New Mexico Quarterly

Volume 18 | Issue 3 Article 1

1948

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 18,3 (1948). https://digitalrepositoryunm.edu/nmq/vol18/iss3/
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%2Fvol18%2Fiss3%2F1&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol18?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol18%2Fiss3%2F1&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol18/iss3?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol18%2Fiss3%2F1&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol18/iss3/1?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol18%2Fiss3%2F1&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol18%2Fiss3%2F1&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol18/iss3/1?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol18%2Fiss3%2F1&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol18/iss3/1?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol18%2Fiss3%2F1&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:disc@unm.edu

: Full Issue

QUARTERLY REVIEW

VOLUME XVIII AUTUMN, 1948 'NUMBER 3

CONTENTS

Page
CruciBLE oF ConrLICT. Frank Waters . . . . . . 2"’733
Two SonNETs. Philip Murray . . . . . . -. 28
MEebiA VriTA. Story. ]ohﬁ Conley . . . . . . . 283
THE PoETRY OF D. H. LAWRENGE. Charles I. Glicksberg y . 289
THE REVIVAL oF NATIVE ARTs. Roland F. Dickey. Ilustrated by

Lloyd Lézes Goff . .. . . . e . 305
THE Wipower. Story. David Greenhood . . . .- 315
THE PROFESSOR-AND THE UNIVERSITY. Joaquin Ortega . . . 819
Two PoEms. David Greenhood . . . . . . 338
FroMm A PLANE OvER BaLBoA. Poem. Quincy Guy Burris . . 839
Two Poewms. - Herman Salinger . . L . | . 840

My Love, My Love, My Love. Story. Frances Long Morgenroth 341

CommunioN. Poem. Sam Schulman . . . . . . 348
O. Poem. Ted Isaac . . . . S . . . %49
Book REVIEWsS . . . . . . . . . . 851

-

A GUIDE TO THE LITERATURE OF THE SOUTHWEST 26. Lyle Saunders
and Frank L. Baird . . . . . . . . 873

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1948



New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 18 [1948], Iss. 3, Art. 1

CONTRIBUTORS

FRANK WATERS, who lives in Taos, New Mexico, has written novels and non-fiction on
Southwestern subjects; he is at present preparing a book on the Navaho and Hopi country
for the University of New Mexico Press. CHARLES I. GLICKSBERG, author of Walt Whitman
and the Civil War and of numerous’ literary and scientific articles, is an agsistant professor
of English at Brooklyn College, New York, and teaches creative writing at the New School
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That Girl of Pierre’s for Holxday House and Sun in Your Eyes for the University of
New Mexico Press before preparing some forty drawings for Mr. Dxckeys book. JoaQuin
ORTEGA, Professor of Spanish at the Umversxty of New Mexico and editor elect of the
QUARTERLY REVIEW, contributed to recent issues of this magazine an essay,on Cervantes and
a short story. ,

Joun ConLEY teaches English and creative writing at Ohio State Uvaersity in Colum-
bus, Ohio; his novel, The Glassy Essence, is nearmg completion. DAvID GREENHOOD is asso-
ciated with Hohday House in New York; he is editor of Hans Otto Storm’s, Of Good Family,
a collection of writings published posthumously this spring by The S’wallow Press and
William Morrow and Company, and author of a new novel, Love in Dishevelment, pub-
lished recently by the Creative Age Press. FRANCES LONG MORGENROTH, a native of Iowa, is
living in Boulder, Colorado; her first published story appears here. '

PaiLip MurrAY has had poems in Harper’s and various magazines; other sonnets by Mr.
Murray appeared in our Spring number. HERMAN SALINGER, who teaches at Grinnell Col-
lege, Grinnell, Iowa, has had poems in the University of Kansas City Review, Poetry, and
other magazines. SAM SCHULMAN is a graduate student at the University of New Mexico.
Qumcv Guy Burnis is head of the English department of New Mexico Highlands University
in Las Vegas, New Mexico. The poem by TED IsaAc, on page 349, appeared in the Summer,
1948, issue of the NEw MEexico QUARTERLY ReviEw with a serious ermr{ with apologies to
the author, the poem is printed now in its proper form.

FreperIcK J. HorFMaN, Professor of English at the University of Wisconsin, is author
of Freudianism and the Literary Mind and of other works of criticism. JoHN COLLIER, JR,,
is a photographer and free lance writer of Taos, New Mexico. Other reviewers, with the
exception of Roland F. Dickey mentioned above as author of an article in this
issue, are of the University of New Mexico. EpwiN HoNic, poetry editor of this magazine
and author of a book on Garcia Lorca, is off campus at present working on a Guggenheim
Fellowshxp assignment. GEORGE Arms, Professor of English, published this year, in collabo-

. ration with William M. Gibson, a bibliography of William Dean Howells. FRANK L. BAmp
is a teaching assistant in the School of Inter-American Affairs and compiler of “A Guide
to the Literature of the Southwest” during Lyle Saunders’ absence. GHARLES ALLEN, for

- the past year acting editor of this magazine, is Editor of the University of New Mexico
Press. MiGUEL JorriN, a professor of government, has recently been appointed Director
of the School of Inter-American Affairs. DOROTHY Wo0ODWARD and MARION DARGAN are
professors in the history department. NorTON B. CROWELL, of the department of English,
recently had a story accepted for publication in one: of the forthcoming issues of this
magazine. KENNETH LasH, also a member of the English department, has published here
formerly and also in the Journal of Philosophy.
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CRUCIBLE OF CONFLICT

Frank Waters

ROM THIS TINY LOG CABIN in a meadow among the pines, on the high
Fslope of Lobo Mountain in the Sangre de Cristos of northern New
Mexico, we stare down upon one of the most beautiful, paradoxical,
and significant panoramas in the world today.

The tall dark pines marching down through sage and chamisa to
the rugged plateau below. The Rio Grande patiently gnawing through
its rocky gorge. The empty desert shimmering beyond. And farther,
the distant Jemez Range lifting like the upturned edge of the horizon.
All, mountain, plateau, and desert, seeming to comprise within one vast
frame a world of pristine purity untouched by man.

But when we crawl down the rutted, rocky road all this beauty
becomes an illusion. Its unbroken serenity is dispelled. The land is in
travail. There is a schism in the soul of man. It is a vast battleground,
perhaps the last, for the forces of man and nature, of past and future, of
the cosmic dualities of the universe.

Below the gorge sprawl the sleepy little adobe villages of Pilar,
Velarde, and Embudo settled by Spanish-Colonials from Mexico three
centuries ago. . . . There bustles and rattles modern Anglo-American
Riverside where the deus ex machina is the soul of progress—the omni-
potent mdquina which is a radio replacing the guitar, a reaper doing -
the work of the scythe, or the Ford driving the burro off the road. . . .
Hidden by old cottonwoods are the ancient Indian pueblos of San §ian,
Santa Clara, and San Ildefonso; rhymically pulsing to the low beat of
drums while men, naked and painted, file out of the sacred kivas to
dance in the dusty plazas. . . . Dancing as men danced in the still
more ancient cities that stood here before Columbus came; in the pre-
historic cliff cities of Puyé and Rito de los Frijoles of the Pajarito Pla-

273
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teau in the Jemez Mountains rising just above. . . . South'in the Sandia
Mountains near Albuquerque lies the cave in whlch an expedluon from
the University of New Mexico discovered the remains of what might be
the earliest known man on the continent—the Sandia Man who lived
25,000 years ago. . . . North toward Abiquiu on Arthur Pack’s Ghost
Ranch paleontologists are now digging up the 200-million-year-old bones
of small kangaroo-size dinosaurs antedating the gigantic Brontosaurus.
- - . When suddenly a new road twists upward to a high shelf in the
mountains above. Past armed MP’s. Into a roaring settlement that is
at once a frontier town, a boom mining camp, a construction camp and
an army post. Roads crowded with trucks and tractors. Streets lined
with auto-trailers, plank shanties, and barracks. No sidewalks, no hotels
nor restaurants, no shops. But a drug store in a log cabin, an army com-
missary, a movie house with a tin roof. All clustered around a huge
lodge of weathered logs that once was the boy’s summer school of Los
Alamos. Now The Hill, the Forbidden City of Atomic Research.

Perhaps in no other comparable area on earth are condensed so

many contradictions, or manifested so clearly the opposite polarities of
. life itself. The oldest cities in America and the newest. The Indian

drum and the atom smasher. Men invoking with prayerful rhythm the

magic of pure feeling; and men evolving the new magic of atomic fission

by the rational principles of ultra-modern science. The aristocracy of

the humble, and the vulgarity of the proud. The white and dark races,

the defeated minority. The oldest life forms discovered on this conti-
. ment, and the newest universal agent of mass death.

It is an amazing coincidence, a monstrous jigsaw puzzle of irrecon-
cilable differences. All within a stone’s throw, bound within two
mountain walls and divided by a river. And mamtammg at safe per-
spective the illusion of tranquility.

