis is placed on the present because
after all, the present constitutes a reality. When the pres-
ent is past, it forms the basis of romanticism, a romanticism
that is based upon that which once was a reality. To His-
panic peoples the past is interpreted in terms of achleve-
ment, lineage, and custom. Even their songs eulogize an
" old love, Un amor que no se olvida ni se deja, while in Engs
lish, future old age is romanticized in “Silver threads
among the gold.” The former sings of a love that was, the
latter of a love that will be The Mexicano does not forget
his tradition because it is his past, the basis for his romanti-
cism. Tradition to the Amerlcan, , however, means an

. expedient, a:convenient course of actlon The course of
action in New Mexico is determined by qﬁondltlons that exist
in the present rather than by accepted _ formula Witness
the judge who ruled that cases be determmeﬂ by thelr merit

o e e nrpmmnoes S
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A

and not by precedent. A story is told of éj‘Mexicano whose
young wife ran away. The judge assured him that he would
soon forget, and added, “Who knows, tomorrow another girl
will come along.” t
To which the husband answered dubiously, “Oh, yes,
madianae, but what do I do now?” He could not be made
happy by thoughts of tomorrow. New Mexico, likewise,
is the land of today, and if there is a future, the Mexicanos |
are willing to wait until it comes around and is transformed
into a reality. Meanwhile, the future is conceived in an un-
determined light, expressed in an indefinite term, mafiana. - -
The translation of this word has led to a misinterpreta— nq
tion of purpose on the part of those who view thé New . = ;’f_’
Mexican with the degree of objective criticism characterlstlcl‘ B
of so many Hispanists. Mafiana, like the shrug of the shoul=.
ders, expresses a remoteness that the word “tomorrow”
does not convey. It does not mean tomorrow. A hunter. ;
passed a broken bridge several times near 4 New Mexican .
village, and every time he was assured that. f1t would.-be
fixed manana, but the bridge was not ﬁxed on the morro
" How disappointing is life in New Mex1co to thos"é Who‘t plan
every minute of the future and know deﬁnltely %hat on
Monday they will play bridge, on Tuesday attend a meetmg, ]
on Wednesday a dance, and bathe on Saturday' J uho Ca;mba, ] \
the Spanish humorist, says: “We improvise everythlng, our by L
fun as Well as our work.” How amusing it is to be told a ¢
week in advance that one will be called upon at a banquet to.
make an “imprompth” speech! The time for 1mprov1sati%n '
is the present, and he who lives in the present, while lead-
ing a very improvised existence, will live more spontaneously
and with more zest. Call on a New Mexican friend and the
evening turns into a social gathering. A dinner, a dance,
a love affair, and even a fight may ensue, but none of it will
‘be planned beforehand. The Anglo has calling hours, makes
arrangement for his good times, and plans to meet a person
whom he wishes to befriend. ‘

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1939 9




EE

+ New Mexico Quartezly, Vol. 9 [1939], Iss. 1Art. 1

'« r

£

MAN,‘ANA“‘-IS'TODAY SRR

NeW Mex1co has been called the “Land of Manana, I
that is, the “land of today,” when analyzed. “Never, do today o
what you "can do. tomorrow is an mterpretatlon of. mafiana
_that is both superficial and pre-conceived: . The New Mex-§, Fy®
ican never” puts off until tomorrow what can be-dene-only
today. Life must be lived today, else.one findg,  too late, ? 'E.,,:;
that the calendar does not turn backwards: The tlme to sit - A _
_in thé sun is when the sun is shining, for there is-no guarah- <
@ “tee that the sun will shine when wanted.- ‘Many a plcmc ‘has gﬁ?\a\g\
. been rulned because of the insistence of. plannlng ahead%f " _
tlme for it. . The. Mezxicans are.moved to. havé a prcnlc\ s
Wh*én thé wéather i is eonducwe ‘It is the’ phllOSOtha’ﬂ‘f the T
‘ .reahst the present rather than the sfuture “The ‘sunny side oo®
(et the house is™a- ‘convenient- rendezvous on sunny aftg;— S
: ‘noons;but on. .cold, days the same men" Who lounged lam],v?}g‘ ““fa )
"¥egetat1ng against tﬁe wall; -may be seer brmgm “‘wood.
ovt-Nordic this m“anner of domgf:ls%-,
~_An educator washe ping shovi th
mets&‘ff the xnenntamous sectjongiof

S
t

,‘;g;pamon w»ﬁiat Sort ofafi 6
CR formedx?thatﬂ-fr}?" y%lgjsed ﬁrﬁWﬂQd s ) ,;;; ’
éi? do they. lg,ee ¥it?”" He %S told t ;-?t the qud cam of

! nelghbermg wbods,; but still iy ! r'thak

#  New Megican mountainegrs: made 1o provisiongfor

commg Wmter% The eéiucator%contmued by asking: ‘

-"% what do these people do when they ned#vood ?” Whégl'leupb‘ﬁk X

"~ he was prjamptly "?nforme% that the Mexmanos get thelr“, -

‘wood When they need 1t“&a;nd Hot befpre | '

To most observers thls attitude toward life me;flﬁ's ni)th-

' ing more than 1nd1ﬁeren’cq and laziness ; to:éthers it appears g

to be a series of contradlctlons It isg contraghctorwlf we <
call it laziness and sheer indifference; not that there may
not be, as in all men, those who are in reality indolent,»But,

" laziness is an indisposition to exertion, and not a sequence .

of activitys and inactivity. We characterlze the Mex1can
#

| "9#* - Y

https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol9/iss1/1 * ' . L ! 0 |
4




