
"Atreatr-rAeJVew  York  Times ®. 
TOR 

53437-9 

$4.99 JAME 
MICHENER 
  author  of  MEXICO  and  TEXAS 

e  a  Making  *  of  a  a  +  Novel 

Featuring  a  never-before-published 
James  Michener  novella  The  Texas  Girls 



JAMES  A. 
M1CHENER 



"MICHENER  IS  STILL,  SENTENCE  FOR  SEN- 
TENCE, WRITING'S  FASTEST  ATTENTION- 

GRABBER."       -The  New  York  Times 
"Michener  is  A  DELIGHT  TO  READ." 

-The  Baltimore  Sun 

"MICHENER  IS  RENOWNED  FOR  HIS  ABIL 
ITY  TO  MAKE  HISTORY  COME  ALIVE." 

-Seattle  Post-Intelligencer 

"Michener  is  A  MASTER."  -The  Boston  Herald 

"A  MASTER  STORYTELLER,  MR.  MI- 
CHENER, BY  ANY  STANDARDS,  IS  A  PHE- 

NOMENON." -The  Wall  Street  Journal 

"A  Michener  epic  is  FAR  MORE  THAN  A  BED- 
TIME READER,  IT'S  AN  EXPERIENCE." 

-The  Chicago  Tribune 

The  a  Making  *  of  a  a  a  Novel 





Tlie  a  Making  a  of  a  a  a  Nove  I 

JAMES  A. 
MICHENER 

TOR 

A  TOM  DOHERTY  ASSOCIATES  BOOK 
NEW  YORK 

BRIGHTON 



Note:  If  you  purchased  this  book  without  a  cover  you  should  be  aware 

that  this  book  is  stolen  property.  It  was  reported  as  "unsold  and  de- 

stroyed" to  the  publisher,  and  neither  the  author  nor  the  publisher  has 
received  any  payment  for  this  "stripped  book." 

MY  LOST  MEXICO 

Copyright  ©  1992  by  James  A.  Michener 

All  rights  reserved,  including  the  right  to  reproduce  this  book,  or  por- 
tions thereof,  in  any  form. 

A  Tor  Book 

Published  by  Tom  Doherty  Associates,  Inc. 
175  Fifth  Avenue 

New  York,  N.Y.  10010 

Torw  is  a  registered  trademark  of  Tom  Doherty  Associates,  Inc. 

ISBN:  0-812-53437-9 

Library  of  Congress  Catalog  Card  Number:  92-26953 

First  Tor  edition:  December  1993 

Printed  in  the  United  States  of  America 

0987654321 



Contents 

I.  Selecting  a  Subject   1 

II.  Hard  Work   43 

III.  The  Gossamer  Filament   95 

IV.  Lazarus   119 

V.  The  Persistence  of  Memory   163 

VI.  The  Texas  Girls   185 

VII.  Bennett  Cerf  Redivivus   259 



Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 
in  2011 

http://www.archive.org/details/mylostmexicoOOmich 



A  noiseless  patient  spider, 

I  mark'd  where  on  a  little  promontory  it  stood 
isolated, 

Mark'd  how  to  explore  the  vacant  vast 
surrounding, 

It  launch'd  forth  filament,  filament,  filament,  out 
of  itself, 

Ever  unreeling  them,  ever  tirelessly  speeding 
them. 

—Walt  Whitman 
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Selecting  a  Subject 





SELECTING  A  SUBJECT 

When  it  became  obvious  in  1959  that  my  exper- 
imental novel  Hawaii — experimental  because  it 

was  so  long  and  dealt  with  so  many  genera- 
tions— was  going  to  be  well  received,  I  naturally 

cast  about  to  decide  what  subject  I  should  tackle 
next.  Two  likely  candidates  surfaced  as  subjects 
for  another  long  book. 

The  first  possibility  was  Scotland,  where  in 

1931-33  I  had  spent  exciting  years  at  the  notable 
University  of  St.  Andrews,  very  old,  very  rigor- 

ous and  very  Presbyterian.  While  there  I  had 
twice  walked  across  the  entire  east-west  breadth 
of  the  country,  once  from  St.  Andrews  on  the 
North  Sea  across  to  Oban  on  The  Minch,  an  arm 
of  the  Atlantic  Ocean,  and  once  from  Inverness 

down  that  glorious  line  of  lochs,  again  to  Oban.  I 

had  also  spent  much  time  in  the  Highlands,  in- 
cluding a  dramatic  winter  and  a  placid  summer  in 

the  famous  Outer  Isles,  the  Hebrides  in  the  far 

Atlantic,  and  particularly  Barra,  most  colorful  of 
the  lot. 

On  site  I  had  studied  much  Scottish  history, 

especially  the  deplorable  'clearances'  of  the  nine- 
teenth century  in  which  loyal  and  able  Scottish 

crofters  (peasants)  were  thrown  off  their  tradi- 
tional holdings  by  rich  landowners,  often  with  the 

excuse  that  the  land  was  needed  for  hunting  par- 
ties of  vacationing  gentlemen  up  from  London. 

Many  of  the  dispossessed  emigrated  to  Nova  Sco- 
tia, other  parts  of  Canada  and  the  United  States, 

to  the  enormous  enrichment  of  those  new  lands. 
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While  touring  the  Hebrides  I  memorized  one  of 
the  anguished  memorials  of  that  cruel  and  vicious 

period: 

From  the  lone  shieling  of  the  misty  island 
Mountains  divide  us  and  a  world  of  seas. 

But  still  our  hearts  are  true,  our  hearts  are 

Highland 
And  we  in  dreams  behold  the  Hebrides. 

I  had  done  much  work  on  the  repulsive  de- 
population of  the  glens  I  had  grown  to  love  as  I 

hiked  along  them,  and  in  my  reading  I  came  upon 

a  riveting  story  about  another  American  in  Scot- 
land, a  story  that  I  longed  to  use  some  day  if  ever 

I  taught  or  wrote  about  the  clearances. 
When  Harriet  Beecher  Stowe  shocked  the 

conscience  of  America  in  1852  with  her  anti- 

slavery  novel  Uncle  Tom 's  Cabin,  she  became  one 
of  the  contributory  forces  that  made  the  Civil  War 
inevitable.  Her  book  was  wildly  successful  both 
in  America  and  Europe,  was  translated  into 

twenty-three  other  languages,  and  made  her  an  in- 
ternational heroine  of  liberal-thinking  people.  It 

was  incomprehensible  that  only  a  few  years  later 

in  1856,  when  she  traveled  to  England  and  Scot- 
land to  wild  acclaim,  her  critical  faculties  seem  to 

have  become  addled.  Accepting  social  courtesies 
from  the  Duke  of  Sutherland  and  reveling  in 
them,  she  blinded  herself  to  his  hideous  behavior. 
As  owner  of  vast  estates  in  the  northeast  corner 
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of  Scotland,  he  was  an  arrogant  leader  among  the 

group  of  wealthy  land  owners  who  evicted  croft- 
ers whose  families  had  rented  the  lands  for  gener- 

ations. Bundling  them  up,  often  with  police  or 
military  assistance,  he  drove  them  off  his  lands, 
refusing  to  worry  about  how  or  where  they  were 
to  find  another  place  to  live. 

He  made  himself  anathema  to  decent  Scots 
who  felt  that,  whereas  an  owner  did  have  certain 

rights  to  his  lands,  including  hunting  and  the  rais- 
ing of  cattle  and  sheep,  he  also  inherited  moral 

obligations  to  exercise  those  rights  without  harm- 
ing poorer  citizens  who  had  served  his  forebears 

for  generations.  An  understandable  outcry  rose 

against  the  Duke's  unfeeling  inhumanity,  and  he 
suffered  a  besmudged  image  and  reputation 
which  was  more  or  less  whitewashed  by  a  stout 
defense  of  his  policies  written  by  his  personal 
friend,  the  American  abolitionist  Harriet  Beecher 
Stowe.  Emotionally  incapable  of  seeing  that  the 
clearances  committed  by  a  Scottish  nobleman 
were  just  as  intolerable  as  the  slavery  adminis- 

tered by  a  Georgia  planter,  she  excused  Suther- 

land's excesses  as  the  mere  and  inescapable 
consequence  of  good  land  management.  She  deaf- 

ened her  ears  to  the  wailing  of  the  crofters  as  they 
went  into  exile;  she  rebuffed  local  protesters,  ap- 

plauded the  police  and  ignored  the  arguments  in 
defense  of  the  dispossessed. 

It  was  a  remarkable  instance  in  which  a  sen- 
sitive writer  could  see  clearly  the  consequences  of 
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inhuman  behavior  at  home,  but  failed  to  under- 
stand equal  inhumanity  when  encountered  abroad. 

Having  known,  in  my  Scottish  travels,  highland- 
ers  whose  ancestors  had  been  dispossessed  during 
the  clearances,  and  having  heard  and  read  about 
that  tragic  period,  I  was  eager  to  use  the  Stowe 
affair  as  one  vignette  in  the  vast  panorama  of 
Scottish  history,  not  the  focal  part  by  any  means, 
but  an  illustrative  one. 

I  have  never  been  able  to  explain  why  I 
failed  to  write  my  Scottish  novel.  I  knew  the 
land,  I  knew  the  people,  I  knew  the  history,  but 
the  magic  moment  never  came.  I  suspect  it  might 
have  been  because  these  experiences  came  too 
early  in  my  life,  my  twenties,  and  before  I  had 
gained  confidence  in  my  ability  to  write.  At  any 

rate,  in  1959  this  powerful  theme  was  again  con- 
sidered and  rejected,  never  to  be  revived. 

