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PREFACE

To ROJINSON JEFFERS

DEAR JEFFERS—
This book tries to sho v you how we felt and acted some

years ago.
When Frieda read it, :ne wrote me:  But Loren: > was
not like that any more. 'l aos changed him. . . .”

I told her that I could only tell in these pages how we all
were then, that I had lived *hrough the time we passed to.jether
here and recorded it, and so this recollection is only f the
painful days that brought ibout changes in us all, and 10t of
the change itself. It tells of the process of change, of the
permutations of the spirit worked upon by spirit. It does
not end happily with all of us unitedeonce more, chastened
and disciplined, for life i1s not concerned with results, but
only with Being and Becoming.

MABEL DODGE LUHAN.

TAOS
Fune, 1931
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Part One






Part One

You KNOW, Jeffers, after I 1net you, I felt that you ind
Lawrence ought to know eich other, that you would tave
liked and understood each c:her; and I asked you to ive
me the two books of poems t¢ send to him, and to write so ne-
thing in one of them especia:ly for him. You chose so ell
when you wrote :

This coast crying out for tragedy. . . .

. . .1 said in my heurt,

‘“ Better invent than suffer: imagine victims
Lest your own flesh le chosen the agonist. . . .

”

Then, before they ever reached him, just in those two weeks,
he was dead—and now you will never mee?.

But I am going to try and tell you about Lawrence. I will
tell you what I went through in my friendship (if that’s what it
was) with him, of the mass of contradictions and shocks one
had to accept from him. AT how, no matter what happened,
once one really knew him, really saw the essential thing in
him, nothing that he said or did mattered ; everything finally
seemed to one to be a deplorable but inevitable activity that
he was compelled to carry on.

Of course one didn’t really get the man in his books,
although he spent twenty years trying to put himself and
Frieda into them. I know when I read him in Taos, especially
Sea and Sardinia and Tortoises and Birds, Beasts and Flowers,
I thought: * Here is the only one who can really see this
Tqos colintry and the Indians, and who can describe it so
that it is as much alive between the covers of a book as it is
in reality.” For Taos had something wonderful in it, like
the dawn of the world. Lawrence always called it pristine,
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16 LORENZO IN TAOS

when he came. I had been right about one thing in him:
He could see and feel and wonder.

It was after reading Sea and Sardinia that I wrote to him
to come to Taos. That is one of the most actual of travel
books, I think; for in it, in that queer way of his, he gives the
feel and touch and smell of places so that their reality and
their essence are open to one, and one can step right into
them. Perhaps it is because, when he is writing, the experi-
ence is more actual to him than when it occurred. He is in
the place again, re-living in retrospect more vividly than he
was able to do at the time it happened. Lawrence couldn’t
live, with pleasure, in the real moment. He lived afterwards.

But I must go back and tell you about how he came to
Taos.

I wrote him a long letter. I told him all I could about
Taos and the Indians—and about Tony and me. I told him
how much I wanted him to come and know that country
before it became exploited and spoiled, before good roads would
let in the crowds. I tried to tell him every single thing I could
think of that I felt would draw him—simple things as well
as strange ones. I remember I described it as a lofty, pastoral
land far from railroads, full of time and ease, where the high,
clear air seemed full of an almost heard but not quite heard
music, and where the plainest tasks took on a beauty and
significance they had not in other places.

This was true, but not true for me, for I had no tasks. I
used to sit most of the time, sort of listening, before Lawrence
came. After he came, he got me to really doing things, washing
floors and making bread and wearing aprons for a while.
But it’s too soon to tell you about that. Anyway, I told him
how in that place a woman would come to the door and stand
smiling towards the Sacred Mountain, after she put her cake
into the oven. For it was like that. The mountain and the
fields were not separate from one’s life. One did not go out
to things, one was part of them. The mountain, if anything,
came to one, came into the house; one ate it with the cake.
At least it seemed that way to me. Yet afterwards, when he’d
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been there awhile, he was the one that upbraided me for
being too cluttered up by things, and he wrote a poem that
began :

Let us unhouse the women. .

I sent my long letter off to him. It was so long that ir was
rolled like papyrus. And I sent an Indian necklace to F:ieda
that I thought carried some Indian magic in it, to draw +hem
to Taos. In the letter I put a few leaves of desachey the
perfume the Indians say m kes the heart light, along w th a
little osha, the root that .s a strong medicine—neith¢r of
which are in the botany bocks, but both of which are po ent.

After a few weeks, he an: wered me from Italy :

Fontana Vecchia,
Taormina, Sicily,
sth November, 1921
Dear MaBEL DODGE STERNE

I had your letter this afternoon and read it going down
Corso : and smelt the Indian scent, and nibbled the medicine :
the last being like licorice root, the scent being a wistful dried
herb.

Truly, the g-b and I would like to come to Taos—there are
no little bees. I think it is quite feasible. I think I have enough
dollars in America to get us there. Are you practical enough
to tell me how much it would cost, per month, for the q-b and
myself to keep house in Taos ? We are very practical, do all
our own work, even the washing, cooking, floor-cleaning and
everything here in Taormina: because I loathe servants
creeping around. They poison the atmosphere. So I prefer
to wash my own shirt, etc. yAnd I/i&e doing things.—Secondly,
is there a colony of rather dreadful sub-arty people >—But
even if there is, it couldn’t be worse than Florence.—Thirdly,
are youf Indians dying out, and is it rather sad *—Fourthly,
what do the sour.d, prosperous Americans do in your region ?~—
Fifthly, how does one get there ? What is the nearest port ?
I might get a cargo boat to bring us, from Palermo.

B
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I believe I've heard of Taos, and even seen pictures of it,
photographs—at Leo Stein’s house in Settignano. Have I?
And are you a relative of the Maurice Sterne, artist, who was
at Anticoli this summer ? I’ve only heard of him.

I believe what you say—one must somehow bring together
the two ends of humanity, our own thin end. and the last
dark strand from the previous, pre-white era. 1 verily believe
that.  Is Taos the place ?

I have already written the second book to Psychoanalysis
and the Unconscious, and posted the MS. to Seltzer—called
provisionally, Fantasia of the Unconscious. 1 am satisfied
with it for what it is. But it is the third book, which 1 have
still to write, and which I can’t write yet, not till I have crossed
another border, it is this that will really matter. To me, I
mean. I feel hopeless about the public.  Not that I care about
them. I want to live my life, and say my say, and the public
can die its own death in its own way, just as it likes.

1 think we may leave here in January or February. I think
we will come to Taos. Write me what advice or instructions
you think necessary, by return. I should have your letter by
the new year.

I want to leave Europe. I want to take the next step.
Shall it be Taos ?—1I like the word. It’s a bit like Taormina.

D. H. LAWRENCE,

We could sail from any Italian port, or even from Malta.
Do you know anything about ships from New Orleans or
Galveston or anywhere near ? 1 should really like to miss
New York, for the first shot. If you should find it worth while
to cable I'll pay when I arrive—or send cheque.—1 would prefer
to sail in January—don’t know why.—Are there any trees ? Is
there any water ?—stream, river, lakt >—How far are you from
El Paso or from Sante Fe. I don’t sce Taos on the map.
D.H. L.

If possible I would not go to New York : perhaps Galvesto;,
Texas, or Los Angeles. Please say.
D. H. L.
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Please don’t tell anybody that we think of coming to Taos.
Shall we bring any household things ?—sheets, towels, etc. ?
How warm must the clothing be ? How cold, and how hot is
Taos ?

The man who does most things for me is Robert Mount-
sier, 417 West 118 Street, New York. He might write you.

A few days later, Frieda s first letter came :

Fontana Vec hia
Taormina

DEear MaBeL Dobge

We are so keen on con' ng !—both of us. 'T'he mou atain
lakes and the piazzas and 'ndians and 1 am very grate ul to
you for giving us the impet 1s to a real move and puttin ; our
noses onto the spot wherc I'm sure we want to go.— This
Fontana is very lovely car'y in the morning when the sun
rises straight onto us out of the lonian sea, but by m:dday
it goes round the hill, the sun, I mean, and all the glanour
goes, all feels empty and meaningless and you go to dull tea
partics in the afternoon, oxquisite young Englishmen and,
you know, the usual travellers in Italy and you rave about the
beauty of Ltna and with joy 1 rush home here to our silent
Fontana.—But it 7s time for Lawrence to get out of this, this
is no life for a man and a man who wants something genuine.—-
Well, I'll pack my few rags with such joy alrcady and before
long we shall meet; and pray to those Mexican Gods that
we shall be happy, all of us !

This 1s still the old year, but how good to look forward
into the new—

Best wishes to you.

FRIEDA LAWRENCE
geb. VON RICHTHOFEN.

* We were completing Tony’s house that fall. It is a five-
roomed house, of adobe of course, near us, but across the
acequia madre and on Indian land. The Indian land, you



20 LORENZO IN TAOS

know, is all along behind our place and curves round our
orchard to the north, so we are wholly protected from other
buildings ever being put there. Tony took up a large piece
of it for himself, as any Indian may do if he cultivates or fences
it, and we put up this smaller house there to lend or rent to
friends. :

It is so lovely there with the water of the aceguia running
right behind it and cottonwood trees making a shadow over it,
and the alfalfa fields directly in front of the low adobe wall
we built around it, to keep the horses out. It is a long, low
house with thick walls, and a portal between the two wings
that project at either end. The portal roof is supported by
twisted columns, the first ones ever put up in that valley.
They were chiselled out of the trunks of pine trees by Manuel
who has done all the fine handwork on our houses. We
painted them sky-blue. We use a tremendous amount of
paint out there, and most of it is blue; it looks beautiful
with the different shades of pale adobe colour.

I hurried to finish this house for the Lawrences. I foresaw
how he would love the isolation of it out there in the fields
facing the low hills off in front of it, and with nothing between
it and the Pueblo mountain to the north but Indian fields.
The sun flooded the house, though the portal was shady.
Inside, it was so fresh and clean with paint and whitewash.
The ceilings were supported on heavy cottonwood and
pine beams, glistening where the bark had been stripped
off.

Most of the furniture was carpentered right there in the
house, and then painted, and each room had an adobe fireplace,
whitewashed. It looked, when it was ready, as though it
had been made with hands, as did all the houses in that country.
Uneven surfaces, irregular lines, true as hand and eye could
make them, but not mechanically squared, not contracted !
I hurried to complete the last details of the little house. It
must be as perfect as I could make it.

Another encouraging letter came from Lawrence in a
short time :



LORENZO IN TAOS 21

Fontana Vecchia,
Taormina, Sicilia
21 Novem. 1921
DEear MaBEL DODGE STERNE
This is a line to say I am persisting in my intention to come
to Taos in January. I haven’t yet heard anything atout a
ship : have a very great cesire to find a cargo-boat th:t will
land me in’ Los Angeles »r San Francisco. 1 have 3 very
great desire to land on the Pacific coast. I hope to be in Taos
in February.
Look at Leo Stein bur:ting into a new Jewish psaln ody !
I asked Robert Mount-ier to chase ships for me a- that
end ; am doing my best at *1is end.
Till we meet, then.
D. H. LAWRED CE.

I cannot recall now, but I suppose I must have tolc him
that Leo Stein had stayed with us in Tacs, since he enclosed
this disagreeable, malicious letter from him :

[ ]

Settignano—~Firenze,
Nov. 9, 1921

My DEAR LAWRENCE

Rich and red

Bury the dead,

And a soul prepare

For the rich and the rare;
Rise from the grave

On a bellying wave ;
Ganglionic back,

Hew snicker-snack ;

Fly free G my heart
Light-quivering dart ;
There, sheer, you behold her

. : Cling, amplectinous shoulder.

I have but lately read your book on consciousness, and
recall how once you would have sent to the New Republic
the things that you were about to write on that subject. I am
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afraid that they would never have gotten by. The N.R.s
are a rather conservative lot, and would have been inclined to
judge rather harshly your flight on the wings of scientific
imagination. I doubt whether they have gotten much beyond
Tyndall in that direction.

Your work is of course in several respects’'in a familiar
tradition. The title recalls Schopenhauer, and might well
have been, The Fourfold Root of Sufficient Being. On the
other hand it continues the work of the Natur-Philosophen. It
makes me think of Oken and of science like the following :
* Die Mathematik ist auf das Nichts begrindet, und entspringt
mithin aus dem Nichts.” “ Der Sehnerv ist ein organisirter
Lichtstrahl, das Hirn eine organisirte Sonne, das Auge
cine organisirte farbensonne, Regenbogen.”

[ am a little discouraged, however, by your materialism.
Here we are started off from the belly. Disguise it as you
will, the belly is made for food, and food is made for the
belly. The back is, as everyone knows, made for resistance,
for do we not in reslstance get our backs up ? 'Then we pass
to a more lyrical ndte to “ The Angel Israfel, whose heart-
string is a lute,” and so by ultimate progression, to the embrac-
ing arms which, of course, come from behind, clse would we
be left out from our own embraces if we embraced only from
in front. 'T'’hat would make an embrace a sorry isolation, and
so once more is the world justified in the wisdom of its poets.

The hour of war spiritualism is running to its end, and
I should not be surprised if the moment were come for the
founding, in the sunny glens of Southern California, of the
new Laurentian Brotherhood of the Fourfold Root of Sufficient
Being. It mlght carry as its Orlﬂamme the Blazing Beard of
which the Sun in the High Heavens is the sufficing symbol,
and the brethren might intone, in their triumphal progress,
something like the following : .

€
In Plexus and Ganglion
We rise, we rise,
Freud and Einstein we leave
T'o conceptual sties,
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In the Prophet’s wisdom
Alone we are wise

As sensationally upward

The spirit flies

The warms to its home

In the star-tented skies.

Of course*I do not insist on the intrinsic importance o * this
chant. It isgperhaps, a littl: too much in the romantic te nper
and might not float casily 1a the amniotic juice of a mcdern
womb. Pray accept the goodwill which prompts it rither
than the evil deed which is t1e outcome,

and believ e me ever yours,
LEO STE N.

Kindest regards to your wif. .

