New Mexico Quarterly

Volume 12 | Issue 4 Article 1

1942

Full Issue

University of New Mexico Press

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq

Recommended Citation

University of New Mexico Press. "Full Issue." New Mexico Quarterly 12,4 (1942). https://digitalrepositoryunm.edu/nmq/vol12 /iss4/
1

This Full Issue is brought to you for free and open access by the University of New Mexico Press at UNM Digital Repository. It has been accepted for

inclusion in New Mexico Quarterly by an authorized editor of UNM Digital Repository. For more information, please contact disc@unm.edu.


https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol12%2Fiss4%2F1&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol12?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol12%2Fiss4%2F1&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol12/iss4?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol12%2Fiss4%2F1&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol12/iss4/1?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol12%2Fiss4%2F1&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol12%2Fiss4%2F1&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol12/iss4/1?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol12%2Fiss4%2F1&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol12/iss4/1?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol12%2Fiss4%2F1&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:disc@unm.edu

- : Full Issue

QUARTERLY REVIEW

VOL%ME XII NOVEMBER, 1942 NUMBER 4

CONTENTS

| Page

EL MATADERO (The Slaughter House). Esteban Echeverria.
Translated by Angel Flores B 389

A MExiCcAN PAINTER Vmws MoDERN MEXICAN PAINTING. Jesus
Guerrero Galvdn. Translated by Robert M. Duncan. . 406

THE Hicawayman (Un Salteador) . Francisco Monterde. Trans-
lated by R. M. Duncan . . . . . . . 415
Foop AvArLABILITY AND SociaL Funcrion. Michel Pijoan . . 418
RevoLrT. Story. fohn W. Wilson . . L. . . 424

THE MAKING oF THE NEw MEXico CONSTITUTION. Thomas C.
Donnelly . . .. . . .. .. 485

PoETRY. Lincoln Fitzell, Frances Crawford, Fray Angelico Chavez,
Nancy Nickerson, Helen Ferguson Caukin, Rosamund
Dargan Thomson, Ellis Foote, Geoffrey Johnson . - . 450

- Book REVIEWS . . . . . . .. . ¢ . 462

A GUIDE TO THE LITERATURE OF THE SOUTHWEST. Lyle Saunders . 499

Los Pamsanos. Julia Keleher . .. . . . . 508

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1942



-

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 12 [1942], Iss. 4, Art. 1
CONTRIBUTORS

Esteban Echeverria’s importance in Argentine letters is fully Jdiscussed in the translator’s not
preceding “El tadero.”” This translation is published in the hope that it will help give Unitec
States readers a better understanding of their Latin American neighbors. Reprints of the transla.
tion are to be circulated in Argentina by the Committee on Cultural Relations with Latin America

The trans]at%rr, Angel Flores, has been for some years associated with the Pan American Unior
in Washington, D. C. He has translated widely. A recent important effort was the editorship of
Fiesta in November, a collection of stories by Latin American authors.

Jesiis Guerr%ro. Galvian, now resident artist at the University of New Mefico, was born an¢
trained in Mexico. His paintings are in important collections in the United States which specialize
in Latin American artists. Still young, Sr. Galvin is definitely known as a painter’s painter. Ar
exhibit of Galvan’s recent works, many of them painted while the artist was living in New Mexico,
is showing at Quinta Gallery, Albuquerque. The translator of the article, Robert M. Duncan, it
a professor of Spanish in the University of New Mexico.

Francisco Monterde, now a member of the faculty of philosophy and letters in the Nationa)
University of Mexico, is a well-known Mexican short story writer. Robert M. Duncan is the
translator also off Sr. Monterde’s Christmas story.

Michel Pijoali, born in Barcelona, Spain, in 1909, educated in England, in Canada, and at Johns
Hopzins University (M.D., 1984), is a specialist in nutrition. Among other honors, he won the
Copenhagen Gold Medal in 1988 for work in nutrition, and is internationally known for his work
on Wernicke’s disease, and for being the first to synthesize the salts of ascorbic acid (Vitamin C),
and for his earH work on dissociation of riboflavin phosphate (one of the Vitamin B complexes).
Now a research |associate in chemistry at the University of New Mexico, Dr. Pijoan directs the
nutrition laboratory of the United States Indian Service as well as the nutritional survey among
low-income groups in the Southwest—a survey sponsored by the Indian Service and the department
of anthropology of the University of Chicago. His article reveals his intense interest in practicable
solutions of the [utritional problem in low-income areas.

2

John W. Wilson, who belongs to the U. S. Marine Corps, is being allowed to finish his college
work at Southern Methodist University, Dallas, Texas. He has contributed stories to the Southwest
- Review and other magazines. ¢

Thomas C. Donnelly. formerly professor of government at the University of New Mexico, now
with the Office of Price Administration, completes his article on the New Mexico Constitution in
this issue. The previous installment appeared in the November, 1941, issue.

»

Some of the [poets in this issue are new to these pages; some have appeared before. California
is well represented. Lincoln Fitzell, of Berkeley, California, is the author of In Plato’s Garden and
Morning Rise and Other Poems. Frances Crawford was graduated from Stanford University last
June; Nancy Nickerson is a senior at Stanford. Helen Ferguson Caukin lives in Sierra Madre,
California. '

Rosamund Dargan Thomson had her first magazine publication in these pages last May. S8he
lives in Boulder, Colorado. Ellis Foote lives in Salt Lake City, Utah. Geoffrey Johnson, English
poet, has appeared in many American magazines.

Fray Angelico Chavez, who lives and works in the village of Pena Blanca, New Mexico, has
painted murals in his church there and also found time to publish several volumes of verse. His
forthcoming book, The Single Rose, is represented here by some selections.

Many of the reviewers in this issue are on the staff of the Universtiy of New Mexico. James
Fulton Zimmermsan, president of the University, a student of international problems, served for
some months on the Board of Economic Warfare. George P. Hammond is dean of the graduate
school and editor of the well-known publications of the Quivira Society. Richard F. Behrendt,
economist on the staff of the School of Inter-American Affairs, has written widely on Latin America.
W. W. Hill and iPaul Reiter are members of the anthropology department; Frank H. Jonas and
Victor E. K.leven’; of the government department; Dorothy Woodward and Marion Dargan, of the
history department; Jane Kluckhohn, of the English department. Marie Pope Wallis, a graduate
fellow in Spanish, has traveled extensively in Mexico and other Latin American countries.

Oliver La Fa:rge, of Santa Fe, is the well-known author of Laughing Boy and many other works
as well as an authority on Indian affairs. Vincent- N. Garoffolo works with the Farm Security
Administration an an immigrant labor project. Mabel Major, who teaches English at Texas
Christian Univerpity, is a student of Southwestern literature and folklore. Laura Scott Meyers
edits the “Book %heﬁ’ in the El Paso Herald Post.

Lyle Saunders’ bibliographical guide will be continued. Mr. Saunders is a research associate in
the School of Inter-American Affairs, University of New Mexico.
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EL MATADERO
(THE SLAUGHTER HOUSE)

Esteban Echeverria
Translated by Ahgel Flores

[The Slaug‘hter House (El Matadero) , which was written a century ago by the
Argentine poet Esteban Echeverria (1809-1851), is included today among the out-
standing classics of Latin American literature. It is one of the very earliest works
of prose fiction written in America by an American and dealing with American
characters and-background. A disciple of Byron who resided in Europe during
a period of revolutionary upheavals and literary insurgence, Echeverria was a
romantic poet and a liberal inspired by the new ideals of democracy. Any form
of tyranny enraged him. That is why he hated the Dictator Rosas and his hench-
men, the Federalists. . ‘

! The Slaughter House is a genre painting reminiscent of Hogarth and Breughel
in its grotesque realism and caustic details. But, above all, it is a virulent political
didtribe against the Federalists and their Fiithrer Rosas, and, by indirection, a
defense of the Unitarians, who championed the democratic tradition to which
Echeverria was devoted body and soul.