*  *  * 

My  second  candidate  for  a  subject  was  Mexico. 
As  a  student  in  Scotland  in  the  early  1930s  I  had 
toured  the  Mediterranean  as  a  deck  hand  aboard  a 

Scottish  coal  freighter,  and  during  my  ship's  lay- 
over in  the  little  Spanish  port  of  Burriana,  where 

we  picked  up  oranges  to  be  taken  back  to  Dundee 
for  marmalade,  I  traveled  south  a  few  miles  to 

Valencia,  where  I  saw  my  first  bullfight.  Three 

notable  matadors  participated  and  gave  such  mas- 
terful performances  that  I  became  captivated  by 

this  art,  brutal  though  it  could  be,  and  later  trav- 
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eled  about  Spain  as  a  devotee  of  Domingo 
Ortega,  one  of  the  greatest  matadors  and  a  man 

whom  I  tried  to  imitate  in  my  life  and  work  hab- 
its: solid,  wonderfully  proficient,  courageous,  al- 

ways his  own  man  doing  things  his  way,  and 
sticking  to  the  task  long  after  his  contemporaries 
had  quit.  I  learned  a  lot  from  him. 

It  must  have  been  in  1932  that  I  formulated 

a  short  story  based  on  a  gypsy  bullfighter  from 

Seville  whose  character  was  diametrically  op- 

posed to  Ortega's.  My  man  was  a  coward,  a 
fraud,  a  simulator  rather  than  an  honest  fighter, 

and  a  survivor  because  of  his  mastery  of  the  pro- 
fessional tricks.  Seeking  a  name  for  him,  I  came 

up  with  Gomez,  which  sounded  amusing  because 
of  its  long  guttural  first  syllable  and  somewhat 
risible  second.  My  man  was  Gomez  and  no  other. 

As  I  developed  the  story,  not  writing  a  line, 
the  spirit  of  the  tale  centered  on  a  paragraph  of 
only  four  words.  In  presenting  the  matadors  who 
were  to  play  the  significant  roles,  I  visualized  two 
of  the  most  attractive  and  honorable  heroes  in  the 

profession,  one  of  them  like  Ortega,  and  after 

having  presented  them  in  favorable  light  I  fol- 
lowed with  this  paragraph: 

And  there  was  Gomez. 

In  the  following  paragraph  I  planned  to  describe 

in  sickening  detail  what  a  louse  this  long-legged, 
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shifty,  cowardly  renegade  was,  and  my  imaginary 
story  was  underway. 

I  cherished  that  four- word  paragraph  because 

of  the  name's  connotations,  its  hint  of  the  ridicu- 
lous and  the  conniving  cowardice  with  a  proper 

touch  of  levity.  Through  the  years,  whenever  I  re- 
considered that  unborn  short  story,  I  could  see 

Gomez  and  his  failings  and  he  became  increas- 
ingly the  hero  of  my  tale.  He  never  came  to  life; 

in  1932,  since  I  was  not  yet  a  writer,  I  lacked  the 
five  thousand  effective  words  to  bring  him  into 

existence.  But  in  1936,  while  teaching  in  Colo- 
rado, I  made  my  first  excursion  into  Mexico, 

where  I  was  captivated  by  the  colorful  life,  the 
Spanish  heritage,  and  the  customs  so  different 
from  what  I  had  known  in  Pennsylvania.  The 
memories  of  my  brief  trip  to  Spain  and  of  my 
vivid  experiences  with  bullfighting  revived  so 
vividly  that  in  1937  I  returned  to  Mexico  for  the 
summer,  returning  again  in  1938.  During  these 

protracted  excursions  I  made  friends  with  two  un- 
forgettable Mexican  bullfighters,  the  taciturn 

Rolled,  one  of  the  most  accomplished  assistants 

to  a  full-fledged  matador,  and  a  tall,  slender  to- 

rero, Flaco  "Skinny"  Valencia.  With  them  I  trav- 
eled the  bullfight  circuit — the  rude  pachangas  in 

the  country  (pick-up  affairs  with  no  rules),  the  ex- 
hibitions, the  tientas  (testing  of  the  cows  for  brav- 

ery), and  the  formal  fights.  They  introduced  me 
to  a  world  that  few  strangers  would  be  allowed  to 
know. 

8 
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In  those  years  as  I  traveled  widely  through- 
out Mexico,  I  developed  an  amorphous  plan  to 

write  about  the  peasant  hero,  Emiliano  Zapata 

(1879-1919).  In  time  I  would  live  briefly  in  all 
the  states  of  Mexico  except  only  Quintana  Roo  in 
the  extreme  eastern  edge  of  the  Yucatan  Peninsula 
(and  even  in  Quintana  Roo  I  would  extensively 

explore  the  Mayan  ruins  in  1989).  Thus  I  had  ac- 
quired an  intimate  knowledge  of  many  aspects  of 

Mexican  life,  reinforced  by  wide  reading  in  Mex- 
ican studies.  In  1937,  imbued  with  the  color  and 

drama  of  Mexico  and  its  bullrings,  I  drafted  a 
compact  novel  on  bullfighting  as  I  had  observed 
it  in  Mexico.  I  featured  the  matador  Gomez,  and 
with  considerable  hope  I  submitted  it  to  Harold 
Latham,  the  charismatic  editor-in-chief  of  The 
Macmillan  Publishing  Company,  the  man  who 
had  discovered  Gone  With  the  Wind  while  on  an 

exploratory  trip  looking  for  publishable  manu- 
scripts. When  he  reached  Denver  on  a  subsequent 

trip,  I  offered  him  my  truncated  novel,  but  he  gra- 

ciously declined:  'Not  quite  ready,  but  it  shows 
promise.  Come  back  later.' 

Since  these  experiences  were  even  more  re- 
cent than  the  Scottish — the  late  1930s  and  early 

40s  as  opposed  to  1933 — and  equally  intense,  it 
was  understandable  that  in  1959  when  searching 
for  a  new  subject  I  would  think  of  Mexico.  As 
soon  as  possible  I  finished  my  corrections  on  the 
galleys  of  Hawaii,  put  them  behind  me  and 
cleansed  my  mind  of  South  Pacific  matters.  With 
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a  fiery  desire  to  get  back  to  Mexico,  to  my  bull- 
fighting friends  and  to  the  research  materials,  in 

the  late  months  of  1959  my  wife  and  I  drove 
down  to  Mexico  City  in  the  lovely  days  when  one 

could  still  breathe  the  air.  We  had  the  good  for- 
tune to  find  a  room  in  the  ancient  Hotel  Cortes  on 

the  north  side  of  the  wooded  Alameda,  the  large 
park  in  the  center  of  town.  There,  in  the  enclosed 
patio  of  the  hotel,  an  early  nineteenth  century 
Spanish  haven  with  a  singing  fountain,  I  plunged 
into  the  massive  task  I  had  set  myself. 

It  was  a  rewarding  time  as  I  reintroduced 
myself  to  Mexican  custom  and  history.  The  old 
hotel  was  an  admirable  place  to  do  such  work,  for 
it  bespoke  the  periods  I  would  want  to  write 
about.  I  also  met  new  Mexican  friends  to  enrich 

my  knowledge.  Although  with  passing  years 

Rolleri  and  Flaco  Valencia  were  no  longer  avail- 
able, I  became  acquainted  with  a  new  generation 

of  matadors,  especially  the  artist  with  the  cape, 
Alfonso  Ramirez,  who  fought  under  the  name 
Calesero,  and  Pepe  Luis  Vasquez,  one  of  the 
bravest  of  modern  matadors. 

Calesero  invited  me  to  a  grand  three-day  fes- 
tival which  he  was  masterminding  in  his  home 

city  of  Aguascalientes,  and  there  in  the  spring  of 

1960  I  caught  the  first  glimmer  of  what  my  pro- 
posed Mexican  novel  would  have  to  be:  a  three- 

day  taurine  festival  in  some  smaller  Mexican  city. 

But  Calesero's  Aguascalientes  did  not  attract  me, 
for  when  I  studied  its  history  I  found  that  al- 

io 
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though  it  was  attractively  old,  its  major  claim  to 

notoriety  was  General  Santa  Anna's  perpetuation 
of  a  gruesome  slaughter  near  there  in  1835.  I  did 
not  like  Santa  Anna  nor  his  wanton  killing,  so 
Aguascalientes  could  not  be  my  locale. 

But  as  I  was  driving  back  to  Mexico  City  I 
recalled  something  a  Mexican  scholar  had  told 

me:  'If  you  want  to  catch  an  unsullied  glimpse  of 
what  Mexico  was  like  in  colonial  days,  the  place 

to  go  is  the  old  mining  city  of  Guanajuato.'  Now, 
catching  a  brief  look  at  my  road  map,  I  saw  to  my 
surprise  that  the  town  lay  only  a  short  distance  off 
the  highway  I  was  traveling,  and  a  quick  detour 
led  me  to  a  gem,  the  site  for  which  I  had  been 
searching. 