Leo had been with Mau-ice and me the first year we lived
in Taos, when we rented Manby’s house. He used to g» for
long climbs in the mountair.s behind the pueblo, carrying two
bananas and a few whole- vheat crackers. He had a zreat
appreciation for nature, and he always said that the landscape
behind the Sacred Mountain up near Blve Lake was finer than
the best Chinese painting--which is about the most that an
art-critic could say !

I cannot tell you, Jeffers, how much I was counting on this
visit from Lawrence. In his Psychoanalysis and the Unconscious
there had been allusions here and there that seemed to point
to capacities in him that would enable him to understand
the invisible but powerful spirit that hovered over the Taos
Valley. One could not say whether it emanated from the
Indians or whether they as well as the rest of us dwelt under
its wings. 1 knew the Indians believed they took care of the
earth and the water; that they gave power to the sun; and
they were proud of the crystal-clear streams from the moun-
tains—Star Water they called Lucero Creek. And Tony
used to say, laughing :

‘“ The white people like Taos and call it ¢ climate.” Do they
know what climate is? Do they know why the sun is better
in Taos and why they feel happy in it ? 7
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But I did not know, really, whether they were responsible
for the spirit of the place or whether there was over and above
them all a consciousness that permeated all that place, that
possessed it and called it Home. Anyway, I believed that
Lawrence was the only person living, so far as I knew, who
could penetrate and define that magic, in which we moved,
but which we were powerless to understand—the laughing,
aloof, genius of Taos.

His next letter was promising. He was ready to ‘‘ believe.”
I did not understand what he meant by his words about the
Indians believing in him, though, but I learned later !

Taormina,
28 December, 1921
DeaR MaABEL DODGE STERNE

Your letter and the little MSS came this morning.

Good, we are coming. I haven’t found a cargo boat yet,
but from Bordeaux to New Orleans a boat on 15th January.
It is just possible we may get that. But I have to wait for letters
and money arrangements. If we miss this boat, we shall sail
a month later—by the next. This is the Transatlantique
passenger service. So at any rate we should be in Taos in
March. I want very much to come, and wish I could start
to-morrow.

Thank you for all the information. It seems to me we
shall live as cheaply there as here—almost. If the rooms of
the little house are not too small, we’ll have that. And I’ll
pay you the usual rent. I hope I needn’t all my life be so
scrubby poor as we have been : those damned books may sell
better. But money never worries me. I've got apparently
about 2,000 dollars to come with : exough.

I too believe in Taos, without having seen it. I also believe
in Indians. But they must do kalf the believing : in me as
well as in the sun. Vediamo. ’ .

I must learn Spanish. I don’t know any.

allora, fra poco.

D. H. LAWRENCE
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A month after his first Taormina letter, he gave me the
first glimpse of what I later called his Cult of the Uncon-
scious :

Villa Fontana Vecchia
. Taormina, Sicili
4 December 11121
Dear MRgs. "STERNE

I had your cable this worning. We are persisting i1 the
Taos intention. I have wri‘ten many letters : all I find :o far
is that I can get a steame~ to New Orleans from England.
That will do if nothing el-e. I wait still for answers from
Genoa. 1 still hope to sail in January, or February at | itest.

I must thank you for Bjerre’s book, which I have read,
and which I found interesting : pretty sound, it seemd to
me. But I rather hate th rapy altogether—doctors, he ilers,
and all the rest. I believe that a real neurotic is a half - levil,
but a cured neurotic is a p.rfect devil. They assume perfect
conscious and automatic cuntrol when they’re cured : and it
it just this conscious-automatic control that I find loathsome,

However—till we meet.

D. H. LAWRENCE.

I would prefer that the neurotics died.

Now in this letter I had my first shock from that man.
He whom I was trying to draw to Taos because he seemed to
me to have more consciousness than anyone alive was inimical
to conscious activity ! I was unable, then, to understand
what he meant. Leo Stein had once defined genius as the
capacity to leap withou®® having to look—and I wondered if
that was an explanation of an antagonism to it—to looking
ahead, knowing, judging, ‘‘adapting,” as the psychoanalysis
«alled it. Could one really live, then I wondered, by
impulse, by letting “ It” decide, as I had believed years
ago until the Freudian analysts had deprived me of my
faith in “ hunches ”’ and in intuitions ?
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But now, as I look back and try to find clear meanings in the
old design of the last fifteen years, I can almost sce, very dimly
yet, that although everything went wrong with him, ap-
parently, from first to last, right down to his death, some-
how Lawrence was right, and the analysts were not. Although
he never ‘‘ adapted ”’ and never fitted into the environment,
though he suffered and made anyone who came near him
suffer ; though he threw everyone over sooner or later, and
not once, but as often as they rejoined his turbulent and in-
tractable spirit; in spite of a most unsuccessful life from a
sensible point of view ; yet, beyond sense and expediency,
beyond the average, practical, tight-lipped loyalties, and away
beyond pleasure, Lawrence was right. Conscious activity
s ‘“of this world.” Can we be satisfied to limit ourselves
to it—even for happiness ?

I see now, Jeffers, that Lawrence died becausc he was
what is called a neurotic, and becausc he scorned to learn the
mundane mastery that may insurc a long, smooth life if the
living impulse 1s emasculated and overcome.

And yet we mustwdoubt, too! Something i us longs to
live and to be happy in this slum of the universe ! To seize
now the partial ecstasy ; to conform and to obey ; to over-_
come. .and. override thc 1nhuman “demon that cares nothmg
for systems, but iny for life, ., But to think aboiit Tawicice
ifiakes one split asunder on the rock of the world, and lose
one’s carcfully fabricated analytic faith and begin to doubt it
all—the whole small bag of tricks. Lawrence was always
right, though everything he did was wrong and he made a
mess of living and of friendship and love. Lawrence was
always wrong, always in the wrong because hc never learned
to ““ control ” himself, but let life rife.

How will I make you see it, Jeffers ?

In January, when the little house stood rcady and waiting
even with fires laid and plants in the window, Frieda
wrote :
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Fontana Vecchia
26. I. 22

Dear MaBeL DoDGE

We were coming straight to you at Taos, but now we are
not. Lawrence says he can’t facc America yet—he doesn’t
feel strong emough ! So we are first going to the East to Ceylon.
We have gat friends there. two Americans, * Mayflowe ers
and Buddhists. Strengthen :d with Buddha, noisy, rampa reous
American might be easier o tackle. Now we propose this :
Come and see us in Ceylon and we go with you to Taos from
the other side-—It might ae very thrilling. We really start
on the 20th of February f om Naples. In my mind I have
already lived in Taos and suddenly when it was all ixed,
our going to Taos, Lawrer ce sprang Ceylon onto me. Will
you come ! I hope you w .l. 1 would be very disappo. ated.
I know it will be Taos bef re long. But I am sure the East
would cure one of this sick Europe; to face Americi onc
has got to be strong and s'and on very solid legs inside. and
out. I feel America has almost been too much for yoa. I
hope you won't think we are horrid nos to come yet after all
your kindness, but you come to us. 1 am thrilled at going
out of Europe for the first time.  You will get this when we
start at Naples. Write to us at Ceylon address.

Yours with my warmest greetings, and I say auf Wieder-
schen.

FRIEDA LAWRENCE.

I knew what it meant. 'T'hey were scared. 'T'hey wanted
to see me, take a look, take even a bite, and be able to spit
it out if they didn’t like it! Someone had ** warned " them.
I was uscd to that. Pcof)lc were always warning other people
about me. No matter if it was justified and T knew it was,
still it always hurt my feelings and stitffened my backbone.
*Certainly I wouldn’t budge to go and sece them in Ceylon.
I’d had the idea of having kim come to Taos, and I'd sit there
and draw him until he came. I'd go down inside myself and
call that man until he would have to come.
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A few days and he wrote :

Fontana Vecchia
Taormina, Sicily,
27 Fan. 1922
DEear MaBEL DODGE STERNE

Is it vile of us to put off Taos for the moment. But I have
a Balaam’s Ass in my belly which won’t budge,~when I turn
my face west. I can’t help it. It just stubbornly swerves
away in me. I will come. But I detour. I am writing to book
berths on the Osterley from Naples, Feby. 26th for Colombo,
Ceylon. The address will be,

c/o E. H. Brewster, “ Ardnaree,” Lake View Estate, Kandy,
Ceylon. But the telegraphic address just : Brewster, Ardnaree,
Kandy. I feel it is my destiny to go east before coming west.
Only to stay a short time : perhaps a year. But to get quite
calm and sure and still and strong. 1 feel America is so upn-
religious : it’s a bad word : and that it is on the brink of a
change, but the change isn’t quite ready yet, so I daren’t
come. And I feel you yourself are harried out there. Come
and join us in Ceylén—as soon as you can—and then after,
let us go together to Taos.

I had your letter of New Year’s Day. I sent you Tortosses.
I will come to the Indians, yes. But only via the East. There
is something will not let me sail west for America.

You want to send Brill to hell, and all the analytic ther-
apeutic lot. And I don’t like Stein, a nasty, nosy, corrupt
Jew. Voila! Time we got clear of all that stuff.

No, never adapt yourself. Kick Brill in the guts if he tries
to come it over you. Kick all America in the guts : they need
it. Foul enough, with their overriding of life. But when
the hand has fallen on them a bit heavier, they will change.
Only wait. But meanwhile withdraw for a little peace: a
breathing space.

No, spit on every neurotic, and wipe your feet on his face
if he tries to drag you down to him. . . . All that “ arty ”
and “literary” crew, I know them ...........
«+ .. My blood turns to gall: 1 want to go and have it
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sweetened a bit: away from them all, in the old, old east.
Later we’ll tackle ’em.

Come to Ceylon. Come at once—via San Francisco and
China—and we’ll prepare outselves for the later Onslaught
on to that Land of Promise of yours,

. Benedicite
. D. H. LAWREN! E.
And a post-card as he sa:led !

Naples, S ut.

We are sailing to-morrcw for Ceylon—you have the ad-
dress. I wonder if you will feel like a dash to the east. ] feel
rather bad about suddenly bhacking out of all I had dec ded,
Taos and America. And vou were so kind. But it it my
destiny.

D. H. LAWREN(E.

But it was no use. I had sent him some powerful letters
and I had used a lot of willing on him ; and after a while he
wrote from India : .

Ardnaree. Kandy. Ceylon
10 April 1922
DEear MABEL DODGE STERNE

I have your two letters, but still no sign of book or necklace.
Speriamo.

No, the East doesn’t get me at all. Its boneless suavity, and
the thick, choky feel of tropical forest, and the metallic sense
of palms and the horrid noises of the birds and creatures, who
hammer and clang and rattle and cackle and explode all the
livelong day, and run little machines all the livelong night ; and
the scents that make me feel sick, the perpetual nauseous over-
tone of cocoanut and cocoanut fibre and oil, the sort of tropical
gweetness which to me suggests an undertang of blood, hot
blood, and thin sweat : the undertaste of blood and sweat in
the nauseous tropical fruits ; the nasty faces and yellow robes
of the Buddhist monks, the little vulgar dens of the temples :
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all this makes up Ceylon to me, and all this I cannot bear. Je
m’en vais. Me ne vo’. I am going away. Moving on.

I have cabled for money from New York, and anxiously
await the return cable so that I can book berths on the Orsova,
on the 24th of this month, for West Australia : about 10 days
from Colombo to Fremantle. The address thege will be c/o
Mrs. Jenkins, Strawberry Hill, Perth, W. Australia. I don’t
know how long we shall stay there: but I shall take my
steamer-ticket right to Sydney. I want to look at Australia,
and try what it’s like. If I don’t care for it, then I can very
easily come on. There are steamers every fortnight from Sydney
to San Francisco; and San Francisco is not far from Taos.
And T shall be fulfilling my real desire to approach America
from the West, over the Pacific. I hope I shall arrive in Taos
with ten cents left in my pocket—ten cents left to me in the
world, even. Knees of the Gods.

I still of course mistrust Taos very much, chiefly on account
of the artists. I feel I never want to see an artist again while
Ilive. The Indians,yes : if one is sure that they are not jeering
at one. [ find all dagk people have a fixed desire to jeer at us :
these people here—they jeer behind your back. But heavens,
I don’t see much in them to admire, either. They seem to be
built round a gap, a hollow pit. In the middle of their eyes,
instead of a man, a sort of bottomless pit. That’s Buddhism
too. Buddhism seems to me a very conceited, selfish show, a
vulgar temple of serenity built over an empty hole in space.
No, no, these little darkie people don’t 1mpr<.ss me, upon actual
contact. The place, Ceylon, is a real prison to me, oppressive,
and I want to get out. "T'wo weeks to-day, pray God.

I wish I could come to America without meeting the awful
“ cultured 7 Americans with their limited self-righteous ideals
and their mechanical love-motion and their bullying, detestable
negative creed of liberty and democracy. I don’t believe either
in liberty or democracy. I believe in actual, sacred, inspired
authority : divine right of natural kings: I believe in the
divine right of natural aristocracy, the right, the sacred duty
to wield undisputed authority. Naturally I find myself in



LORENZO IN TAOS 31

diametric opposition to every American—and everybody else,
besides Americans—whom I come across. Nevertheless, there
it stands.

- Well, so far so good.

Yrs.
R D. H. LAWREN'E.
You see he %ad to come. He wanted it clean. He winted

the dawn of the world, Jeffers, and it was there waiting for him
all the time he made that sily detour to India and Austrilia!
But you see how he follow::d his impulses ? Maybe he did
well to wait. But it strengthened something in me tha: he
hated. When he came, the strong-evil-will-of-the-Amer can-
woman thing, the very samr« wilful female principle tha: he
hated and feared, was streng-hened by his postponement.

About this time Leo wrot: :

Copy of a letter that I huve written to Lawrence. I con’t
know how he feels after that letter on the unconscious but no
matter. The enclosure spoken of is that gart of your letter that
referred to him. Norman Douglas, by the way, said that in
a recent letter Lawrence had said that he had enough of Europe
and was thinking of N.M.