Such is the valley of the north Rio Grande, and it is the world as
well. A world standing on the threshold of a new age, but torn by a

“conflict between two principles—two opposites of nature—that must be
understood and finally resolved.

Summer before last this writer submitted to the ‘annual New
Mexico issue of the Southwest Review, a short and simple article
which attempted to equate the significance of ancient man’s intuitive
ceremonial magic and modern man’s rational magic of atomic fission.

Surprisingly, it was printed as the leading article. More surprising
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were the letters that came in about 1t—-mam1y letters of protest against
its “far-fetched literary allusions,” its “‘pleasantly poetic but logically
dubious assumptions,” the. very use of the word “magic.” What else
was it all but mere coincidence? Of what possible importance to any-
body was the fact that within twenty miles of each other men were
dancing for rain and others were splitting the atom? How could there
be any relationship whatever between the ancient ceremonialism of
Rito de los Frijoles and San Ildefonso, and the nuclear physics of Alamo-
gordo and Los Alamos?

The best of these critical letters, an excellent one from a poet and-
another from a scientist at the Los Alamos Research Laboratory,
together with the original article and a second one answering them,
were published serially on the editorial pages of the Santa Fe New Mexi-
can. These were followed by a long, commendable editorial summariz- -
ing the series and ending the controversy. : '
| The only conclusions to be drawn from this tempest in a tea-cup
were obvious. Our surprising interest as a practical people in such a
nebulous subject. And our more surprising ignorance of the meaning
of Indian ceremonialism after centuries of observation, and of the mean-
ing of atomic fission which ushers all mankind into a new historic era.

The mechanics of both are diversified scientific arts intelligible
only to the few; they lie in the realm of rational investigation—of eth-
nology and archaeology, physics and chemistry. Their meanings are -
pertinent to us all. But they lie within the limits of metaphysics; mysti-
cism, religion, intuitional perception, a moral and psychological reality
—whatever we choose to call it—whose validity we refuse to admit. Why?

Man everywhere has always recognized two opposite poles of man’s
nature, the duality of life itself. '

The ancient Chinese named these two pr1nc1ples Yin and Yang.
Yin, meaning shadow, the north side of a mountain and the shadowy
south side of a river, stood for all that was dark and unconscious in man
~his Qpassiire,‘ feminine nature, his emotional depths, the realm of the

intuition. Yang, its polar oppos1te, the south side of a mountain and .

the sunny north side of a river, designated his light, conscious nature—
the active, masculine self, w;th its rational mind.

Plato in his philosophy postulated the same two general “ground
principles”—the rational, mathematical, male principle, and the femi-
nine, intuitive, emotional principle. |
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We today accept these fundamental approaches to the meaning of
life, these components of life itself, under such names as F. S. C.
Northrop’s “undifferentiated aesthetic component” and ‘“‘determinate
theoretic component.” | |
Primarily we feel, believe, divine. Or we think, know, prove:
So quite naturally, in the slow but ceaseless evolution of mankind,
man has swung alternately from one pole to the other of this duality.
We have had many times an Age of Faith, an Age of Reason. And at
the same time there have been cultures, peoples, whole civilizations
adhering mainly to one principle or the other.
The dark races immemorially have clung to one, the white to
another. The ancient civilizations of America, the Pueblo, Mexic, and
Maya, as well as the ancient civilizations of Asia, of India and China,
were built upon the instinctual and intuitional approach. So, too, were
their remnants and successors; the surviving little city-states of the
Pueblo Indians, Mexico, and the countries of Latin Amenca, and the
. modern civilizations of the Orient. ot
The modern Euro-American civilization, conversely, stands upon
the rationalistic approach. Heraclitus declared the very air was full of
reason for man to breathe. Socrates believed in the rational control of
impulses and feelings. The great Roman Empire was founded upon a
passion for the orderly arrangement of facts, and maintained by Roman
Law which still dominates juridical thought, the most enduring product
of classical rationalization. In 1493 there was inaugurated in Paris a
festival of the “Goddess of Reason” in Notre Dame Cathedral. Man had
begun to reason even in religion. : '
The civilizations of ancient Greece and Rome have perished.
Europe has crumbled. And today our America is their successor.
America is a peculiarly modern country. Without rgots in its own
ancient past, all its cultural traditions spring from Europe. But its
umbilical cord with it has been cut. We are wholly the product of our
own machine-made culture. ,
Where do we stand today? |
America now sustains the world. Upon her full -granaries the
starving populations of Europe depend. Her pol_ltlcal'nntercessmn is
relied upon to lend stability to the new governments of Germany and
Japan. Her diplomacy helps to shape the emerging governments of
Greece, Korea, and China. Her financial support bolsters up the tot-
tering British Empire. Twenty countries in Latin America depend on
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her aid against possible aggression. A great merchant marine, carrying
her flag and her commerce, encircles the globe. Her idiom is the
universal language of the world. Her scientific inventions are the com-
monplace marvels of Eskimo and Hottentot alike. And over-shadowing
all this is the monster-miracle of her atomic bomb.

And yét there is a growing, deep-rooted fear that America in her .
hour of triumph has struck the knell of failure; that somehow she has
lost her sense of direction. Where is she going now? '

We do not need the statistical evidence marshalled by P. A. Soro-
-kin to prove our increasing paucity of qualitative creativeness in the
fields of art, philosophy, and social science, nor the warning of Arnold
J- Toynbee that we show the symptoms of a civilization on the thresh-
hold of disintegration. The proof is manifest everywhere. Americaniza-
tion has become synonymous with vulgarization and standardization.
Our insane asylums are increasingly overcrowded. We are a people ill
with a neurosis of anxiety and discontent. : |

So it is that these basic differences of principle are not only juxta-
posed today without regard for spatial boundaries and the continuity
of the time-scale, but they have reached the peak of intensity. And so
it is that we find here within twenty miles of each other caciques watch-
ing Our Father Sun for their people with the same meditative absorp-
tion of Tibetan yogis and Aztec priests, and scientists measuring the
cosmic energy of the sun in the disintegration of subatomic mesons.
Each unintelligible to the other, antipathetic as the civilizations they
represent, and irreconcilable as intuition and reason. And both facing

~ the threat of disintegration.

Hence in this shrinking one-world on the threshold of the Atomic
Age, America finds herself obligated to leadership over a half of the
world whose culture, civilization, and principle of life she does not
understand at all. And at the same time she feels 1ncapable@of under-
standing it.

Art is for us but an unnecessary luxury to be indulged in by the
fortunate few. How then can we understand a people to whom it is
the substance of human life? . Our politics is basically the tool for pre-
serving property rights.- We cannot understand a country whose
legislation is an expression of the primary regard for human rights.
Our religion is sterile. The Church with its outmoded vestments, its
theoretical preachments and emotional frigidity has lost all appeal to
the average man. Yet so bound is he by its orthodox constraints that he
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is either frightened or contemptuous of any other. In economics, sci-
ence, in every field we are constricted within the rational %hm;lts of
demonstrable theory and practical use. And all else outside constitutes
a vast realm of the unknowable which we have dismissed with!'the arro-
gant assumption that it has no validity whatever—not only e intang-
ible truths of art, blind faith, and mysticism, but the peoples who
perceive them. i
Yet within our boundaries of the rational known there exists as it
were an island of the unknowable in the surviving tribes of %our own
Southwest. And it is for precisely the same reason that we have ignored
and abhorred them so consistently throughout the whole history of the
United States. Because the Indian-American psyche is also diametric-
ally opposed to that of the Euro-American; because it is polarizéd to the
instinctual and intuitive rather than to the rationalistic and mechanistic.
Such then is the monstrous paradox of America and the ‘essential
difference between the Indian-American and the Euro-American.
What is the meaning of such a monstrous paradox? Perh%ps Jung
has given us a clue in his assertion that the cause of every nervons break-

3

down can be traced directly to the lack of a sustaining faith. |

America, having gained the world, is searching for her soul. Where
can she find it: in ruined, outworn Europe, antipathetic Asia, undevel-
oped South America? Or here, embodied in her own earth, at the roots
of her own ignored, submerged and only indigenous faith?

A line of painted men, naked but for breechcloths and moccasins,
filing out into the plaza; dancing and singing to the low beat olf a drum.
What can America find in an unintelligible, outmoded, pagan cere-
monial that can be reconciled to modern science, politics, and the atomic
bomb? i
* It is pertinent to ask. And fortunately the answer ma?' still be

found—if we seek diligently, and if we make haste.