: Full Issue

i
1
1

8] The NEW MEXICO QUARTERLY

peasant as a lazy indifferent fellow, yet the market is filled
with millions of craft products made tediously by hand, and
with superb craftsmanship. The same peasant that sits in
the sun and enjoys his leisure turns out millions of sarapes,
crockery, etc., but he uses a ‘different yardstick in employ-
ing his time and accounting for the future. A certain
“wantlessness” restrains their acquisition of wealth, and
| living in the present consumes what the “provident” put
| away for the future.
| Yes, the Mexicanos in New Mexico continue . hvmg :
today. The thought of the morrow is far removed from
their consciousness. Their Anglo brothers push on, for-~
feiting the present. Young boys turn to little men, young
girls to little women. The former have bank accounts, the
latter hope chests, but the Mexicano plays when he is a boy,
works when necessary, pays for the bride’s outfit when he
marries her, and in his old |age turns back and says: “Alla
en mis tiempos.” (Back in my day.) He has no desire to be
young again, he is happy with the present, ages gracefully,
and will derive great pleasure from recalling the pdst. It
is his romanticism, a long sequence of realities. . Old women
need not paint their face to appear young, nor do old men
need to turn to foxy grandpas. But when they were young,
they were allowed to do what young folks do, and their par-
ents lost sleep because their children had no thought of
tomorrow. In Spanish, even grammatically, the future is of
little importance. In the last decade the future subjunctive
has disappeared ; the future tense is formed with the present.
of the auxiliary, and we continue to use the present to ex-
press a future! “La semana que entra vengo a verle.” (Next
week I come to see you.) The most representative character
- of Spanish literature lived fast and furiously in the present,
so much so that he was threatened with a future punishment -
. to which Don Juan answered very characteristically: “Tan
. largo me lo fiais” (so late in coming), that is, he took no
cognizance of the future.

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1939 T 11
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One of the most profitless methods of selling to a

Mexicano is the payment plan. One of two conditions will
result. He refuses altogether, because he is afraid to tie
~ himself to the future, or he will buy and be unable to make
the payments when they fall due. Usually the company will
recover the goods and the salesman will swear th?,t these
people have no word, and that they are all dishonest. The

wise merchant will approach with his goods on pay day -

when they have money, because they will forget that there
are thirty days to the month and spend in one day the wages
that should carry them for the remaining twenty-nine days.
The process is reversed from the usual conception that the
Mexicanos will work a whole month in order to spend it in
one day. They will spend it when they get it. In Mexico,
the peones in a sugar factory were getting fifty centavos a
day. A very altruistic capitalist increased their wages to
a peso a day. Three days later, no one showed up to work.
When the workers were questioned, it was disclosed that
* fifty cents a day paid amply for their wants, therefore, when

wages went up to a peso, it was necessary to work only three
days a week. -Again, the Mexican of the West Coast puts

out a fish hook a day, catches a shark and goes home, but on
Saturdays he puts out two hooks to take Sunday off.

” Statistical studies show an amazing drop of Mexicanos

in public schools. The usual comment of the unenlightened

is that the children are naturally dull or that they have no

ambition. Is it because the New Mexicans have no interest

in education, or because they are lazy? I wonder how

much of the curriculum is in itself valuable and interesting,’

and how much of it is merely a preparation for a future that
the Mexicano’s philosophy does not take into account. There
is no doubt that the curriculum for the Spanish speaking
.~ child needs to be vitalized more. In addition to the realism
" of the Spaniard and the impassiveness toward the future,
there are other elements that characterize the Mexicano in

New Mexico and complicate his _philosophy of life to an

outsider.

E
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The new ‘world mestizo, the result of a racial amalga-
mation, is a product that is not yet well defined. Like any
biological hybrid, it is susceptible to irregularities and
throwbacks. This fact adds greatly to the incomprehensi-
bility of the Mexicano. The Indian has contributed a feeling
of resignation and stolidity of character that has made
possible the survival of life in New Mexico despite the great
difficulties under which the population has had to live. It
is remarkable to see the amount of suffering and want these
people have been able to withstand. The lightheartedness
of the Spaniards in the midst of an unkind fate is merely a
complement to the basic endurance of the Indian. It is a
philosophy determined mostly by the current flow of cir-
cumstances, a philosophy that is spohtaneous, brilliant, and
~ superficial, but durable. Spanish philosophy may not have

the vertical dimension of the Nordics, but it does possess a
horizontal one that' adds varlety, lightheartedness, and .

gayety to hfe

Place -Europeans in the same conditions that the New
Mexicans live and they will become dissatisfied, refuse to
remain and leave a ghost town in their wake. Anglos who
come to New Mexico with a living income are disconcerted
by the complacency with which life is led in the midst of

poverty, and scantiness. This very resignation is conducive

to the peaceful state of affairs, a condition that is to be pre-
ferred these days to the constant shifting of population that
depression has produced. The highways in New Mexico
are not filled with thumb riders who, in a turbulent horde,
seek to better themselves by a change. The Mexicano plods
on, whether with a burro, small acreage, working for the
highway, or perliaps some Americano. There is no danger
that these men will start a march to Washington.

New Mexico offers two groups with a different under-

standing of life who are striving to live peacefully with each
other. Both resort to comparisons in an effort to under-
stand each other’s ways. To judge comparatively two
peoples that are not analogous is dangerous because it is

s
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misleading. The question that remains is not which is
superior, or which will be the standard, but rather, wherein
are the differences a complement to each other?

In a further consideration of a cultural amalgamation
in New Mexico one must take into account that American
civilization is, for the most part, dependent upon industrial-

ism, while New Mexico is composed of rural communities

where the folk element is still a vital force. The rural
element of English speaking United States has not found it
so difficult to establish itself under more or less eomparable
conditions but the urbanized crowd in such a society finds
little in common with the New Mexican peasant.