My DrarR LAWRENCE—

The enclosed will speak for itself. It is part of a letter that
I got from Mabel Sterne a few days ago. New Mexico is really
one of the tremendous things. No landscape that I have ever
seen elsewhere is so beautiful. It is the only place that for me
actually realized the vision of the great Chinese landscape
painters, and the Pueblo Indians are in many ways wonderful.
The corn dance of the San Domingo Indians is the biggest
thing in the way of a ceremonial expression that I have ever
geen, the eagle dance perhaps the most beautiful, and there are
many others. From Taos and Santa Fe as centres, one can see
all but infinite wonders, and Mabel Sterne is the all but perfect
hostess. She’ll take you everywhere and show you everything.
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She has immense energy, and capacity to make things happen
without any irritating restlessness. She’s a kind of reposeful
hurricane. She is completely at home in N.M., and is the only
educated, cultivated woman that I know of who has broken
through the barrier between red and white and keeps it open
in both directions. If you are after something different, and
Douglas tells me that you are, you’ll find it there. Inmdentally,
Mabel is not a lion hunter. She’s been used to lions all her
life and is quite some little lioness herself. But she is a de-
lightful and appreciative companion, and at Taos you can have
society or solitude in such measure and forms as you prefer.
I spent six months out there in 1917, and would have become
the owner of a house if the ex-wife of the owner whose signa-
ture was necessary to transfer the property, had not gone
utterly and irrevocably astray.  It’s good medicine, that
country.
There you are and I hope that you like it.
Affectionately,
LEO.

Bien des amitiés et seuhaits de Nina.

Another post-card came before Lawrence left Kandy in April,
which said :

I had your note, but neither book nor necklace so far.
However, they will come. Ceylon is an experience—but
heavens, not a permanence. I think we shall go right on, in
about 3 weeks time and look at Australia—then from Sydney
to San Francisco, if I’ve got any money. Write a line to me
¢fo Mrs. Jenkins, Strawberry Hill, Perth, West Australia. If
we move on so quick, we’ll soon see Yaos.

D. H. L.
And in a little while he was in Perth :
DEear MaBeL DODGE STERNE '

Well, here we are—a raw hole it seems. Got here this
morning. Shall have to wait a fortnight or so for a boat on to
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Sydney. Doubt if Australia will see much of me. At the rate
I'm going, I ought to be in Taos easily by August. Will you
still have a little house for me ? ;
I never got the book and necklace you sent to Ceylon.
Yours,
. D. H. LAWRENCE.

. Sund 1y

Came out into the bush : wonderful sky and air and fr :sh-
ness. But don’t think I shull stay long. Send me a lin: to
Sydney, ¢/o Thomas Cook ar:1 Son. That is quite safe.

D. H. .
And then a letter came fren Frieda :

P. & O.SN. Co. S.S. Malv a
May 19th, 22.

Dear MaseL Dobcr
We are on the way to Sydney and the boat rolls. We 1ad
your letter in Perth, so we ar: coming nearer, you see. 1 iove
the idea of spending some of the winter with you and Tony.
I am so full of hope that it might be happw for all of us. Only
we won'’t tell anybody that we are coming, I am frightened of
people’s spite and vulgarity. I want to stay in Sydney till the
middle of August, I am sick of boats, so we may be with you
sometime in September. Ceylon was a wonderful experience
and deeply satisfying but the past and the known. We will
unite our efforts in a jolly life. Your book on “ glands ”
reached Ceylon, Brewster read it. I suppose it will follow us.
I hope the necklace and other book. Achsah Brew-
ster was quite simple and nice, but a kind of New England
“ culture ” was very irritating ; if she had only been content
to be her simple self insteall of all her flights | Pictures of huge
St. Francis’s and unbirdy birds and white chiffon clouds of
garments round her solid flesh. He was ‘ Elder ” Brewster,
§ill only Elder Brewster turned to Buddha! Poor Australia,
we stayed in the bush but the pathetic penscratchy attempts at
civilising the poor country was oh so depressing and the people
are so over-civilised in one centre of themselves!! I hope

C
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Sydney will be bearable for a few months, it will be very hot,
won’t it, in the summer in New Mexico. If we can only keep
it dark for a little while that we are coming, let’s have our
meeting without the spiteful comments of New York on all
of us. We must think about an address for letters. I liked the
picture on your note paper ! .

Looking forward to be with you quite soon.

FRIEDA.

I am sure it was wise that we came round this way, you see we
had neither of us been out of Europe !

It seemed as though she were rather harried herself. And
how discontented they were everywhere ! Would Taos suit
them ? What was the matter ? From Sydney, Lawrence wrote
a letter that seemed a trifle more settled :

c/o Thomas Cook & Son
Sydney, N.S.W.

3 June 1922
Drar MaseL Dobc.

Here we are in a little house on the edge of the Pacific,
which ocean rolls loudly nearly into the house. We’ve come
about 40 miles south of Sydney. Australia is not a bad country,
qua country. But I am so weary of these utterly 4 terre demo-
cratic peoples. Probably America will be as bad.

I have started a novel and if I can go on with it, I shall stay
till I’ve finished it—till about end of August. But if I can’t
work I shall come on to America. I’ll send you a cable merely
saying the boat. I suppose Sterne, Taos, New Mexico, will
find you. The steamers are. . . . .

These sailings may be altered a“bit, but not much. . .. It
seems to me it is a good thing I came round the world to Taos.
I shall be much more likely to stick it when I get there.

I hear the glands book arrived in Ceylon and was sent op,
so I shall get it.

I do hope I shall get from your Indians something that
this wearily external white world can’t give, and which the
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east i8 just betraying all the time. Meanwhile have patience
with our vagaries.

If 1 was really going to give up struggling with life, Id come
to Australia. It is a big empty country, with room to be alone.

I want this to catch the Tahiti, which sails June 8th and is
due in Frisce on July 3rd.

tanti saluti

D. H. LAWRENC .

And soon it was followed Iy another :

* Wyewurk,”” Thirro:l
New South Wal s

9 Fume 1922,
Dear MaseL DobpGe

I have as good as decided o stay here till August—beca 1se
I think I can finish my Aust-alian novel, or near enough, by
then. We shall probably take the boat Tahiti, arriving in ian
Francisco Sept. 4th. I'll writc again when I book berths. The
Tahiti sails August 1oth.

I want you please #not to tell anybod¥y we are coming. I
want to be really apart from most people—same as here. Here
I have not let anybody know I am come—I don’t present any
letters of introduction—there isn’t a soul on this side of Aus-
tralia knows I am here, or knows who I am. And that is how
I prefer it. It’s a queer novel I'm writing, but it interests me.
—1I have ordered Seltzer to send you a copy of Aaron's Rod
and of Fantasia of the Unconscious, which follows Psycho-
analysis and the Unconscious.

I build quite a lot on Taos—and the puceblo. I shall be so
glad if I can write an Amerlcan novel from that centre. It's
what T want to do. And I have learned a lot coming here.

We shall have blewed all our money on steamships, so shall
want to be very obscure and economical till a little more grows
wp. Of course I shall have enough to get along with.

I wonder if we shall find the winter very cold ! But I look
forward to it very much. I wonder if we shall go to that
farther off peublo you wrote about.
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I feel now it actually won’t be long before we are in New

Mexico.
D. H. LAWRENCE.

My Indian necklace to Frieda seemed to be rather far
behind their tracks ! He kept saying they hadn't it.

20 fune, 1922

I had your letter of May 12th to-day—and two days ago
the Glands book. But no sign of the necklace. I suggest
you write to the Postmaster, Kandy, and ask where it is, and
ask to have it returned. I will write to him also. Am stuck
in my novel. Wish we could get away from here in July,
but fear I shall have to wait till August for money. I
am sending you a copy of Aaron’s Rod by this post. I
asked Seltzer to send you a copy of Fantasia. Hope you

got it.
D. H. LAWRENCE.

L3
And Frieda’s letter :

“ Wyewurk” (the name of this bungalow.
1t's an ** Australian’ joke, we belicve,
on Why Work!)
Thirroul, New South Wales

Dear MaseL DobDGE

We are sitting here perched on the Pacific, lovely for
that and the air and space, but the tin cans and newspapers
flung over the ugly little town behind are not to be thought
of. And quite a nice statue of an “ Anzac” stands at the
corner, just like a forgotten milk can, no grass around it or
anything, only filthy paper flying and a tin cinema show near.
I can not bear it—except this place alone on the cliff of the
sea with a nice big beautiful room and big terraces all round.
We are reading the Gland book in turns. I find it interesting,
but it always is funny when a man sees salvation in * glands ”
they know in ‘“ part.” L. has written a novel, gone it full
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tilt to page 305, but has come to a stop and kicks. I am
glad to sit still for a little before we start the 24 days to San
Francisco, but it will be I hope the jolliest part of the joutney
—and we are both looking forward to Taos. Keep us dark
at first anyhow, but terribly dark. We don’t know a soul here,
rather fun. , Nobody has “ discovered” L. The neck'ace
must wait tijl I come to you. I shall be so cross if it is lost
—but I am sorry that you l.ad so much bother with it, the
post can be so irritating. I looked inside the gland book for
the necklace and had a geniine ten minutes of disappo nt-
ment, till I remembered tha it wasn’t with the gland book
—with relief. August the 1.th we start. By the way,d n’¢
give us too little a place to live in, we are much too quarrelsc me
and it’s quite fatal. We can afford it nowadays. I mean we
aren’t as poor as we used to | e—but we mustn’t be too mi ch
on top of each other or we get on each other’s nerves. 1
cannot really imagine Taos, n spite of pictures. So I slall
see it in the * flesh ” soon. .
Every good wish.
®FRIEDA LAWRENCE.

With the following postscript from Lawrence at the end:

June 21. We'll get this off by the Niagara via Vancouver.
I posted you Aaron’s Rod yesterday. Asked Seltzer to send
you Irantasia of the Unconscions—which should be out. 1
wrote to Ceylon with very careful instructions to have the
necklace returned to you. It may turn up here meanwhile :
also the notes.

Unless something untoward happens, unless the Consul
refuses a visa or my monby docsn’t come from Mountsier or
anything tiresome like that, we should be in Frisco on the
morning of Sept. 4th. Why don’t you come for a trip and meet
ws ? D’ll cable you the boat just before we sail. I expect we
shall have to go first class on these small boats. Damn steamer
fares.—Of course I must pay rent for whatever house you
let me have. No, not too small, if it can be avoided—the
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house. We both like to keep sufficiently clear of one another.
D.H. L.

The address: “ Wyewurk,” Thirroul, New South Wales, is

good till August. And New South Wales is one word.

This was followed by two more from him :

“ Wyewurk,” Thirroul, N.S.W.

9 July 1922
Dear MaBeL DobpGE

Just a word to catch the Sonoma, sailing on Wednesday.

I had your cablegram: ‘ Expecting you.” I am only
waiting for Mountsier’s cable with my money to engage berths
on the Taluti. 1 was in Sydney, and the consul will give
the visas all right. I'll cable you the word Tahiti the day
before we sail, if nothing goes wrong: and nothing will go
wrong. ‘That will mean we are in San Francisco on Septem-
ber 4th. It would be great fun if you came to meet us, but of
course not unless it would amuse you to. Seltzer might come.

1 have nearly done my novel : such a novel. 1 hope you
have Aaron’s Rod, antd Fantasia.

1 wish we could settle down at—or near—'1'aos, and have
a little place of our own, and a horse to ride. I do wish it
might be like that.

I had a note from the Customs—some sort of parcel from
the U.S.A. It may be the necklace. There is one more boat

sails—to Vancouver—after the Tahiti, so I can send you one
more note.

Till then.

Yrs.
D. H. LAWRENCE

“ Wyewurk,” Thirvoul
New South Wales
. 18 July 1922
DEeArR:MAaBEL DobcE ¢
The notes of Taos and the photographs—very interesting—
but not the necklace. F. laments this. But I wrote urgently
about it to Kandy.
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I still haven’t got the money from Mountsier, so can't
finally engage berths. But they are holding Cabin No. 4 for
me on the Tahiti. 1 see the advertisement of her sailing has
suddenly changed the date from the 1oth to the 16th August.
If she sails on the 16th then I don’t suppose she arrives in
San Francisco till September 1oth instead of 4th. I vory
much want to catch the Tahiti—have done my novel ¢nd
have nothing further to do lere.—I wish the money woild
come. I'll cable you the date of arrival when we are leaviag.

i lientot.
D. H. LAWRENCE .
This will catch the Makura vii: Vancouver : and that is the ‘ast
boat before the Tahiti—the list mail. We shall stay a coule
of days or so in San Francis.o anyway : just to look ati'.

And the last one, finally, f1ym San Francisco, some time in
September :

Palace Hotel, San Francisco
Monday
DeAr MaBeL Dobce

I had your letter and telegram on board—sounds perfectly
lovely—very many thanks. 'I'he General Post Office is shut
to-day, so I can’t get the other letter till to-morrow. And I
can’t telegraph you our day for arrival in Lamy because once
more, like an ass, I spent all my money and arrive here with
less than $20, so must wait till Mountsier wires me some. I
have telegraphed to him already. There is money in the bank.

I think we shall leave Thursday—perhaps even Wednesday.
I thought of stopping off at Yosemite Valley, but feel—— Oh
damn scenery. So intend to come straight to Lamy.

Shall telegraph you immediately I am fixed up—to-morrow,
I fondly hope. And we pught to be with you by Saturday.
It sounds all so delightful.

Tante belle cose di noi due

D. H. LAWRENCE.
[

So you have been able to follow them, and how they moved
all through a year—a year’s journey to Taos—and our strange
poignant time together.






Part Two






Part Two

THROUGH the months while I awrence and Frieda hesitat d
about coming to Taos, I wille:{ him to come. Before I weat
to sleep at night, I drew myse.” all in to the core of my bei ig
where there is a live, plange-t force lying passive—waiti g
for direction. Becoming entir ly that, moving with it, spea«-
ing with it, I leaped through sp .ce, joining myself to the cent: al
core of Lawrence, where he was in India, in Australia. Not
really speaking to him, but /:ng my wish, I became ttat
action that brought him across the sea.

“ Come, Lawrence! Come to Taos!” became, in e,
Lawrence in Taos.  T'his is not prayer, but command. Orly
those who have exercised it know its danger. And, as before,
when I had tried to bring about my wishes, I had Tony with
his powerful influence to help me. I told him we must bring
Lawrence to Taos because 1 knew he could do a great deal
to help the pueblo. T'ony had helped to bring Collier there,
and he had seen Collier take up the work in behalf of the
Indians, and when I told him that if Lawrence came he would
bring power for the Indians by his writing, he, too, used
his magic to call him. But with some reluctance—just some
reluctance to believe that writing about the Indians would
help them. His instinct somewhat opposcd it.  The Indians
believe that utterance is ioss and that the closed and un-
revealed holds power. But I overruled him, and he gave
way—and together we called Lawrence ; and in the darkness
and stillness of the night became Lawrence in Taos.