The culture of the Navajo and the Pueblo is cut from |the same
cloth as the ancient civilizations of America, the modern civilizations
of Mexico and Latin America, and India and China. They, relate us
not only to that half of the modern world from which we are so pecul-
iarly alienated, but also to that pre-Columbian America which is our
own ancient submerged past. ,,

Now of what does this strange ‘“otherness” of the “savage” Indian
and the “heathen” Chinese consist? Of precisely its insistence upon the

1

1

-

B
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indomitable, emotional, and ultimate values that eternally imbue all
nature and mankind, rather than upon the postulated, theoretical,"and
impermanent values of our ever-changmg 1deolog1es

Like the Indian we too seek a meaning in the life about us. But
first we postulate a God who in Genesis creates the world in six days
and breathes life into matter. With the discovery of the laws of astron-
omy, geology, and biological evolution, the universe becomes instead a
‘self-sufficient, well-oiled machine. Matter becomes inanimate. Man
begins to assume control of the machine. Then the physicists, reducing
matter to nothing but energy, break down the machine completely.
The universe looms as an abstract mathematical formula. And now
having lost our simple faith in God and our successive faiths in mechan-
istic and mathematical theories, we believe in nothing at all. ’

The Indian meanwhile has remained traditionally immune to all
these changing ideologies. Like his ancient predecessors he still sees
the universe as a living entity imbued with life by one divine source.
And like the modern Buddhists he regards all its constituents—the liv-
ing stones, the breathing mountains, the corn plant, the deer, and man—
as bound together into an unbroken solidarity, an enduring continuity.

There is the mountain. There is man. One cannot exist without
the other. Neither is real in itself. The physical, transitory aspects of
both are images of spiritual counterparts which alone have enduring
reality.

So physical man may alter the physical mountain by gutting it of
ore. He may transmute this ore into gold currency, and by possessing
this he may likewise change the manner of his own existence. But these

- changes in the life of physical mountain and physical man, being built
upon the changing laws of science and economics, are also impermanent
and illusionary.

The spiritual mountain and spiritual man remain unchanged, for
they alone possess reality. Likewise the relationship between them is
unbroken,; for it is a part of that solidarity which binds all constituents
of the universe into one living whole, a ceaseless continuity.

And so it is that these differences in principle may be equated; for
temporal, rational man also contains within himself theintuition of
the immortality of his spiritual self. But how?

The ancient Maya, brooding upon the nature of the eternal,
developed a calendar more accurate than the one we use now. But they
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failed to develop a simple plow, and perished for lack of corn to supply

the growing population. The present plight of the Navajos 1s a national

- disgrace; the days of the Pueblos are numbered. Both, as cultural
minority groups, are doomed. Not only because of our treatment of
them, but because they too have failed to meet the challenge of modern
rational demands. '

- The Euro-American in turn has fixed his attention solely upon the
mechanics of life, ignoring its ultimate meaning. He has seen Greece
and Rome fall, the crumbling of Western Europe. And now, concur-
rent with the development of atomic ﬁssmn, we too have reached the
climax of scientific rationalization. !

Where do we go now? )

The pendulum of cyclic change swings back and forth But the
evolution of mankind is continually upward in a great ascendmg spiral.
So that there is no going back to blind, irrational faith. We can only
swing back on a higher level; a level that overlooks, as it were, the tenets
of our earliest beliefs in the light of our latest rationalized thought.

The Indians’ belief that Our Father Sun was the divine source of
all life is matched by our own. Our scientists too are sun-worshippers.
The sun is the gravitational center of the Solar System. The speed of
light which travels from it, 186,000 miles a second, is the one basic fact
on which science builds all its knowledge. When cosmic rays from outer
space hit air atoms, mesons are produced which live only two-millionths
of a second and then disintegrate with a burst of energy—the cosmic
energy produced by the sun and imbuing all matter with life. This is
science’s definition of the Sun-Father, the infinitely expandmg radlance

- that gives life.

The belief that dancing brings rain has advanced from the “tom-
tom stage” to practical experimentation. The General Electric Labor-
atories of America and the Australian Council for Scientific and
Industrial Research are doing their dancing in the clouds with pellets
of dry ice. The United States Signal Corps has contracted for more
research. Dr. Irving Langmuir, Nobel Prize Winner, is ﬁgurmg out
other plans.

The Indian belief that inorganic matter has life is- ot so pagan
and anthropomorphic today as yesterday. Radioactive carbon 14, which
lives at least 5,000 years, has been found in minerals and every living
creature alike, human beings included. |

Indeed, like the Indians themselves, we are beginning to believe

https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol18/iss3/1
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that even matter does not exist as a permanent reality. Physicists have
decided that it is mostly emptiness, with atomic nuclei scattered thinly
through it like stars in space, and even that the nuclei aren’t very solid.

Einstein with his famous mass-energy equation, E = MC?, has
proved that all matter is merely condensed energy. If we today can
transmute matter into energy by mechanical means, why was it not

possible for the ancient Pueblos to transmute their energy by dancing.

into matter—into rain, into growing corn?

Only by such far-fetched literary parallels, perhaps, can the signifi-
cance of ancient man’s intuitive ceremonial magic and modern man’s
rational magic of atomic fission yet be equated.’ But it is certain ‘we have
reached a verge. The two opposing principles on which they are based
clearly point to a convergence. And at that convergence lies the new
faith for which we are crying so desperately. A faith big enough to
embrace all of mankind’s experiences of the past, all our religious
tenets, and all our scientific advances toward the future. ~

~ It would not be too great a coincidence if that faith were found
here: here in this crucible of conflict where there exist side by side the
vestiges of man’s earliest faith in the abstract, and man’s latest achieve-
ment in the concrete. Nor would it be implausible to establish here
with The Hill, another City of Research devoted to the study of the
meanings implicit in both. The time is past when we can rely solely
upon the pragmatlc The time is here when we must accept—if we can
and before it is too late—the evidence of the intuitive.
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TWO SONNETS

THE WOUNDED BATHER

The wounded bather wears his water wings
And towel of destiny about his loins

So buried in the Chinaberry shade

That when the sea birds come to pick his teeth
They can not find him. But in certain shells
The spot is marked and all their whisperings
Betray his helplessness, his hidden heart;

And as he bleeds there on a coral hearse

His mouth falls open and the birds dive in,
Nest on his soft protesting tongue; his hands
Adjust themselves about his pregnant neck; ,‘
His throat constricts to crush the wondrousegg. *
When the water wings are down, the towel torn,
Helen of Troy is born, unholy ghost. .

- e -

THE ONE ARMED BANDIT

The one armed bandit in the secret bank

Is bold, is brave, is spendthrift of my wish;

His guns are loaded and his eyes are ice,

No twitch deflects his aim, his iron deed;

He has been bled and mercy does not flow

In his clogged veins where bubbles of fatal air
Disturb his pulse, the hypodermic tick,

The toxic drum; his cruel parade, reviewed,
Inspected from an armored car where I,
Infallible detective check the clews,

The fingerprints, the history of his crimes.

I shall arrest him soon but not tonight; ‘
We have appointments each of us must keep
Before the gun fight on the wharf of death. |

e T -

e
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PHILIP° MURRAY
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MEDIA VITA
John Conley

T WAS DURING the first hot days that Father Tolan, while on his way to

the little side chapel, collapsed. The novice who was to have served’

his Mass discovered him soon afterward; he was trying, without com-

prehension, to get up from the floor. Presently,  propped with pillows,

his eyes fixed and remote, he was speaking to Father Rector, who
stood at the bedside like a negligent stranger. Father Master came in a
moment later. He looked preternaturally tense and drawn, said
nothing, but studied Father Tolan as if what lay there was already
unfleshed. Father Tolan was driven to retracing his words, for puffs of
air got in the way of speech—an old man without a tooth in his head. “It
was nothing,” he was saying and tried to sit upright. Then he stopped,
not being able to recollect himself, lifting and dropping one of his
habitually unwashed hands.

Word got round to all the novices during the mommg work penod
Brother Hearne was among the last to know, since the greenhouse
where he worked alone was some distance from the cloister. Earlier in
the week, on coming upon him near the lavatory, Brother Hearne had,
as usual, offered his arm to Father Tolan and as usual been refused.
For Father Tolan insisted on accomplishing his marches without even
the aid of a cane, shuffling one foot ahead of the other, pausing, then
dragging the other foot and bending double. Wearing out the months
in this manner, he awaited his end. Yet he would fulfill his span, trying
neither to shorten nor to lengthen it, since all things lay with God.

Dying, Brother Hearne reflected, is in a sense an affair of language
The martyrs, having given violent testimony — the true athletes of
Christ—"win the palm of glory.” The Church Fathers, who have earned
dlgmﬁed and intimate rest, decorousl}{ “sleep in the Lord.” Wayfarers
in an insubstantial world, the saints “are received into everlasting
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dwellings.” But what phrase is there to fix the passing of .God’s ordi-
nary servants, who, at most, become illegible crosses on weedy graves?
During the afternoon work period the novices talked of watches
to be kept and made predictions, all in error: not in a week, not in two,
would Father Tolan elude the vigilant community. He was surely
dying, but as a votive candle dies within its glassy shell—flickering as if
to husband wick and wax, then steady again, and at the last burning
still, though all seems most certainly consumed. Indeed, days lay in
store when strength would seem to return, when watchmg the sun strike
through the tall, bare windows of his room, he might with some show
of reason look forward to saying Mass again. He must expect to tire
more and more easily—so much was true; and to despise arm, cane or
crutch would come too dear. This once he would have prodigious
amounts of time free from all accounting to his mother, the Order, and
to his Master, Christ. Surely he might indulge himself!
_ Toward sundown he was helped to the balcony before the novices
should leave the slope and the outlying buildings, and he had taken
great pleasure in the youthful sounds and movements. So he had kept
up his custom. He almost fell in a heap, however, and had to be carried
back to his bed.