The more salient manifestations of folk culture appear
in the form of craft and architecture. These are the things
that the tourist and the newcomer consider concrete evi-
- dences of New Mexico culture, but what lies back of these
products remains much of a mystery, even to those who are
sympathetic. Furthermore, there are other equally impor-
. tant phases of this Mexicano’s life that need to be presented
to a public that will, in time, either blend with him or out- -
number him to extinction. The language of New Mexico,
‘the song of the troubadour, the folk theatre, and other forms
of folklore constitute a fundamental basis of his existence.
Take each one of these elements in its native state and
deal with it as a living force rather than as so much
material to be catalogued according to some pre-conceived
index. In the end we shall have a picture of a state that is
still vastly different from most of the others, though com-
parable, to some extent, with three or four that have a
. mixture of populations and a satisfactory provincial way of
life.
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Southqut Panorama
By LARESsSA Cox MCBURNEY

I knew this land when it and I were young,
When to the prairies, lush and clean, there clung ,

The aroma of sweet virginity. .

When cattle grazed.on pastures vast and free.
They roamed the windswept mesas, all replete
With fine-leafed shortgrass, buffalo and mesquite,
And stood knee deep in native blue stem grass

~ Which waves in green and gold when breezes pass.

Then antelopes, though wary, yet would dare
To venture forth and claim their rightful share.
The only shade on all that treeless plain

The shadow of a cloud which might bring rain,
And when it rained, as eager always I

As any plant it served to gratify.

- The morning sun arose above a range )
Of mountains, the peaks assuming shapes all strange
~ And unaccustomed ; turrets lifted high

Became fantastic castles in the sky.-

At noon mirages glimmered on the land,
And lakes appeared as if by sleight-of-hand.
ouses and windmills topsy-turvy seemed

Reflected in a pool that one had dreamed.

How signal was the silence of the plain!
No hill nor wood gave echo or refrain.

~ When day at last was spent, night hung aloft
. Her gems on velvet curtains, blue and soft.

Many a night I woke to coyotes’ call,

And heard in fear the young calves’ frightened bawl,
The watchdog’s frenzied bark, in swift reply,
Assurance gave that man and help were nigh.

[12]
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An empire’s westward trek went by our door.
The wagons creaked along with all the store
Of household goods. Behind each was®a drove
Of cows. One wore a bell lest they should rove.
The family dog which dashed aside to chase
A prairie-dog or rabbit, whose swift race
Left him far behind, was amazed to see
Although he had expected victory

His quarry disappear within the ground
Just when he thought to catch it with a bound.

v

bl

The men wore broad-brimmed hats, and looked ahead.
The women turned their faces back and shed

Quick tears at thought of loved ones left behind,

But dried them lest such grief should seem unkind.
From every wagon children eager-eyed

Peered forth, or restless, played beside.

Their native land forgot, the West would hold

Their loyal hearts forever in its.fold.

Like mine, their lives in tune would ever be

With prairie rhythms and their melody.

The panorama changed with passing years
Under the thrifty hands of pioneers. '
 Prosperity their tireless efforts blessed.
Homes and the cool green squares of orchards stressed
Their beauty on the blue horizon line.
. The prairie now took on a new design.
Where opalescent silence once held sway
Unbroken save by cowboys’ “yip-ki-ya,”
Endless grassland, with patches of mesquite,
Supplanted was by molten gold of wheat.
The cheery hum of binders in each field
Bespoke abundant fruitage—heavy yield.
For peace and plenty, gratitude to God
They gave, and brought Him first fruits of the sod.
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As swift as lighthing zigzags through the sky,
- Across that arc of lambent lazuli,

So came the War to people of the plain,

Their interest now was spread to world domain.

With hearts profoundly stirred they sent their sons

With those of other countries, and their guns

To make the world, or so they thought, a place

Forever free from war and its disgrace.

They followed them to rendezvous in France,

On war-maps traced the armies’ slow advance,

And on that joyous day of Armistice

All unaware of scheming artifice,

Rejoiced to think Democracy had scored,

“And quests of peace again would be restored.

The farflung vista of the West appears

Once more before my eyes in after years.

Here are the old familiar scenes, but now .
Pastures and fields are crisscrossed by the plow,
Each little dip and rise of turf and moor’

Is terraced—ridges follow each contour.

They hold the scanty rainfall, let none waste

When rushing floods sweep down in headlong haste.
And thus the valiant farmer seeks to stay

Both rain and wind erosion, to allay

The angry swirls of choking dust and sand

That swoop from out the “dustbowl,”. to withstand
Its trespass, and with vigilance and toil

Restore the grassland and its pristine soil.

On that far western-line I’ve seen the sky
Bend down to kiss the earth, and glorify

Their rapture with a widespread crimson blush
Whose all-pervading glow, in solemn hush

A benediction was to earth and man,

So now it is, and was since time began.
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“One, Two, Three, Four”
" By JESSE STUART

| I GOT OUT of the bed this morning to get Tim’s breakfast
at three o’clock. He gets up so early. He has his feeding

-get off the roost. We don’t get enough sleep these mghts
-We are head-over-heels in a weedy crop. .

. Last night I didn’t sleep well. Peach tree hmb just
kept switching against my winder. “One, two, three,
four,” it would say. I would lay theré and dream that I

in the pasture woods over old logs.
s ‘“One, two, three, four!” :

the work, there was a patch of red moon in the sky and a
I [ few faded stars to give him light. I kept thinking about that
‘ peach tree limb and what it said to me last night. Tim
don’t believe in wind a-blowing and saying things and lights

these. While I got his breakfast I kept thinking.

made up my biscuit dough and cut out the biscuits with a
glass-top on the flour-barrel board. I put the biscuits in the
pan and a little grease on their tops to make them brown.
Tim likes them brown. Then I put the coffee pot on. I put
my apples in the skillet. I was justa Jlﬁy getting breakfast.
I didn’t get it any too soon. Here comes Tim. He was
ready to eat and get to the field before daylight.