In those days it was a long, difficult trip down to Santa Fe
over a narrow, dirt road full of ruts and rocks. We always had

to rest at least an hour at noon to recover from the bumps
43
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and jolts of the car. So when Tony drove me down to Lamy,
twenty miles beyond Santa Fe, to the station, we started in
the morning and took all day to meet the early evening train.

We stood waiting in the sweet air, all scented as it was
from the charcoal kilns burning pifion-wood. That was
always the first impression of New Mexico when one got
off the train at Lamy station—the thin, keen air full of a
smell of incense.

Lawrence and Frieda came hurrying along the platform,
she tall and full-fleshed in a suit of pale pongee, an eager look
on her pink face, with green, unfocused eyes, and her half-
open mouth with the lower jaw pulled a little sideways. Frieda
always had a mouth rather like a gunman.

Lawrence ran with short, quick steps at her side. What
did he look like to me that first time I saw him ? I hardly
know. I had an impression of his slim fragility beside Frieda’s
solidity, of a red beard that was somehow too old for him, and
of a nervous incompetence. He was agitated, fussy, dis-
traught, and giggling with nervous grimaces. Tony and I
felt curiously inexp-essive and stolid confronting them. Frieda
was over-expansive, vociferous, with a kind of forced, false
bonhomie, assumed (it felt so to me, at least) to cover her
inability to strike just the real right note. As usual when there
is a flurry like that, I died inside and became specchless.
Tony is never any help at such a moment, and he just stood
there. Somehow I herded them into the lunch room of the
station, for we had to eat our supper there because it would
be too late when we reached Santa Fe.

We got seated in a row at the counter, the atmosphere
splitting and crackling all about us from the singular crash
of our meeting. There was a vipratory disturbance around
our neighbourhood like an upheaval in nature. I did not
imagine this: it was so. The Lawrences seemed to be in-
tensely conscious of Tony, and scmehow embarrassed by him.
I made out, in the twinkling of an eye, that Frieda immediately
saw Tony and me sexually, visualizing our relationship. I
experienced her swift, female measurement of him, and how
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the shock of acceptance made her blink. In that first moment
I saw how her encounters passed through her to Lawrence
—how he was keyed to her so that he felt things through her
and was obliged to receive life through her, vicariously ; but
that he was irked by her vision; that he was impatient at
being held back in the sex scale. He did not want to appreherd
us s0, and it made him very nervous, but she was his mediur,
he must see through her, and she had to see life from tle
sex centre. She endorsed or rpudiated experience from tht
angle. She was the mother of orgasm and of the vast, live'y
mystery of the flesh. But no more. Frieda was complet,
but limited. Lawrence, tied to her, was incomplete ard
limited. Like a lively lamb tizd to a solid stake, he friske d
and pulled in an agony, not Promethean so much as Panic.

Can it be possible that it was in that very first instat
when we all came together thit I sensed Lawrence’s pliglt
and that the womb in me rou:ed to reach out to take him ?
I think so, for I remember thinking:  He is through with
that—he needs another kind of force to propel him . . . the
spirit. . . .” The womb behind the worab—the significant,
extended, and transformed power that succeeds primary sex,
that he was ready, long since, to receive from woman. I longed
to help him with that—to be used—to be put to his purpose.

Lawrence scurried to the far seat away from us on the
other side of Frieda, and she and T sat next each other, with
Tony beside me. The meal was an agony—a halt—an un-
resolved chord, for me, at least, and for Lawrence, I knew.
Tony ate his supper with a calm aloofness, unperturbed in
the midst of alarm. Frieda continued her noisy running
cjaculations and breathlesg bursts of emotional laughter.
Lawrence hid behind her big body. I scarcely saw him,
but we all knew he was there, all right !

As we made our way out into the dark road where the
motor waited, he exclaimed :

“ Oh ! Look how low the stars hang in the southern sky !
It was the first simple, untroubled notice he had taken of
anything since they had left the train.
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When we reached the automobile, I directed him to the
seat beside Tony and took Frieda into the back seat with me,
though I wanted it the other way round. But I thought it
was easier for Lawrence that way, and that Tony would soothe
him down.

As we moved off into the still night, Frieda exclaimed
loudly, motioning to Tony’s wide back : .

“ He’s wonderful! Do you feel him like a rock to lean
on?”

“ No—o,” T answered, hesitantly, unable to confirm her.
Her words passed over to Lawrence with a thump. I saw his
shoulders twitch. He did not want Frieda to think Tony was
a rock to lean on; he could scarcely avoid understanding her
unconscious comparison, or feeling again the old, old lack in
himself. We ran smoothly on for a little while, and then,
quite suddenly, the car simply stopped in the road.

“ Well,” said Tony.

He got out and looked under the bonnet, though I well knew
that, no matter what he saw, he would not understand it.
He had never learmed much about the motor. Only by having
the car checked quite often by garage people, we rarely had
any difficulty any more, though when he first learned to
drive, things were always going wrong. It was extremely
unusual for any thing to happen as late as 1922, for Tony
had been motoring about the country for four years by that
time.

We sat there for ages under the stars while Tony tried
different ways to make it go again. We didn’t talk much. It
was peaceful, but it was growing late, and I had not engaged
rooms anywhere in Santa Fe. Thc only hotel possible to
stay in then had burned down, and I had intended to go to a
boarding-house 1 knew about, for the night. As we sat there
quietly, our emotions subsided, our nerves quieted. Suddenly
Frieda cut in : .

“ Get out and see if you can’t help him, Lorenzo! Just
sitting there | Do get out ! ”

And Lawrence answered angrily :
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“You know I don’t know anything about automobiles,
Frieda! I hate _them! Nasty, unintelligent, gmgliable
things |7,

‘“ Oh, you and your hates ! ’ she returned contemptuousl‘y

A moment of silence broken by a vague plckmg sound ont
in the front where Tony pried round inside the machinery.
And then Lawrence leaned cver from the front seat ard
said :

“] am a failure I am a f ilure as a man in the ngld,,&

Tony got into the car and twied it and it moved again.

“ I guess there is some snale around here,” he said, as ve
drove on.

I was flustered when we re .ched Santa Fe. The city w.s
sleeping. We drove to the R-ches’ house, where I'd hoped
to find rooms, but after rousing the house we were told it
was full. Lawrence had unlo:ded their huge bags onto tle
sidewalk while they waited for :ne to go in. Frieda had mace
him do that. When I came out, I found him stampirg
his foot in a rage and trying to yell quigtly in the night at
her :

“Iwon’t doit, Frieda! You stop that. . . .

I interrupted him :

“We can’t get in there. But I'll tell you what: Witter
Bynner knows you’re coming. He’s always up. He has
room. I know he’d love to have you—and we can go to some
other friends here.”

They were dubious and upsct. But there was nothing else
to do, and we drove over to Bynner’s house. Of course
he and Spud Johnson were still up. I was so tired by
now, I have forgotten hdéw it seemed; anyway, we left
the Lawrences to Bynner and we went and slept somewhere
else.

+ Do you like him, Tony ?” I asked, before we closed
our eyes.

“1 don’t know yet,” said Tony, but he made a face.

It was a comfortable, jolly scene at Bynner’s in the morning.

”
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They were finishing breakfast in his gay kitchen, and everyone
seemed to be in good spirits.

Frieda and I stood looking at a Chinese painting in the
living-room after they all left the table, and she motioned
with her head in her lusty, hearty way :

“ Un ménage, hein? The young thin one seems rather
nice.” :

We made off as soon as we could, for it was a long, tiring
drive we had ahead of us. In the car, Lawrence exploded,
peevishly :

“ These men that leave the world—the struggle and heat
of the world—to come and live in pleasant out-of-the-way
places—I have little use for them.”

‘“ Just what he does himself,” I thought. ‘ But he has
little use for himself, either. He is a frail cargo that he hauls
through life with perpetual distaste.”

I find, Jeffers, that I have given you no real, concrete por-
trait of Lawrence and Frieda. But I have here among their
letters a descriptien that a girl wrote of them, and sent to a
friend and me some time during the year we were all waiting
for them to come. This was a girl who had known them in
England.

I think I will add this description of them, so you will be
able to see how he looked :

“ Lawrence is tall, but so slightly built and so stooped
that he gives the impression of a small man. His head secems
too heavy for his very slim body and hangs forward. The whole
expression of his figure is of extreme fragility. His movements
are quick and sure. He has a very heavy crop of ash-coloured
hair that is cut round in a bang and falls in sort of Greek-like
locks.

In contrast to his hair, is a very soft, silky beard, of
bright red. He has very large, wide-apart grey eyes, a long,
slender face with a chin that is out of proportion long, a defect
that is concealed by the aforesaid beard. His under lip
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protrudes from the dainty decoration of the beard in a violent
red that makes his beard look pink. In the midst of all this,
is a very podgy, almost vulgar, certainly undistinguished nose.
There! Can you see him ?

‘“ On the whole, it seems foolish to talk about Lawrence o
anyone who has read his books, for he is all there, more thin
any other author I cver knew  Sons and Lovers is a fairy
authentic picture of his own life. I think the events ae
absolutely true. His mother’s death almost killed Lawrenc :.
He had such a frightful mother complex, and still has, I fanc -,
that the book %ad to be writter.. His wife told me that whea
he wrote the death of his mother, she had a perfectly terrib =
time with him for many weeks.

“ But what you want to kvow particularly, I suppose, 3
what he is as a human being. iz is one of the most fascinatin 3
men I ever met. The first time I ever saw him, he talked fcr
a whole afternoon, almost steadily. He will do this at once,
and without the slightest self-consciousness if he fecls 1
sympathy in his listener. He talks as brilliantly as he writes,
and as frankly. Have you read Women in Love ? because that
¢s Lawrence—his word. It is his final philosophy. It pours
out of him like an inspired message, and no matter how much
you may differ when you are away from him, or how little
able you are to follow his own particular mysticism, he makes
you believe it when he is with you.

““ But at the slightest touch of adverse criticism or hostility,
Lawrence becomes violent. His vituperation is magnificent.
I have never heard its equal. He spares none. He has
quarrelled with everyone. He says he has no friends that he
has not quarrelled with. And yet all these same friends,
I noticed, are very likely to come back for the same treatment
again and again. Lawrence is a Puritan, really, and his in-
tellectual reaction agattst it is 56" viotent that “he-hutts Himselt
agagnst it with all of himself, destroying himself as he does
it. In the marvellously sweet side of his nature, he is in-
articulate. And yet he is the gentlest, kindest person in all
human relations that anyone could be on this earth. The

D
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peasants around where he lived in Cornwall adored him
blindly. They looked upon him as the new Messiah come
to lead the world out of the dark into a light that they couldn’t
understand, but which they had infinite faith in, simply be-
cause he was he.

“ Lawrence lives the life of a workman. He says that no
matter how much money he has, he always w/ll live just the
same. 1 think this is true. When I visited them in Cornwall,
he and his wife lived in a little stone cottage of three rooms.
It was spotlessly clean, mostly done by Lawrence. All their
cooking was done on an open fire in the living-room. I have
even known Lawrence to do the washing, though they usually
sent it out. Money means nothing to Lawrence. He is very
frugal, with all the thriftiness of his working-class back-
ground, but he would share whatever he had with another
without a thought. The little spotless sunny house in
Cornwall had the most beautiful simplicity that I have ever
seen.

“ His wife is a big, rosy German, who, as the daughter of
a Prussian officer; never knew anything but luxury in her
girlhood. She is highly impractical now, and the little she
knows of housework, Lawrence taught her. She is an ex-
pansive child-nature, very sunny and rich, living only in her
emotions. The story of their love life is all to be found in
the poems, Look, We Have Come Through. She is really all
light and sun while Lawrence is dark; there seems to be
always a weight on him. He is rarely really gay—he is truly
the sombre Anglo-Saxon, which he hates with a bitter
hatred.

“ After all, Lawrence is best known in his books, for he
writes all the things he cannot say. And yet he says such a
lot ! But the inner tumult wears him out. He is very fragile,
physically. He says that he is always well when he is happy.
It is said that he has something the matter with his lungs, yet
not since he was a child has a doctor ever found any actual
lung trouble. When he was a little boy, I believe, his lungs
were affected, but he seems to have outgrown it.
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“ People are always making pilgrimages to him. He hates
it, but is infinitely sweet to them. His awareness of other
people is unbelievable. When you are with him, you feel
that there is not a corner of your mind or spirit or whatever
you have that Lawrence doesr’t see and be tolerant of. And
he bares himgelf perfectly frankly. When a mood or in
impulse is in %him, there is n» such thing as repression. It
all comes out in a mighty gust. ‘

“ He cannot live in big cites. The excitement kills hi1.
He is too aware all the time. "'he war was a horrible thing o
him, came darned near killiig him, through the intensiy
of his emotion about it.”

We passed alongside the l'io Grande River in the cle r
morning sunlight. In the wurm valleys between Santa le
and Taos the apples were ripening and the air was swet
from the juicy apricots. Corr, wheat, and alfalfa filled tte
fields, and the Mexicans and Indians were singing.

The September day was sunny and still about us all the
way home, but when we made our final %ong climb up the
mountain to rcach the table-land of Taos Valley and pulled
round the curve at the top, we saw the Sacred Mountain
over behind 'Taos looming half-darkened by cloud shadows
that hastened over it in great eagle shapes. Wide wings of
eagles spread, sinister, over the huddling mountain while
its peaks, forming a wide bow, held the last red rays of the
sun.

Lawrence caught his breath. Everyone is surprised at
the first view of "l'aos Valley—it is so beautiful. 'The mountains,
eighteen miles away, curve jhalf-round it in a crescent, and
the desert lies within its dark encircling grasp. Taos is an
oasis, emerald-green beyond the sage-brush, drinking water
from the high mountain lakes and streams.