Guanajuato  was  a  colonial  city  graced  by  old 
buildings  of  excellent  architecture,  the  remnants 
of  an  aqueduct,  and  at  the  edge  of  town  a  deep 
hole  in  the  earth,  an  unprotected,  unrimmed, 
abandoned  mining  shaft  over  whose  edge  I  lay, 
awestruck  by  the  drop  below  me.  As  I  stared 
down  into  the  darkness  I  found  another  portion  of 
the  structure  of  my  proposed  novel.  Transfixed  by 
the  limestone  walls  of  the  shaft  and  their  ancient 

scars,  I  listened  as  the  old  man  who  was  showing 
me  the  place  said:  In  the  old  days  when  we  sent 
so  much  silver  to  the  king  of  Spain,  the  ore  had 
to  be  carried  by  workers  like  slaves,  up  these 
winding  stairs  that  reached  deep  into  the  earth. 
Women  were  the  beasts  of  burden,  climbing  the 
stairs  barefoot  with  baskets  of  ore  perched  on 

11 
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their  heads.  Sometimes  they  fell,  for  the  stairs 

were  not  good.'  He  added:  The  work  below  was 
done  by  men  who  used  donkeys  to  move  the  ore. 
Once  a  donkey  was  lowered  down  on  ropes,  he 
never  again  saw  daylight  or  cropped  grass  in  a 

meadow.' 
In  that  moment,  as  we  lay  picturing  the  im- 

mense depth  up  which  chains  of  little  Indian 
women  had  lugged  their  heavy  burdens,  the  cen- 

tral segment  of  my  novel  sprang  to  life.  In  my 
studies  I  had  read  about  the  large  numbers  of 
southern  gentlemen  who  had  fought  on  the  side  of 
the  South  during  the  Civil  War  and  who  had  re- 

fused to  remain  in  the  United  States  under  the 

possibility  that  the  hated  Ulysses  S.  Grant  might 
become  president.  Some  had  fled  to  Canada,  be- 

coming good  citizens  there,  but  more  had  come 
south  to  Mexico  where,  too,  they  fitted  in.  The 
principal  character  of  my  novel,  the  narrator  but 
not  the  hero,  would  be  the  grandson  of  such  a 
Confederate  loyalist  who  had  finished  his  life  in 
the  Guanajuato  region  as  supervisor  of  a  silver 
mine.  There  had  been  such  men,  and  I  could 
build  my  novel  around  one  of  them,  but  even  as 
I  made  the  decision  I  realized  that  I  was  still 

working  backward. 
I  now  had  the  ending  of  my  novel,  the  three- 

day  taurine  fair  in  a  small  city  like  Guanajuato, 
and  the  middle  portion,  the  operation  of  the  silver 
mine  in  the  nineteenth  century,  but  I  did  not  have 
a  reasonable  beginning.  And  because  I  had  spent 

14 
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so  much  time  on  geology  in  Hawaii,  I  rejected 
the  idea  of  reaching  so  far  back  as  to  describe  the 

genesis  of  the  great  volcanoes  that  marked  the  re- 
gion east  and  south  of  Guanajuato.  What  inci- 

dents in  the  ancient  history  of  Mexico  would  I 
use  to  start  the  novel?  I  had  inadequate  knowl- 

edge to  make  a  sensible  choice. 
Aware  of  my  ignorance,  I  put  all  else  aside 

and  gave  myself  an  intensive  seminar  in  Mexican 
pre-Columbian  history,  a  study  which  took  me 
first  to  the  great  Aztec  pyramid  of  Teotihuacan 
where  I  spent  most  of  a  week  trying  to  visualize 
what  life  must  have  been  like  in  those  days.  In 

Mexico  City  I  haunted  the  notable  museum  of  an- 
cient Mexican  art,  architecture  and  pre-history. 

While  working  there  I  was  told  of  a  Toltec  site 
more  instructive  than  the  great  pyramid,  and 
when  I  visited  Tula,  some  fifty  miles  north  of 

Mexico  City,  I  saw  one  of  the  gems  of  the  West- 
ern Hemisphere,  the  relic  of  a  civilization  that 

produced  wonders,  the  outline  of  a  city  that  must 
have  contained  thousands  of  citizens  whose 

houses,  shops  and  gardens  have  vanished.  What 
remains  are  stone  remnants  of  buildings,  rows  of 
gigantic  male  figures  fifteen  feet  high  and  carved 
out  of  a  very  pale  pink  stone.  But  what  captivated 
me  most  was  a  low  statue  whose  type  was  com- 

mon throughout  central  Mexico,  a  Chac  Mool,  an 
extraordinary  human  figure  which  once  seen  can 
never  be  forgotten.  A  kind  of  bullyboy,  hand- 

somely carved  and  proportioned,  the  statue's  head 15 
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is  always  twisted  so  that  the  chin  rests  directly 
over  either  the  left  or  right  shoulder.  He  is  lying 

on  his  back  except  that  his  elbows  support  his  up- 
right torso,  while  his  knees  are  bent  so  that  his 

stomach  forms  a  level  platform  parallel  to  the 

earth.  On  his  stomach-platform  rests  a  beautiful 
stone  bowl  of  some  size.  The  bowl  is  there  to  re- 

ceive the  hearts  torn  from  the  chests  of  living 
men.  The  Chac  Mool  and  what  he  represents  is 
loathsome,  but  I  was  deeply  affected  by  him. 

As  a  result  of  my  work  at  Tula  I  met  a  de- 
lightful Frenchman  whose  ancestors  had  come  to 

Mexico  from  Barcelonette,  a  village  in  the  French 
mountains  bordering  on  Italy.  He  was  even  more 
interested  in  archaeology  than  I  and  arranged  for 
me  to  participate  in  one  of  the  most  rewarding 
expeditions  I  would  ever  take.  Under  the  tutelage 

of  Mexico's  premiere  expert  on  the  Mayan  pe- 
riod, we  flew  to  a  small  airfield  cut  out  of  the 

jungles  in  eastern  Mexico,  from  where  in  creak- 
ing old  cars  we  journeyed  into  a  dense  tropical 

forest  which  hid  the  great  ruins  of  Palenque.  We 
were  there  just  as  the  wonders  of  this  remote  spot 
were  being  uncovered:  massive  temples,  huge 

walls  covered  with  Mayan  hieroglyphics,  a  soar- 
ing public  building  of  some  kind  and,  uncovered 

not  long  before  my  visit,  a  subterranean  tomb 
covered  by  a  stone  slab  of  massive  dimension  and 
weight  under  which  lay  hidden  artifacts  and  jade 

relics  more  than  a  thousand  years  old.  It  was  a  so- 
bering thought  that  here  in  the  jungles  of  Mexico 
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had  flourished  a  civilization  with  notable  archi- 
tecture, governmental  procedures  over  states  and 

principalities,  written  records,  astronomical  time 
keeping  and  individual  works  of  art,  when  their 
Indian  cousins  in  the  future  United  States  had  not 

yet  reached  a  level  of  civilization  in  which  they 
could  produce  any  of  these  things.  Palenque,  as  I 
saw  it  when  it  was  just  being  reclaimed  from  the 
jungle,  exerted  a  profound  influence  on  me.  I 
would  have  to  begin  my  novel  with  a  glimpse  of 

earliest  pre-Columbian  Indian  life,  although  I 
would  not  use  the  Mayas. 

As  a  result  of  these  various  studies  con- 
ducted intensively  and  over  a  substantial  period 

of  time,  I  judged  that  I  was  almost  ready  to  start 
serious  work  on  the  Mexican  segments  of  my 
novel,  but  two  serious  gaps  remained  in  my 
knowledge.  Until  they  were  filled  I  could  not  feel 
confident.  One  was  the  Civil  War  background  of 

my  American-Mexican  narrator,  the  other  the  pre- 
Cortes  background  of  his  Spanish  ancestors,  so  I 
traveled  north  to  explore  the  battle  sites  of  the 
Civil  War. 

I  had  originally  planned  to  have  my  1850 
American  family  living  on  the  Mississippi  River 

in  the  town  of  Natchez,  from  where  my  protago- 
nist of  that  period  would  travel  north  in  the  Con- 

federate ranks  to  fight  the  battle  of  Vicksburg 

against  General  Grant,  who  would  serve  admira- 
bly as  one  of  the  villains  of  my  novel.  I  spent 

much  time  along  the  river,  making  myself  reason- 25 
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ably  well  informed  on  the  town  life  of  Natchez- 
under-the-Hill,  the  character  of  the  Natchez 
Trace,  the  famous  old  trail  through  the  wilder- 

ness, and  the  cruel  siege  of  Vicksburg  in  which 
life  was  held  in  such  low  regard.  When  I  felt  that 
I  was  moderately  well  qualified  to  write  about 
these  matters,  a  curious  thing  happened,  one  with 
which  other  writers  will  be  familiar. 

I  developed  a  strong  feeling  that  the  Missis- 
sippi River  was  not  the  setting  in  which  my  nar- 

rator's family  would  have  been  at  ease.  They  had 
to  be  Georgians  or  Carolinians  or,  best  of  all  from 
the  point  of  view  of  my  needs,  Virginians,  so  I 
left  the  great  river  and  drove  eastward  to  the  re- 

gion around  Richmond,  Virginia.  There  the  coun- 
tryside northeast  of  the  Confederate  capital,  the 

Wilderness  of  the  Civil  War,  provided  me  with 
exactly  what  I  sought:  a  battlefield  of  crucial  im- 

portance and  the  scene  of  General  Grant's  callous 
misuse  of  his  northern  troops,  sacrificing  thou- 

sands needlessly,  as  well  as  a  nearby  southern 
city  with  a  lively  social  life.  By  the  time  I  left 
Richmond  I  believe  I  understood  what  had  hap- 

pened at  Cold  Harbor,  and  I  needed  to  look  no 
further  for  an  explanation  of  why  my  Confederate 

officer,  despite  his  great  victory  there,  would  sur- 
render his  citizenship  in  a  nation  led  by  Grant. 