Even if one overlooks its political and propaganda content, one may still con-
sider The Slaughter House of great significance: it provides a picture, unsavory
thougH it often is, of Buenos Aires in 1830, and it utilizes in its naive style a terse,
colorful idiom peculiarly Argentine. :

But what is perhaps most remarkable is Echeverria’s strange juxtaposition of
realism and surrealism, which makes the comparison to Breughel so striking. By
way of illustration: into the filth and mire of the slaughter house, so truthfully
depicted in the realistic tradition of the Spanish picaresque, suddenly falls the
severed head of a child (surrealist surprise) while its trunk propped on a forked
pole of the corral spouts blood from innumerable jets. Even the denouement—
the undaunted Unitarian congested with anger, bursting like a ripe fruit—has
much of surrealism in it. In Echeverria, as in Kafka, unreality blossoms from the
most mediocre, everyday reality.

. Echeverrfa’s work is significant, therefore, both as a social document and as a
literary achievement, and this translation aims to acquaint the Anglo-American
reader with Latin America’s cultural background.—A.F.] o

LTHOUGH THE following narrative is historical, I shall not begin it
A with Noah’s ark and the genealogy of his forbears as was wont
once to be done by the ancient Spanish historians of America who
should be our models. Numerous reasons I might adduce for not

389
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pursuing their example, but I shall pass them over in order to avoi
prolixity, stating merely that the events here narrated occurred in th
1830’s of our Christian era. Moreover, it was during Lent, a tim
when meat: is scarce in Buenos Aires. because the Church, adoptin
Epictetus’ précept—sustine abstine (suffer, abstain) —orders vigil an
abstinence to the stomachs of the faithful because carnivorousness i
sinful and, as the proverb says, leads to carnality. And since the Churc]
has, ab initib and through God’s direct dispensation, spiritual sway ove
consciences|and stomachs, which in no way belong to the individua!
nothing is more just and reasonable than for it to forbid that which i
both harmful and sinful.

The purveyors of meat, on the other hand, who are staunch Fed
eralists and therefore devout Catholics, knowing that the people o
Buenos Ailles possess singular docility when it comes to submittin,
themselves to all manner of restrictions, used to bring to the Slaughte
House during Lent only enough steers for feeding the children an
‘the sick whom the Papal Bull excused, and had no intention of stuffin,
the heretics—of which there is no dearth—who are always ready t
violate the meat commandments of the Church and demorahze societ
by their bad examples.

Act this time, then, rain was pouring down incessantly. The road
were inundated; in the marshes water stood deep enough for swim
ming, and the streets leading to the city were flooded with watery mire
A tremendous stream rushed forth from the Barracas rivulet and majes
tically spread out its turbid waters to the very-foot of the Alto slopes
The Plata, overflowing, enraged, pushed back the water that wa
seeking its bed and made it rush, swollen, over fields, embankments
houses, and’spread like a huge lake over the lowlands. Encircled fron
north to east by a girdle of water and mud, and from the south by !
whitish sea on whose surface small craft bobbed perilously and on whicl
were reflected chimneys and treetops, the city from its towers and slope
cast anxious glances to the horizon as if imploring mercy from the Lord
It seemed to be the threat of a_new deluge. Pious men and womer
wept as they busied themselves with their novenaries and continuou
prayers. In church preachers thundered and made the pulpit creal
under the blows of their fists. This is the day of judgment, they pro

“claimed, the end of the world is approaclamg! God'’s wrath runs over
pouring forth an inundation. Alas you poor sinners! Alas you impiou:
Unitarians who mock the Churci; and the Saints and hearken not witl

o
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. veneration to the word of those anointed by the Lord! Alas you who do
not beg mercy at the foot of the altars! The fearful hour of futile gnash-
ing of teeth and frantic supplications has come! Your impiety, your _
heresies, your blasphemies, your horrid crimes, have brought to our
land the Lord’s plagues. Justice and the God of the Federalists will
damn you. | '

The wretched women left the church breathless, overwhelmed,
blammg the Umtanans, as was natural, for this calamity.

However, the torrential rainfall continued and the waters rose,
adding credence to the predictions of the preachers. The bells tolled
plaintively by order of the most Catholic Restorer, who was rather
uneasy. The libertines, the unbelievers, that is to say, the Unitarians,
were frightened at seeing so many contrite faces and hearing such
clamor of imprecations. There was much talk about a procession which
the entire population was to attend barefoot and bareheaded, accom-
panying the Host, which was to be carried under. a pallium by the
Bishop to the Balcarce slope, where thousands of voices exorcising the
demon of inundation were to implore divine mercy.

Fortunately, or rather unfortunately, for it might have been some-
thing worth seeing, the ceremony did not take place, because the Plata

" receded and the overflow gradually subsided” without the benefit of

' conjuration or prayer.

Now what concerns my story above all is that, because of the inun-
dation, the Convalescencia Slaughter House did not see a single head
of cattle for fifteen days and that, in one or‘two days, all the cattle from
nearby farmers and watercarriers were used up in supplying the city
with meat. The unfortunate little children and sick people had to eat
eggs and chickens, and foreigners and heretics bellowed for- beefsteak
and roast. Abstinence from jneat was general in the town which never
was more worthy of the blessing of the Church, and thus it was that
millions and millions of plenary indulgences were showered over it.
Chickens went up to six pesos and eggs to four reales and fish became
exceedingly expensive. During Lent there were no promiscuities or
excesses of gluttony, and countless souls went straight to heaven and
things happened as if in a dream.

In the Slaughter House not even one rat remained alive from the
many thousands which used to find shelter there. All of them either
perished from starvation or were drowned in their holes by the incessant
rain. . Innumerable Negro women who go around after offal, like vul-
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tures after carrion, spread over the city like.so many harpies ready t
devour whatever they found eatable. Gulls and dogs, their inseparabl
rivals in the Slaughter House, emigrated to the open fields in search ¢
animal food. Sickly old men wasted away fot the lack of nutritiv
broth; but the most remarkable event was the rather sudden death ¢
a few heretic foreigners who committed the folly of glutting on sausage
from Extremadura, on ham and dry codfish, and who departed to th
other world to pay for the sin of such abominations.
- Some - physicians were of the opinion that if the shortage of mea
- continued, half the town would fall in fainting fits, since their stomach
were accustomed to the stimulating meat juice; and the discrepanc
was quite noticeable between this melancholy prognosis of science an
the anathemas broadcast from the pulpxt by the reverend fathers agains
"~ all kinds of animal nutrition and promiscuity during days set aside b
the Church for fasting and pemtence Therefore a sort of intestina
war betwedn stomachs and consciences began, stirred by an inexorabl
appetite and the not less inexorable vociferations of the ministers of thi
Church, who, as is their duty, tolerated no sin whatsoever which migh
tend to slacken Catholic princinles In additinn ta sl thie ther

e e mea St Aaswaa vAA.\., “lL A

remain bogged down, immobile, up to the shoulder blades. In th
casilla the' pen taxes and fines for violation of the rules are collecter
and in it sits the judge of the Slaughter House, an important figure, th
chieftain of the butchers, who exercises the highest power, delegated t
him by thé Restorer, in that small republic. It is not difficult t
imagine the kind of man required for the discharge of such an offic
The casilla is so dilapidated and so tiny a building that no on
would notice it were it not that its name is inseparably linked with th:
of the terrible judge and that its white front is pasted over with poster:
“Long live the Federalists! Long live the Restorer and the Heroin
Dofia Encarnacién Escurral Death to the savage Unitarians!” Tellin
posters, indeed, symbolizing the political and religious faith of th
Slaughter House folk! But some readers may not know that the abov
mentioned Heroine is the deceased wife of the Restorer, the belove
patroness of the butchers, who even after her death is venerated by ther
as if she were still alive, because of her Christian virtues and her Fede:
alist heroism during the revolution against Balcarce. The story is tha
during an| anniversary of that memorable deed of the mazorca, th
* terrorist s:Lciety of Rosas’ henchmen, the butchers feted the Heroin
with a magnificent banquet in the casilla. She attended, with he
daughter and other Federalist ladies, and there, in the presence of
great crowd she offered the butchers, in a solemn toast, her Federalis
patronage, and for that reason they enthusiastically proclaimed he

https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol12/iss4/1 6
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stomachs sub]ected to an inviolable law, and that the Church should
hold the key to all stomachs!