#We had just that one long look at Taos in sunlight and
shadow, Jeffers, those few moments of sharp light with the
eagle clouds in shadow flight across the face of it, when a long,
slow flash of lightning zigzagged out of the sky above the



52 LORENZO IN TAOS

mountain and disappeared into it like a snake. And then came
all of a sudden, a terrific explosion of thunder that seemed to
fill the whole valley far and near—out of the stillness, out
of the windless sky—with a crash so sharp and wild that we
could only cower for an instant and cover our ears with our
hands. 2

Tony stopped the car at once, and as he hurtied to get out
and put up the side-curtains, he threw me a swift, strange
look. He was just in time to get us covered, for the rain broke
over us in stark sheets, straight down in undivided steel sheets,
nipping cold and shutting out all the world around us. It
turned almost immediately to hail, battering upon the top of
the car like cannon-balls, cracking open on the ground like
splitting shells ; hail like large stones piled up around the car
until the earth was covered with them, and the air was suddenly
like a winter night. Crash after crash of thunder, and the
lightning zigging now on all sides as though a parent snake
had peopled all the world in one immediate creation and filled
the universe with serpentine light. FEast and west and north
in turn flashed up but of the rain-darkened land. We saw now
Taos, now far Colorado, or the low foot-hills east of Ranchos.
Only the south, from where we had come that day, lay open
and free of the storm.

In the car, no one spoke till Tony said to Lawrence :

“ The white people say that the thunder comes from clouds
hitting each other, but the Indians know better,” and
Lawrence giggled in a high, childish, nervous way.

The storm did not last long, but when it was over, all the
crops in Taos Valley lay on the ground, ruined. 'There were
practically no harvests taken in agd the Indians and Mexicans
suffered all that year.

It was dark when we reached our hill, a mile out of Taos
village. I was shaking and weary, as always after the long,
tiring ride. I led the Lawrences into the house and wisked
I myself were free to leave them and go to bed. But again
we had to eat. I had hoped for so long that Lawrence would
like our house. It is a strange house, slow grown and with
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a kind of nobility in its proportions, and with all the past years
of my life showing there in Italian and French furniture,
pictures from many lands, books from New York, bronzes
from Venice, Chinesec paintings, and Indian things. And
always a fire burning in the fireplaces—* To make life,” as
Tony says.

Supper wa’! ready. I saw the candles burning on the tal le
in the big, dim dining-room a:d I led the way down the five
round steps from the living-rrom. I was in a blind retrat
behind my face, as always whea I get tired from one thing or
another : when there is a weigl t to pull for too long and thin s
don’t flow of themselves. After a little while I don’t care a1y
more what happens if things don’t go of their own accor 1.
Then I am alone, separated, d vested of all wishes, indiffere 1t
to the whole outside world, fc rgetful of my high plans aid
hopes.

I sat them down at the round table, scarcely aware of an'r-
thing. Blind, departed, nobody at home. When I rang tle
bell to call Albidia, Lawrence giggled as he looked round into
the surrounding dimness, from the island of our lighted space,
and he said :

“ It’s like onc of those nasty little temples in India ! ”

I didn’t care what he said. 1longed to get through—through
with the day and away from them to my own room and to
sleep—slecp—sleep !

Now this had all been a very inauspicious beginning,
hadn’t it, Jeffers? And yet when I saw Lawrence the next
morning, none of that mattered. He was as sunny and good
as a rested child, and his, wide-apart eyes were blue like
gentians.

I was rested, too, and we took a good look at each other,
neither of us seeming to be doing so. I’'m not going to waste
any time saying how or why, Jefters; you must just take it
as a fact when I tell you briefly that, from the first, Lawrence
and I knew each other through and through as though we
were of onc blood. In fact, he told me many times afterwards,
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both in irritation and in sympathy, that I seemed like his
sister. We never knew each other any more than we did at
the beginning, for it was complete and immediate in the
first hours. I wonder if this is not generally true. We do
not know people by experience ; experience through the pass-
ing of time merely ratifies the first full reali,ation we have
received entire. With some people it is a thin surface one
penetrates, and bottom is soon reached; pleasant, shallow
folk to know and like and find always the same. But of course
there is a deep knowing when there is depth to sound. Like
a diver and with instantancous perception one plunges
through the universe contained in some people, finding all
time and all space, with what the past has won and everything
that has bloomed and withered on this earth. Generally,
however, sooner or later one touches bottom in them. When
I was a girl, I had a friend named Violet. She was only twenty,
but she was wise. I lost her, for she died ; and since her
there have been only two people 1 never reached the end of :
Tony and Lawrence.

“You have gone a long way, but I have gone a longer,”
Lawrence said to me soon.

I had a friend from Buffalo days staying with me : Bessie
Wilkinson. One of those prematurely white-haired widows
who skim rapidly about the world like swallows, dipping here
and there, enjoying themselves, taking life lightly. Lawrence
seemed to like her. There was no danger. She did not make
Frieda glower, either. Anything that was likely to make Frieda
glower, Lawrence avoided. When he was at outs with her,
he was thrown oftf his balance, for she was the root of his
existence. He drew life from her so that when anything
shook or disturbed that even flow, he was like a cut flower,
drying up.

Bessie and 1 helped them to settle into Tony’s house.
They liked it very much, and it looked as though we should
all have a happy time together.

They were to take their suppers at our house, and when
we finished eating that night, Lawrence started telling us
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about the people on the boat. He was perfectly horrified
at the way movie people go on. There had been a great many
Hollywood people among the passengers, coming back
evidently, from making an island picture, and apparently
Lawrence had observed them to the last !

Their unrgstraint and their wild, care-free love-makiag
amazed and 2t the same tim= infuriated him. He becarae
acquainted with some of them 'They were like a new spec es
of creature he had never seer before. He watched and :e-
gistered every move—not like a scientist, with coolness ad
interest—not like a poet—mcre like a dog in the mang r,
really, come to think of it, fo: he was so angry, so incensd
when he told us about then. And evidently he had rot
got away without an antagoni:tic scene on board—for in t e
end he had a scene with son ¢ of them, and they, anger d
too—‘‘ jeered at him,” as rieda says in the followng
note.

Lawrence made us see tha: ship; the long, slow passage
through the blue sea, the reckless, sensational crowd on board,
and his own watching, angry, righteous, puritanical presence
among them.

Tony was leaving to go to the Apache fiesta the next day,
and I begged him to take Luawrence along. Lawrence and
Bessie Freeman. I wanted awfully to go, too, but there was
not room for Frieda, so I knew 1 had to stay home with her.
Tony didn’t want to take Lawrence, but I made him !

He 1s so good-natured, Jeffers, and I am always making
him do things that are nice for other pecople, but that leave
him indifferent. You see, I wanted Lawrence to get into the
Indian thing soon. I coupted so much on that. On his
understanding, his deep, deep understanding of the mystery
and the other-worldness, as he would call it, of Indian life.
My need to bring Lawrence and the Indians together was
like an impulse of the evolutionary will, apart from me, using
me for its own purposes. I could no more help trying to
bring this about than I could help staying with Tony. I got
tired, bored, indifferent, as with a diflicult task; I wished
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1'd never started it ; at such times all I cared for was to rest ;
but inevitably the same strong compulsion would return after
a few hours of quiet.

So Bessie and Tony and Lawrence were to leave for the
Apache Reservation, where they would have a dry camp on
the side of a hill, opposite the Apache camp, w‘aere hundreds
of tepees would be set up.

I forget who else was there staying with me at that time,
but there were evidently others, for Frieda, in answer to a
note from me, speaks of our all going over to her house :

Drar MABEL

I am glad you feel like that. It’s true, what you say. I
have suffered tortures sometimes when Lawrence talked to
people, when they drew him out just to ‘““see his goods”
and then jeered at him. 1 was happy last night. And for all
that you will detest Lawrence sometimes and sometimes he
talks bosh—but that is so human in him that he isn’t * suber-
bo.” It’s a joy to me that Tony wants to go with him—but
tell Tony that he istfrail, he can’t stand so very much ! Won’t
you all come here again after your evening meal? I am
cleaning and washing.

Love
F.

Yes, I will say if there is anything. I only wish with all my
heart we had known you long ago !

She and I had a long talk that day She was good company
when Lawrence was not there, ag is the case with nearly all
wives. She talked with heartiness and vigour—always with™
a"real, deep, human warmth, albeit sometimes with such
obtuseness such lack of comprehenswn So long as one talked
of people and their possibilities from the point of view of sex,
she was grand. She had a real understanding of that. But
one had to be careful all the time—to hide what one knew—
to stay back with her. Any reference to the spirit, or even to
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consciousness, was antagonistic to her. The groping, suffering
tragic soul of man was so much filthiness to that healthy
creature. Offensive. I learned early to keep away from her
any sight or sound of unhappiness that was not immediately
caused by some mishap of the bed—for really she admitted
no other. Yqu see, Jeffers, she was hedged in by her happv
flesh, for she had not broken her shell when I knew her.
Yet Frieda was very alive to al. the simple sights and sounds
of the earth. To flowers and tirds; to the horses and cow:
and sheep. She responded to tk .ngs vigorously with boisterou ;
explosiveness, and with passiorate oh’s and ah’s !

When we first drove them: out to the pueblo and ther
saw it planted there at the foot of the mountain, soli,
cternal, and as though its rocs were fastened deep in tte
earth of which it was buily, Lawrence was silent ard
seemingly unaware ; but Fried. expressed herself all over the
place :

“Oh! It is wonderful ! 1low ancient and how perfect !
Oh, to think it will probably be spoiled! Oh, Mabel, wty
don’t you buy it and keep it like this forever ! ”

“ Oh, Frieda! Don’t be vulgar,” Lawrence broke in on
her delight. “ Of course Mabel can’t buy it. And if it has
to go, it will go.”

I felt, though, that he was getting it through her, experienc-
ing it, sceing it, and that she was, in a sense, giving it to him.
Quite soon afterwards, I think, Frieda and I were alone and
again out in the pueblo together, for I remember the cotton-
wood branches over our heads when these words come back
tome. I believe it was while Lawrence was away at the Apache
fiesta. I said to her: '

“ Frieda, it seems to me that Lawrence lives through
you. That you have to feel a thing before he can feel
it. That you are, somehow, the source of his feeling about
thangs.”

“ You don’t know how right you are,” she answered. “ He
has to get it all from me. Unless I am there, he feels nothing.
Nothing. And he gets his books from me,” she continued,
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boastfully. “ Nobody knows that. Why, I have done pages
of his books for him. In Sons and Lovers 1 actually wrote
pages into it. Oh, it was terrible when he was writing that
one! I thought it would kill him. That mother .. .”

It was no time at all before Frieda’s grievance—her great
grievance—appeared on the surface.

‘“ Everyone thinks Lawrence is so wonderful. Well, I am
something in myself, too. The Kot thinks I’m not good enough
for him ! ”’

“Who?” 1 broke in.

“ Koteliansky. He thinks I should just be willing to
scrub the floor for Lorenzo. And he would like to separate
us. Well, I'd like to see him live with Lawrence a month—a
week ! He might be surprised.”

It was right away in these first few days that Frieda and
1 had together that she told me so much. Afterwards there
was nothing between us. This probably added to her old
sore feeling of not being appreciated as much as Lawrence
was. We started being friends. She was excellent company.
She had the gift uf immediate intimacy that I had myself,
which, compared to ordinary intercourse, is like a live baby
beside a talking doll. And there was a quick, spontaneous
flow between us. But as soon as Lawrence returned to the
scene, he stopped it. He was, in all possible ways, jealous,
just as she was. He was annoyed that Frieda and I had
become friends, and not only jealous of me, but jealous of
her as well. The flow immediatcly ceased between Frieda
and me, and started between Lawrence and me. He some-
how switched it.

It is terribly difficult for me tq explain these things to you,
Jeffers, these tides and currents that comprise the relation-
ships between people—the fluid come and go that constitute
so different a reality from the solid, staring, fixed appearance
of faces. ¢

Sometimes I see all of us human creatures, Jeffers, as so
many gases, stimulating, beneficent, or poisonous, occasionally
bursting into flame, or transformed from one degree to another
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by meeting a new element. Anyway, the least that we are
appears, actually, in the flesh, and the truth lies behind bone
and muscle.

I saw that Lawrence and Frieda tried to hold each other
in a fixed, unaltered, invariable combination. Each of them im-
mediatcly chelked every permutation that the undomesticate 1,
wandering instinct in the otier sought to indulge. An -
thing that deflected the flow between them, deprived o1e
or the other of his lawful, oh, so lawful! prey, though
neither onc nor the other wis satisfied with what he r
she had.

“ It is a woman’s place to Ihld a man cenfred,” Lawren e
said one day when he and Fr eda were momentarily in ha -
mony. ““ And it is a man’s pla ¢ to keep the woman centred ”
he added.

Well, when he came back .fter that few days with Tory
and Bessic Wilkinson and found Frieda and 1 had flowed
together in sympathy, he was in 1rage. But it must be admitted
once and for all that Frieda and I were friends, and could
have been good friends, and had fun together if he had never
returned.

That very evening he asked me if 1 would work on a book
with him. He said he wanted to write an American novel
that would cxpress the life, the spirit, of America and he
wanted to write it around me—my life from the time I left
New York to come out to New Mexico ; my life, from civiliza-
tion to the bright, strange world of Taos; my renunciation
of the sick old world of art and artists, for the pristine valley
and the upland Indian lakes. I was thrilled at the thought
of this. T'o work with him{ to give him myself—1ony—Taos
—every part of the untold and undefined experience that
lay in me like a shining, indigestible jewel that I was
unable either to assimilate or to spew out! I had been
hdlding on to it for so long, solitary and aware, but helplessly
inexpressive !

Of course it was for this T had called him from across the
world—to give him the truth about America: the false, new,



60 LORENZO IN TAOS

external America in the east, and the true, primordial, undis-
covered America that was preserved, living, in the Indian
blood-stream. I assented with an inward eagerness, but
with the usual inexpressive outwardness. I saw him, though,
reading my joy, and he gave me a small, happy, sympathetic
nod. :

I have among my papers a part of an article he wrote when
he came back from the Apache Reservation. I don’t know
where the end of the manuscript is or if he ever published it.
It does not seem to me to be very good. Was it because
Frieda was not along with him on that occasion ?