At supper the community was instructed to pray for Father Tolan—
to pray, as everyone understood, for his happy death. There it was:
Father Tolan had now to go to school again and learn the last great art,
the art of dying well. -

Everybody knows that if we are to have change, we must have ana-
chronisms. Thus certain rules prescribed by St. Ignatius Loyola as part

-of the training for novices had in time become awkward, so that many
Jesuit Novice Masters, particularly those holding office in the New
World, had been put to it to make some show of having them enforced.
These rules had to do with the spiritual and corporal works of mercy,
and were looked upon, indeed denominated, as experimenta—trials or
tests. Of these was the caring for the sick—quite a different matter a
few centuries ago from what it has since become, when hospltals were
not what they are now and nursing was done only by the charitable and
heroic. But if it were out of the question now for novices to help-out at
a.hospital, the Master of Novices might nevertheless contrive to have an
extra room occupied nearly all the time. And when the word contrive
is used, it is not necessarily meant that the Master of Novices need have
gone out of his way. For truly, what is a more common ailment than
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old age? And what is more usual than for the ripe religious to return
to the walls of his scrupulous youth? So the thing was generally accomp-
lished as if by itself; the visitor came, so to speak, on the wing.

The visitor! In recognizable ways he was always the same. He was
the priest who was gradually forced to curtail his walks, who helped out
with confessions until it became plain that yes, after all, there was other
work for him to do; he was that ineluctable figure who was forever try-
ing to reach the other end of the hall—he was Father Tolan.

Picture the man. He is stooped to the full—quite to the farthest
limits; stooped, that is to say, until his back is well-nigh horizontal.

His cassock twists on his shoulders and sags in front; then, wadding

under the cincture, balloons to the floor. The upper lip is shriveled,
accordion-like, in deep vertical lines. The lower jaw is hanging unre-

garded. The hands, though the dirt is ingrained in them, have yet a-

decided color of their own, and one, it happens, not so far different from
that of dirt itself. There hovers about him; moreover, an odor that is
not the odor of sweat and certainly not the odor of spring. It is an odor

‘that, ordinarily, a person would not place ofthand; a nurse might know ‘

it well, an embalmer could describe it in detail.
Meanwhile, with the help of Brother Beadle, Father Master had
drawn up a list containing the name of every novice, arranged in pairs.

Thus provision was made for the care of Father Tolan, the first pair of

novices to attend him the first week, the second pair the second week,
and so on for the whole of that indefinite time of his. But this arrange-
ment meant that even at best not more than a small part of the hundred-
odd novices would see duty, and over a period far shorter than the mini-
mal month—in itself something to think about. But what of the second-
year novices, who had not yet had the “opportunity,” and for whom
there would:-be no other? But why run it into the g'round? Provision
has been made, stitched in the sleeve of the flesh, provision even for
those who would be perfect! who would become exemplars of Christ!
So think nothing of it when in the Garden of the Lord the part is offered
up for the whole without the batting of an eye, and if there is irony
here, it is only on the surface. For we live and die by the mean end of
"~ a synecdoche. .

When Brother Hearne went out to the evenmg recreation, it was
almost over. Although as head gardener he was exempt from scullery
work, he frequently volunteered for it, since it was one of the things he
liked to do least. Thus he put into practice the Ignatian principle of
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contraries. Yet he would not volunteer for anything so often as to seem .

to overdo it—a penance in itself—going even so far as to give;the impres-
sion that he had been asked to help out for that particular oc¢casion. He
carried the business to such limits that he had finally perfected a manner
of seeming to help only as one who at night removes an object from the
sidewalk, as much out of petulance as out of concern lest the next person
fall. For nowhere is sanctity so difficult of attainment as among religious.
None are so suspicious of motives as they, and none have greater reason
to be. This is their antiseptic, yet no less their goad.

This evening Brother Hearne had helped with the dishes; the

machine had broken down, and between trying to repair it and to wash
and dry by hand, everyone there had got through much later than usual.
Brother Hearne had then gone to the chapel, where he had lingered
without having a scruple. Perhaps he had figured that, since he was late

- already, a few more minutes would hardly make any differenice—-if know-

ing him as we do, we have any rlght to accuse him of such’ 4 dodge. At
any rate, he remained absorbed far longer than a conscientious novice
ever should. But absorbed by whose aid? Would it not be just as rea-

sonable to suppose, in this instance; as much by the aid of the Devil as

of God? Read Palladius. Read Cassian. Read the Vitae Pa{!'rum What
confessor if put to it would not hedge?

On leaving the chapel, Brother Hearne had noticed something,
something had caught his eye. It was a cassock with head and shoulders
and a stink (great God!) all its own. Father Tolan? Not at all, but one
who you might say had a certain claim on him.

The novices have gone in long since; reading lamps burn in all
the cubicles; the late hour is at hand. But not really the late hour. If
you hurry, there is still time to make the last complete showing; the
marquee is bursting with colored light and people keep coming. Mean-
while, examen; and even that is over; the novices are ﬁhpg down the
corridors and into the chapel.

Father Master and perhaps another were already them The win-
dows were open wide, the air was warm. Brother Hean}e was seated
toward the front. All were in prayer. When Father Master rose from

- the prie-dieu, he took hold of the altar railing for support, and minutes

passed before he turned, and slowly raising his head, faced the group.
Does a liver complaint strike a man down? On the soul of Father Mas-
ter weighed the soul of every novice. Inio thy keeping whispers the
Lord. Or what says the Founder: “See not in the person of the Super-
ior a man liable to error and all manner of weakness but Christ Himself,
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. who is the compendium of wisdom, the deeps of goodness, the infinitude
of charity; who can neither deceive nor be deceived.” O God! O“Jesu
Domine! O nerves and sinews! O flesh and blood!

Every evening at this time Father Master gave the novices an out-
line—practically a scenario—of the meditation that they were to make
on rising the following morning. This evening Father Master chose,
instead of an incident from Christ’s life, a text—what novice does not
know it welll “If any man come to me and hate not his father and
mother and wife and children and brethren and sisters, yea, and his own
life also, he cannot be my disciple.” ' -

Father Master read the whole with charged intensity. More, he
sought and held in a feat of nervous power the eyes of all the novices—
sought and held each eye in at once a single and collective beam of
attention. Heads turned with his head. Faces became stern then and
there; muscles in the cheek came and went. |

Beyond the altar railing dwelt the Sacred Presence, whereof the
vigil light was the sign. A scurryirig wind blew in and out of the chapel
momentarily, yet long enough to dry a little the sweat on Father Mas-
ter’s shining forehead. In the evening there, troubled young men had
been known to watch and pray, while the Lord went out to them. Thou
art a vessel of election, He had often spoken but never more plainly
than now; the novices knew of a certain weight, and a few, indeed,
seemed to roll their shoulders. :

A child could have told that something was going wrong. It was
not that Father Master was saying anything out of the way exactly; not, °
for there is a kind of theological modesty, that his words would have
brought a blush to anybody’s cheek. Yet a person more or less familiar
with the norm of Scriptural exegesis’within the Church might possibly
have pricked up his ears. This is the way that the Jesuit theologian
Sudrez handles the passage: “Who does not hate, that is, he who does nol:53
love his father less than he loves Me. For to hate frequently means the
same as to love less, as I loved Jacob but hated Esau, that is, I loved him
less.” In short, the Hebrew has the negative form of to love where the

Latin has hate. :

Those novices who had managed to free themselves from Father
Master’s gaze so that they might put down the date and, underneath,
one right below the other, First Prelude, Second Prelude, already had
decided what direction Points would take. In all truth they could not
believe their ears. The novices were being asked—Father Master was
drawing himself up and almost leaving the floor—to imagine not Christ,
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not even Christ on the Cross. No, they were to return to their front
doors or to the railroad station—wherever it was that they had left their
families—and go through again the whole business of farewell. It was
to be no mere repetition, not even a reordering of what had taken place,
but something of a creation in itself. Father Master had never been

.clearer, never had he spoken with so much force and rhetorical effect.

The instructions were very simple. Up to a point nothing was to be

" changed. Let the members of the family take the positions that had

been theirs. Make provision for a long pause and the ticking of the
seconds. Fill in any special details. But at the last moment when faces

- are being turned up for a kiss, draw back, yet not so far as not to leave
. some possibility of having been misunderstood; appear to have had to

suppress a cough and hold a handkerchief half before your face while
you make known regret with your eyes and invite with your head. Then
be doubled over, but be sure to work your arm and wrist in a gesture
of self-deprecation; finally, be up and off with a quick swing of the body,
yet seem as if to pause, look back, but keep the handkerchief over your
mouth and fix your gaze into a stare. ’

The novices waited, eager to think that the next words would nul-
lify, would take away, would leave, indeed, that refuge for their feelings
which decency enjoins and custom protects. Father Master, it was plain,

‘however, considered the first prelude to be well behind him and was

already on the second: “Ask Our Lord for the grace to become as men
dead to the World and to love of self, living in Our Lord Jesus Christ
alone.” And the novices wrote, as Father Master stood large.