But it is not so strange if one believes that through meat the devil \
enters the body, and that the Church has the power to con]ure it. The
thing is to reduce man toa machine whose prime mover is not his own.
free will but that of the Church and the government. Perhaps the day
will come when it will be prohibited to breathe, to take walks and even
to chat with a friend without previous permission from competent
authorities. Thus it was, more or less, in the happy days of our piocus
grandpdrents, unfortunately since ended by the May Revolution.

Be that as it may, when the news about the action of the govern-
ment spread, the Alto Slaughter House filled with butchers, offal col-
lectors, and inquisitive folk who received with much applause and
outcry the fifty steers.

“It's surely wonderfull” they exclaimed. “Long live the Federalists!
Long live the Restorer!” The reader must be informed that in those
days the- Federalists were everywhere, even amid the offal of the
fslaug‘i\tm Houae. and that no festival ook place without the Restorer—
nangmg £101 Uiel, saduics rode Back - Sid" Yu‘ur:zﬁ’éq_.,-- Thermmer 3t

' lay on their horses’ necks, casting indolent glances upon this or that
lively group. In mid-air a flock of bluewhite gulls, attracted by the
smell of blood fluttered about, drowning with strident cries all the
other noises and voices of the Slaughter House, and castmg clear-cut
shadows over that confused field of horrible butchery. All this could
be observed at the very beginning of the slaughter.

But as the activities progressed, the picture kept changing. While
some groups dissolved as if some stray bullet had fallen nearby or an
enraged dog had charged them, new groups constantly formed: here
where a steer was being cut open, there where a butcher was already
hanging the quarters on the hook in the carts, or yonder wherea steer
was being skinned or the fat taken off. From the mob eyeing and wait-
ing for the offal there issued ever and anon a filthy hand ready to slice
off meat or fat. Shouts and explosions of anger came from the butchers,
from the incessantly mtllmg crowds. and from the gamboling street
urchins.

“Watch the old woman hiding the fat under her bream." someone
shouted.

“That's nothing—see that fellow there plastering it all over his
behind,” replied the old Negro woman.

“Hey there, black witch, get out of there before I cut you open,”
shouted a butcher

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1942



1 New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 12 [1942], Iss. 4, Art. 1

390 - NEW MEXICO QUARTERLY REVIE)"

pursuing their example, but I shall pass them over in order to avoi
prolixity, stating merely that the events here narrated occurred in th
1830’s of our Christian era. Moreover, it was during Lent, a tim
when meat is scarce in Buenos Aires because the Church, adoptin
Epictetus’ precept—sustine abstine (suffer, abstain) —orders vigil an
abstinence to the stomachs of the faithful because carnivorousness |
sinful and, as the proverb says, leads to carnality. And since the Churc
has, ab initio and through God’s direct dispensation, spiritual sway ove
consciences and stomachs, which in no way belong to the individua

- nothing is more just and reasonable than for it to forbid.that which i
both harmful and sinful.

The purveyors of meat, on the other hand, who are staunch Fec
eralists and therefore devout Catholics, knowing that the people ¢
Buenos Aires possess singular docility when it comes to submittin
themselves to all manner of restrictions, used to bring to the Slaughte
House during. Lent only enough steers for feeding the children an
the sick whom the Papal Bull excused, and had no intention of stuffin;
the heretics—of which there is no dearth—who are always ready t
violate the meat commandments of the Church and demoralize societ
by their bad examples. ' -

At this time, then, rain was pouring down incessantly. The road
were inundated; in the marshes water stood deep enough for swim
ming, and the streets leading to the city were flooded with watery mire
A tremendous stream rushed forth from the Barracas rivulet and majes
tically spread out its turbid waters to the very foot of the Alto slopes
The Plata, overflowing, enraged, pushed back the water that wa
seeking its bed and made it rush, swollen, over fields, embankments
houses, and spread like a huge lake over the lowlands. Encircled fron
north to east by a girdle of water and mud, and from the south by :
whitish sea on whose surface small craft bobbed perilously and on whicl
were reflected chimneys and treetops, the city from its towers and slope
cast anxious glances to the horizon as if imploring mercy from the Lord
It seemed to be the threat of a new deluge. Pious men and womer
wept as they busied themselves with their novenaries and continuou
prayers. In church preachers thundered and made the pulpit creak
under the blows of their fists. This is the day of judgment, they pro
claimed, the end of the world is approaching! God’s wrath runs over

- pouring forth an inundation. Alas you poor sinners! Alas you impiou:
Unitarians who mock the Church and the Saints and hearken not with
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veneration to the word of those anointed by the Lord! Alasyou whodo

not beg mercy at the foot of the altars! The fearful hour of futile gnash-
ing of teeth and frantic supplications has come! Your impiety, your
heresies, your blasphemies, your horrid crimes, have brought to our
land the Lord’s plagues. ]ustice and the God of the Federalists will
damn you. :

The wretched women left the church breathless, overwhelmed,
blaming the Unitarians, as was natural, for this calamity.

However, the torrentlal rainfall continued and the waters rose,
adding credence to the predictions of the preachers. The bells tolled
plaintively by order of the most Catholic Restorer, who was rather
uneasy. The libertines, the unbelievers, that is to say, the Unitarians,
were frightened at seeing so many contrite faces and hearing such
clamor of imprecations.- There was much talk about a procession which
the entire population was to attend barefoot and bareheaded, accom-
panying the Host, which was to be carried under a pallium by the

Bishop to the Balcarce slope, where thousands of voices exorcising the

~ demon of inundation were to implore divine mercy. ,

Fortunately, or rather unfortunately, for it might have been some-
thing worth seeing, the ceremony did not take place, because the Plata
receded and the overflow gradually subs1ded without the benefit of
conjuration or prayer.

Now what concerns my story above all is that, because of the inun-
dation, the Convalescencia Slaughter House did not see a single head
of cattle for fifteen days and that, in one or two days, all the cattle from
nearby farmers and watercarriers were used up in supplying the city
with meat. The unfortunate little children and sick people had to eat
eggs and chickens, and foreigners and heretics bellowed for beefsteak
and roast. Abstinence from meat was general in the town which never
was more worthy of the blessing of the Church, and thus it was that
millions and millions of plenary indulgences were showered over it.
Chickens went up to six pesos and eggs to foir reales and fish became
exceedingly expensive. During Lent there were no promiscuities or
excesses of gluttony, and countless souls went straight to heaven and
things happened as if in a dream.

In the Slaughter House not even one rat remained alive from the
many thousands which used to find shelter there. All of them either
perished from starvation or were drowned in their holes by the incessant

rain. Innumerable Negro women who go around after. offal, like vul-
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tures after carrion, spread over the city like so many harpies ready to
«devour whatever they found eatable. Gulls and dogs, their inseparable
rivals in the Slaughter House, emigrated to the open fields in search of
animal food.  Sickly old men wasted away fot the lack of nutritive
broth; but the most remarkable event was the rather sudden death of
a few heretic foreigners who committed the folly of glutting on sausages
from Extremadura, on ham and dry codfish, and who departed to the
other world to pay for the sin of such abominations.