“ Supposing one fell on to the moon, and found them
talking English ; it would be something the same as falling
out of the open world plump down here in the middle of
America. ‘ Here’ means New Mexico, the South West,
wild and woolly and artistic and Indian and sage-brush
desert.

“It is all rather like comic opera played with solemn
intensity. All the “vildness and woollyness and westernity and
motor-cars and art and sage and savage are so mixed up, so
incongruous, that it is a farce, and everybody knows it. But
they refuse to play it as farce. The wild and woolly section
insists on being heavily dramatic, bold and bad on pur-
pose; the art insists on being real American and artistic;
motor-cars insist on being thrilled, moved to the marrow ;
highbrows insist on being ecstatic, Mexicans insist on
being Mexicans, squeezing the last black drop of macabre
joy out of life, and Indians wind themselves in white
cotton sheets like Hamlet’s fathor’s ghost, with a lurking
smile.

“ And here am I, a lone lorn Englishman, tumbled out
of the known world of the British Empire on to this stage :
for it persists in seeming like a stage to me, and not like the
proper world.

“ Whatever makes a proper world, I don’t know. But
surely two elements are necessary : a common purpose and
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a common sympathy. I can’t see any common purpose. The
Indians and Mexicans don’t even seem very keen on dollars.
That full moon of a silver dollar doesn’t strike me as over-
Whelmingly\?ypnotic out here. As for a common sympathy
or understahding, that’s beyond imagining. West is wild
and woolly and bad on purpose, commerce is a little sel’-
conscious about its own pioneering importance—Pioneer s,
Oh Pioneers !—high-brow is bent on getting to the botto n
of everything and saving the los' soul down there in the depth,
Mexican is bent on being Me:ican and not yet Gringo, ar 4
the Indian is all the things tha: all the others aren’t. And :o
everybody smirks at cverybody else, and says, tacitly: ‘Co
on. You do your little stunt, .nd I'll do mine *—and they’ e
like the various troupes in a ircus, all performing at onc:,
with nobody for Master of C.:remonies.

“ It seems to me, in this (ountry, everything is taken ¢o
damn seriously that nothing rcmains serious. Nothing is <o
farcical as insistent drama. Everybody is lurkingly consciots
of this. Ilach section or troupe is quite willing to admit that
all the other sections are buggoon stunts. #But it itself is the
real thing, solemnly bad in its badness, good in its goodness,
wild in its wildness, woolly in its woollyness, arty in its arti-
ness, deep in its depths, in a word, earnest.

“In such a masquerade of earnestness, a bewildered
straggler out of the far-flung British Empire is myself ! Don’t
let me for a moment pretend to know anything. I know less
than nothing. I simply gasp like a bumpkin in a circus-ring,
with the horse-lady leaping over my head, the Apache war-
whooping in my ear, the Mexican staggering under crosses
and thorns and bumping m# as he goes by, the artist whirling
colours across my dazzled vision, the high-brows solemnly
declaiming at me from all the cross-roads. If, dear reader,
you, being the audience who has paid to come in, feel that
yOu must take up an attitude to me, let it be one of amused
pity.

“ One has to take sides. First, one must be either pro-
Mexican or pro-Indian: then, either art or intellect: then,
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republican or democrat : and so on. But as for me, poor lost
lamb, if T bleat at all in the circus-ring, it will be my own
shorn lonely bleat of a lamb who’s lost his mother.

“ But I arrive at a moment of crisis. I supposg every man
always does, here. The crisis is a thing called the Bursum
Bill, and it affects the Pueblo Indians. I wouldn’t know a
thing about it, if I needn’t. But Bursum Bursum Bursum!!
the Bill ! the Bill ! the Bill ! T'witchell, T'witchell, Twitchell ! !
O Mr. Secretary Fall, Fall, Fall! Oh Mr. Secretary Fall!
you bad man, you good man, you Iall, you Rise, you Fall !'!'!
The Joy Survey, Oh Joy. No Joy, Once Joy, now Woe !
Woe ! Whoa! Whoa Bursum ! Whoa Bill! Whoa-a-a !

“ Like a Lindsay Boom-Boom bellowing it goes on in my
unwonted ears, till I Zave to take heed. And then I solemnly
sit down in a chair and read the Bill, the Bill, the Printed
Bursum Bill, Section one-two-three-four-five-six-seven, where-
as and wherefore and herctobefore, right to the damned and
distant end. Then I start the Insomuch-as of Mr. Francis
Wilson’s Brief concerning the Bill. Then I read Mr. C’s
passionate article against, and Mrs. H’s hatchet-stroke sum-
mary against, and Mr. M’s sharp-knife jugglery for the bill.
After which I feel I’'m getting mixed up, and Bear ye one
another’s Bursum. Then lamb-like, ram-like, I feel I'll do
a bit of butting too, on a stage where every known animal butts.

“ But first I toddle to a corner and, like a dog when music
is going on in the room, put my paws exasperatedly over my
ears and my nose to the ground, and groan softly. So doing,
I try to hypnotise myself back into my old natural world,
outside the circus-tent, where horses don’t buck and prance
so much, and where not every gady is leaping through the
hoop and crashing through the paper confines of the universe
at every hand’s turn.

“ Try to extricate my lamb-like soul into its fleecy isolation,
and then adjust myself. Adjust myself to that much-talked-of
actor in the Wild West Show, the Red Indian.

“ Don’t imagine, indulgent reader, that I'm talking a¢ you
or down to you, or trying to put something over you. No,
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no, imagine me lamb-like and bewildered, muttering softly
to myself, between soft groans, trying to make head-or-tail
of myself in my present situation. And then you’ll get the
spirit of thege effusions.

“The fiist Indians I really saw were the Apaches in the
Apache Reservation of this state. We drove in a motor-c:r,
across desert and mesa, down canyons and up divides ard
along arroyos and so forth, tvo days, till at afternoon o ir
two Indian men ran the car asile from the trail and sat und :r
a pine-tree to comb their long black hair and roll it into tl e
two roll-plaits that hang in frcnt of their shoulders, and p it
on all their silver and turquoise jewellery and their best
blankets : because we were nearly therc. On the tril
were horsemen passing, and \ agons with Ute Indians ard
Navajos.

““Da donde viene, Usted :’

“ We came at dusk from tl.e high shallows and saw on a
low crest the points of Indian tents, the tepees, and smok:,
and silhouettes of tethered horses and blanketed ﬁgurv:.
moving. In the shadow a rider was following a flock of white
goats that flowed like water. The car ran to the top of.the
crest, and there was a hollow basin with a lake in the distance,
pale in the dying light. And this shallow upland basin dotted
with Indian tents, and the fires flickering in front, and crouch-
ing blanketed figures, and horsemen crossing the dusk from
tent to tent, horsemen in big steeple hats sitting glued on their
ponies, and bells tinkling, and dogs yapping, and tilted wagons
trailing in on the trail below, and a smell of wood-smoke and
of cooking, and wagons coming in from far off, and tents
pricking on the ridge of theground vallum, and horsemen dip-
ping down and emerging again, and more red sparks of fires
glittering, and crouching bundles of women’s figures squatting
at a fire before a little tent made of boughs, and little girls
inofull petticoats hovering, and wild, barefoot boys throwing
bones at thin-tailed dogs, and tents away in the distance, in
the growing dark, on the slopes, and the trail crossing the
floor of the hollow, in the low dusk.
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“ There you had it all, as in the hollow of your hand. And
to my heart, born in England and kindled with Fenimore
Cooper, it wasn’t the wild and woolly west, it was the nomad
nations gathering still in the continent of hemlock trees and
prairies. The Apaches came and talked to us, in Zheir steeple
black hats, and plaits wrapped with beaver far, and their
silver and beads and turquoise. Some talked strong American,
and some talked only Spanish.; and they had strange lines in
their faces.

“ The two kivas, the rings of cut aspen trees stuck in the
ground like the walls of a big hut of living trees, were on the
plain, at either end of the race-track. And as the sun went
down, the drums began to beat, the drums with their strong-
weak, strong-weak pulse that beat on the plasm of one’s
tissue. The car slid down to the south kiva. Two elderly
men held the drum and danced the pat-pat, pat-pat quick
beat on flat feet, like birds that move from the feet only, and
sang with wide mouths, Hie! Hie! Hie! Hy-a! Hy-al
Hy-a! Hie! Hie! Hie! Ay-away-away.—!! Strange
dark faces with wide, shouting mouths and rows of small,
close-set teeth, and strange lines on the faces, part ecstasy,
part mockery, part humorous, part devilish, and the strange,
calling, summoning sound in a wild song-shout, to the thud-
thud of the drum. Answer of the same from the other kiva,
as of a challenge accepted. And from the gathering darkness
around, men drifting slowly in, each carrying an aspen-twig,
each joining to cluster close in two rows upon the drum,
holding each his aspen twig inwards, their faces all together,
mouths all open in the song-shout, and all of them all the
time going on the two feet, pat+at, pat-pat, pat-pat, to the
thud-thud of the drum and the strange, plangent yell of the
chant, edging inch by inch, pat-pat, pat-pat, pat-pat, side-
ways in a cluster along the track, towards the distant cluster
of the challengers from the other kiva, who were sing-shouting
and edging onwards, sideways in the dusk, their faces all to-
gether, their leaves all inwards, towards the drum, and their
feet going pat-pat, pat-pat, on the dust, with their buttocks
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stuck out a little, faces all inwards shouting open-mouthed to
the drum, and half laughing, half mocking, half devilment, half
fun. Hie! Hie! Hie!—Hie!—away—away-a! The strange
yell, song, s\out rising so lonely in the dusk,as if pine-trees could
suddenly, shaggily sing. Almost a pre-animal sound, full of
triumph in 1if¥, and devilment against other life, and mocke y,
and humorousness, and the pit-pat, pat-pat of the rhyth n.
Sometimes more youths comiig up, and as they draw ne r,
laughing, they give the war-whc op, like a turkey giving a startl .d
squeal and then gobble-gobb'ing with laughter—Ugh /—t e
shriek half laughter, then th: gobble-gobble-gobble like a
great demoniac chuckle. The chuckle in the war whoop.

‘ Listening, an acute sadne-s, and a nostalgia, unbearabl :,
yearning, for something, and a sickness of the soul came ovi r
me. The gobble-gobble chuclle in the whoop surprised me
in my very tissues. Then I gt used to it, and could hear i1
it the humour, the playfulnes:, and then, beyond that, the
mockery and the diabolical, pre-human, pine-tree fun cf
cutting dusky throats and letting the blood spurt out un-
confined. ~Gobble-agobble-agobble, the %nconfined, loose
blood, gobble-agobble-agobble, the dead, mutilated lump,
gobble-agobble, agobble, the fun, the greatest man-fun.

“So I felt. I may have been all wrong, and other folks

may feel much. . . .”

The article breaks off here; and then I have two other
paragraphs descriptive of the happenings of the following
day :

““ We waited three hours for the race to begin, and it was
over in half an hour. Then the two groups of racers clustered
on their drums again at opposite ends of the track, the drum-
ming began, the ritual song, and slowly the two groups ad-
vanced to meet in the centre of the course. They should dance
the*bird tread all the way, but only the elder ones do so. The
others just shuffle. Like the white boy, who stares with a
kind of half-ashamed, half-defiant outcast look from side to
side.

o)
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“The groups meet in the centre, and circle round each
other, continuing the singing, while there is a great whooping
of the elders. The crowd presses close, and gorgeous Apache
women on big horses fling little round loaves of ‘bread, and
apples, and small peaches, at random into the! cluster of
dancers, who catch and pick up from the grourld such things
as they want. The daubed racers are dully singing, the two
drums thud ; only the white boy glowers silent. Then the
two sides have passed one another, and proceed to their respec-
tive goals. There is one tall, lanky young Indian with a square
of red cloth hanging at his rear. One of the elders lifts this
hind flap and switches the small, loin-clothed posterior of
the lanky one as he passes. . . .”

Lawrence hurried over to our house in the morning ready
to begin our work together. As I never dressed early in the
morning, but took a sun-bath on the long, flat, dirt roof out-
side my bedroom, I called to him to come up there. I didn’t
think to dress for him. I had on moccasins, even if my legs
were bare; and“l had a voluminous, soft, white cashmere
thing like a burnous. He hurried through my bedroom,
averting his eyes from the unmade bed as though it were a
repulsive sight, though it was not so at all. My room was
all white and blue, with whitewashed walls, sunny, bright,
and fresh—and there was no dark or equivocal atmosphere in
it, or in my blue blankets, or in the white chest of drawers
or the little blue chairs. But Lawrence, just passing through
it, turned it into a brothel. Yes, he did : that’s how powerful
he was. We went out into the sun on the long, flat roof. The
house seemed to be sailing on % quiet green sea—the desert
behind us bordered by the cedar-covered foot-hills, and
the alfalfa fields in front, and Taos Mountain north-east of us,
looking benevolent that day.

That mountain really seems to have a conscious lif¢ of
itsown. The Indians, passing upon it all through the centuries,
have filled it with greater life, and the Pueblo canyon is full
of magic—from the perpetual passage of Indians back and
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forth upon their mysterious errands. The mountain changes
its moods: sometimes it is dark and unfriendly, and
sometimes it radiates joy. But it is always alive, always
alive. ! :

We squitted down in the hot earth of the roof, and ‘he
sun shone o Lawrence’s red beard, making it look like he
burning bush. He dropped tis chin on his chest in a gloo ny
silence and I waited for hir to say something. The bi ds
were singing all around, and the pigeons, cosy on the rofs
of their upraised cottages, vere roucouling as they pacsd
amorously up and down befc-e each other. Everything v as
calm and quiet and lovely un:il Lawrence began to talk.

“1 don’t know how Fricla’s going to feel about thi:,”
and he threw an angry look wver towards their cottage tlat
lay there, harmlessly enough, like a cat in the sun, with .10
sign of her about.

“ Well, surely she will undcrstand . .

“Understand ! She can" wunderstand anything! It’s
the German mind. Now, I have always had a sympathy for
the Latin mind—for the quick, subtle, La®%n spirit that . . .
but the north German psyche is inimical to it. The blond
conquerors ! The soldier soul, strong because it does not
understand—indelicate and robust !> He ran rapidly on and
on. I was immediately on his side. He made a perfect
cleavage between the blond, obtuse, and conquering
German and ourselves. We were Latin together, subtle,
perceptive, and infinitely nimble. And from that moment
to this I have been Latin, and Frieda has been Goth.