Well, T heard Tim out with the team. He was going to
the field. I heard the trace chains rattling. I heard the
wind blowing through that peach tree limb. It still run

my dishes like I always had.. I thought it was a token. A
body is warned by little tokens. Out here and nobody to

[15]
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and milking done and the hogs slopped before the chickens

was steppingi “One, two, three, four!” I was walking -

This mornmg, when Tim was out in the dark doing up

coming to a body as tokens. Tim laughs at things like -

I had the apples peeled and sliced for the skillet. I.

through my mind: “One, two, three, four.” I started washing
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talk to but the hills, five little children, the cattle, sheep,
cows, horses and mules. I just kept thinking. I thought it
would come to me after a while.

I mumbled to myself as I washed the dishes: “That
four means the fourth month. That is this month. It is

April. Now, I have it.” y

I got the four worked out. It was still before daylight:
The whippoorwills just kept on hollering frgm one hill to
the other. Tim had gone to the field. I was so lonesome at

the house.

“That three is the third day of April,” I says to myself.
“It comes to me like I read it in a book.” I run to look at the
calendar. I always kept little things marked. I turned the
page of the calendar up to the lamp so I could see. On the
third day of-April it was marked: “Star to come fresh.”

I had it all worked out now but the numbers ‘“One,”
“two.” One must be the first cow. Star is our oldest cow.
The other three are her calves. The “One” I heard at the
winder this morning must be the old cow. That’s all I could
make it out to be. But what about the “two” ? I just'couldn’t
. make it out. I got the “one,” “three,” and “four’” to my
"satisfaction.

Tim was plowing now. I could hear him hollering at
the mules. Morning so still except for-the bleating sheep,
and the roosters all over the country a-mocking each other
crow. Tim’s voice just come right across the holler to me.

He was plowing on the other side of the holler. ’

Tim laughs about me believing in little things. He

says: “W’y that ain’t nothing like a wind blowing a bresh

going to warn you. They ain’t no such things as tokens.”
But I know Tim is wrong.
I washed my dishes. I put them away in their places.

Mary-Belle got out’n the bed. I told her to wake the chil-

dren up and set their breakfast on the table. We always
give them more rest than we take. I wanted to go out in
the woods pasture and see about Star. ‘“Two,” kept going
through my mind. It just kept going over and over and
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' o 3
through my mind in a funny way. I just had to get out into
that pasture and find Star so I could ease my mind.

I struck out to the pasture to see about the cow. It was

breaking day. Light streaks of the morning covered the
hills just leafed out™in a coat of green leaves. I never felt
better in my life than to breathe the mountain wind from
the great pines on the pasture slopeé. I just walked out in
the pasture with a four-year old hickory club. I called the
shepherd dog. L

I took the club in my hand for a cane. I would use it

on a snake if one got in my path. That is all there is in the

woods to hurt you. I’ve heard of polecats a-running a body.
I’ve seen many of them and they didn’t run me. A copper-

. head won’t run from nobody. He just lays there and gets -

you if you meddle with him. Anymore I carry a club when
I go out and take old Don. He’ll run a copperhead like he
runs a rabbit.

The whippoorwills quit hollering on the hills. The wind

blowed through the leaves and made a noise. It wasn’t that
noise I heall'lg at my winder last night. It wasn’t “one,”
- “two,” “three,” “four” at all. It was just a kind of woo-woo
sound- like the wind in the pines and the sourwood bresh.
‘Don run on ahead of me with his tail curled up. You know
how a dog acts. Well, that’s the way.of old Don. We went
around the hill by the pig pen.  I’ll never forget what a
pretty morning the morning was. It just made a body’s
heart ache to think of such a pretty morning in April. April
in Kentucky won’t last forever and Heaven won’t have any-
thing prettier in it. Windflowers in bloom and the blood-
root so white in the rich spots of ground by the old rotted
logs. Pretty tender sourwood leaves trembled in the wind.
Lord, what a morning, and me out in the pasture with
“one, two, three, four” running through my brain!

I looked for Star. I couldn’t find any of the cows. I
'saw a crow go over with sticks in its bill. I saw the birds
flying through the bushes. I heard them singing. I saw
the snail on the rotted log. Isaw the rabbit running through

< \
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the sprouts. But I didn’t see any of the cows. I didn’t

stop. They were some place in the pasture. | They must be

out where we’d cleared up a piece of ground bnce for straw- _

berrles It was a grass spot in the woods pasture and the
COwWS Went there to browse.

I called Don and we went out the path. I kept my eye

out for snakes. I was barefooted. I justcan’t stand to have
my feet caged up in pretty weather. All I'm afraid of is a
copperhead. A few rattlespakes left in this country but
they are fairer than the copperhead. They do give a body
warning. They rattle their tails before they strike you. I
stay on the safe side and take a club and a dog.

I walked up over the pint. I looked over the ridge on
the spot where we used to have strawberries. There were
old Spot, Pansy and Rose. Star wasn’t there. I saw them

browsing around them old stumps. They looked up at me

with soft-mellow eyes cattle have when they like you. I
thought right then Star was out with her calf.

I called Don and we went to the patch of timber on the
other pint. It was a dark patch of big beech trees, oaks,
chestnuts, and blackgums, and sweetgums. ‘“One, two,
three, four” just kept running through my head. And
I says to myself: “It couldn’t be something else could it?”

I knew the “four” meant April, the “three,” meant the third

day. “One” meant my old cow. “Two,” the Lord knows——I
couldn’t get it straightened out to save my life.