Last  in  line  of  my  researches  was  the  Span- 
ish component,  and  as  I  studied  ways  in  which  I 

might  get  to  Spain  for  a  review  of  sixteenth  cen- 
tury facts  I  knew  only  vaguely,  I  found  in  a  Sun- 
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day  paper  an  offer  I  could  not  believe:  'Come  to 
Spain.  We  fly  you  over  in  a  new  four-engined  jet, 
When  you  land  at  Madrid  we  give  you  a  car, 
free,  for  two  weeks,  and  a  tankful  of  gas.  To  top 
it  off,  we  give  you,  also  free,  three  nights  board 
and  room  in  hotels  of  first  category.  All  for 

$315.'  I  grabbed  at  the  offer,  and  the  Spanish 
Travel  Office  not  only  fulfilled  every  promise  but 

promoted  me  to  first  class  on  the  flight  over  be- 
cause of  overcrowding  on  the  inexpensive  seats 

offered  in  the  ad.  What  a  way  to  travel  to  Spain! 

In  that  congenial  country  I  had  two  obliga- 
tory targets:  Salamanca,  the  handsome  university 

town  in  which  my  narrator's  Spanish  ancestors 
would  have  flourished;  and  Seville,  from  where 

in  the  early  1500s  they  would  have  left  for  Mex- 
ico. My  days  were  joyous  in  the  former  city,  re- 

nowned for  its  medieval  quality  and  its  superb 
central  square,  for  I  had  often  visited  there  in  the 
past  and  could  visualize  my  characters  as  they 
must  have  been  in  the  early  sixteenth  century.  By 
the  time  I  left,  I  knew  what  had  happened  in 
Salamanca,  one  of  my  favorite  cities  in  the  world. 

In  Seville  my  requirements  were  less  de- 
manding since  it  played  only  a  marginal  role  in 

the  proposed  novel,  and  the  sights  about  which  I 

wanted  to  refresh  my  memory  were  quickly  cov- 
ered. I  was  about  to  fly  home  when,  one  evening 

as  I  wandered  near  the  massive  cathedral  with  its 

Moorish  bell  tower,  the  Giralda,  I  saw  coming  to- 
ward me  in  the  plaza  a  tall  young  fellow  whose 
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arrogant  bearing  was  so  unmistakably  that  of  a 

bullfighter  that  I  almost  cried  aloud:  That's  got 
to  be  him!  He's  from  Philadelphia!' 

Some  years  earlier  I  had  seen,  in  a  bullfight 
magazine  published  in  the  United  States,  the 
handsome  photograph  of  a  young  American  from 

Philadelphia,  John  Fulton  Short,  who  had  under- 
taken the  heartbreaking  task  of  becoming  a  mata- 

dor de  tows  in  Spain.  After  an  apprenticeship  in 
Mexico  where  he  became  proficient,  he  tested  his 
fortune  in  Spain.  He  had  the  physique  and  posture 
to  be  a  matador,  but  whether  he  had  the  skill  I 

could  not,  of  course,  have  an  opinion.  Two  news- 
paper stories  assured  me  that  he  did. 

-  For  several  years  thereafter  his  photograph 

lingered  in  my  mind,  for  since  I  knew  of  the  in- 
credible barriers  that  prevent  even  Spanish  or 

Mexican  muchachos  from  succeeding  in  the  ring, 
I  was  aware  that  for  an  American  to  achieve  suc- 

cess would  be  almost  impossible,  and  I  thought: 

'Good  luck,  matador!' 
Now,  as  I  left  the  cathedral,  a  gigantic, 

brooding  structure  big  enough  to  serve  all  of 
southern  Spain,  I  saw  the  graceful  young  man  of 
the  photograph.  Hastening  to  his  side  I  asked: 

'Aren't  you  John  Fulton  Short,  the  American 
bullfighter?'  and  proudly  he  stiffened  and  said 
he  was. 

I  stress  the  word  proudly  because  if  a  young 
man  who  aspires  to  be  an  arrogant,  posturing 
bullfighter  does  not  have  an  inherent  pride  in  his 
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bearing  and  confidence  in  his  skill,  he  will  have 
no  chance  whatever  of  becoming  a  matador.  Ar- 

rogance is  the  plasma  that  keeps  the  blood  of  the 
matador  functioning,  and  without  it  he  becomes 
limp. 

That  chance  encounter,  which  came  about 
because  I  remember  striking  photographs  and  can 
recall  them  almost  at  will,  launched  a  friendship 
which  has  lasted  over  thirty  years.  It  carried  con- 

sequences I  could  not  have  foreseen  because  Mat- 
ador Fulton,  as  he  was  called  professionally, 

occupied  student  digs  with  another  young  Ameri- 
can, Robert  Vavra  of  San  Diego,  who  had  an 

amazing  skill  in  photographing  animals,  especi- 
ally horses,  and  something  others  could  not  cap- 
ture on  film,  the  elusive  unicorn.  Since  I  had  no 

idea  what  a  competing  photographer  was  talking 

about  when  he  snorted  contemptiously:  'Simple. 
All  you  need  to  snare  a  unicorn  is  composite  de- 

veloping techniques,'  I  preferred  to  believe  that 
Robert  had  found  a  family  of  unicorns  some- 

where in  the  magical  regions  of  southern  France, 
because  he  did  have  photographs  of  them. 

Some  years  later  Vavra's  poetic  cameras 
would  illustrate  my  book  about  Spain,  and  with 
that  conspicuous  start  he  would  move  ahead  to 

become  perhaps  the  world's  outstanding  photog- 
rapher of  animals,  and  one  of  the  very  good  au- 

thors of  nature  books  and  children's  stories. 
How  fortunate  I  was  that  evening  to  meet 

two  such  talented  young  men.  In  subsequent 
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years  I  traveled  with  them  to  all  corners  of  Spain 

as  people  joked:  'Short  is  tall.  It's  Vavra  who's 
short.'  In  time  John  Fulton  succeeded  in  becom- 

ing a  full-fledged  Spanish  matador,  while  Vavra 
acquired  one  of  the  fine  country  ranches  outside 
Seville.  The  three  of  us  spent  many  hours  at  bull 
ranches.  It  is  strange,  and  a  fact  of  note,  that  a 
young  bull  can  have  as  his  unquestioned  father 
some  great  bull  full  of  years  and  parading  his 
muscle,  and  handsome  to  a  degree  which  makes 

the  uninitiated  watcher  cry:  There's  a  master 
bull!  If  he  ever  went  into  the  plaza  he'd  tear  it 
apart.  His  offspring  must  be  terrors.' 

Not  so.  The  appearance  of  this  formidable 
seed  bull  does  determine  how  his  male  offspring 
will  look,  noble  and  manly,  but  the  character  of 

the  young  bull  will  stem  mainly — and  some  claim 
totally — from  his  mother.  If  she  is  brave,  he  will 
be.  If  she  proves  cowardly  so  will  he,  so  it  is  ex- 

citing to  attend  a  tienta  at  a  rural  ranch  which 
breeds  fighting  bulls,  for  some  of  the  young  cows 
to  be  tested  will  prove  to  be  absolute  tornadoes, 
not  only  willing  but  positively  eager  to  attack 
anything  that  moves,  while  their  blood  sisters  will 
be  totally  lacking  in  character. 

Back  at  the  bullrings  of  the  towns,  Fulton, 
Vavra  and  I  would  haunt  the  corrals  studying  the 
animals  for  the  Sunday  fight,  then  prowling  the 
sorting  area  on  Sunday  morning  trying  to  estimate 
which  of  the  six  bulls  would  do  well  that  after- 

noon and  which  would  prove  either  obstinate  or 
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cowardly.  With  such  tutelage  I  became  a  modest 
expert  on  taurine  behavior. 

My  studies  completed,  I  felt  qualified  to  be- 
gin laying  out  the  plan  for  a  substantial  novel.  On 

one  sunny  Thursday  afternoon,  accompanied  by 
my  tutors,  I  crossed  the  bridge  which  leads  from 
Seville  to  its  gypsy  quarter,  Triana,  on  the  far 
side  of  the  Guadalquivir  River.  There  in  what  I 
then  called  a  wine  shop,  but  which  I  would  later 
know  as  a  tapa  bar  where  wine  and  trays  filled 

with  things  like  squid,  octopus,  boiled  eggs,  an- 
chovies and  a  wilderness  of  salads  were  served  on 

tiny  saucers,  I  had  a  detailed  vision  of  the  novel 
I  hoped  to  write.  Leaving  the  tapa  bar  momentar- 

ily, I  crossed  the  street  to  a  stationery  store  where 

I  bought  a  schoolboy's  notebook,  on  the  first  page 
of  which  I  began  the  outline  of  my  Mexican 
novel. 