Then there came upon him an odd sort of disorder—a prolonged

"and distinct whistling at every breath. While it lasted, Father Master

had recourse to the prie-dieu; and although he clearly wanted nothing
so much as to bend and relax, he held himself erect. The whistling sub-
sided; something of a quiet followed. Father Master seemed at first to
be merely resting; his head hung low now, he leaned forward but one
hand sought his chest, and his face, before heart and lungs had begun to
work properly again, took on a look of suffocation. The smell of earth
was strong at that moment—and somewhere about was a rubbing noise.
It could not have sounded nearer. Of whatever making, it was no

. beast’s; here was no dog scratching at a pine box, yet any claw would

have been put to shame before such persistence. The s1mplest explana-
tion seemed to be that someone was drawing a heavy rqsary over a
wooden surface.

i

_ https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmgq/vol18/iss3/1

-

18



. : Full Issue

s
f

"THE POETRY: OF D. H. LAWRENCE
Charles 1. Glicksberg

HERE IS NO CONTRADICTION in the fact that Lawrence’s ideas on

human nature and society are muddled while his poetry is flame-
like, instinct with beauty organically felt and sensuously communicated.
When he trusted his feelings he was on firm ground; when his powerful
sensibility ruled him he could not go wrong. Each impression leaped
forth like a radiant beam of sunlight; form and substance fused in a
lyrical moment of incandescent, imaginative perception. His poems
are vascular, charged with a living bloodstream. They could no more
be composed according to rule than a flower can be prepared syntheti-
cally in a crucible. The art seems as instinctive as breathing, as natural
as the beating of the heart. - | ~
Unfortunately, there was a raging conflict within him between heart
and head, mind and body; thalamus and cortex, instinct and intélli-
gence. In an intensely personal writer like Lawrence, this conflict was
bound to make itself felt and inhibit the disciplined mastery of his
material. His great strength was also his weakness. In his tirades against
the desiccated intellect and the Dead Sea fruits of consciousness, in his
embittered, chuckle-headed fight against science and industrialism, he
was guilty of childish petulance - the eccentric individualism’ of one
who found it hard to remain a poet in an uncongenial and oppressive
environment. The world of the twentieth century did not suit him in
the least: the regimentation of life, the hideously ugly, prison-like fac-
tories, the terrible gregariousness and mechanization of people in large
cities, the crippling-loss of spontaneity; therefore he vented his rage and
spleen. He would throw this rotten civilization on the rubbish heap
and start anew. Salvation lay in returning to the innocence and instinc-

tive ]oyousness of primitive man who felt an organic connection with
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earth and sun. Science was the great enemy to be destroyed, since it

prevented the flowering of this organic consciousness.
Lawrence’s individuality is unmistakably present in his first four
volumes of poetry, Love Poems and Others, Amores, New Poems, and

_ Bays, though as he matures, his poetic work betrays a steady growth in-

expressive power and in command of imagery and rhythm. These early
poems, like his later productions, are intensely personal, revelatory of
the conflicts through which Lawrence was passing at the time. He strips
himself naked as he reveals the tumult of his passion, his fierce struggle
for independence, but the conflict is not resolved. The lyric, “Mono-
logue of a Mother,” which thematically is not unlike /the problem
elaborated in Sons and Lovers, is nakedly subjective jin tone and
content. Lawrence understands imaginatively what a mother must feel
whose son has grown a stranger to her, now that he has broken out of the
maternal cage, and he records with painful honesty Wh‘]'ilt must have
gone on in the mind and heart of his mother: ;

S

I must look away from him, for my faded eyes .
Like a cringing dog at his heels offend him now, 1a
Like a toothless hound pursuing him with my will;

Till he chafes at my crouching persistence, and a sharp spark flies

In my soul from under sudden frown of his brow :
As he blenches and turns away, and my heart stands still. .

Here an emotional involvement, though pofgnant]y ren&ered, has not
been transmuted into the universal. As Lawrence admits in a note,
many of his poems are so personal that despite their fragmentariness
they constitute the story of his inner life, though a number of them are
obviously imaginative in content and therefore timeless. }Through the

itinerary of his lyrics we are enabled to follow Lawrence as he leaves:

Nottingham and goes off to teach school in the fringes of §;outh London
—his feeling of loneliness and distress, his attachment to Helen, his
experiences while in London, the death of his mother, his reactions to
World War 1, his leaving England, his aspirations and laves. Some of
these poems had to be rewritten a good deal, since at the time he was
still afraid of his demon. “A young man,” he says, “is|afraid of his
demon and puts his hand over the demon’s mouth sometimes and speaks
for him. And the things the young man says are very rdrely poetry.”

Even in the early poems there is the same sensuous awareness, the
- same amazing descriptive power as in his later work, but|not yet fully
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mastered, integrated with the whole man. He is still experimenting,
searching within for his real self, groping for poignant directness and
1nev1tab111ty of expression. But. the lyrical gift, plangent and earth-
nurtured, is abundantly present. Though there is a lingering trace of
youthful sentimentality and uncurbed wonder, the freedom with which
the verse forms are handled shows that the creative demon is breakmg
out of harness. Lawrence recalls with anguish memories of violent
quarrels between his parents, as in “Discord- in Childhood,” with its
sustained mood and image serving as objective correlative of the emo-
tion communicated: .

Outside the house an ash-tree hung its terrible whips,
And at night when the wind rose, the lash of the tree
Shrieked and slashed the wind, as a ship’s

Weird rigging in a storm shrieks hideously.

Within the house two voices arose, a slender lash
Whistling she-delirious rage, and the dreadful sound
Of a male thong booming and bruising, until it has drowned
The other voice in silence Qf blood, 'neath the noise of the ash.

In addition to these recollections of cruelty and. pam, there are lyrics
dealing with lovers’ quarrels, mlsunderstandmgs, the wisdom that
the body of woman communicates. There is, above all, the internal
conflict between virginity and animal passion, the passion insurgent, not
to be resisted, flaring up from the abysmal depths. Also of interest are
his vibrant lyrics about his experiences as a teacher and his poems grap-
pling with the baffling mystery of death, the end of consciousness as well

as the bewilderment and. pain of life. “The Best of School” gives us

this vivid plcture

The blinds are drawn because of the sun,
And the boys and the room in a colourless gloom
Of underwater float: bright ripples run
Across the walls as the blinds are blown

. To let the sunlight in; and 1,
As I sit on the shores of the class, alone,
Watch the boys in their summer blouses
As they write, their round heads busily bowed:
And one after another rouses )
Its face to look at me,
To ponder very quietly,
As seeing, he does not see.
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And in “Plccadllly Circus at Night,” a poem concerned wuth street-
walkers, we get this quatrain:

All the birds are folded in a silent ball of sleep, .
All the flowers are faded from the asphalt isle in the sea;

Only we hard-faced creatures go round and round, and keepI
The shores of this innermost ocean alive and illusory. f

Chiefly, these are lyrics of awareness and awakening, w1thout intellec-
tual conclusions—the quick of experience transmuted into smgmg words
and shining images.

What is striking even in his early poetry is the i 1mpress of a power-
ful personality, eager for freedom, for the challenge of a 4arger life,
for fulfillment. It is still groping for a sense of direction, waiting to be
born in its own image, but the power and passion is there.! | The love
poems are filled with the lacerating complexity of passion which Law-
rence described in The Rainbow, Women in Love, and Aarbn’s Rod—
the barbed hatred, the fierce anger, the dialectical play of attraction and
repulsion. "Each lyric is a kindling spark, the lines flowing with compell-
ing naturalness, born as they are of the fire and heat of thé moment.
Lawrence knows that “The world within worlds is a womb,” from
which everything issues, the creative flame suffusing mortal flesh, giving
and taking the incarnate seed of life—life which is eternal creation. The
truth of love cannot be faked. In the root of his being, in the nether
darkness of his soul, he can tell when he is not meant for a woman nor
she for him. All this cannot be analyzed or known; it simply is. In
“These Clever Women,” he strikes the note that was later to become so
~ obsessive: his distrust and detestation of those women who reason and
dissect, ask probing questions, talk without end, when the true answer

lies in intuitive surrender of body, the sensual response to the plemental |

mating call. i

In “Look! 'We Have Come Through!” (the story of his love for
Frieda, the woman who helped to free him from his mother, and his
struggle to hold her love), Lawrence at last finds himself, hallmg his
deliverance from the cell of the old isolated self. Love is fruntlon and
fulfillment. No more is needed, and yet—a characteristic Laurentlan
theme—how they suffer in spite of this! The fundamental conflict
springs from Frieda’s attachment to her children by a former marriage;
motherhood is a spear of separation. In “Both Sides of the Medal,”

|

Lawrence gives expressmn to the cruel, inescapable polarity of love.
d
:

e !
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Finally they come through, achieve communion of body and spirit, the
sacramental oneness. Hate and love are fused in a new consummatmg
synthesis. There is the 1nt1mately revealing ‘Song of a Man Who Has
Come Through,” with its jubilant first lines:

Not I, but the wind that blows through me!
A fine wind is blowing the new dlrectlon of Time.