Some physicians were of the opinion that if the shortage of meat
continued, half the town would fall in fainting fits, since their stomachs
were accustomed to the stimulating meat juice; and the discrepancy
was quite noticeable between this melancholy prognosis of science and
the anathemas broadcast from the pulpit by the reverend fathers against
all kinds of animal nutrition and promiscuity during days set aside by
the Church for fasting and penitence. Therefore a sort of intestinal
war between stomachs and consciences began, stirred by an.inexorable
appetite and the not less inexorable vociferations of the ministers of the
Church, wHo, as is their duty, tolerated no sin whatsoever which might
tend to slacken Catholic principles. In addition to all this, there
existed a state of intestinal flatulence in the population, brought on by
fish and bedns and other somewhat indigestible fare.

This war manifested itself in sighs and strident shrieks during the
sermons as (well as in noises and sudden explosions issuing from the
houses and | the streets of the city and wherever people congregated.
The Restorer’s government, as paternal as it is foreseeing, became some-
what alarmed, believing these tumults to be revolutionary in origin
and attributing them to the savage Unitarians, whose impiety, accord-
ing to Federalist preachers, had brought upon the nation the deluge of
divine wrath. The Government, therefore, took provident steps, scat-
tered its henchmen around town, and, finally, appeasing consciences
and stomachs, decreed wisely and piously that without further delay
and floods notwithstanding, cattle be brought to the Slaughter Houses.

|
Accordingly, on the sixteenth day of the meat crisis, the eve of Saint

Dolores’ day, a herd of fifty fat steers swam across the Burgos pass on
their way to the Alto Slaughter House. Of course this was not much
considering that the town consumed daily from 250 to goo and that at
least one third of the population enjoyed the Church dispensation of
eating meat. Strange that there should be privileged stomachs and

https:// digitalrepository.unm‘edﬁ/nmq/voli2/iss4/1 ( 10
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stomachs subjected to an inviolable law, and that the Church should
hold the key to all stomachs!

But it is not so strange if one believes that through meat the devil -

enters the body, and that the Church hds the power to conjure it. The
thing is to reduce man to a machine whose prime mover is ngt his own
free will but that of the Church and the government. Perhaps the day
will come when it will be prohibited to breathe, to take walks and even
to chat with'a friend without previous permission from competent
authorities. Thus it was, more or less, in the happy days of our pious
grandparents, unfortunately since ended by the May Revolution.

Be that as it may, when the news about the action of the govern-
" ment spread, the Alto Slaughter House filled with butchers, offal col-
lectors, and inquisitive folk who received with much applause and
outcry the fifty steers. : - |

“It’s surely wonderfull” they exclaimed: ‘“Long live the Federalists!
Long live the Restorer!” - The reader must be informed that in those
_ days the Federalists were everywhere, even amid the offal of the
Slaughter House, and that no festival took place without the Restorer—
just as there can be no sermon without Saint Augustme The rumor is

that on heanng all the hubbub the few remaining rats dying in their -

holes of starvation revived and began to scamper about, carefree,
confident, because of the unusual joy and activity, that abundance had
once more returned to the place. ‘

The first steer butchered was sent as a gift to the Restorer, who was
exceedingly fond of roasts. A committee of butchers presented it to
him in the name of the Federalists of the Slaughter House and expressed
to him, viva voce, their gratitude for the government decree and their
. profound hatred for the savage Unitarians, enemies of God and men.
The Restorer replied to their harangue by elaborating on the same
theme, and the ceremony ended with vivas and vociferations from both

spectators and protagonists. * It is to be assumed that the Restorer had

special dispensation from His Most Reverend Father, excusing him
from fasting, for otherwise, being such a punctilious observer of laws,
such a devout Catholic, and such a staunch defender of religion, he
would not have set such a bad example by acceptmg such a glft on a
holy day.

The slaughtering went on, ,and in a quarter of an hour forty-nine
~ steers lay in the court, some of them skinned, others still to be skinned.
The Slaughter ‘House offered a lively, picturesque spectacle even
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though it [did contain all that is horribly ugly, filthy, and deformed in
the small proletarian class peculiar to the Plata River area. That the
reader may grasp the setting at one glance, it might not be amiss to
describe it britfly.

The Convalescencia, or Alto Slaughter House, is located in thé
southern part of Buenos Aires, on a huge lot, rectangular in shape, at
the intersection of two streets, one of which ends there while the other
continues eastward. The lot slants to the south and is bisected by a
ditch made by the rains, its shoulders pitted with ratholes, its bed

collecting all the blood from the Slaughter House. At the junction of

the right angle, facing the west, stands what is commonly called the
casi}la, a 1ow building containing three small rooms with a porch in the
front facing the street and hitching posts for tying the horses. In the
rear are several pens of fiandubay picket fence with heavy doors for
guarding the steers.

In winter these pens become veritable mires in which the animals
remain bobged down, immobile, up to the shoulder blades. In the
casilla the pen taxes and fines for violation of the rules are collected,
and in it sits the judge of the Slaughter House, an important figure, the
chieftain of the butchers, who exercises the highest power, delegated to

him by the Restorer, in that small republic. It is not difficult to -

imagine the kind of man required for the discharge of such an office.
- The casilla is so dilapidated and so tiny a building that no one
would notice it were it not that its name is inseparably linked with that
of the terrible judge and that its white front is pasted over with posters:
“Long live the Federalists! Long live the Restorer and the Heroine
Dofia Encarnacion Escurra! Death to the savage Unitarians!” Telling
posters, indeed, symbolizing the political and religious faith of the
Slaughter House folk! But some readers may not know that the above-
mentioned| Heroine is the deceased wife of the Restorer, the beloved
patroness of the butchers, who even after her death is venerated by them
as if she were still alive, because of her Christian virtues and her Feder-

alist herois#n during the revolution against Balcarce. The story is that

during an anniversary of that memorable deed of the mazorca, the
terrorist society of Rosas’ henchmen, the butchers feted the Heroine
with a magnificent banquet in the casilla. She attended, with her
daughter and other Federalist ladies, and there, in the prcsence of a
great crowd, she offered the butchers, in a solemn toast, her Federalist
patronage, and for that reason they enthusiastically proclaimed her
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patroness of the Slaughtér House, stamping her name upon the walls of

the casilla where it will remain until blotted out by the hand of time.

From a distance the view of the Slaughter House was now grotesque,

full of animation. Forty-nine steers were stretched out upon their

skins and about two hundred people walked about the muddy, blood-

drenched floor. Hovering around éach steer stood a group of people of

different skin colors. Most prominent among them was the butcher,
a knife in his hand, his arms bare, his chest exposed, long hair dis-
hevelled, shirt and sash and face besmeared with blood. At his back,
following his every movement, romped a gang of children, Negro and

mulatto women, offal collectors whose ugliness matched that of the

harpies, and huge mastiffs which' sniffed, snarled, and snapped at one
another as they darted after bo?ty. Forty or more carts covered with
awnings of blackened hides were lined up along the court, and some
horsemen with their capes thrown over their shoulders and their lassos
hanging from their saddles rode back ‘and forth through the crowds or
lay on their horses’ necks, casting indolent glances upon this or that
lively group. In mid-air a flock of bluewhite gulls, attracted by the
, smell of blood, fluttered about, drowning with strident cries all the

other noises and voices of the’ Slaughter House, and casting clear-cutl

shadows over that confused field of horrible butchery. All this could
be observed at the very beginning of the slaughter. .

But as the activities progressed the picture kept changing.. While
some groups dissolved as if some stray bullet had fallen nearby or an
enraged dog had charged them, new groups constantly formed: here
where a steer was being cut open, there where a butcher was already
hanging the quarters on the hook in the carts, or yonder where a steer
was being skinned or the fat taken off. From the mob eyeing and wait-
ing for the offal there issued ever and anon a filthy hand ready to slice
~ off meat or fat. Shouts and explosions of anger came from the butchers,

from the incessantly milling crowds, and from the gamboling street’

urchins. :
“Watch the old woman hldlng the fat under her breasts,” someone
shouted.