And also in that spoken sympathy Lawrence drew me to
him and would hold me, I b’elieved, forever, for he knew that
he and I were the same kind of people. As we were. As
we always were.

In that hour, then, we became more intimate, psychically,
than I had ever been with anyone else before. It was a com-
plete, stark approximation of spiritual union, a seeing of each
other in a luminous vision of reality. And how Lawrence
could see !

b
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I won’t try to tell you what we said, Jeffers, because I can’t
remember. I could invent sentences that would give you an
idea of our conversation ; I could almost tell you what words
passed, but not quite. I will not put into this stoly, Jeffers,
a single thing that I have not actually, whole a2ad real, in
my memory. What remains there must be the essential
truth for me, no matter how slight it may turn out to be.
Don’t you think so? Don’t you think that all that was not
ours finally escapes us ? I do. I always mistrust, in written
or recounted memories, those long, interesting conversations
that we sometimes enjoy very much. Because talk, real talk
between people, is as unexpected and surprising to them
as it is uttered as any movement in nature. It flows through
one like the wind. The fire shapes, the forms of clouds, or
waves, or sand, are sudden and immediate, and as quickly
gone. Does the sea remember every pattern in the sand ?
One cannot remember one’s own real talk. One cannot re-
member the quick, evanescent, exact movements of one’s
own independent soul. The most one can do is to recall the
general feeling or flood of a long conversation in after years.

That is why, Jeffers, in telling you about this thing between
us all, I feel I am perhaps quite unconvincing. It is all about
the invisible, intangible, real world ; and with so very little
to make it appear concrete. Curiously enough, I suppose
that if I were to fake it a little, I could make it come more
true for you, but that, Jeffers, would be art—and I want
this to be a real scrap of life itself, for that is the only respectful
way to attempt to give you anything of Lawrence.

But it was in that first long talk together that he repudiated
Frieda so strongly, with an intention, apparently, to mark
forever in my eyes his desperate and hopeless bondage to one
who was the antithesis of himself and his predilections : the
enemy of life—his life—the hateful, destroying female.

“ You cannot imagine what it is to feel the hand of that
woman on you if you are sick,” he confided in a fierce, lowered
voice. ‘ The heavy, German hand of the flesh. . . . . No
one can know . . .”
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A great desire to save him, who could not save himself,
was surging in me. I would save him !

As we got up to go into the house, his eyes shining blue and
seeming tb be assuaged, he paused an instant and said :

“The gurden of conscionusness is too great for a worian
to carry. he has enough to bear with her ever-recurring
menstruation.”  But I was g'ad at last for being what I v as,
for knowing, sensing, feeling 11 I did, since now it was to hive
its real, right use at last.

Lawrence went downstair . and I stayed to throw on ny
dress and my stockings. He v-as in the big room when I cz ne
a few minutes later, and I wa'ked over to his house with h m.
Being with him keyed one 15 so that everything was hu m-
ming and one felt light and h ppy. We were happy togetl >r.
We reinforced each other, anc made each other feel invuln :r-
able : more solid and more sure. When his querulousn :ss
left him, he was such fun! Fe was without fear and withcut
reproach and needed no longer to carp and criticize.

As we strolled over to Tony’s gate and entered his alfalfa
field, we saw Frieda, in the distance, hamging clothes on the
line.

“She is mad!” chuckled Lawrence, giggling. As we
got nearer, she saw us coming and stopped what she was doing.
The big, bonny woman, she stood there in her pink cotton
dress and faced us with her bare arms akimbe. Lawrence
was laughing almost delightedly into his beard and bending
down his face to hide. At a distance of two or three hundred
yards one could read the mounting rage gathering in her, the
astonishment and the self-assurance.

“1 guess T'll go back,’ I murmured, and as he did not
press me to go on, I turned and retreated before that figure of
wrath. It was not my way to fight in the open—although
I certainly would fight !

® That long, complete talk on the roof was practically the
only time I saw him alonc. I had supposed, of course, that
he would have his own way about his work at least, but no.
I did not see anything more of them that day until evening,
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but when we met again, they had had it out. There was a
tired serenity about both of them when they came over, like
pale sunshine on a battlefield. Lawrence looked diminished.
He said to me, aside, when he had a chance :

‘ Frieda thmks we ought to work over in our }uouse

“ With her there ¢ 1 asked.

How could T talk to Lawrence and tell him my feelings
and experiences with Frieda in the room ? 'T'o tell him was
one thing—that was like talking to oneself—but one couldn’t
tell her anything. She wouldn’t understand and she would
make one terribly uncomfortable and self-conscious.

“ Well, not in the room—all the time. She has her work
to do.”

Then and there I saw it was over, and I should never
have the opportunity to get at him, and give him what I
thought he needed or have, myself, the chance to unload my
accumulation of power.

You know, Jeffers, how there comes a time when formula-
tion becomes imperative for assimilation, which, with people,
1s understanding. «And without understanding experience we
can perish from it. I had reached the saturation point in
impressions. I had taken in so many impressions both in
my past life in America and Europe and in my new life in
New Mexico without ever translating them into words and
defining them, that I was full. A deep reservoir in which
I could perhaps drown.

I had told Lawrence in our talk the day before, how at
different periods in my life, clear-cut and visible, I had
awakened at the different great centres: first in Buffalo, the
lower sex centre; in Italy the dmotional, nervous, aesthetic
centre at the solar plexus; in New York the exciting, frontal
centre where ideas stimulate and whirl one about; and then
how in Taos, Tony had gradually awakened my dormant
heart, Tony and the mountains of Taos. v

“ The unfolding of Kundalini,” Lawrence had said.

In all that time I had been taking life in, but never formulat-
ing it and never giving it back to the universe. I knew it must
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be given back, otherwise my ability to live any more would
cease. But how could I give it back ? Tony developed my
latent feeling and made me learn to love for the first time in
my life, but he had no need to talk to me or have me talk
to him. We communicated silently. He knew me through
the pores oi~his skin and by his intuition. Our love needed
no words. But something els¢c in me needed words. M-
total ego needed to pass off intc words, else the accumulatior .
of energy-carrying impressions, which made me like a Leyder .
jar charged to the brim, wou.d destroy either me or m
environment.

But you know, Jeffers, one .annot hand oneself out to jus-:
anyone. I had never met any ne that could understand a |
I had to give. Part, yes, but nc¢ one the whole. I had been 1.
a psychic jam once or twice ard had been eased out by Di.
Jelliffe and again by Dr. Brill But, heavens ! With thes:
analysts one has to be so carefi!, one has to weigh everythin
lest one give them more thaa they can swallow and they
turn and rend one for it! Urless one fits oneself into their
systems and formulas so they can plgeon -hole one into a
type or a case, they grow puzzled or angry or ead I knew
Walter Llppmann was right when he told me I was “ a sport
and unclassifiable, but psychoanalysts do not seem to admit
exceptional people. One has, then, to be continually assuag-
ing them and measuring down to them out of shcer, kind-
heartedness. When I think of the time I have spent assuag-
ing analysts at twenty dollars an hour !

No, I thought, Lawrence could have done it. He is the

only one deep enough to hold it and transform it, and in
return be fed and assuagad himself—a fair exchange. And
this woman will not let it be. ‘“ She is inimical to the spirit,”
Lawrence had said. Life must never pass beyond her vision
of it. She was the enemy of change.
» ‘““You need something new and different,” I cried to him
in our corner by the window. “ You have done her. She
has mothered your books long enough. You need a new
mother ! ”
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“ She won't let any other woman into my books,” he
answered, hopelessly.

So that was that.

I rebelled. I said that if I couldn’t do it my way, in my
house, then T wouldn’t do it at all.

“ Very well,” he acquiesced, without opposiﬁfjn.

But I did try it once in her house. I went over thcre in
the morning, and he and I sat in a cold room with the doors
open, and Frieda stamped round, sweeping noisily, and
singing with a loud defiance. I don’t think that anything
vital passed between Lawrence and me, for all the dead times
are blank in my memory and are not lighted up at all.

The next day he was sick in bed and I was off to Santa Fe
with Tony for something or other. Lawrence asked me to
try to write out some things for him to work on while
I was gone. Here is a note he sent over to me as I was
leaving :

So you are mise en scene. Now I want :

The meetifig with Maurice.

John, M. and you in Santa Fe

How you felt as you drove to Taos
What you wanted here before you came
. First days at Taos

. First sight of Pueblo

. First words with Tony

Steps in developing intimacy with Tony
Expulsion of M.

Fight with Tony’s wife ¢

Moving into your house

-
HONY O ot h N

-t

While away, if away long, post me the notes.
Sempre pazienza
D.H.L. °

You've got to remember also things you don’t want to
remember.
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Please write me a note about how it was when you met
Maurice at Lamy, just how it felt. You see this is the jumping
off ground.

You told me you wrote—sometime during Maurice’s
‘“ reign,” a sort of story you thought was good. I wish you
could find tnat for me. I might incorporate it, perhaps.
I might also, later, incorporate some poems of yours that you
sent me—about Tony and being alone in a strange house at
night before he came. I've got that.—Then, anyhow, would
be your own indubitable voice h-ard sometimes.

I don’t want you to read my -tuff till the end—it will spoil
your view.

I have done your ‘“train’’ episode and brought you to
Lamy at 3 in the morning.

Always with patience! And I had none of that! T re-
member trying to write things Hut for him in my bedroom
at Santa Fe, but it was an agony for me. I was not a writer.
I was accustomed to the personal equation. I needed the
living hand held out before my cyes to take;me. 1 was alone
when I was alone : alone and in a static, latent state. I could
not start the flow of myself. To make the little dynamos inside
begin to hum and discharge sparks, I had to have the living
hand of the creator transmit to me its compelling authority.
The hand of God, I suppose !

Frieda’s opposition to me released, of course, all iy desire
for domination. An invisible struggle went on between us
for possession of Lorenzo. This accentuated the division in
him—for he was already split. Loyal to neither of us, who
represented corporeally the !separated sides of his nature,
he kept us both on tenterhooks by vacillating between us.
When he was in a temporary harmony with Frieda, he would,
in brilliant vituperative talk, sling mud at the whole inner
cosmos, and at Taos, the Indians, the mystic life of the moun-
tain, and the invisible, potent powers of the embodied spirit
or at everything, in fact, not apparent, scheduled, and con-
crete. 'Then, sometimes, he would go back on the limited
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scale of obvious, materialistic living and, forgetting Frieda’s
presence or defying it, would talk just wonderfully, with far-
reaching implications, of the power of consciousness, the
growth of the soul, its dominion and its triumphs. Talk
to me outright, his eyes shining like blue stars.

“1 hate all that talk about soul,” Frieda %ould rap out
viciously, as she sat over her embroidery.

But sometimes he hated us both. I remember one day
we were all down in the orchard picking apples and sorting
them. It was a still, autumn day, all yellow and crimson.
Frieda and I, in a lapse of antagonism, sat on the ground
together, with the red apples piled all around us. We were
warmed and scented by the sun and the rich earth—and the
apples were living tokens of plenitude and peace and rich
living ; the rich, natural flow of the earth, like the sappy
blood in our veins, made us feel gay, indomitable, and fruitful
like orchards. We were united for a moment, Frieda and I,
in a mutual assurance of self-sufficiency, made certain, as women
are sometimes, of our completeness by the sheer force of our
bountiful health.,

Lawrence dropped out of a tree and caught sight of the
two of us; and we were suddenly made one in his eyes. He
drooped over us in a funny, wry despair.

“ O implacable Aphrodite !” he moaned, and hastened
again up into the thick branches and out of sight.

I do not want to give you the impression that there was a
continual strain between us all, Jeffers, though everything
tended to strain. No matter how flowingly the day began,
someone would tighten up. '

We were soon leading each other into new ways. Lawrence
gave great dissertations upon activity ; upon doing things.
This doing business has been one of the principal problems
of my whole life. Nothing to do! From childhood wvntil
now I've been suffering a great deal of the time from a blank
feeling that seems best-expressed in those words, and I have
passed countless hours just sitting and staring straight ahead.
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Now, I don’t believe I ever saw Lawrence just sit. He was
forever doing something. Rather fussily, too. He did a
good deal of the housework at home; he always did the
baking, and’ at least half of the cooking and dish-washing.
When Frieda and he went off together, he taught her how to
do all of these things. He taught her how to wash clothes,
how to scrub them clean and rir:se them in cold water with
blueing in it and to hang them in the sun to make them come
white ; and one of the few thirgs Frieda really liked to do
about the house was this washing. She always made quite
an affair of it, and it usually put her in a good temper.

Lawrence really had very littl- sense of leisure. After the
housework was done, he usually crept into a hedge or some
quiet corner and wrote somethiny, sitting on the ground with
his knees drawn up. Midday bro.ught another meal to prepare
and to tidy up—and in the afterroons he made up tasks if he
had none, odd jobs of carpenterir.g or cleaning, unless he was
out somewhere with us.

The only time he appeared to relax at all was at tea-time.
He didn’t seem to mind chatting then—and he liked his tea.
But in the evenings—and we always spent them together in our
house or theirs—he either delivered a monologue—a long,
passionate harangue or narrative about something that he
addressed to himself, his eyes not seeing us, but bent upon his
inner picture, usually ending in an argument with Frieda—or
else he got us all doing charades or playing some game. He
loved charades—and he was so gay and witty when he was
playing ! He could imitate anything or anybody. His ability
to identify himself intuitively with things outside himself was
wonderful. We had some boisterous evenings, with Ida and
Dasburg and Spud and others, that left us hot and happy and
full of ease.

He hated just sitting round and letting things come of them-
seltes. I preferred letting life take its course, and, in talk or in
anything else, I was so lazy that I had never attempted to
direct it. Only in my relations with people did I ever try and
steer things. Lawrence was just the opposite. He was
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purposeful in impersonal things and left it to the impulse of
life in human things. That was where Frieda triumphed.
Because he either could not or would not use his will to make
things go the way he wanted : she, with less sctupulousness
about it, had always had complete control of him. It was, in
effect, as though he had no will of his own. I wonder if he had
or hadn’t ! Perhaps he only made a virtue of his passivity and
in reality had no choice in the matter.