It  contained,  at  that  time,  twenty-two  chap- 
ters, obviously  too  many,  so  that  cutting  and  con- 

solidation became  imperative.  Pages  36  and  37 
show  the  original  workbook  entry  which  launched 

the  novel,  and  it  demonstrates  how  painfully  deci- 
sions are  made.  The  parenthesized  numbers  from 

1  through  12  were  added  by  me  in  1992  as  I  pre- 
pared these  notes.  Following  them  will  give  you  a 

guide  to  my  thought  processes.  (1)  The  two  In- 
dian chapters  would  be  radically  changed.  I 

wanted  the  novel  to  begin  in  A.D.  500  so  I  re- 
quired a  tribe  much  earlier  than  my  imaginary 

Altomecs,  who  did  not  coalesce  as  an  organized 
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group  until  later.  I  substituted  the  Toltecs  but 
never  used  them,  for  I  needed  someone  even 
earlier.  For  the  later  tribe,  on  the  eve  of  the  Old 

World's  discovery  of  the  New,  I  decided  to  avoid 
the  Aztecs,  since  their  history  was  well  known, 

and  I  replaced  them  with  the  Altomecs,  a  vigor- 
ous tribe  to  which  I  had  developed  a  deep  attach- 

ment. I  knew  the  Altomecs,  their  history,  their 
architecture,  their  tribal  customs,  and  their  deities, 
since  I  had  invented  them.  (2)  Since  consolidation 
of  chapters  was  inescapable,  I  cut  the  six  chapters 
beginning  with  Salamanca  and  ending  with 
Ganaderia,  substituting  for  them  one  concise 
chapter.  (3)  I  have  always  believed  the  word 

acqueduct  was  properly  spelled  with  two  c's.  (4) 
I  had  already  decided  my  silver  mine  would  be 

called  Mineral,  the  Mineral  de  Toledo.  (5)  De- 
spite all  the  work  I  had  done  at  Natchez  and 

Richmond,  by  the  time  I  started  my  novel  I  had 
reconsidered  and  decided  that  the  battle  of  Get- 

tysburg would  prove  the  most  rewarding.  What  a 
foolish  mistake  that  was,  initiated  perhaps  by  the 
Spanish  wine.  It  lasted  only  a  few  weeks.  (6)  The 
House  of  Tile  is  shown  here  as  built  in  1 865  but 

was  actually  constructed  three  centuries  earlier. 
(7)  I  was,  as  always,  insecure  about  names.  Leal 

for  my  Spanish-style  bullfighting  family  would 
survive  to  the  end,  as  would  Lopez  for  my  heroic 
priest.  But  the  name  for  my  revolutionary  general 
would  vary  numerous  times  during  the  next  thirty 
years.  Originally  he  was  Grug,  then  Frug,  then 
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Freg,  and  then  other  names.  Neither  the  general 
nor  Father  Lopez  would  retain  their  separate 
chapters.  (8)  My  entry  for  a  separate  chapter  on 
Seville  is  an  enigma  to  me  thirty  years  later.  What 
I  had  planned  for  this  city,  other  than  as  the  Old 
World  origin  of  the  Spanish  Palafox  family,  must 
remain  a  mystery.  (9)  The  fat  boy  disappeared 
early.  (10)  Neither  the  beatnik,  the  bull  nor  the 
poet  would  be  given  separate  chapters.  (11)  And 

I'm  fumbling  around  for  the  right  name  of  the 
Oklahoma  woman  I  liked  so  much.  Here  she's 

lost  Gary  and  is  trying  Ramsay.  That  won't  last, 
either.  (12)  The  entry  which  today  seems  most 
important  in  whipping  the  novel  into  shape  is  the 

one  containing  those  ominous  warnings:  'No 
good  as  straight  chronology.  Too  close  to  Hawaii 

structure.'  In  obedience  to  this  warning,  I  went 
back  to  the  top  of  the  page  and  wrote,  in  red  ink, 

a  superseding  entry  'Opening  1961.'  It  would  cer- 
tainly include  something  about  cactus  and  ma- 
guey, for  they  would  form  the  ideological 

framework  of  the  novel. 

It  was  easy  to  proclaim  Til  start  in  1961 
with  something  about  the  two  symbolic  plants  of 

Mexico,'  but  it  was  much  more  demanding  to  an- 
swer the  question:  'Yes,  but  how  should  the  nar- 

rative itself  begin?'  for  the  task  ahead  would  be 
long  and  complicated.  Then,  one  sunny  day  as  I 
motored  about  exploring  the  back  roads  of 

Guanajuato — my  imaginary  city  of  Toledo — I 
saw  ahead  of  me  two  Indian  women,  wearing 
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shawls  and  walking  from  their  little  village  to  the 
market  in  Guanajuato.  They  were  so  poetic  in 
their  movements,  so  inherently  a  part  of  their  land 

that  I  cried  aloud:  That's  it!  Two  women  on  their 
way  to  town  carrying  the  things  they  have  to 

sell.'  And  throughout  the  long  life  of  this  manu- 
script, covering  thirty-one  years  of  productive 

work,  disarming  failure  and  magical  recovery, 
those  two  Indian  women  maintained  their  slow, 
lovely  walk  through  my  mind.  They  are  the  soul 
of  my  book. 

One  aspect  of  that  first  outline  drafted  in 
Triana  startles  me  as  I  review  it  today.  Nowhere 

are  the  three  young  women  from  Texas  men- 
tioned, yet  they  would  be  the  focus  of  the  final 

chapters  and  the  cause  for  endless  hours  of  revi- 
sion. I'm  sure  I  must  have  considered  them  in  the 

general  outlining  of  the  narrative  but  had  perhaps 
fitted  them  in  elsewhere.  At  this  juncture  I  be- 

lieved there  could  be  no  proper  conclusion  to  the 
novel  without  them. 

But  the  overall  thrust  of  the  novel  had  been 

visualized  and  roughly  laid  out.  With  the  note- 
book in  hand  I  returned  to  Mexico  City,  taking  up 

quarters  in  the  delightful  Maria  Cristina,  a  semi- 
modern  hotel  built  in  this  century,  where  I  started 
taking  the  photographs  and  assembling  the  notes 
I  would  require.  The  drafting  of  the  novel  was 
underway. 
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I  had  reached  only  a  few  pages  in  the  writing 
when  I  realized  that  my  original  outline  for  the 
novel  was  faulty  in  many  respects,  and  even 
when  I  opened  with  my  main  character  on  the 

highway  to  my  Mexican  town  of  Toledo,  I  be- 
came completely  muddled  as  to  how  the  main 

narrative  should  proceed.  I  therefore  redrafted  the 
entire  outline  as  shown  in  the  left-hand  column  of 
the  next  page.  As  I  look  today  upon  this  bizarre 
arrangement  of  the  first  seven  chapters  (numbered 

1-7  in  the  left-hand  column)  I  cannot  recall  what 
tortured  reasoning  produced  such  a  solution. 

The  reason  for  the  confusion  was  a  literary 
one:  I  had  not  yet  built  a  satisfactory  framework 
within  which  the  narrative  could  unfold.  The  idea 

of  dealing  with  the  bullfighting  Leal  family  as  the 
first  major  presentation,  followed  by  histories  of 
the  Spanish  Palafox  family  and  then  my  Indian 
matador,  was  stupid,  to  phrase  it  gently.  Not  only 

a  poor  sequence  for  providing  the  reader  with  ba- 
sic understanding,  it  was  also  aesthetically  unre- 

warding. Nor  did  I  yet  see  that  whatever  I  said 
about  the  Spanish  Palafoxes  would  contain  and 

preempt  the  strong  material  on  Salamanca.  Look- 
ing at  this  jumble  today,  I  cannot  be  proud. 
The  remainder  of  the  left-hand  column  is 

equally  inept,  except  that  I  have  now  established 
Veneno  as  my  barber  who  reprehensibly  shaves 

the  horns  of  the  fighting  bulls  to  protect  his  mat- 
ador son.  The  relationships  between  the  three 

fights,  Friday,  Saturday,  Sunday,  and  the  events 45 
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MY  LOST  MEXICO 

that  transpired  in  the  hours  between,  are  begin- 
ning to  take  shape.  I  had  great  plans  for  the 

Rooster,  an  amiable  hanger-on  at  the  bullring,  but 
he  developed  no  staying  power.  We  have  Cold 
Harbor  in  a  logical  place,  but  note  that  I  still 

wanted  to  call  it  Gettysburg,  and  the  evening's 
torchlight  theatrical  is  both  properly  named  and 

placed.  What  Seville  is  doing  in  there  I  still  can- 
not at  this  remove  imagine — it  must  have  been  a 

pitifully  wrong  idea — but  Mrs.  Ramsay,  still  with- 
out her  proper  name,  is  prominent  at  the  end  of 

the  book,  as  I  always  planned. 