I went through these dark woods. I never saw a thing.
Went up one cow path and down the other. I scoured the
woods, from head to foot for that cow. I says to myself:
“She must have a good hiding place.” ;

It’s a funny thing about a cow or a turkey hen. They
are both smart about hiding things. A turkey hen will go
the wrong way toward her nest when you are watching
her. A cow will hide in one of the oddest places you ever
saw. She’ll hide where you don’t expect her to hide. We
had a cow once to hide in a briar patch for three days before
we found her with her calf.
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Thel‘e was just one place left for her to hide. iIE whs in

that little \dreah back of the barn where the poplars and

blackberry briars have filled up the creek. A lot of old logs
piled down in the creek too. Rabbits hide under them during
the winter time. I thought we’d go over there and look. Sun
in the sky. It would soon be time for me to go in and get
dinner for Tlm I’d look through this one patch of bresh be-
fore I went to the house. I walked up the holler'toward the
cluster of briars and sprouts.

I heard something that went like a rattlesnake down in
the bresh. I thought: “Lord, do you reckon that is a rattle-

snake making that funny kind of a noise?”’ The noise just -

" kept on. I just stood there and held my club. Don come
up the bank wagging his tail. I pointed to the bresh and the
noise. I said: “Sick ’em Don!”’ Don took over in the bresh
" the way the noise was coming from. I could hear him tramp-
ing in the bresh. I could see him sniff the ground and jump
back like he does when he runs a snake. ‘

My feet-and legs were scratched with the briars. They
were bleeding a little bit. I didn’t care. I was hunting the
cow. Don tramped around in the bresh awhile. I heard him
a-lapping around. He came out. He just acted like he was
laughing. He would open his mouth. He would spread his
mouth from.ear to ear. I never saw a dog act so crazy in my
life. He’d run and root his nose in the ground and bark.
He’d try to walk on his hind feet like a man. ’

While he was acting crazy I thought I'd go down and see

"what was making the noise. I’ve heard of snakes charm-
ing birds. Never heard of a dog being charmed. It might
be old Don had been charmed. I parted the way with my

club. I went down into the deep dark patch of bresh and
" briars. The noise got louder. It was like a viper snake blow-
ing when you stand right up close to it. I didn’t see no snake.
It was dark and cool under this sheet of green leaves. But
there was a path. Here was a little room where -somebody

had beem: Here was a card out of a deck. So, I up with my _

club if anything should start.
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There wasn’t a man under the place that I saw. And I
wondered if it was a gambling joint. I saw something. It
wasn’t a cow. It was a barrel. I made right to it. Lord it
was filled with mash and that mash was a-working. - Don
was drunk on the mash. I knew if Old Charlie ever got any
of it it would be too bad for the cows. How came this mash
on our place? I was so mad I nearly went into weak-trem-
bles. I hit the barrel with my club. “One, two, three, four,”
the devil! I quit thinking about that. I quit thinking about
spirits and the ways they’ve got talking to you by wind and
the peach limbs. I quit talking about anything. I just rapped

the barrel with my club. The gurgling didn’t stop. It was

just foaming on top of the barrel. It was working like a
family of ants. I threw my club down and took up the bank

under white-oak trees. Don was drunk as a biled-owl. He

just looked up at me with his mouth spread from ear to ear

~ and laugBed, if a dog can laugh. He tried to follow me but

he couldn’t make it up the hill. He’d try and he’d fall back.
“One, two, three, four!” My steps went up the bank. I said:
“Cates trying to get the Government to take our place. They
want to get even with us over that bee-tree. They’ll never do
it. T’ll see they don’t! ‘One, two, three, four.” ”

I went stralght to the house. I just got to the wood-
yard. I thought it was time for Tim to be in. I didn’t wait.
I was in a hurry. Sunlight on the chips in the woodyard.
Sunlight on the ground. The sun wds high in the sky. I came
to the ax. I grabbed it out of the woodblock. I went back in
a trot with the double-bitted ax on my shoulder. Mary-
Belle hollered at me when she saw me running with the ax.
She asked me where I was going. I said: “I’ll be back in the
minute. Going to get a dry locust pole of stovewood I found
out here in the pasture.” ¢ -

I went back to the briar thicket. Don was down on: *the

ground a-rolling and going on like he had fire in his stom-

ach. I could hear the noise from the barrel. Me a-clubbi g it

with a four year old club hadn’t stopped it a bit. I says“to .

myself: “I will stop it.”
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I 1lit in on that barrel there in that bresh with a double-
bitted ax. I would hit the barrel. The old stinking mash
would fly. It flew all over me. My face was just spotted with
it. I chopped hard. “One, two, three, four!” Sweat ran ~—
and dripped from my eyebrows and-the tip of my nose. I
can swing a ax when I have to. No mash barrel’s going to be
on a place of mine. I knew Tim didn’t have it there. My boy
was too young to be out making moonshine.

I didn’t leave but a very few staves and the barrel
hoops. T smelt like _something rotten when I left the briar
patch. I got Don in my arms. .Poor drunk dog. It was piti- 4
ful to see him, I started back to the house. T

If I had to die the next minute I'm telling you the truth. -

A buzzard circled around and came right down near me. It
smelled the mash. I shoved at the buzzard and kept right on
going. I was trying to clean the place up. 'Don in my arms.
Me a-holding that old sour-smelling ax'in one hand.

“One, two, three, four!”

Mary-Belle had dinner ready. Tim was at the house.
The mules had been watered and fed. Tim was in the house
waiting on me to come to dinner. When I went in I could
tell something was wrong. I said: “Tim, come on out with
what you are thinking and get it over with.” And he said:

"~ “Where have you been all morning? What is that I smell?”
Tim held his nose. His cheeks got red as a rose.,

I said: “Come out here a minute and let me speak to

ou.” I didn’t want my boy Adger to hear what I had to say.