But everyone needs a bite and a sup occasionally of some-
thing more than daily bread. Though Frieda tried to stand
with a flaming sword between him and all others, he, subtle,
exchanged with me more and more sympathy, but secretly,
I think, almost, though not quite, unconsciously. Of course
one can never know another person completely, though we
came as close to it as is humanly possible, I believe. I can only
say for myself for certain that I knew when there was passing
between us the mysterious effluvium that crosses space and
reaches its goal, and that I sought, by nearness to him, to
shorten its passage and increase its intensity. When we washed
the dishes in the porch outside his kitchen, and our fingers
touched in the soap-suds and he exclaimed, with a blue and gold
look through the clamour of the magnetic bells: “ There is
something more important than love!” and I, defiant of
definition at the moment, and sure of myself and him-—sure
that no barriers were able to shut him away from me—
questioned : ““ What ? ”” and he answered, grim : ““ Fidelity !~
—1 wondered just how conscious he was then—how passive or
how much in control of everything.

Sometimes I think that perh:ps, far beyond my own con-
ception of the facts, he knew what was what.

Perhaps this is the time to tell you, Jeffers, what I think
I wanted, and not to beat about the bush and cover it up in a
maze of words. I wanted to seduce his spirit so that I could
make him carry out certain things. I did not want him*for
myself in the usual way of men and women. I did not want,
particularly, to touch him. There was no natural, physical
pleasure in contact with him. He was, somehow, too dry, not
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sensuous enough, and really not attractive to me physically.
But I actually awakened in myself, artificially, I suppose, a
wish, a wilful wish to feel him, and I persuaded my flesh and
my nerves that I wanted him. Never approximating any actual
touch or union, body to body, with him, that would destroy
my illusion of desire, I was able to imagine any amount of
passion in myself.

I did this because I knew instinctively that the strongest,
surest way to the soul is through ‘he flesh. It was his soul I
needed for my purpose, his soul, I s will, his creative imagina-
tion, and his lighted vision. T .e only way to obtain the
ascendancy over these essential tocls was by way of the blood.

That is one of the things we kn »w, Jeffers ; realists like you
know it. The idealists, as they call themselves—masking under
a nice word their short-sightedne-s—they never know it. Of
course some people stop short at t.ae gate of blood. They are
satisfied with that. But others, ali those who get things done
—they go on from there.

I was always trying to get things done : I didn’t often even
try to do anything myself. I seemed to want to use all my
power upon delegates to carry out the work. This way—per-
haps a compensation for that desolate and barren feeling of
having nothing to do !—I achieved a sense of fruitfulness and
activity vicariously.

Whenever you hear anyone criticized, Jeffers, for wanting
power and using it on others, don’t blame them. It is only
because they haven’t learned yet to use it upon themselves.
So desperate is our need, on this planet of achievement, to
return to the universe all we have taken out of it that when we
haven’t learned just how to do it ourselves, we try to make
others do it for us if we can.

I wanted Lawrence to understand things for me. To take
my experience, my material, my Taos, and to formulate it all
intd a magnificent creation. That was what I wanted him for.

When this crept gradually into his consciousness I don’t
know. I certainly tried to hide it. I almost succeeded in fool-
ing myself into thinking I was in love with him and into hiding



78 LORENZO IN TAOS

my real intention from myself. Sometimes he would need to
come nearer to me. He was so sensitive that he could get one’s
emanation and one’s vibration by coming near one; and he
would pass behind me and stand a moment in the radius of
that swinging, swirling circle of force of which each one of us
is the core.

I have to be careful not to go too far in trying to define
these shades of action, Jeffers; for, crystallized into speech,
they become too ponderous and indelicate. Also rather ridicu-
lous, to tell the truth! Assume for yourself, then, those
obscure and groping chance encounters and imagine for your-
self what structure they gradually built up between us.

A chemical congeniality is eternal. That is axiomatic, I
suppose. Once two atoms meet who are drawn to each other,
they will never cease to feel that attraction. They are not
meant to cease feeling it. Being of one substance and vibra-
tion, their tendency is to join so as to lessen the tension of
separation. Nothing in- nature cares for tension for its own
sake—that is one of the reasons why the maxim ‘“ Art for art’s
sake ” is foolish, for only the angels overcome gravitation
willingly and without effort! Anyway, I think he didn’t
realize that I was using my will on him until he was well
implicated.

Very soon, in those first September days, I discovered that
Frieda would not let things slide. I mean between them.
Their relationship was never allowed to become slack. When,
as between all married people, they were going along smoothly,
not noticing each other much, when the thing between them
tended to slip into unconsciousxress and rest, Frieda would
burst a bombshell at him. She #ever let him forget her. What
in the first days must have been the passionate and involuntary
attention of love in the splendour of fresh and complete ex-
perience had become, when I knew them, the attack and the
defence between enemies. To keep the fire burning betwéen
them Frieda would sting him in a tender place—she could
attract his attention away from anything or anyone in the world
by one of her gibes. She could always get his attention
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and start him flaming. Friction between them had become
necessary, to take the place of the natural heat, and she
undertook to keep life burning between them.

At the end of an evening when he had not particularly
noticed her, she would begin insulting him. He would almost
dance with rage before her where she sat solid and composed,
but with a glare in her green eye:, as she puffed her cigarette
into his face or—leaving it droopin 1 in the corner of her mouth,
a sight he always detested—moutned some vulgar criticism up
at him, one eye closed against thz smoke, her head cocked :
a perfectly disgusting picture, when she did so !

“Take that dirty cigarette ou: of your mouth ! And stop
sticking out that fat belly of yours;!” he yelled once, shaking
his finger in her face.

“ You’d better stop that talk ¢ I'll tell about your things,”
she taunted. All of us there were appalled. This was the end.
They had certainly come to the erd of hate this time. Frieda
gathered her sewing into a bag and nodded good-night to us.
He, his head sunk, avoided our eycs. He was ashamed.

“Well !’ someone exclaimed. o

‘“ But look,” 1 whispered in amazement. They had gone
round the corner of the house and were passing the long low
window in the moonlight. They were close—close together—
arm in arm—in a silent world of their own.

The next day he told me that the bond of hate can be
stronger than the bond of love. . .

Lawrence, being a very active person himself, did his best
to start me moving. He wouldn’t have a servant in his own
house, because, he said, thexr poisoned the air; but I believe
it was also because it would have interfered with the noisy fights
he and Frieda were always having. It would have cramped
their free and easy rowdiness. He railed at me for having
servants to do all the work for us and said I had no contact
with life if I let them come between me and my food and my
floors and everything.

“ You don’t znow your floor until you have scrubbed it on
your hands and knees !’ he announced. That was all very
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well, I must say, for the cottage life. But I had positively
miles of floors in my house ! Nevertheless I scrubbed out my
living-room. Once !

Oh, yes! But I must tell you first that before hie got me to
scrubbing, he completely altered my way of dressing. Now,
I have always been, if not fat, well, square. Though longing
to be like a willow, I have always resembled a pine tree. Not
the lofty kind, more the Christmas-tree variety. I tried
to mask my solidity in so-called flowing lines, and all my clothes
hung from the shoulders. I had recently had some new
dresses made, of cotton crépe with wide, embroidered sleeves
and round, embroidered necks. I thought they were beauti-
ful. The colours were exquisite, and nobody had any like
them.

The first time I put on the rose-coloured one worked in
turquoise-blue and pale yellow, I was obliged to go over and
see Lawrence directly after breakfast. I felt so nice in this
dress. I walked proudly up to him where he was splitting
kindling wood beside the porch, hopeful of appreciation. He
looked up and imnediately made a wry face and cocked his
head sideways impatiently.

‘ Santa Marija ! ”” he groaned, and threw his eyes to the sky.
‘“ These jibbahs | These Mother Hubbards ! We grew a little
weary of them in India! What is the idea in veiling the
‘ human form divine ’ ? ”* he asked, satirically.

“ Well, I guess if you had my form, you’d veil it,” I
answered angrily. Frieda appeared, to enjoy the row. She
had on a full, striped, cotton skirt . with a peasant bodice lacing
up her plentiful bosom. She was smiling and her mouth
curved up like the crescent moon when it will hold water.
I was discouraged. This man reversed all my ideas ! He saw
my discomfiture and went on in a gentle voice :

“ No, no. A woman is a woman. A waist-line is a waist-
line. I have always thought the kind of clothes my motHer
wore were the most lovely pattern any woman could have : a
long, full skirt and her little waist buttoned snugly down the
front over her breast ! I always make Frieda wear that kind of
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dress, though sometimes she longs to be chic / ”” He threw her
a pleasant, sympathetic humorous look.

“ No, nice full skirts, with maybe a ribbon around the
waist—and 'white stockings—that’s the correct dress for a
woman !

My heart sank, but I determined to be equal to this need o
his to be entirely surrounded by all sorts and sizes of person:
dressed like his mother. That very day I got yards and yard:
of gingham, calico, and dimity and very soon I sailed abou-
dressed like that. Anyway ke 1 ked it. He said so.

Aprons came next. All wcmen must wear aprons whes
they work. I got me several o' different prints, some polka
dots, some stripes. Checked »ink-and-white and blue-and
white gingham pleased him anc melted him.

Now, I will admit it’s a lov ly feeling to step out into th -
early morning sunshine in fresh, starched petticoats and to fee .
the cool calico tight around one, holding one in at the top ;
while below there’s a swing and a rustle from the hips down.
It 7s congenial to the spirit and 1t feels natural.

Well, sleeves rolled to the clbow, I fetohed a pail of hot
water and a brush and brown soap-—and I pushed the furniture
all to one end of the big room and started to scrub. My
Indian girls stood round looking half-distressed and half-
amused. I frowned and paid no attention to them, because I
wanted this to be real. I didn’t want to experiment, I wanted
to be really washing the floor. They turned it into an un-
natural caprice, so I soon got them to return to the kitchen.

I didn’t seem to be able o get into a rhythm of scrubbing.
The soap kept sliding off ant) trying to evade me, and almost
at once my knees ached. 1 kept at it, though, with the water
running down my face and onto my eyelashes, until I did half
the room—and that had taken me ages! Here my memory
fades out. I wonder if I or Albidia finished that floor.

*The next recollection is of bread-making out in our large,
sunny kitchen afterflunch one day. Frowning and serious,
I thumped the dough while the girls, I knew, exchanged looks
behind my back. I shoved it into the oven and heaved a

It



82 LORENZO IN TAOS

sigh. When I left the kitchen, I smelled to myself of damp
calico, flour, perspiration, and violet powder. I liked it.

Lawrence ran in at tea-time, and together we drank tea in
front of the fire, with the sun shining into the chimmney place.
I had changed my calico dress for a white muslin one, and
I had a red ribbon tied around my waist. I thought I would
be praised, but he never noticed it ! Albidia brought in tea
and bread and butter. My bread ! Alas! The least said about
it the better ! Lawrence giggled at my expression.

“ Better luck next time,” he said, kindly, and threw his
piece into the fire. He was generally kind when he had one
at a disadvantage. Then, really, he quite approved of one.
No matter, his kindness was sweet.

As I look back, I discover that Tony was away most of the
time. I think I did not notice it then, my thoughts were so
much with Lawrence. Of course Tony had that threshing-
machine and he was always away all day long in the fall, so
probably that is why I miss him from these scenes when I go
back to them.

But he and I taught Lawrence and Frieda to ride horse-
back; that much he was with us all. At least, the horses
taught them to ride ! We merely went along. The first time
Lawrence got up on one over there at his house, the horse ran
right off down the field, with him bobbing up and down, light
as a feather, and humped over the animal’s neck the way
monkeys ride, in the circus. Tony sat square on his stallion
and laughed heartily. By the time Lorenzo had pulled his
horse round and run back to us, e was still laughing. Really
amused, not malicious. But Liwrence, holding on to his
nervous beast, threw half a quick look at Tony and cried
furiously :

“That’s all right, Tony. Others can laugh, too.” 1 know
that at such moments Lawrence took refuge in the thought of
the pen, which only then became, for him, mightier than the
sword. Ordinarily he kept his writing level, in his mind, with
other living acts, like cooking and chopping wood. For him
it was just another activity of life. It was not writing, and
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separate from life. It was the speech or song, for him, of his
own voice, and the writing of it never seemed as important
to him as the living behind the pen. That is why he was
never literary-—never a writer.

“I'm not laughing,” replied Tony, his shoulders still
shaking. ‘‘ It’s very nice.” He meant he was not being mean
—he was just feeling happy. Luwrence caught the idea, but
he didn’t like to make T'ony f-el happy because the horse
cantered off with him. There vvas never a moment of sym-
pathy between them after that.

We were soon going on lon rides together—Frieda and
Lorenzo and 1. He was absolu zly fearless and he never fell
off, no matter what the horse did. Though he was un-
accustomed to riding, he took to t naturally and easily, though
he always looked uncomfortab’z on horseback, bent over
forward and riding as though tl e saddle hurt him. He rode
with a very free rein. Fast. FH.: couldn’t endure to have me
go ahead of him across the fielis, and I adored to lead him
chasing after me if I could get a good start ahead of him.
I had a good fast horse named Contentos, yho liked me very
much, and in those days 1 was tar more free myself on a horse
than I am now. I would get a little ahead of the other two and
then start agalloping, and Lawrence would immediately start
after; and when 1 turned and looked back, I saw him bent
forward, his face set and stern, pounding along as though his
fate depended upon catching me. I suppose he simply couldn’t
stand the idea of a woman in the lead. 1 remember walking
one day across our alfalfa figld with him and Leon Gaspard,
over the rarrow board walkithat divided the tall green stuff.
They went so slowly, talking as they went, that I couldn’t linger
behind them, and so I brushed by them and got in front where
I could go at my own pace. 1 don’t know how to walk slowly !
I didn’t think they noticed, but in a flash Lorenzo dashed by
me, throwing a furious look as he went, and, beckoning Leon
after him, he got me to the rear again. He never let little
things pass. Everything was significant and symbolic and
became to him fateful in one way or another. Perhaps that is