“That's nothmg—see that fellow there- plastermg it all over his
behmd ” replied the old Negro woman.

“Hey there, black witch, get out of there before I cut you open,
shouted, a butcher :
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“What am I doing to you, fio Juan? Don’t be so mean! Can’t I
have a bit| of the guts?” ]

“Out with the witch! Out with the witch!” the children squalled
in unison. “She’s taking away liver and kidneys!” And with that,
huge chunks of coagulated blood and balls of mud rained upon her
head.

Nearby two Negro women were dragging along the entrails of an
animal. A mulatto woman carrying a heap of entrails slipped in a pool
of blood and fell lengthwise under her coveted booty. Farther on,
huddled together in a long line, four hundred Negro women unwound
heaps of intestines in their laps, picking off one by one those bits of
fat which the butcher’s avaricious knife had overlooked. Other women
emptied stomachs and bladders and after drying them used them for
depositing the offal.

Several boys gamboling about, some on foot, others on horseback,
banged or?e another with inflated bladders or threw chunks of meat
at one another, their noise frightening the cloud of gulls which cele-
brated the slaughtering in flapping hordes. “Despite the Restorer’s
orders and the holiness of the day, filthy words were heard all around,
shouts fuli of all the bestial cynicism which characterizes the populace
attending jour slaughter houses—but I will not entertain the reader
with all this dirt.

Suddenly a mass of bloody lungs would fall on somebody’s head.
He forthwith would throw it on someone else’s head until some hide-
ous mongriel picked it up as a pack of other mongrels rushed in, raising
a terrific growl for little or no reason at all, and snapping at one an-
other. Sometimes an old woman would run, enraged, after some rag-
amuffin who had smeared her face with blood. Summoned by his
shouts his comrades would come-to his rescue, harassing her as dogs do a
bull, and silowering chunks of meat and balls of dung upon her, accom-
panied by ,volleys of laughter and shrieks, until the Judge would com-
mand order to be restored. _

In another spot two young boys practicing the handling of their
knives, slashed at one another with terrifying thrusts, while farther on,
four lads, much more mature than the former, were fighting over some
offal which they had filched from a butcher. Not far from them some
mongrels, iean from forced abstinence, struggled for a piece of kidney

all covered with mud. Alla representation in miniature of the savage
i } , B
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ways in which individual and social conflicts are thrashed out in our
country. ; «
Only one longhorn, of small, broad forehead and ﬁery stare,
remained in the corrals. No consensus of opinion about its genitals had
been possible: some believed it to be a bull, others a steer. Now its
hour approached. Two lasso men on horseback entered the corral
while the mob milled about its vicinity on foot or on horseback, or
dangled from the forked stakes of the enclosure.” A grotesque group
formed at the corral’s gate: a group of goaders and lasso men on foot,
with bare arms and provided with slipknots, their heads covered with
red kerchiefs, and wearing vests and red sashes. Behind them several
horsemen and spectators watched with eager eyes. | :

With a slipknot already round its horns, the angrily foaming animal
bellowed fiercely; and there was no demon strong or cunning enough
to make it move from the sticky_ mud in which it was, glued. It was
impossible to lasso it. The lads shouted themselves hoarse from the
forked stakes of the corral and the men tried in vain to frighten it with
blankets and kerchiefs. The din of hissing, handclapping, and shrill
and raucoyis voices which issued from that weird orchestra was fearful.

The witty remarks, the obscene exclamations traveled from mouth
to mouth, and either excited by the spectacle or piqued by a thrust from
some garrulous tongue, everyone gratultously showed off his clevemess
and caustic humor. |

“So—they want to give us cat for rabbit!”

“I'm telling you, it’s a steer—that’s no bull!”

“Can’t you see it’s an old bull?”

“The hell it is—show me its balls and I'll believe you!”

“Can’t you see them hangmg from between its legs. Each one blg- ‘ .

ger than the head of your roan horse I guess you left your eyes by the
‘roadside!” .

“It’s your old woman who was blmd to have given birth to a chump
like you! Can’t you see that the mess between its legs is just mud?”

“Bull or steer, it’s as foxy as a Unitarian!”

On hearing this magic word “Unitarian,” the mob exclaimed in
unison: “Death to the savage Unitarians!”

“Leave all sons of bitches to One-Eye!”-

“You bet, One-Eye has guts enough to take care of all the Uni-
tarians put together!”

7
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“Yes—Yes—leave the bull to Matasiete, the beheader of Unitarians.
Long live| Matasiete!”

b

~ “The bull for Matasietel”
“There it goes!” shouted someone raucously, mterrupungf the
interlude of the cowardly mob. “There goes the bulll” :

“Get ready! Watch out, you fellows near the gate! There it goes,
mad as hell!”

And so it was. Maddened by the shouts and especially by two sharp
goads which pricked its tail, the beast, divining the weakness of the slip-
knot, charged on the gate, snorting, casting reddish, phosphorescent
glances right and left. The lasso man strained his line taut, till his
horse squatted. Suddenly the knot broke loose from the steer’s horns
and slashed across the air with a sharp hum. In its wake there came

instantly rolling down from the stockade the head of a child, cut clean

from the trunk as if by an ax. The trunk remained immobile, perched
in the fork of a pole, long streams of blood spurting from every artery.
. “The rope broke and there goes the bulll” one of the men shouted.

Some of the spectators, overwhelmed and puzzled, were-quiet. It all

happened like lightning.

The crowd by the gate trickled away. Some clustered around the
head and palpitating trunk of the beheaded child who registered horror
in his astonished face; others, mostly horsemen, who had not witnessed
the mishap, slipped away in different direction in the tracks of the bull.
All of them shouted at the top of their voice: “There goes the bull!
Stop it! Watch out! Lasso it, Sietepelos! It’s coming after you, Balza!
~ He’s mad, don’t get too close! Stop it, Morado, stop it! Get going with

that hag of yours! Only the devil will stop that bull!”
The hubbub and din was infernal. A few Negro women who were

seated aloﬂg the ditch huddled together on hearing the tumult and .

crouched amid the-intestines which they were unraveling with a
patience worthy of Penelope. This saved them, because the beast, with
a terrifying bellow, leaped sideways over them and rushed on, fol-
lowed by dte horsemen. It is said that one of the women voided her-
self on the spot, that another prayed ten Hail, Mary’s in a few seconds,
and that two others promised San Benito never to return to the
damned corrals and to quit offal-collecting forever and anon. How-
ever, it is ot known whether they kept their promises. |

In the meantime the bull rushed toward the city by a long, narrow
street which, beginning at the acutest point of the rectangle previously
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described, was surrounded by%a ditch and a cactus fence. It was one of
the so-called “deserted” streets because it had but two houses and its
center was a deep marsh extending from ditch to ditch. A certain
Englishman, on his way home from a salting establishment which he
owned nearby, was crossing this marsh at the-moment on a somewhat
nervous horse. Of course he was so absorbed in his thoughts that he
did not hear the onrush of horsemen nor the shouts until the bull was
crossing the marsh. His horse took fright, leaped to one side, and
- dashed away, leaving the poor devil sunk in half a yard of mire. This
accident did not curb the racing of the bull’s pursuers; on the contrary,
bursting into sarcastic laughter—“The gringo’s sunk. Get up,
grmgo!”—they crossed the marsh, their horses’ hoofs trampling over his
wretched body. The gnngo dragged himself out as best he could, but
more like a demon roasting in the fires of hell than a blond-halred white
man.

' Further on, at the shout of “the bull! the bulll” four Negro women
who were leaving with their booty of offal dived into a ditch full of
water, the only refuge left them.

The beast, in the meantime, having run several milesin one direc-
tion and another, frightening all living beings, got in through the back
- gate of a farm and there met his doom Although weary, it still showed
its spirit and wrathful strength, but a deep ditch and a thick cactus
fence surrounded it and there was no escape. The scattered pursuers
got together and decided to take it back convoyed between tamed ani-

mals, so that it could expiate its crimes on the very spot where it had - |

committed them.