Taking  the  left-hand  column  in  toto,  it  is  a 
miserable  plan.  However,  in  the  right-hand  col- 

umn of  this  same  page  I  was  making  a  substantial 
advance  in  whipping  this  culminating  material 
into  shape.  Of  the  eleven  titles  shown,  the  first 
two,  Barbers  and  Spanish  Ancestors,  pertain  to 
the  first  half  of  the  narrative,  and  were  securely 

placed.  The  remaining  nine,  11-19,  would  ulti- 
mately be  compressed  to  seven;  The  Bull  and  the 

mysterious  Seville  would  be  dropped;  11  and  14 

would  become  American  Ancestors,  first  in  Vir- 

ginia and  then  in  Mexico.  Despite  the  nearly  ac- 
curate arrangement,  the  three  young  women  from 

Texas  have  not  yet  made  their  appearance,  and 
this  bewilders  me,  but  Mrs.  Evans  has  found  her 

proper  name. 
The  next  work  page  (see  illustration  on  pages 

50  and  51),  done  some  months  after  the  preceding, 

demonstrates  how,  during  the  course  of  actual  com- 
48 
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position,  ideas  and  possibilities  change  wildly.  The 
corrections  in  the  left-hand  column  deal  with  a 
melange  of  ideas,  especially  the  finding  of  the  right 
names  for  my  characters.  Victoriano  Leal,  Palafox 
and  Veneno  would  survive  through  all  changes. 
Others  were  extremely  fugitive.  The  innkeeping 
Viuda,  a  widow,  would  soon  become  part  of  the 

Palafox  family.  El  Lobo,  my  Indian  matador,  be- 
came Juan  Gomez  on  this  page.  Senaquerib,  a  nam 

de  plume  I  fancied  for  my  critic,  would  later  be- 
come Leon  Ledesma,  much  better  for  repeated  ap- 

pearance in  narrative.  Father  Sanchez  would  revert 
to  the  original  Father  Lopez.  Manuel  Gomez,  the 

engineer,  would  vanish.  My  narrator's  father,  here 
George  Forrest,  would  become  John  Clay,  and  his 

book  would  be  retitled  The  Pyramid  and  the  Cathe- 
dral The  revolutionary  general  would  undergo  six 

or  seven  changes;  here  it  is  Grug,  then  Frug,  and 
neither  was  worth  serious  consideration. 

Most  significant  among  these  names  are 

'Cord  Cabot,  the  Biblical  Scholar,'  and  'Michael 

Gregory,  the  Expense  Account.'  The  first,  an 
American  professor  doing  research  in  Mexico  on 
the  revolution  in  the  early  1900s  who  had  a 
learned  knowledge  of  the  role  of  the  Catholic 
Church  in  that  period,  perished  early;  his  major 

concerns  would  be  voiced  by  the  one-armed  poet 
who  wrote  the  drama  that  will  appear  in  the 
printed  version  as  By  Torchlight. 

Michael  Gregory  will  also  vanish  as  a  name. 
Unfortunately,  the  more  euphonious  name  Cord 
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MY  LOST  MEXICO 

Cabot  will  survive  as  that  of  the  Hollywood  actor 
who  fiddles  with  his  expense  account.  It  is  this 
and  subsequent  attempts  to  include  Hollywood 
personae  that  will  ultimately  account  for  the 
abandonment  of  this  manuscript  in  late  1961. 
This  page,  169,  is  thus  both  a  testament  to  the 
hard  work  a  writer  does  but  also  a  monument  to 

a  disastrously  wrong  turn  such  effort  can  take. 

After  thirty  years  it  stares  back  at  me  as  a  re- 
minder of  the  worst  miscalculation  I  ever  made  as 

a  writer. 

In  the  right-hand  column,  done  some  days 
later,  I  see  that  I  have  the  first  six  chapters,  begin- 

ning with  the  innkeeping  widow,  not  in  perfect 
order  but  close  to  it.  The  gypsy  is  my  elegant 
matador  Victoriano  Leal;  the  rancher  is  my 
breeder  of  fighting  bulls;  the  Indian  is  my  native 

Indian  matador,  less  elegant  but  more  instinc- 
tively brave  than  Victoriano.  The  critic,  who  is 

one  of  my  favorite  characters  in  the  narrative,  is 
moved  forward  so  that  his  reflections  will  assist 

the  reader  in  understanding  details  in  the  first 
fight,  and  this  was  a  productive  shift.  However, 
The  Scholar  and  The  Picador  will  be  dropped  as 

chapters;  The  Americans — my  Texas  girls  are 
now  on  the  scene! — come  far  too  early,  and  the 
fight  on  the  second  day  has  not  been  properly 
prepared  for.  More  serious,  the  barbering  incident 
has  not  yet  been  inserted  into  the  plan.  But  these 

corrections  would  be  easily  made,  so  I  was  justi- 
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fied  in  being  pleased  with  progress  on  these  chap- 
ters of  the  book. 

The  last  seven  proposed  chapters  starting 
with  The  Bull  are  a  disaster.  The  first  five  of  these 

seven  will  be  totally  dropped  from  the  final  ver- 
sion, glaring  proof  of  an  inadequate  preparation 

of  the  story  line.  And  three  subjects  which  will  be 
most  productive  in  the  final  version  are  not  even 
mentioned:  the  torchlight  drama  in  the  plaza,  the 
detailed  chapters  on  the  American  ancestors,  and 
the  sorting  of  the  bulls  as  preparation  for  the 
maiming  of  the  heroic  bull  by  the  Leals. 

The  significant  point  is  that  I  had  all  these 

matters  in  the  recesses  of  my  mind — they  had 
been  there  for  many  years — but  I  had  not  yet 
found  the  proper  way  to  present  them.  This  page, 

then,  is  painful  proof  of  the  hard  reasoning  re- 
quired by  any  serious  piece  of  writing.  Writing  is 

usually  a  process  of  fits  and  starts,  and  when  in- 
trusive elements  like  Hollywood  actors  thrust 

their  way  in,  it  can  take  months  or  even  years  to 
correct  the  error.  This  time  it  required  three 
decades. 

The  first  steps  toward  salvation,  however, 
were  drafted  some  months  following  the  above 
impasse  in  the  planning.  This  time  I  had  the  ten 

opening  chapters  in  almost  perfect  order,  not  sur- 
prising since  I  had  already  started  composition. 

As  I  worked  from  chapter  to  chapter,  I  knew  quite 
clearly  where  I  was  heading.  But  my  thought 
processes  were  not  clarified  regarding  the  rest  of 
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Matador  John  Fulton. 



HARD  WORK 

the  narrative.  This  attempt  was  so  addled  it  con- 
tained several  chapters  I  would  ultimately  have  to 

discard;  there  was  still  a  full  chapter  on  the  bull, 
which  would  have  been  tedious,  and  the  strange 
diversion  to  Seville  persisted.  I  had  begun  to 
think  of  my  delightful  oil  widow  from  Tulsa  as 
Mrs.  Evans,  but  in  a  later  list  of  chapters  she  re- 

verted to  Mrs.  Ramsay.  The  left  hand  column  of 

this  page  reveals  I  was  far  from  solving  the  prob- 
lem of  how  to  proceed  with  the  book.  Neverthe- 

less, in  the  column  on  the  right  I  had  already 
begun  to  estimate  the  number  of  pages  which 
each  chapter  would  require — at  well  over  800 
pages,  obviously  too  long! 

Although  I  was  bogged  down  in  my  plan- 
ning of  specific  chapters,  I  retained  a  clear  under- 

standing of  the  data  I  would  need  to  write  the 
book,  so  during  these  days  of  indecision,  most  of 
them  spent  at  the  Maria  Cristina  Hotel  in  Mex- 

ico City  or  on  trips  to  Spain,  I  filled  two  note- 
books with  unorganized  bits  of  information: 

rough  outlines  of  chapters,  chronologies,  numer- 
ous sketches  and  maps,  and  whatever  else  might 

prove  useful.  The  notebook  I  had  started  that  day 

in  Triana's  wine  shop  had  130  jumbled  pages;  the 
second,  purchased  in  Mexico,  ran  to  an  additional 
114;  a  third  contained  only  photographs  I  had 
taken  in  Spain  and  Mexico.  They  served  as  abbre- 

viated notes. 

A  selection  of  those  varied  pages  will  sum- 
marize the  work  I  was  doing  while  my  ideas  were 
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MY  LOST  MEXICO 

maturing.  Basic  to  the  story  was  the  physical  set- 
ting: the  environs  of  my  imaginary  city  of  Toledo 

and  its  central  plaza  in  which  so  much  of  the  ac- 
tion occurs  (pps.  60-61);  careful  depictions  of  the 

deep  mine  on  which  the  prosperity  of  the  city  de- 
pended (pps.  62-63);  and  the  three  dominating 

structures,  pyramid  (p.  64-65),  cathedral  (p. 
67-69)  and  aqueduct  (p.  70).  Each  of  these  oblig- 

atory sketches  required  numerous  redraftings  as 
the  story  unfolded,  but  only  in  the  case  of  the 
mine  do  I  here  provide  two  versions.  For  the 
mine  there  was  a  total  of  six  versions  before  I  got 
it  right;  as  each  new  piece  of  evidence  became 
available,  the  depths  of  the  various  levels  had 
to  be  adjusted,  as  did  the  structures  of  the 
lateral  caves. 