“Tim, there’s a barrel of mash out here in the holler.

It’s in the briar thicket where the old logs have been hauled
‘out. I was hunting for the cow this morning. I found it.
You know where that drean is out there with the thlcket in
it, don’t you?” |

Tim was plagued until he couldn’t speak. He looked at -
the ground. He squinted his eyes and made a face like he ;
always does when he’s in trouble. f !

He says: “Just keep quiet. I know. It 1s th{e Cates.
They’re trying to get the Government to take my place. I'll

2
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beat ’em to it. I'll get the sheriff: We’ll watch that barrel
till we get 'em. Come on, and let’s go around there and look
the place over.” }

Tim’s gr%ndpa and Enzy Cate’s grandpa never could get
along. Tim’s pap and Enzy’s pap never could get along. Tim
and Enzy fell out over a bee-tree. We took around the path
in a dog trot. I said: “One, two, three, four. Where is the
“4wo? ” -

Tim said: “What is the matter with you‘? A-counting
like that! Ain’t you a-going crazy?”

I said: “No, I am not going crazy. I figured this out
last night after what I heard at my winder. Peach free limb
kept going all night long ‘one, two, three, four.” ”

Tim said: “What did you figure out?”

I said: “Four is for April, the fourth month of the year.

Three is for the third day. That is today. One is for Star ‘

the grandma of all our cows. I can’t find two.”

Tim said: “Do you believe in thlngs like that?”’

I said: “Yes.”

Tim picked up a club. He went dovvn through the bushes
into the place where I chopped the barrel to pieces. Tim held
to the club like somebody would jump out of the bresh and
grab him. He was on the watch for a Cates. I stood upon the
bank. :

Tim said: “Come down here, Sal. I want to show you
something.” ‘ "

I went down where that stinking stuff was all over the
ground. ) o

“Look here,” said Tim, “see this piece of stave. See thls
knot-hole. That was the barrel I had over yander to water
the cattle out of. I had it sunk in a Wevweather spring.
Somebody mighty close put that here It Was a Cates. T'll
say it was a Cates.”

Tim come out of the bresh. We started back to the
house. We walked around under the green pines by the pig
pen. Tim said: “I'll eat my dinner. T’ll get on a hoss and
go after Sheriff Radberry. We’ll lay by that barrel tonight.
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You keep it quiet to the children. Just don’t say a word
around where they can get a hold of it.” :
Tim ate his dinner. He went out to the barn and caught
a hoss. He went to town that evening. I took Adger out to
the field. We hoed four rounds of the young sugar corn we’d
planted to sell. Tim didn’t come home till after dark. He
got Sheriff Radberry all right. Adger went to church. It
was prayer meeting night. Every Thursday night is prayer-
meeting night. Tim, me, and Sheriff Radberry went around
to the barrel of mash. Sheriff Radberry went in front.
Sheriff Radberry is a tall, blue-eyed, red-faced man with a
. mop of brown hair. He walked like a slow-galted mule. He
had eyes keen as a_hawk’s eyes. -
Tim was in fron¥ to lead the way. Sherlff “Sage-bresh”
- Radberry was next. ‘followed them around the path.
~ “Now let’s be qffiet,” said Sheriff Sage-bresh Radberry,
“don’t even whisper. Mash was a-working you say today.
_ It will be time for them to come tonight tg the scene of their
crime. A pretty night it is for moonshifing. I’ve seen ten
thousand gallons of that stuff since I’ve Been sheriff of this
county. I've caught over a hundred men for making it. Now,
you just lay low. They’ll be here at about nine or-ten o’clock.
That gives them time to run their licker through the worm
twice before daylight if they’re good moonshiners, and to
get home and let the whiskey scent die before people can
smell it.”
We done just exactly What Sheriff Radberry said.
“One two, three, four,” just kept running-through my mind
like wind in the woods. I just kept trying to find the “two.”
I’d found the “one, three, and four.” I hunkered down be-
side a tree. I whispered to Sheriff Radberry: “Don’t shoot
’em, Sheriff. I don’t want a man killed over this thing.
They’re the Cates, I know. They’re sore over Tim whipping
Enzy over a bee-tree. We never have got along with them.
Now, they’re trying to take our land.” |
Sheriff Radberry said : “Tim told me all about that com-
 ing out the ridge. I’ll not shoot them. Might be a bunch of
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boys. We have had a lot of women to miake licker in these
parts. They’ve been our hardest moonshiners to catch.”

Sheriff Radberry pulled his gun out and.laid it down by his"
side. Tim got behind some poplar sprouts. We got fixed.

We were waiting for them to come. .

I never saw a prettier night in my life. It was light as
day. We just all laid there. No one of us spoke to the other.
I can just feel that wind the way it blowed that night. It
stirred the green leaves on the trees. It sighed like a lamb
crying through the pine needles. Lord} only knowed what
- would happen! It might be a shooting match before it was
all over. I picked me up a club. I thought if it got to be hand
to hand fighting I’d be prepared. I just laid there beside the
sheriff and held my club. Whippoorwills kept hollering so

lonely. I could hear the cows moo-moo and old Charlie beller

in the fur-field. The wind kept blowing through the green-
April leaves. It was so lonesome in these woods. I never
moved. Tim never moved. Sheriff Radberry never moved.
We were all out’n sight of anybody behind the bresh.

“I hear ’em coming,” said Tim. “Pﬁt your ears to the

ground and listen.”

Well, I did, and I heard <¢m too. My heart was in m3
mouth. We’d soon see who they were. Tim listens for his
. fox hounds with his ear to the ground. We kept watching. T
saw a white shirt coming down through the sprouts. Three

were coming down the hill. They were not saying a word.