An hour after its flight, the bull was back in the Slaughter House
where the dwindling crowd spoke only of its misdeeds. - The episode of
the gringo who got stuck in the mud moved them to laughter and sar-
castic remarks.

Of the child beheaded by the lasso there remained but a pool of
. blood: his body had been taken away.

The men threw a slipknot over the horns of the beast whlch leaped
and reared, uttering hoarse bellows. * They threw one, two, three lassos

—to no avail. The fourth, however, caught it by a leg Its vigor and |

fury redoubled. Its tongue, hanging out convulsively, drooled froth, its
"nostrils fumed, its eyes emitted fiery glances.

“Knock. that animal down!” an imperious voice. commanded.
Mataslete dismounted at once from his horse, hocked the bull with one
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sure thrust, and, moving on nimbly with a huge dagger in his hand,
stuck it down to the hilt in the bull's neck and drew it out, showing it

smoking and red to the spectators. A torrent gushed from the wound

as the bull bellowed hoarsely. Then it quivered and fell, amid cheers
from the crowd, which proclaimed Matasiete the hero of the day and
assigned hﬂm the most succulent steak as his prize. Proudly Matasiete
stretched dut his arm and the bloodstained knife a second time, and
then with his comrades bent down to skin the dead bull.

The only question still undecided was whether the animal was a
steer or a {?ull. Although it had been provisionally classified as bull
because of its indomitable fierceness, they were all so fatigued with the
Jong drawn out performance that they had overlooked clearing up this
point. gqt suddenly a butcher shouted: “Here are the balls!” and
sticking his hands into the animal’s genitals he showed the spectators
two huge testicles.

There was much laughter and talk and all the aforementioned
unfortunatlFlnmdents of the day were readily explained. It was strictly
forbidden to bring bulls to the Slaughter House and this was an excep-
tional occurrence. According to the rules and regulations this bull
should have been thrown to the dogs, but with the scarcity of meat
and so many hungry people in town the Judge did not deem it advisable.

In a short while the bull was skinned, quartered, and hung in the
cart. Matasiete took a choice steak, placed it under the pelisse of his
saddle and 'began getting ready to go home. The slaughtering had
been completed by noon, and the small crowd which had remained to
the end wag leaving, some on foot, others on horseback, others pulhng
along the carts loaded with meat.

Suddenly the raucous voice of a butcher was heard announcing:
“Here comes a Unitarian!” On hearing that word the mob stood still
as if thunderstruck. | .

“Can’t you see his U-shaped side whiskers? Can’t you see he carries
no insignia on his coat and no mourning sash on his hat?”

“The Unitarian cur!” :

“The son of a bitch!”

“He has 'fthe same kind of saddle as the gringo!”

“To the gibbet with_him!”

“Give him the scissors!”

“Give him a good beating!”
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“He has a pistol case-attached to his saddle just to show off!”

“All these cocky Unitarians are as showy as the devil himself!”

“I bet you you wouldn’t dare touch him, Matasiete.”

“He wéuldn t, you say?”

“I bet you he would!” » :

Matasiete was a man of few words and qllle action. When it

came to violence, dexterity, skill in the handling of an ox, a knife, or

a horse he did not talk much, but he acted. They had piqued him:
spurring his horse, he trotted away, bridle loose, to meet the Unitarian.

The Unitarian was a young man, about twenty-five years old, ele-
gant, debonair of carriage, who, as the above-mentioned exclamations
were spouting from these impudent mouths, was trotting towards
Barracas, quite fearless of any danger ahead of him. Noticing, however,
the significant glances of that gang of Slaughter House curs, his right
hand reached automatically for the pistol-case of his English saddle.
Then a side push from Matasiete’s horse threw him from his saddle,
stretching him out. Supine and motionless he remained on the ground.

“Long live Matasiete!” shouted the mob, swarming upon the
victim.

Confounded, the young man cast furious glances on those ' fero-
cious men and hoping to find in his pistol compensation and vindica-
tion, moved towards his horse, which stood quietly nearby. Matasiete
rushed to stop him. He grabbed him by his tie, pulled him down again
on the ground, and whipping out his dagger from his belt, put it against
his throat.

Loud guffaws and stentorian vivas cheered hlm

What nobility of soul! What bravery, that of the Federalists!
Always ganging together.and falling like vultures upon the helpless
victim! - C

“Cut open his throat, Matasiete! Didn’t he try to shoot you? Rlp
him open, like you did the bull!”

“What scoundrels these Unitarians! Thrash him good and hard!”
“He has a good neck for the ‘violin’—you know, the gibbet!”

“Better use the Slippery-One on him!”

“Let’s try-it,” said Matasiete, and, smiling, began to pass the sharp
edge of his dagger around the throat of the fallen man as he pressed in
his chest with his left knee and held him by the hair with his left hand.

“Don’t behead him, don’t!” shouted in the distance the Slaughter
House Judge as he approached on horseback. |

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1942

‘19



New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 12 [1942], Iss. 4, Art. 1

402 NEW MEXICO QUARTERLY REVIEW

“Bring him into the casilla. Get the gibbet and the scissors ready.
Death to the savage Unitarians! Long live the Restorer of the laws!”

“Long live Matasietel” '

The spectators repeated in unison “Long live Matasiete! Death to
the Unitarians!” They tied his elbows together as blows rained upon
his nose, and they shoved him around. Amid shouts and insults they
finally dragged the unfortunate young man to the bench of tortures
just as if they had been the executioners of the Lord themselves.

The main room of the casilla had in its center a big, hefty table,
which was devoid of liquor glasses and playing cards only in times of
executions and tortures administered by the Federalist executioners of
the Slaughter House. In a corner stood a smaller table with writing
materials and a notebook and some chairs, one of which, an armchair,
was reserved for the Judge. A man who looked like a soldier was seated
in one of Iijem, playing on his guitar the “Resbalosa,” an immensely

- popular song among the Federalists, when the mob rushing tumul-
tuously inta the corrider of the casilla brutally shoved in the young
Unitarian. | :

“The Sli!ppery-One for him!” shouted one of the fellows.

“"Commend your soul to the devill”

“He’s furious as a wild bulll”

“The whip will tame him.”

“Give him a good pummeling!”

“First the cowhide and scissors.”

“Otherwise to the bonfire with him!”

“The gibbet would be even better for him!”

“Shut up and sit down,” shouted the Judge as he sank into his arm-
chair. All of them obeyed, while the young man standing in front of
the Judge exclaimed with a Voice pregnant with indignation:

- “Infamouis executioners, what do you want to do with me?”

“Quiet!”| ordered the Judge, smiling. ‘“There’s no reason for
getting angry. You'll see.” ,

The young man was beside himself. His entire body shook with
rage: his mottled face, his voice, his tremulous lips, evinced the throb-
bing of his heeart and the agitation of his nerves. His fiery eyes bulged
in their sockets, his long black hair bristled. His bare neck and the

_ front of his shirt showed his bulging arteries and his anxious breathing.

“Are you trembling?” asked the Judge.

“Trembling with anger because I cannot choke you.”
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“Have you that much strength and courage?”

“I have will and pluck enough for that, scoundrel.”

“Get out the scissors I use to cut my horse’s mane and clip his hair
in the Federalist style.”

Two men got hold of him. One took his arms and another his head
and in a minute clipped off his side whiskers. The spec,tators laughed
merrily. i :

“Get him a glass of water to cool him oif v ordered the Judge.

“T'll have you drink gall, you wretch!” ~ -

A Negro appeared with a glass of water in his hand. The young
man kicked his arm and the glass smashed to bits on the ceiling, the
fragmerits sprinkling the astonished faces of the spectators.

“This fellow is incorrigible!”

“Don’t worry, we'll tame him yet!”