As  I  labored  over  my  sketches  of  the  physi- 
cal setting  I  was  spending  equal  time  on  the  ma- 

turing of  my  characters.  To  keep  this  multitude  of 
human  beings  from  varied  times  and  cultures  in 
order,  I  devoted  sixteen  pages  of  my  notebook  to 
the  years  A.D.  500  to  1960,  and  two  pages  from 
that  chronology  are  shown  (pps.  72-75),  also  the 
two  pages  on  which  the  histories  of  my  two  com- 

peting matadors  are  developed  (pps.  76-79). 
I  soon  became  aware  that  I  had  to  expand 

my  knowledge  of  the  art  of  bullfighting,  so  I  re- 
turned to  Spain,  went  down  to  Seville,  and  spent 

many  hours  with  John  Fulton,  the  American  mat- 
ador, and  Robert  Vavra,  the  photographer  of  uni- 

corns. To  get  as  close  as  possible  to  the  life  of  the 
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HARD  WORK 

bulls  and  the  history  of  their  development,  we  went 
first  to  the  historic  ranch  of  Concha  y  Sierra,  a 
name  revered  in  taurine  history,  where  the  present 
owners  gave  us  the  run  of  their  holdings.  While 
there  I  devised  the  history  of  Marinero  and  Sangre 
Azul,  two  bulls  I  would  be  featuring,  and  took  care 
to  sketch  the  various  horn  formations  my  six  bulls 

in  the  climactic  fight  might  have  (pps.  80-82). 
More  rewarding  in  some  ways,  were  the 

hours  Vavra  and  I  spent  at  the  open  holding  pens 
in  which  the  six  bulls  for  a  Sunday  fight  were  held 

during  the  week  prior  to  Sunday.  There  we  con- 
ducted our  own  sorteos  (sortings),  making  careful 

note  of  each  bull,  his  social  behavior  with  others, 

and  his  probable  behavior  when  he  entered  the 
ring  for  the  last,  tremendous  moments  of  his  life. 

Such  observation  is  the  only  way  one  can  under- 
stand fighting  bulls,  and  I  have  studied  hundreds 

in  this  painstaking  way.  Two  pages  giving  our 
complete  notes  on  the  bull  fought  by  Jose  Limeno 

at  the  1961  feria  in  Seville  have  been  retyped  ver- 
batim and  indicate  how  I  worked  (p.  83-85). 

As  I  talked  with  Fulton  and  Vavra  we 

evolved  several  further  bits  of  information  regard- 
ing the  specific  six  bulls  to  be  fought  on  the  nov- 

el's final  day  in  Toledo:  a  probable  result  of  the 
sorting  of  the  bulls  (p.  86)  and  their  allocation  to 
each  matador  (this  would  be  revised  in  1991);  and 
the  plan  of  a  typical  Mexican  provincial  bullring, 

the  kind  with  which  John  Fulton  was  amply  fa- 
miliar (p.  87). 
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Families  in  Modern  Times 
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Matador  Victoriano — The  Spaniard 
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Matador  Gomez — The  Indian 
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Genealogy  Of  Our  Bull 
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HARD  WORK 

Notes  On  A  Great  Bull 

MICHENER'S  APPRAISAL  IN 
THE  CORRAL 

71.  To  be  fought  by  Jose  Limeno.  585 
kilo  est.  Castano  retinto  [dark  chestnut, 
almost  black].  Best  looking  of  the  lot. 
Seems  to  avoid  challenges  from  72  and 
75  by  moving  off.  Avoids  trouble  from 
all  quarters.  Pairs  with  121  for  feeding 

1  and  occasionally  with  74.  Very  tranquil in  the  corrals  and  indifferent  to  men. 
Probably  a  fine  bull.  My  choice  because 
he  will  probably  do  very  well  with  the 
horses. 

MICHENER'S  APPRAISAL  DURING 
THE  FIGHT 

71.  Limeno.  534  kilos.  Fine  entrance 

to  left.  Very  quick,  head  high  &?  rushing 
through  capes.  Chopped  on  boards. 

Varas  very  fine,  recarga  y  empuja — 
very  powerful  and  rushing  charges. 
Knocked  horses  over  three  times,  twice 

without  taking  varas.  No  quites — no 
dodging.  Bull  suave.  Could  take  more 

pics,  but  adequately  tired  by  his  power- 
ful attacks  on  the  horses.  3  veronicas  by 

matador,  then  wild  running  of  the  bull.  5 
fine  veronicas  then  turned  his  back  to 

— 
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the  bull  in  a  corte.  Bull  feet  up  but  work- 
able. 

Pine  first  banderillas,  2d  pair  not  well 
done — bull  defending  itself  valiantly  and 
willing  to  run  at  anything.  No  3d  pair  al- 

lowed by  judge.  Darkness  approaching. 
Bull  slow  to  muleta,  the  small  cape, 

then  long  charges  but  can  also  be  fought 
close  up.  Kept  nose  tight  in  cloth  but 
passes  not  much  good,  none  of  special 
emotion  but  all  with  courage.  One  fine 
series.  Linkage  faulty,  bull  tossed  on  the 
naturales  passes  and  disengaged  dan- 

gerously, but  some  work  very  close-in 
indeed.  Estocada  media — the  sword 
thrusts  half  way,  bull  staggers  long 
time,  drops. 

Great  bull,  not  particularly  well  fought 
but  bravely. 

VAVRA'S  APPRAISAL 

71.  Limeno.  Muy  noble,  suave.  Very 
powerful  in  the  varas.  Probably  the  best 
bull  of  the  entire  feria.  A  miserable  mis- 

take that  he  did  not  have  his  ears  cut. 
Taxidermist  chose  him  as  the  best  bull 
for  mounting.  Came  out  exactly  as  we 
had  predicted  in  the  corrals. 
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PROFESSIONAL  CRITIC'S  APPRAISAL 

71.  Baste  decir,  que  el  ultimo,  con 
534,  fue  el  mayor  de  la  feria.  Quiza, 
ademas,  fue  el  mejor  de  la  feria.  (The 
last  bull  was  not  only  the  biggest  of  the 
feria  but  also  the  finest  of  the  entire  fe- 
ria). 

MICHENER'S  VERDICT 

"Did  I  pick  'em.  Maybe  the 
finest  bull  I've  ever  seen!" 

The  section  closes  with  three  random  pages 
from  the  notebooks:  the  precise  timing  of  the 

'barbering'  chicanery  whereby  a  powerful  bull  is 
rendered  almost  harmless  by  shaving  his  horns 

(p.  88-89);  the  street  poem  honoring  the  dead 
matador  (p.  90-91);  and  a  jumbled  page  depicting 
my  wrestling  with  names  (p.  92-93). 
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THE  GOSSAMER  FILAMENT 

Writing  a  novel  is  a  perilous  undertaking.  To  get 

it  started  is  fairly  easy,  but  to  retain  emotional,  in- 
tellectual and  psychological  control  as  the  chap- 

ters unfold  is  a  demanding  task.  In  the  middle  of 
the  effort,  doubts  and  confusion  often  arise  and 
both  confidence  and  forward  motion  are  arrested 
and  sometimes  mortally  wounded.  Three  times  in 
my  career  I  have  stopped  writing  in  midstream 
and  subsequently  abandoned  the  novel.  Neither 
with  Mexico,  nor  with  a  novel  on  the  siege  of 

Leningrad,  nor  with  a  novel  on  contemporary  so- 
cial relationships  did  I  take  refuge  in  the  popular 

phrase  'writer's  block,'  for  I  have  known  that  the 
fault  lay  not  in  some  delicate  psychological  quirk 

in  my  mind  but,  rather,  in  the  bald  brutal  conse- 
quence of  my  having  lost  control  of  the  great  en- 

terprise. When  asked  about  the  demise  of  my 

grand  hopes  I  have  invariably  said:  'It  lost  for- 
ward motion.'  My  careful  use  of  the  impersonal  It 

betrays  the  fact  that  I  was  loath  to  blame  myself 
for  the  disaster.  Some  outside  agency  was  at  fault. 
Actually,  of  course,  the  blockage  was  caused  by 
my  inability  to  keep  the  diverse  strands  in  order, 
and  especially  to  keep  the  ultimate  target  in  sight 
and  the  channels  to  it  clean  and  clearly  defined. 

A  novel  in  process  is  especially  vulnerable 
to  this  collapse.  In  fiction  there  is  no  inherent 

structure  to  the  story  being  unfolded — it  is  free  to 
go  wherever  the  imagination  or  the  experience  of 
the  writer  elects.  If  she  or  he  loses  control  of  the 
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grand  design,  the  structure  crumbles  no  matter 
how  solidly  the  earlier  foundations  were  built. 

How  much  simpler  is  the  problem  of  writing 
a  non-fiction  book  for  which  the  subject  does 
have  an  inherent  structure.  If  it  is  a  biography  of 
a  politician,  and  the  writer  becomes  temporarily 
confused,  she  or  he  will  be  supported  by  the  ines- 

capable historical  facts  that  the  subject  of  the  bi- 
ography did  lose  the  election,  did  win  four  years 

later  and  then  was  brought  to  trial  on  charges  that 
later  proved  spurious.  The  writer  must  deal  with 
those  subjects,  and  if  the  plan  is  to  do  so  chrono- 

logically— not  always  the  best  way — there  is  an 
inherent  plan  but  also  an  inherent  obligation.  If 
you  presume  to  write  a  biography,  your  almost 
categorical  imperative  to  cover  a  known  body  of 
material  will  keep  you  moving  forward. 

With  a  novel  that  is  not  the  case.  There  is  no 

obligatory  structure  or  sequence  to  keep  your 
mind  in  order.  The  outside  world  has  no  inherent 

understanding  of  what  your  novel  should  cover, 
and  you  are  therefore  not  compelled  to  write  in 
any  preordained  pattern.  The  novel  goes  where 
you  want  it  to  go,  and  if  you  lose  your  sense  of 
direction,  your  novel  founders  and  should,  in 
many  instances,  be  abandoned. 