They come down the path just like they were afraid of a
night hawk. My heart was in my mouth. “One, two, three,
four,” went through my mind. They come right down and

run under the big bunch of briars and-sprouts. Right in the -

path where I went through when I heard that hissing noise.

“My lord,” I heard one say.

“Chopped up,” said another and that voice was like
Adger’s voice. But it just couldn’t be him. Fourteen years
old and fooling with a still.

Another said: “Let’s get out of here.”

|
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“The first one that moves I’ll shoot him like I’d shoot
a rabbit,” said Sheriff Sage-bresh. “Stand right where you
are. Cons1d€r ‘yourselves arrested.” :
Sheriff Radberry stood up there like watching for a
rabbit to leave a bresh-pile. He had hls pistol ready. But he
wasn’t going to shoot unless he had to shoot. I can sée him

yet there in the moonlight. I can see Tim as he watched the

path that led into the sprouts. He looked like a man waiting

for a ferret to run a rabbit out’n the hole. He was right

there to get the.rabbit. The boys walked out. .
“Adger, my Lord in Heaven,” shoyted Tim, “what are

N you doing here at this still. Ain’t I taught you better than

this in your raising. You low down polecats you! You Cates'
Lord give me a gun!”

I saw Tim make for a gun. Sher1ff Radberry wouldn’t
give him a gun. He made for a club. He couldn’t find one.
. Young Enzy Cates took through the bushes. Wheezer Cates
was right behind him. Talk about the bresh popping. Tim
ups with- a rock and peels a sourwood- right above young
Enzy’s head. The Cates boys kept going. Sheriff Radberry
shot four or five times just to hear his gun.

“Boys,” he said, “and if I get one I got to get all.”

“You don’t get this one,” I says. I was breaking me a
four year poplar sprout so I could cut the shirt off’'n Adger’s
back. Just to think he’d go out and get mixed up with that
Cates bunch! Our families had fit each other for nearly a
hundred years. Then to think our boy’d make moonshine
with old Enzy Cates’ boys. The Cates weren’t sharp as they

thought they were. They were going to get the Government ’

to take our farm. A Cates is sneaking. A Cates will do any-
thing. They’d got on the good side of Adger so they could
get him to making moonshine on our place.

Tim was in the bresh cavorting and throwing rocks at
the Cates boys. Sheriff Radberry was upon the bank shoot-
ing and laughing. I didn’t tl}ink it was a laughing time. I
was breaking a withe. | -

]
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“What made you ever do a thing like this, Adger, I
said to him.

“Mom the Cates boys told mq how much money we’'d
make out’n it. I’ve been doing the watching. I get part of
the money. They met me in the field ov¥er here a month ago.
It was: when we’s a-clearing up the knob-piece of néw
ground. Pop wasn’t working that day. They come over. I
took them at their word.”

“Lord,” I said and I began to larrup him. Tim was com-*
ing out of the bresh. Sheriff Radberry was behind. Adger
went to hollering. “Mom! Oh, Mom! Mom! Oh, Mom!”’
Then he started running. I made the four-year old withe too,
hot for his back. q

It come to my mind when I was usinlg that four-year-
old poplar sprout on Adger. “One, two, three, four.” Adger
made “two” alright. He was the second of my children. It
was a warning. That leaf warned me by the winder. I never
stopped whipping. I was right after Adger. I kept up with
him pretty well to be a woman of my age and tired as I was.
I took down through the sprouts below the drean. He was
going. I was pouring the green withe to him. A withe is the
thing that speaks to a boy sometimes when words fail to
have any meaning. I was making it speak too. I was away
from Tim and the Sheriff now. I was nearly out’n breath.

It kept going.through my mind: “You can’t mix cattle
with moonshiners. He is fourteen years old and he is a
moonshiner. My cow has got a calf in the woods. “One,
two, three, four.” My boy is'not the right “two.” So, I kept
right after Adger pouring the withe to-him. I had run till
I was nearly gone. Adger was a-crying, cavorting and run-
ning faster. We had just ione more briar thicket to go
through before we come to \t e fence.

“One, two, three, four,” popped through my mind again.
Adger run right into the cow. It was Star down in this
corner of the field where nobody would think about looking
for a cow. She moo-mooed like a cow will. I was so tired
when I got to her.

A
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‘“‘ONE, Two, T'HREE", FouRr’’ ['27, ®-

“My Lord,” T hollered at the top of my voice, “two, two,
two!”’

Twin calves. Twin calves right here in the briars in a
corner of the fence. Tim and Sheriff Radberry come running
through the sprouts and briars. Radberry come up and he
said: “I’ll declare if I ever saw a night like this one. Funny
night to me. Boys at a still. Twin calves. Funny night,
ain’t it?” . , ”

: I said: “Yes, I been hunting for this cow all day. I
- looked every place for her but right here. And I found that
barrel in the brash.”

Tim didn’t say much. I had him rlght before the sheriff.
He’d been laughing at me. He laughed at me about what I
said about “one, two, three, four.” Tim makes fun of thq
things I believe. @

I said to Sheriff “Sage-bresh” Radberry: “Sheriff, last
night I heard the peach tree limb by my winder going on all
night. It would say: ‘One, two, three, four.’ I had a time
figuring it out. But finally it come to me. It come to me
backwards so I'd be the only one to figure it out. Four was
for the fourth month of the year. Three was for the third
day of April. That was today. One was for the first of our
cows. - That’s old Star there. I couldn’t figure the two out.
Now you see twin calves. So I had it marked on the calendar
about the cow. I come right out here this morning to find _
the cow. I found the barrel in the bresh. My second child
with Enzy Cates’ two boys. See how it all worked out.
Couldn’t a worked out any better. It was the words of the
wind and the peach tree limb.”