Touching the body of the woman he loves, he’ touches the unknown,

that which is not the eternal, oppressive I, and this is a “mystery

" beyond knowledge or endurance.” This is the heaven that men seek—
to cease to know, to surpass the self. '

Few poets have stated with such piercing insight and vehemence

the sickness that preoccupation with subjectivity breeds, the taint and
blight of a self that pervades all and identifies itself with all: fields,
flowers, government, nations, war, destructiveness, death. This hyper-
trophied ego was a horror, and Lawrence could not bear it. Then
came the resurrection: out of his own ashes consumed in the fire of
love rose the new and splendid phoenix. Now he can experience a
new incarnation, transcend the sickly, fearful self. It.was the flesh of
his wife that carried him over to the new world of freedom. It is
woman who has given him courage, strength, life, peace.

- Freedom for man is bound up with freedom from the ego-bound
soul rooted in mental consciousness. Men must sink their roots into
the earth again. Beneath the superficial layers of the self slumbers a
great desire for elemental paSsions, for all of life and experience. Over
and over again Lawrence preaches the same impassioned theme: the
need for transcending the limitations of the ego, for escaping from the

cage of the self and experiencing the freshets of a new life. This repudia-

tion of a restrictive, life- -denying individualism" (which he personally
never achieved) is bound up with his attack on our artificial, commer-
cialized civilization. The root of our present evil, as he sees it, is that

we buy and sell, that we assume everything—including human bemgs—- .

can be bought and sold on the market. What we want, he cries out, is
“a communion based not on wages or profits but on a religion of life.

This is-the leitmotif that runs through his poetry. In “Money
Madness” he charges that money is our collective madness, our doom.
Therefore he would excise this perverted instinct from the brain and

the blood. Society, he insists, must be established upon a different prin--

LE N 14

ciple: “the courage of mutual trust,” “the modesty of simple living,”

A
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with house and food and animal comfort free to all. The|only thing-

worth fighting for is the oneness of the self, inward peacge, and that
battie never ends.

Lawrence derives his patent of nobility, his true golden income,
from the sun, from the core of the atom. His intuitive perceptlons reach
beyond conceptual limits. This earth-nurtured conscwusmess is poles
removed from the sickly cerebral emotions people pretend to have in
their minds. It is because people accept lies that they become emotion-
ally stunted, incapable of distilling the precious essence of!experience.
Even if one feels nothing but frankly acknowledges his nothingness,
there is still hope for him if he allows the potentialitjes to !grow within
him. These periods of lying fallow are creative pauses in which immense
evolutionary changes are taking place. Like a modern ]eremlah Law-
rence warns us of the impending doom: how the house oﬁ civilization
will come toppling down.

At the core of space the final knell
- of our era has struck, and it chimes
in terrible rippling circles between the stars.

There is no averting this cataclysmic doom. The flesh must be resur-
rected in the new day which will mark the passing of the flesh-trammeled,
ego-enslaved selves. The poem, “Nemesis,” sums up his phifosophy and
his faith: '

The Nemesis that awaits our civilization
is social insanity
which in the end is always homicidal.

Sanity means the wholeness of the consciousness.
And our society is only part conscious, like an idiot.

|
)
|
|

I1f we do not rapidly open all the doors of consciousness _
and freshen the putrid little space in which we are cribbéd
the sky-blue walls of our unventilated heaven

will be bright red with blood. -

Lawrence sees the hopelessness of the situation, the slavery of the
industrialized masses, millions of his fellowmen crushed by the iron of
the machine. Modern man is the machine incarnate. But Lawrence
hopes for amelioration once men are filled with disillusion and abandon
the drugged dream of brotherhood and humanitarian progress. Then
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the individual, alone with himself, no longer acknowledges the power

of masses and classes, which are spawned by the machine. This enslave--

ment to the machine breeds not the greatness of love but a grinding,
‘nihilistic hate, a democracy of festering hate. Only the pristine men,
'looking straight into the eyes of the unknown gods, can save these
twentieth-century robots from disintegrating. -

“Democracy Is Service” sets forth Lawrence’s conception of democ-
racy; it is not the service of the mob, but the mob worshiping those
few whose faces gleam with godlmess. That is, man must not look to
man for 1nsp1rauon and guidance, only to the gods.

Democracy is service, but not the service of demos. , :

Democracy is demos servmg life - g

and demos serves life as it gleams on the face of the few,
and the few look into the eyes of the gods, and serve the sheer gods

‘Though the gods are nameless they are everywhere, and the experlence ‘

of them is-real. If one worships these gods—the born leaders of the
earth, the natural aristocrats of the spirit—he does away with false
Whitmanesque sympathy and false, indiscriminate humanitarian love.
Truth is to be felt in all the senses, otherwise it does not exist. The
injunction to love our neighbors is a great lie. Love cannot be coerced.
‘It is when the blood is kindled- that one is most alive; then the god
flows through the veins: one acts 1nstmct1vely, in tune with the primal
energy of the cosmos. -

Hence, a plague on both the revolutionary and the bourgeoisie.
The only way to settle the question of property is to ignore it. The
lovers of life, united by their indifference to property and money, must
band together and open their consciousness to the deep, mysterious tides
.of life from which they are now cut off. Lawrence asserts that man
must cease to know himself me%tally, must give up knowledge and sur-
render to touch, the mystery of wonder. Thought is not a ‘dialectical
play of ideas but “the welling up of unknown life 1nto consciousness.”
As he declares in “Terra Incognita,”

There are vast realms of consciousness still undreamed of
vast ranges of experience, like the humming of unseen harps,
we know nothing of, within us.

&

Oh when man escaped from the barbed-wire entanglement

of his own ideas and his own mechanical devices

there is a marvellous rich world of contact and sheer fluid beauty
and fearless face-to—face awareness of now-naked life.
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The volume Pansies expresses intense disgust as well as a throbbing
sensibility. If he hates the mercenary human animal, he-has a plasmic
awareness of the instinctive rightness of animals who trust their native

impulses. Each of these poems is not only a pulse of thought but a vivid,

self-sustaining image.. Subject and object are brought together in
flame-like oneness. In “Wealth” he declares:

Peace I haye from the core of the atom, from the core of s ace,
and grace, if I don’t lose it, from the same place.

and I look shabby, yet my roots go beyond my knowing,

deep beyond the world of man, 8

And where my little leaves flutter highest

there are no people, nor will ever be. |

.
Beholding the new moon, a wave bursting on a rock, Lawrence becomes
that white sibilant spray, quivers with its orgiastic rage, its beauty of
violent frustration, and is diffused with the pearl-like pallor of moon-
light. The secret of life is still touch, and it is the measure of our
decadence today that we cannot bear touch, that we hdve become
cerebrated, cut off from the primal sources of life. Touch cqmes slowly,
especially when the mind is asleép and the blood can express its instinc-
tive sympathy and longing. Touch is of the blood. It is best to leave
sex strictly alone so that it may function spontaneously. “For while we
have sex in our mind, we truly have none in our body.” -

There is a striking pattern of consistency in this preachment: an
emergent philosophy of the unconscious, a religion of the instincts.
Lawrence’s feelings about sex are closely tied up with his views on con-
sciousness, his opposition to the domination of the tainted, egocentric,
possessive mind. The absolutism of human consciousness, the triumph
of the cerebrated ego, must be ended once for all. Passionately Law-
rence exalts intuitive knowing, the knowledge of the self and its mor-
tality that the mind can never fathom, for it has only one mode of
knowing. It sees in daylight but it is blind in the infinite dark; whereas
the blood, forever dark, is at home in darkness. It knows “religioﬁsly,”
instinctively. “Only that exists which exists dynamically and unmental-
ised in my blood.” Lawrence revises the philosophical epigram of Des-
cartes to read: Man is; he does not think he is. What man: needs is to
re-establish communion with the dark gods, to yield to the influence of
the moon, to release the dark ocean within him and its sea-beats of

é,;
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brightness and anger. Man must dive down and be lost—and thus
be saved—in the fathomlessly deep currents of the creative unconscious.
When Lawrence, in dpocalypse, as in his poetry, writes of estab-
lishing communion with the primitive gods, getting in vital touch with
the cosmos, letting the sun and moon have their way w1th him, the
reader who depends primarily on conceptual understanding must think
him utterly mad. This is precious mystical nonsense parading as lyrical
inspiration, but not so! The lyrical genius of the man confounds us,
overcomes temporarily the resistance of our discursive skeptical intelli-
gence. His poetry, in “Birds, Beasts and Flowers,” betrays a quivering,
clairvoyant sensibility able’ sensuously to project itself into the life-of
bird and beast and flower. It is even more passionately sensuous than
the God-haunted, sense-intoxicated lyrics of Gerard Manley Hopkins.
~ For Lawrence’s poetry expresses more than an act of imaginative insight
or mystical intuition. It is literal identification so that one catches the
terrifying, non-rational sense of participating in the persistent sensual
hunger of the male tortoise and his act of screaming coition; one flashes
with the hummingbird and mocks with the blue jay. Like a Van Gogh,
he is able to evoke the iridescent, palpable reality of fruits and flowers;
he communicates not only their surface contours and brilliant colors but
also their interior dynamism, the universal plasmic life that throbs in
them. With a few sharp strokes he etches an object and then goes fur-
ther to suggest its mysterious essence: pomegranates “like bright green
stone,” “barbed with a crown,” actually growing; the heart of a peach:
velvety, voluptuous, heavy, indented, “the lovely, bivalve roundness,”
“the ripple down the sphere.” Or his rhapsodic evocation in “Medlars
and Sorb-Apples " ‘ ,

I8

o

® ' Wineskins of brown morbldlty .
' Animal excrementa:
What is it that reminds us of white gods?