“Quiet!” said the Judge. “Now you are shaven in the Federahst
style—all you need is a mustache, don’t forget to grow one!”

“Now, let’s see: why don’ t you wear any 1ns1gma?’

“Because I don’t care ‘to.” : -

“Don’t you know that the Restorer orders it?"

“Insignia become you, slaves; but not free men!”

“Free men will have to wear them, by force.”

“Indeed, by force and brutal violence: These are your arms, in-
famous wretches! Wolves, tigers, and panthers are also strong like you
and like them you should walk on all fours.”

“Are you not afraid of being torn to pieces by the tiger?”

“I prefer that to having you' pluck out my éntrails, as the ravens do,
one by one.” , '

“Why don t you wear a mourning sash on your hat in memory of
the Heroine?”

“Because I wear it in my heart in memory of my country which you,
infamous wretches, have murdered.”

“Don’t you know that the Restorer has ordered mourning in mem-
ory of the Heroine?” ‘

“You, slaves, were the ones to order it so as to flatter your master
and pay infamous homage to-him.”

“Insolent fellow! You are beside yourself. I'll have your tongue
cut off if you utter one more word. Take the pants off this arrogant
fool, and beat hlm on his naked ass. Tie him down on the table ﬁrst!”
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Hardly had the Judge uttered his commands when four bruisers
bespattered with blood lifted the young man and stretched him out
upon the table. ~

“Rather behead me than undress me, infamous rabble!”

They muzzled him with a handkerchief and began to pull off his
clothes. The young man wriggled, kicked, and gnashed his teeth. His
muscles assumed now the flexibility of rushes, now the hardness of iron,
and he squirmed like a snake in his enemy’s grasp. Drops of sweat,
large as pearls, streamed down his cheeks, his pupils flamed, his mouth
foamed, and the veins on his neck and forehead jutted out black from
his pale skin as if congested with blood.

“Tie him up,” ordered the Judge.

“He’s '}())aring with anger,” said one of the cutthroats.

In a short while they had tied his feet to the legs of the table and
turned his'body upside down. In trying to tie his hands, the men had
to unfasten them from behind his back. Feeling free, the young man,
with a brusque movement which seemed to drain him of all his
strength and vitality, raised himself up, first upon his arms, then upon
his knees, and collapsed immediately, murmuring: “Rather behead me
than undress me, infamous rabble!”

His strength was exhausted, and having tied him down crosswise,
they began undressing him. Then a torrent of blood spouted, bubbling
from the young man’s mouth and nose, and flowed freely down the table.
The cutthroats remained immobile and the spectators, astonished.

“The savage Unitarian has burst with rage, * said one of them.

“He had a river of blood in his veins,” put in another.

“Poor devil, we wanted only to amuse ourselves with him, but he
took things too seriously,” exclaimed the Judge, scowling tiger-like.

“We must draw up a report. Untie him and let’s go!”

They carried out the orders, locked the doors, and in a short while
the rabble vent out after the horse of the downcast, taciturn Judge.

The Federahsts hdd brought to a termination one of their innumer-
able feats of valor. |

Those were the days when the butchers of the Sliughter House were -
apostles who propagated by dint of whip and poignard Rosas’ Federa-
tion, and it is not difficult to imagine what sort of Federation issued
from their heads and knives. They were wont to dub as savage Unitar-

-ians (in accordance with the jargon invented by the Restorer, patron
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of the brotherhood) any man who was neither a cutthroat nor a crook;
any man who was kind-hearted and decent, any patriot or noble friend
of enlightenment and freedom; and from the foregoing episode can
be clearly seen that the headquarters of the Federation were located in
the Slaughter House. |
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A MEXIGAN PAINTER VIEWS
MODERN MEXICAN PAINTING

-

| Jesus Guerrero Galvdn
|
|

N MEXICo there exists a movement in art known commonly as the

Mexican Renaissance. Such an ambitious term inevitably obliges
us to consider briefly the historical nature of this movement and to
penetrateﬂif possible our artistic past in order to understand the place
occupied by this art which already possesses a universal classical in-
tention within cultural human values and which continues to a certain
extent the evolution of European culture. This pictorial movement,
paralleling contemporary Mexican poetry, seeks to fix a classical, hence ©
Revolutio:tnary, standard, to capture the eternal moment in time and
space, and to keep alive our tradition in the midst of constant change.

This Renaissance has developed along with the Mexican Revo-
lution, which constitutes the frame of the movement and limits it to
certain esthetic modes and to traditional popular norms which have
acquired universal values with regard to the culture.

The Revolution in itself, on account of its aspirations in human
relations, takes on a sense of universality. Theoretically this univer-
sality we thay understand as essentially the supremely encouraging idea
that all men have the human right to the enjoyment of elemental
material things as well as to that of poetry. This political phenomenon,
because of its national—not nationalist—character, moves on the plane
of universality. Similar characteristics are to be found in contempo-

.rary art which it engendered and which, like it, possesses some of its
vices and mistakes. The universality of this art, then, is limited inso-
far as it is truly national. That nationality is affirmed insofar as it is

Translated by Robert M. Duncan
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individual; that is to say, if one does not have a passionate awareness
of the smell and color of the earth he treads, of its past and general
characteristics, then there ex1sts no possible nationality; hence no possi-
ble universality. .

It is in one’s work or personal style that we always find the’e och or
seal of nationality. A work acquires this nationality by the simple
fact of genesis. As it takes form it is limited in time and space and
runs the risk of its own nationality, and consequently its possible perpe-
tuity within the universal forms of culture. Contemporary Mexican
painting has a background of dialectics; it is an affirmation; it is the
negation of a negation; it is a form in constant and gradual change.
In its development it has not been unaware of its relation to modern
European painting. There exists a noon-day clarity concerning its
past and hence its great sense of modernity and esthetic affinity for all
pre-Hispanic art. The latter, until a short time ago, considered only

as purely archdeological examples, has been found to have a mysterious

strength within its heresy and refined barbanty It has been found to
have an impulse of warm vigor ‘and perpetuity which moves us and
has reached us as poetic forms capable of definition. Those stone
figures (the Goddess of Death, for example), says Cardoza y Aragoén,
are transformed, become enraptured, they sweat and weep blood. They
are clouds of stone which are modified and take the forms which halluci-
nation provokes in us. To be sure, we'do not attempt to oppose this
art (taboo for us) to European art. Still less do we, with our passion
for pre-Columbian ¢ art, wish to deny Spanish art which is part of our
body and blood. That earthy realism and mystical impulse of the
Spanish primitive painters is present in our art. It is necessary to have
our feet placéd firmly on the ground, but our faces must feel the caress
of the clouds. A brief gloss of San Juan de la Cruz is in synthesis the
Spanish art which reached Mexico, which incorporated us into modern
Western life, and which developed with a strange splendor because of
the part played in it by mdlgenous artists. ‘

Such, in brief, is our _past. 'The Mexican Renaissance can be
marked off into these two great perlods Only thus has such an am-
bitious term any meaning.- But after all, whethér a work of art.be
Mexican, or French or Chinese, the important thing is that it should
be authentic. ~First of all, it must be painting and poetry. And one
should not think that this or that art or poetry exists because it is
Mexican, Spanish, or French or that such nationality is possible becauise
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of its art and poetry. For beating about the genealogical bush may
be as dangerous and may involve as much risk of error, as happens
when we investigate the blood and lineage of a person. An art is either
accepted passionately or it is rejected. It is either repellent, or it
arouses an intense pleasure. If there is an egg, inevitably there must
have existed a hen. - Respect the life of the hen and do not investigate
it if you would have eggs or chicken to eat, and do not ask whence it
came; nor should you ask about the rooster. This is what José Berg-
amin has to say concerning the virginal mystery that exists in every .
nationality.} I cannot forget that fine ardent French nationalist, Barrés,
who said that if you wish to be purely national about a thing, you
should believe in that thing, but not seek to expose it or to investigate
it. Nation iIIl this sense is the very opposite of reason and consequently
of notion. An art or poetry which expresses its nationality, character-
izing itself in so doing, demands that we eternally respect its mystery.
' * % *