“Something to that,” said the sheriff. I wish I'd get a
token like that when I go after a man. You are right. I
believe in things like that.”™

Tim just didn’t say a word. He looked at the ground .
there in the moonlight like he wés ashamed of me.

I said: “I saved this farm too—something that we have -

- worked to get. The Government won't take my farm be-
cause the Cates put a moonshinp still on it either.”
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Tim says: “Don’t mention a Cate to me.”

Adger was upon the bank panting and crying. My
wind had come back to me.

. I said: “Sheriff, have you got a ﬂashhght‘?”

He said: “Yes, I have.”

He handed me the flashlight. I turned it on two of the'
- prettiest twin calves a body ever saw. “Two, two,” ‘I said -
to myself.

Tim said: “Sorry one is a heifer or I'd have me a pretty
yoke of cattle some day.”

I drove the cow and the twin calves to the barn. Tim

and Sheriff Radberry walked behind me and talked about

the good times they used to have when they’s boys over on

Buck Run. Adger walked back with me. I could just hear it’

in the wind among the green leaves as we all walked back
through the moonlight: ‘“One, two, three, four.”

The Poet Regrets
By MARTIN J. MALONEY

This js the hour when shadows move with me,
and are more real than I; for I recall
this word, that touch, this moment—vividly,
and I must live in them, or not at all.
~ There are no words to touch you, or that night,
" and I must save my words for common needs:
to buy my bread, to keep a friend, to light
a fire to keep me warm, or buy some seeds,
to plant-in the earth when warmer weather comes.
This will not last. Soon there will be bright days
and gaudy nights when I can Wo{i'k my sums
in the cold mathematics of love’s ways
and cast up this, and balance that equation:
love on a graph, freed of the mind’s elation!
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The Navajo “Male Mountain Chant” Once More
Resounds Before the Assembled Tribes

By DANE RUDHYA}R

FTER a long silence of forty years thé “Male Mountain
Chant,” most sacred of the Navajo ceremonials, was
performed this year to celebrate the first Great Tribal Fair
to which representatives of the 50,000 Navajos scattered -
- through Arizona and northeastern New Mexico came—num-
bering around seven thousand. To this gathering, also, the
oldest and most famous of the medicine men gave the honor
of their presence, participating in the sacred ritual, which
gave all the evidences of being one of the most ancient
known to these descendants of old Turanian stock. Turanian
indeed are these proud, strong featured men who still recall
- in legend their eastward wanderings from beyond the seas
down to this American land, where rises their sacred moun-
“tain, the Great Hogan Mountain, which stopped their exodus.
Like other Navajo rituals, the “Male Mountain Chant”
lasted nine days; but it was only during the last two nights
that the public was allowed to witness the ceremonies. Actu-
ally the first of these nights was mostly in the nature of a
. rehearsal for the last and ninth night, which we shall now
describe. It occurred on September 18, a Sunday.
During the afternoon, and also during the two preced-
-ing afternoons, people had gathered in a stadium to witness -
various Navajo performances very much in the general
spirit of a fair, and climaxing on Sunday afternoon with a
‘gpirited rodeo. Nearby a number of exhibits aimed at show-
ing to the incoming tribesmen the best types of products,
agricultural and artistic, which were brought forth in vari-
ous sections of their land—prizes being given in the tradi- 6
tional manner of fairs. |
~ The last stadium performance ended Sunday at 9:30
p. m. and people began to move foward the Navajo camping
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grounds half a mile away beyond a dry arroyo. Through the
darkness camp fires could be seen, shivering glows in the
clear cold night filled with stars. Silent Navajos flowed in

groups toward the camp, while white men and women, a

number of them with children, rushed in cars or on foot
to get the best places within a dim circular space bounded
by a low wall of intertwined pifion branches, outside of
which small fires burnt showing uncertainly the outlines of
covered wagons and tents. The circle had its entrance to
the east, and its center—or was it rather one of the focus of
an ellipse reproducing intuitively the earth’s orbit?—was
occupied by huge logs piled in cone formation in readiness

for the flame. Soon several thousand Navajos and a couple

of hundred Whites had gathered in concentric rows, about
twenty or more persons deep crowded elbow to elbow.

. And now the ceremony begins. Fire is brought to
the logs. Flames burst out; dancing wildly as the north wind

blows them. Two-thirds of the spectators have bent to the
soil, sitting or squatting in varied positions. The other third -

stand back of them. Amazing silence reigns for such a
crowd. Only the voices of a few Whites can be heard
proffering unnecessary comments.’

A half-hour passes. The flames have also made the big

logs squat on the ground. And now the voices of the medi-"
cine men begin to be heard. Ceremonies, have been per-

formed in the sacred hogan, just south of the circular space.
It is said that the whole ritual is one of purification from

evil spirits, but deeper still meanings arise in the mind as .

the various scenes of the ceremony unfold through the night.

Suddenly, a dozen or more Navajos, their almost naked
lean bodies painted white, rush through the entrance of the
circle toward the fire. Frenetically, humorously, panther-
like in their motions, they dance around the flames, brandish-
ing slender wands tipped with eagle feathers. They play
with the fire, they chase, with their wands, sparks flying
from the burning logs. Some ride the wands, like witches’
broomsticks. Indeed, the wild figures would seem like
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‘““‘MALE MOUNTAIN GHANT”’ [ 31

demons |conjured by medieval imaginations were it not for
t}iat don\ainant note of humor, almost fun, to which the spec-
tators respond by sporadic laughter. :
| 'Still running, they scatter one after another through
the entrance, and a long pause ensues, during which the
public moves and shifts like billowing waves. Then, once
more the painted figures rush in with ‘strange cries, this
time carrying bundles of dry weeds or twigs which they
' \ light at the fire. With these they run, whirling between the
fire and