This is the extraordinary power he possegses of bringing to pass before
us the mystery of transubstantiation in nature, the sensuous particular-
ity of an experience, the felt reality of the fruit-world in all its exquisite
tactile and visual actuality. Each fruit is there before us, seemingly more
real than any painting, more tempting to the imagination than the fruit
itself. Figs and grapes and apples are dangled dazzlingly, appeutlzmg,
before our vision. As he beholds the cluster of grapes, Lawrence’s imag-
ination slips across the frontier of time, returns to the primordial begin-
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ning of things when communion was naked and palpable and inexpres-
sible. Though we have grown more democratic and more enlightened,
we have lost, according to Lawrence, what is infinitely more precious:
the ecstacy of immediate vision, the innocence of primitive perception.
Lawrence sinks himself down into the earth where trees have their
roots, feels the sap striving upward, the miracle of creation and renewal.
He becomes the cypress or purple anemone or almond blossom he de-
scribes. With what sensuous intensity he paints this picture:

Dawn-rose

Sub-delighted, stone-engendered

Cyclamens, young cyclamens

Arching

Walking, pricking their ears

Like delicdte very-young greyhound bitches
Half-yawning at the open, inexperienced ¢
Vista of day,

Folding back their soundless petalled ears.

In “Birds, Beasts and Flowers” the senses quiveringly respond to
something other than human life, yet powerfully alive. He tells how
he once-caught “a gold-and-greenish, lucent fish” and unhooked its
*groping, watery-horny mouth,” looked into its “red-gold, water-
precious, mirror-flat bright eyes,” and felt the beat of its “mucous, leap-
ing life-throb.” We are amazed at his gift of projecting himself into the
skin of a fish whosé life is “a sluice of sensation along your sides.” He
partakes of its watery life, its goggling: gaze, its sensations, its mindless
. fear. \

Lawrence’s poetry represents the triumph of the mythical, intui-
tive thinking that he makes so much of in practically all of his writing,
and it is clear that he spoke from deep, vital sources of experience within
him. Certainly he gave expression to a lyrical strain which is not to be
found in contemporary poetry with its post-Eliotic “dissociation” of
ideas, its allusiveness, its deliberate richness of ambiguity, its pastiche of
erudition, its intellectual toughness and sophisticated complexity. Law-
rence scorned all that. He was not defining and formulating concep-
tual categories, fitting the contents of sensory experience within some

antecedent order of cognition. He is thinking mythically, reveling in

the immediate data of sensation and feeling, without seeking to impose
uniformities: the kind of primitivistic, pre-logical thinking Cassirer
describes in Language and Myth.
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In Last Poems, Lawrence comes to gnps with ulumateproblems, the
mystery of death, the meaning of the gods. Refusing to believe in the
philosophy of pure spirit, he declares ‘that first comes the sensual body,
the body of the flesh and its instincts. The divine urge of creation is not
to be identified with a Mind. It is the body that shapes beauty. Even
God is but a great urge seeking incarnation in the body, whether it be
the body of a woman or flower or animal. There is no god, Lawrence
calls out in an ecstasy of discovery,

apart from poppies and the flying fish, ’
men singing songs, and women brushing their hair in the sun

Hence man should be at one with the living God, instead of prostituting
himself to knowledge and suffering the endless torture of unattainable
self-analysis. In “Mystic,” Lawrence formulates his credo and in
“Anaxagoras” he takes his fling at the stupidity of the scientists with

their pr1nc1p1es and laws and their apprehensmn of a dead reality. Such

science is the product of mental conceit, a species of mystification. Snow .
is white, pure white, and not what science says it is. The self-centered ~
will is the root of all evil. Lawrence has a perfect horror of mechanical

men, soulless automatons. Science and mechanics and education and-

all abstractions, these constltute the essence of the evil he abhorred and
‘repudiated.

Pansies is the angulshed cry 6f Samson among the Ph111st1nes, only
he is not blinded nor yet shorn of his strength. The whole man is
implicit in this volume. The hate cuts clean like a knife. Lawrence is
determined not to be deceived nor to deceive others: A recurrent theme
in his poetry is the perception that death has overtaken Western civiliza-
tion. The wealthy, the self-absorbed, the robots are slated for extinc-
tion; nothing can save them, but after them will rise a cleaner life.
Mankind must now pay the price for having lost touch with the cosmos,
the primitive gods, the primal realities. The long night of time is upon
us. Coupled with this is-his remarkable awareness of the primordial
influence of sun and moon, sky and earth, on the tides of the soul.
Lawrence maintains creative touch with the earth and its creatures and
its subterranean fountains of energy.

In one sense, Pansies constitutes a umque experiment in’ poetlc
composition, since it brings to a head one of the important issues in
contemporary criticism: the ' relation” between .thought and' feeling.
‘Though Lawrence repudiates the sterile, mechanical intellect, .in these
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poems he is plainly the man thinking as well as feeling, even though his
thoughts are directed to the task of annihilating thought. Yet there is
a distinctive difference. What theSe- poems aim to do is to fuse thought
and feeling, to incarnate a pulse of real thought, brief, compact, poig-
nant. There is no attempt at formal elaboration, no offer of convincing
proof. “That,” Lawrence seems to say, “‘is how I think and feel, what I
believe at this moment of time.”” Pansies is therefore not so much an
intellectual autobiography as a confession 'of intense moments and
moods, visions and perceptions, aversions and ecstasies, which are uni-
fied not by a strategy of conceptﬁ'zil coherence but by the lambent per-
sonality of the poet. In his Foreword, Lawrence tells us that he wishes
them to be taken as “casual thoughts that are true while they are true
and irrelevant when the mood and circumstances change.” In short,
the principle of consistency does not apply. There can be no objections
to contradictions that emerge in Lawrence’s lyrics, because change and
contradictions are the very heart of the process of growth.

Though there are instances of intellectual contradiction, funda-
mentally these “pansies” articulate a fairly coherent Weltanschauung.
To appreciate them at their full value, one must know Lawrence’s
letters and fiction and essays. He has not changed. He is giving an
almost word for word restatement of his basic beliefs, his antipathies and
attachments. The list of what he hates is long indeed. He hates the
bourgeoisie and the Bolshev1ks, industrialism, our mechanized civiliza-
tion, the worship of money and the bitch goddess Success, the infernal
desire for superiority and self-assertion, the blather about masses and
classes, the empty talk about economic revolutions, the futility of the
life of the poor and the deadness of the elite, the ennui that proliferates
like cancer cells through the body of modern society, the ridiculous
twaddle about equality and democracy. About these things he writes
with inflamed earnestness, crying out hoarsely agamst the indecency and
tragic waste of such a life. :

But when he seeks to convey his own personal religion he becomes
mystical, inspired but rhapsodically vague. He adumbrates a philoso-
phy of touch, the need for vital contacts, and he has much to say about
recovering the energy of the sun, each man being the focal source of
solar energy. Each man must emancipate the god within him and wor-
ship no other gods, but those who have caught no such gleam must live
by the gleam reflected in the faces of those who have experienced this
vision in all its radiant fullness. That is “true democracy”: the leader-
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ship of those who are called arid chosen and the service of those who are

born to serve. That is the “revolution” he would inaugurate, the free-
dom he would establish in England and throughout the world. What
we need is to be much alone. Those who are gods discover that loneli-
ness is a creative experience, a period of renewal. '

Lawrence is not only a man of intense feeling, he is also a man of
shifting moods. He is carried away by what he happens to feel at the
moment. Precisely for that reason is he not to be taken too senously as
a thinker? It is curious that one who raves so furiously against mental

consciousness and the diseased tendency to indulge in intellectual
analysis, should expend so much energy in emotionalized arguments.