Now I shall dwell somewhat upon two of the greatest Mexican
painters. I refer to José Clemente Orozco and Alfaro Siqueiros, who
represent authentically our artistic movement. ‘I am not concerned
with Diego Maria Rivera on this occasion, for Rivera is the painter
most talked about, the farthest from evil, that is to say, from good and
evil. He is the one who holds the greatest importance for us, not
esthetically‘lbut historically. Rivera is the painter for all the “isms,”
for according to the judgment of Rodriguez Lozano (a great Mexican
painter) , Diego sums up the whole history of modern painting. He
starts from classicism, passes through neo-classicism, and then through
expressionism, impressionism, cubism, then he passes into Dieguism,
from there to Trotskyism, and winds up in tourism. As one can see,
he is the painter who exerts the strongest attraction on the student of
art or on art critic of good intentions. But I shall leave Diego in
peace, 'sinces] he by no means needs my critical judgments, and speak of
the painters who have for me a greater importance.

The great mural painting was born with Tthwew—Revolution; and with
both, José Clemente Orozco. His work suffices to prove to us that he
embraces Mexican painting in all its aspects. Orozco began his mural
work at the/same time as Rivera (1922) by painting the walls of the
National Preparatory School. It has been said that no mural painting
would exist' without Rivera. Orozco’s work demonstrates definitely
the contrary. People have tried to give Rivera a providential im-
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portance which he does not have, and perhaps does not need. Orozco,
quite apart from the universal value of his painting, is the receiver of
that world which his tormented eye was able to see with implacable
cruelty. 'He who would know the graphic history of the Mexican
Revolution need only thumb through a monograph of Orozco to see
how much this painter—the most tragic of all Mexican painters—was
impressed by what went-on around him and how there escaped his
glance not the most insignificant detail of horror and misery, or even
of joy or pleasure, which his embittered sensibility could take in. His
work, -however, is not a simple description of the drama which has
inspired it. We can find in it a sort of sentiment of sub-realism, rich
and full of phantasy. Mexico has always been fertile in the plastic arts.
It has always had great painters, but with| Clemente Orozco appears
the real Mexican painting. He has painted the life of the Mexican
people, not the superficial and the picturesque which we find in Rivera,
but in its most appropriate, intimate, and recondite aspects. There
breathes in this living convulsive tradition of ours a new and traditional
poetry always plastic. José Clemente Orozco belongs to the family of
artists who sculptured the “Goddess of Death,” a thoroughbred. painter.
What is complicated in his work is precisely that indigenous force,
intense and mysterious, which has given it universal value. Orozco’s
painting is par excellence a painting with tradition.

He is deeply rooted in the pre-Columbian plastico-mythical aspect
of Mexico*as well as in that phase which may be-called the universal-
Mexican. He possesses an ancient vigor, rich and transcendental, the
innate secret of a heroic race. (This same vigor, this same mysterious
virtue is what has given nobility to our art and has kept it perpetually
modern.) _()rozco’s painting, says Luis Cardoza y Aragén, causes one
to suspect the existence of a certain truculence, a certain emphasis,
something like a refinement of horror. There is something formal, he
goes on, something intensely spiritual, a certain desperate and bitter
sadism that-comes down from the past. Orozco’s painting is in fact
sadistic. The horrible is its chief strength, and, though it may seem
"paradoxical, its chief beauty too. - By means of the eye it produces a
trembling, a shudder. Instead of producing a pleasure for the eye, as
the scholastics understood esthetic enjoyment, it gives a sensation of
anguish, horror, and desperation. Baudelaire, the penetrating and
passionate spectator of modern art, says that.is not only order and
beauty, but also voluptuousness, that is to say, intoxication and de-
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lirium—bqt intoxication in all the senses and in every sense. Horror
as a rare kind of beauty has the virtue of producing a strange, intense
pleasure, the pleasure of intoxication or of delirium, the pleasure from
-art expected by the strong, the ambitious, and the thirsty.

On one occasion in an automobile accident I witnessed the burn-
ing of some people in the fire caused by the tremendous collision. It
was, in fact, when I was on my way to Guadalajara for the purpose of
becoming acquainted with the great frescoes of Orozco. As I entered
the chapel and saw a gigantic man, like a kind of angel, flying in an
endless space, enveloped in flames, with his muscles in spasm and his
hands expressing despair, I had the most horrible sensation. And, as I
was terribe sick because I had come so near death, I stood there like
a statue, cqld, without enough will to run away and cover up my eyes
in order nfot to contemplate that nightmare which brought about in
me the most complex pleasure. Afterwards I told all this to Orozco
himself and it caused him to laugh; and with a certain ingenuousness—
for Orozco never likes to theorize about his painting—he said to me:
“Well, now I can rest easy, for that is the function that I want my
painting to have.”. And it does have, for-what I experienced as I con-
templated fl:he work of Orozco supports my statements.

In this ifresco to which I refer, whose character symbolizes fire, can
be seen Orxozco’s terrible imagination. Painting should not be a spec-
tacle precisely, but in Orozco that spectacle is filled with fire and mad-
ness. All of that world which he expresses in his painting is a world
of nightmare, because Orozco is obsessed by fire and death. Perhaps
it is a mystical feeling, a longing for purity or holiness. Art at times
purifies, it tends to the cure, to the salvation of the spirit. The Greeks,
for example, had these objectives in their tragedies without losing
. sight of theé fact that art purifies human passions. :

’ * * * *

David Alfaro Siqueiros is the most passionate of all contemporary
Mexican painters. He and José Clemente Orozco and Diego Rivera
form the great trinity which has confronted the European tradition
with universal Mexican plastic art. One cannot speak of this. painter
without enthusiasm, and without a feeling of lamentation. His work
and his life are of value for their candid disorder, for their passion and
frenzy. He is the only, and perhaps the last, romantic—real romantic,
strong and disorganized—which contemporary Mexican art possesses.

X
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Siqueiros is one of the most passionate and well-defined natures of
the new generation of Mexican painters. In an apparent coldness and
almost indifference to art he conceals a great fervor. He is inconstant,
his powerful vitality is dispersed in different activities. He is always
organizing strikes, founding syndicates, agitating workers, and the like.
He is impulsive in every sense of the word, keen, and almost blind with
the fertile blindness of the fanatic. His ideas seem rather prejudices
maintained by a moving sentimentalism. His prodigious nature guides
him and maintains in him a remarkable plastic feeling which is perfect
in its conception of form and volume, with a richness and positive lyric
power. Siqueiros is par excellence a lyric painter. In spite of his
idiosyncrasies he is dominated by an imperative need to express himself
plastically. His painting bursts forth, without urging, from his soul.
He gives off a prodigious feeling of unrestrained creative power. His
' painting overflows. It is a constant shout. Its vehemence comes from

its gigantic and monumental quality. Its dramatic force is not the
fruit of an esthetic discipline, exactly. The dramatic quality of his
painting is'a true reflection of his personality. There undoubtedly
exist in his spirit, -in his internal world, that bitterness and tragedy
~which it expresses, and which rack him desperately, seeking an outlet.

The work of this painter is an exact reflection of himself. It is an
endless proj ection of his own nature.  He is, therefore, a romantic. He
seeks to deny this romanticism in his work; but the result is an
increasing affirmation of it.

His work means to be intimately tled to h1s mental processes; he
tries to reflect in it his ideological attitude, his position with regard to
life. But here arises a duality which I consider one of the fundamental
characteristics of his work. There exists in all his painting a contra-
diction which for me is the core of his personality as a painter. He
- seeks then to-tie his work to his ideological attitude and give it a utili-
tarian value, but we find that 