True, the debate is not' conducted accordmg to rules of logic and evi-
dence. What we get is a magnesium flare of temper, a flaming negation,
affirmation by contrariety. As soon as something, irritates him, he is off
on a crusade. A preacher in-verse, he is almost fanatical in his hatred

of fanaticism; he is frenzied in his condemnation of puriténism, money, -

- ideal women, machmery, and America. This i Js the one tune he knows,
and he plays it with virtuosity and passion.

For example, Lawrence wages guerilla warfare against science, the

analytical and the mechanical. Though the chemist breaks up water
into hydrogen and oxygen, he fails to know the force which binds the
. two energies; he is blind to the third thing that makes it water. This is
obviously neither profound nor particularly original, -but the lyrical
energy of conviction with which it is enunciated helps to fix it in our
memory. In the heart of the atom—in space and earth and water—there
is sanity to be found. Contrasted with this is the irrationality and evil
of contemporary soc1ety, the horribly abnormal life of contemporary
civilization. The mania of owning things together with the fearful
blight of poverty is threatening to destroy the world. Hence if a revolu-
tion is to be carried out, it should not be under the auspices of the
priests of Communism with their talk of equality and fraternity, nor in
the name of money and materialism. In the name of life and for the sake

of life should the revolutmn be consummated. That is the banner under

which he would gladly fight.

In actual life, however, Lawrence’s behefs cannot be applied, can-
not be lived. It is not possible to scrap machlnery altogether and revert
to a stage of Arcadian simplicity and Adamic innocence. No one in his
right senses would actually carry the Laurentian oppositien to ‘science

to a point where he would forego the use of all medical aid. Yet Law-
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rence is not in the least put out by such contradictions as he fulminates
against the plague of science. For by fighting it he succeeds in preserving
his integrity as an artist, his creative health and wholeness. And it is
this which makes him so significant and representative a figure for
our age. His lyrical protests bring to a head the dominant conflicts of
our culture. He forces us to re-examine our implicit assumptions, our
whole system of traditional values. He smashes the scientific philosophy
of survival and adaptations to bits in order to make possible a more
creative affirmation of life.

That is the whole of Lawrence: the alternation between absolute
loneliness and the need for companionship, alienation and the fulfill-
ment of his societal instincts, the polarity of love and hate. The truth

. was that most people with their Narcissus-like glorification of life, each

one absorbed in ego-idolatry, repelled him. He tried to escape from it
all into the fastness of the heart, the nameless, the unknown. The kind
of democracy he looked forward to is not a democracy of ideas or ideals
but a democracy of touch, the mystery of touch that transcends mind
and spirit. This is the sovereign remedy against the cruelty and imper-
sonality of the machine, the curse of cosmopolis, the centralizing drift
of industrialism. Each one will then recoil into separateness, intensely
alive and individual. When we have surrendered the possessive ego
and the assertive will, we shall not need to be saved for we shall no
longer feel lost. Once we realize that the Holy Ghost is the deepest
part of consciousness, the understanding is born that we are dependent
for the tides of our life on the creative beyond.

With such a mystical creed as his touchstone of value, it is not sur-
prising that Lawrence held originality to be the sacred and supreme
_ principle of poetic composition. He divided poetry into two categories:
the poetry of the past, formalized, known, completed, dead; and the
poetry of the future, throbbing with undiscovered potentialities. The
‘poetry of the immediate present, Lawrence contended, must lack exqui-
site finish, consummate grace, classic perfection of form. It must be
quick with the pulsations of immediacy, alive with the essence of crea-
tive change, emergent, Adamic, new. He wished to explore the quality
of experience in all its concrete actual radiance, the incandescence of
the mystical Now. Such poetry, he maintained in the preface to the
American edition of New Poems, manages to suggest the protean, fluid,
- mobile, incalculable quality of life itself. Only thus can the strait-
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jacket of habit and precedent be thrown off, inspiration pouring out
spontaneously like flame, without artificial elegance or prescribéd form.
In his terror of chaos man builds walls and roofs and shuts himself
within a formula until he begins to stifle for want of air and space and
can no longer break through to the light of the sun. The poets can help
us in this essential work of liberation by throwing off the fetters of con-
vention and reaching back to chaos. Better than the starvation-diet of .
outworn thought-forms is the imaginative experience, taking the whole
soul and body captive, even if this means the repudiation of reason.
““The quick of the universe is the pulsating, carnal self, mysterious

and palpable,” Lawrence declared. But his jeremiads against modern
mechanical civilization are rendered absurd and ineffectual by his inner
knowledge that he can make no headway against it. He is shouting
furiously against the wind, and his mad, 1mpass1oned words are hurled
back with terrific force in his teeth. Since he cannot make his peace with

- the insane present, he begins to idealize the mythical past and recon-
structs a primitive utopia, a golden age of the remote past. He has
thrown up the sponge; he reveals our evils, our follies and waste and

- tragic conflicts, but he has no solution—none except a precipitate retreat
to solar-plexus feelings, instinctive savagery. He is waging a losing o
battle all the time and that adds a touch of feverish futility to his utter-
ances. Modern man cannot hope to recapture the virtues of primitiv-
ism, he cannot again worship the primal mysteries of sex and blood, not
even if psychologlsts like Jung recommend such reversions to archetypal
patterns of experience. If we read Lawrence’s pulse-like lyrics with
suspended judgment, without intruding serious matters of belief, he is
irresistible, overwhelming, but as soon as we begin to reflect, his power
over us wanes and the defeatism of his cause becomes apparent. .

Forturately, the value .of poetry is not judged by the validity of

the logic or philosophy that can be abstracted from it. The lyrical :
heritage Lawrence left behind him has many precious qualities which
can invigorate and fructify modern poetry. It is vital, passionate, in-
tensely alive and affirmative. It expresses a self-contained, integrated
personality. It is not afraid to be poignantly sensual, naked in its
confession of man’s response to earth and moon and sun. It gives voice
to man feeling, man experiencing, man joyous, man liberated from
the prison of selfhood, resurrected, quick to enjoy the beauty and
miracle of life on earth. Experimental in form and original in content,
it has, despite its aberrations, much to give that modern poetry, intel-
lectualized and introverted, is urgently in need of.

. : . s -
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THE REVIVAL OF NATIVE ARTS*
S R;olandF.Dickey’w

ROVERBIALLY, ROMANCE NEAR AT HAND is neglected, and the signi-

ficance of the New Mexican village has been -eclipsed very often
by the more bizarre elements of Indian culture. Toward the end of
the nineteenth century, when at last the Apaches and Navajos were
* confined quietly on reservations of unwanted land, a few souls began
to worry about the “vanishing American.” For some time travelers had
been pickinig up pottery and blankets as souvenirs, and now that the
Indian himself was in no position to be heroic, he was glorified in the
Hiawatha tradition. Village arts frequently were mistaken for Indian

products,-and the receptive frame of mind already associated with the.

Indian thus was transferred gen'tly to Hispanic phases of the Southwest.
Regional pride was encouraged throughout the country when the bursts
of patriotism set off by foreign wars sent journalists beating the brush
for American themes. Meanwhile, the building of new highways for
- automobile traffic prompted the serving up of local lore as an appetizer
for tourists. The creations of the “folk” and the non-industrial peoples
of the world gained public attention when cosmopolitan artists, strug-
gling to escape an overripe tradition which concerned itself with tech-
nical finesse, turned to so-called * ‘primitive” art for fresh inspiration.
Few people indeed recogmzed the everyday things of their own
culture as potential art, nor regretted the passing of grandfather’s arm-
chair and grandmother’s butter-mold. Not until the old pattern of
New Mexico village life was almost beyond recall was there serious

effort to record it and to place its characteristic fruits under glass. With-

in the present generation it has seemed worthwhile to revive some of

the village arts, and to utilize their virtues in modern homes. .
® This article is extracted from Mr. Dickey’s forthcommg book, New ‘Mexico Vzlla 4

Arts, by Elenmssxon of the University of New Mexico Press. Cogynght, 1948, by Roland
Dickey. Lloyd Lézes Goff, who drew the acoompanymg sketch, has illustrated the text:
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The first attempt at revival of native styles was in architecture. Here
again, the emphasis was on Indian tradition, and the earliest examples
- were called “Pueblo” buildings, although they incorporated such
Spanish elements as doors, windows, corbels, and capitals. The Santa
Fe Railroad took the lead, and designed its stations with pseudo-Cali-
fornia mission exteriors, filling the interiors with furnishings made by
New Mexico villagers, Southwestern Indians, and the artisans of Mex-
ico, Spain, and Italy. Since these displays were intended to attract the
attention of tourists, “curio” appeal was played up. Eventually the
Fred Harvey System acquired some of the best collections of American-
Spanish and Indian antiques in existence, and their agents became au-
thorities in the field. Visitors were properly impressed, and the cult of
regional architecture spread to business houses, private dwellings, and
public institutions. |

Santa Fe became once more a flat-roofed Pueblo. "The Palace of
the Governors was stripped of a Victorian facade, and “restored” to an
earlier concept, yet retained its Territorial fenestration. This revival
of native architectural styles was influenced more by ecclesiastical than
by domestic themes. Architects have attempted to blend the notable
features of historic churches in a harmo