One  of  the  strangest  illustrations  in  world  liter- 
ature of  the  fact  that  a  novel  moves  only  as  the 

writer  decides  is  Anna  Karenina.  The  heroine  is  the 

radiant,  compelling  focus  of  the  tale,  and  com- 
mands our  attention  almost  to  the  point  of  monop- 
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olization,  but  look  at  how  Tolstoy  ends  her  history. 
In  the  edition  I  have  at  hand  Anna  dies  beneath  the 

train  on  page  799,  and  there  the  story  could  end. 

But  that  was  not  Tolstoy's  intention;  he  wanted  to 
deal  with  much  more  than  the  suicide  of  his 

doomed  heroine,  and  for  an  additional  fifty-two 
pages,  most  of  them  rather  tedious  to  the  impatient 
reader,  he  makes  us  attend  to  the  behavior  of  lesser 

characters  like  Sergey  Ivanovich.  And  he  never 

even  shows  them  as  they  are  affected  by  Anna's 
death;  she  is  dead,  dismissed  and  forgotten.  These 

essentially  irrelevant  pages,  insofar  as  Anna's  story 
is  concerned,  form  a  curious  appendage  to  a  pow- 

erful novel.  Few  present-day  writers  would  elect  to 
use  such  a  pattern,  and  if  they  did  their  editors 
would  surely  ask  questions. 

I  have  noticed  that  all  dramatizations  of  this 

novel  ignore  the  protracted  conclusion,  but  a 
shrewd  judge  of  fiction  told  me:  Tolstoy  was  after 
something  much  bigger  than  Anna  Karenina  in  his 
novel.  He  was  trying  to  portray  a  complete  society 

and  he  felt  compelled  to  add  the  rounded-out  com- 
pletion. Perhaps  it  was  his  attention  to  the  more  ex- 
tensive portrait  of  Russian  society  that  made  his 

novel  so  powerful  at  its  birth  and  so  compelling 

ever  since.'  In  other  words,  Tolstoy  had  a  secure 
grasp  of  what  he  wanted  to  accomplish  and  the 
world  has  granted  him  that  indulgence. 

If  in  1961  I  had  possessed  a  strong,  clear 
vision  of  where  I  wanted  to  go,  I  would  not  have 
succumbed  to  the  malaise  that  overtook  me.  Un- 
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fortunately  I  had  not  attained  that  clarity  and,  as 
a  consequence,  fumbled  about  so  pitifully  that  I 
not  only  lost  forward  motion  but  began  to  retro- 

grade. My  reason  for  abandoning  the  novel  at  full 
tide  was  clear  to  me  when  it  occurred — although 
up  to  now  I  have  revealed  the  cause  to  no  one — 
and  is  even  more  clear  to  me  now.  To  explain  I 
must  speak  of  the  relationship  between  a  writer 
and  the  psychological  world  that  controls  him. 

In  the  earliest  days  of  my  thinking  about  the 
miracle  of  writing  I  realized  that  the  intellectual 
life  of  the  writer  is  bound  together  by  a  tenuous 
silver  cord  whose  strands  are  imagination,  insight, 
intoxication  with  words,  and  a  compulsion  to 
share  experience.  Since  writing  came  easily  to  me 
in  those  days  I  supposed  that  the  cord  binding 
these  imperatives  was  a  stout  one,  a  rope  actually, 
impervious  to  casual  damage.  And  I  wondered 
why,  if  some  people  I  knew  were  determined  to 
become  writers,  they  did  not  simply  get  up  early, 
sit  down  firmly  at  their  typewriters  and  do  it. 

But  as  I  learned  more  about  writing  and  writ- 
ers I  saw  clear  evidence  that  some  very  gifted  peo- 
ple with  more  abilities  than  mine  were  unable  to 

get  their  lives  and  their  talents  into  an  orderly  rela- 
tionship. In  those  years  I  had  access  to  many  pub- 

lishing houses  of  both  books  and  magazines,  and  I 
introduced  my  gifted  friends  to  editors  who  wanted 
to  accept  their  manuscripts.  In  not  a  single  instance 
were  my  friends  able  to  discipline  their  abilities  and 
turn  in  acceptable  manuscripts;  I  succeeded  in  get- 
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ting  no  one  started  on  a  career  in  writing  books, 
even  though  they  were  demonstrably  skilled  in 

writing  for  newspapers  or  academic  journals.* 
However,  I  must  admit  that  their  decision  to  quit 

trying  was  often  forced  by  a  wife's  understandable 
nervousness  when  faced  with  eighteen  months 
without  family  paychecks,  as  good  a  reason  as  any 
I  know  for  abandoning  a  writing  career. 

At  the  same  time  that  I  was  watching  the  ap- 
prehension of  others,  I  was  intensifying  my  own 

experiences  in  writing  and  publishing,  and  it  be- 
came clear  to  me  that  the  psychological,  emo- 
tional and  intellectual  strands  that  bound  me 

together  did  not  constitute  anything  so  strong  and 
impermeable  as  a  silver  cord  or  rope.  Far  more 
tenuous  than  that,  they  were  so  fragile  they  could 
be  damaged  in  a  score  of  different  ways:  lack  of 

attention  to  a  book  in  the  final  stages  of  publica- 
tion; a  savage  review;  a  realization  that  the  parade 

of  readers'  tastes  had  almost  imperceptibly  passed 
one  by,  a  change  that  left  one  alone  on  the  curb 
as  the  pageant  passed  by;  the  inner  suspicion  that 

one's  energies  were  flagging.  From  what  I  ob- 
served, it  seemed  that  even  one  of  these  misad- 

*In  later  years  I  did  help  Oliver  Statler,  the  distinguished 
writer  on  Japanese  culture,  find  a  publisher,  and  did  the 
same  with  Neil  Morgan,  the  California  newspaper  editor 
and  social  commentator,  but  I  gave  neither  any  assistance  in 

actual  writing,  and  with  others  I  continued  to  fail.  I  did  as- 
sist Robert  Vavra,  but  only  as  a  photographer;  he  learned 

writing  on  his  own. 
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ventures  could  often  derail  a  career  while  a 

combination  could  be  fatal.  I  was  not  nearly  so 
indestructible  as  I  had  first  imagined. 

As  a  consequence  of  these  sobering  experi- 
ences I  concluded  that  the  life  of  the  writer  in  all 

its  manifestations  was  held  together  not  by  a  stout 
silver  cord  but  by  a  very  fragile  golden  thread,  the 
kind  that  held  the  sword  suspended  over  the  head 

of  Damocles,  susceptible  to  breakage  at  any  mo- 
ment. Since  there  are  enough  outside  agencies  de- 

termined to  destroy  that  thread,  a  writer  was  out  of 

his  or  her  mind  if  he  or  she  did  anything  voluntar- 
ily to  weaken  it,  like  excessive  drinking  or  drugs. 

Keeping  a  writing  career  alive  and  functioning  was 

a  full  time  job,  one  requiring  both  constant  atten- 
tion and  the  courage  to  make  difficult  decisions. 
It  was  in  this  frame  of  mind,  aware  at  last  of 

my  own  frailties,  that  I  sat  at  my  typewriter  in 
Mexico  City  and  drafted  a  unique  document.  My 
editors  in  New  York  seemed  remote,  and  I  sought 
both  reassurance  and  direction.  So  I  did  what  I 

had  never  done  before  and  would  surely  never  do 

again — I  will  smash  my  typewriter  before  I  again 
allow  it  to  transcribe  such  a  stupid  document.  The 
job  of  a  writer  is  to  hammer  out  his  own  major 
decisions,  not  hide  behind  the  counsel  of  others. 

The  document  included  summaries  of  the  prog- 
ress of  the  novel  to  date,  and  sought  advice  as  to 

how  best  to  continue.  By  the  time  I  mailed  it, 

chapters  1-10  were  already  done,  so  this  inquiry 
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focused  on  what  at  this  point  were  the  seven 
chapters  carrying  the  numbers  11  through  17. 

A  brief  look  at  the  excerpt  from  that  letter 

on  the  following  pages,  despite  all  of  the  typo- 
graphical errors  indicative  of  my  hunt-and-peck 

typing  skills,  will  remind  the  reader  that  chapters 
11  through  15  would  be  brutally  cut  and  re- 

grouped, or  dropped  altogether,  or  reworked  into 
something  quite  different.  By  now,  in  Chapter  9, 
my  Texas  girls  whom  I  considered  so  important 
to  the  narrative  had  made  a  solid  entrance.  Such 

alterations  demonstrated  efficient  planning,  and  in 
this  case  I  was  gratified  with  the  results. 

The  deadly  suggestion,  the  one  that  killed 
the  manuscript  in  1961,  occurs  in  my  proposal  for 

Chapter  12  The  Operator,  and  I  invite  careful  at- 
tention to  the  actors  in  it.  While  thrashing  around 

in  an  effort  to  find  the  appropriate  conclusion  to 
my  narrative,  one  that  would  evolve  naturally 

from  things  I'd  witnessed  in  Mexico,  I  had  at- 
tended a  tienta,  a  festival  testing  of  the  two-year- 

old  cows  whose  courage  at  that  age,  or  lack  of  it, 
largely  determines  what  courage,  or  cowardice, 
their  male  offspring  will  show.  Hollywood  stars 
like  to  slip  down  into  northern  Mexico  to  attend 
tientas,  and  they  are  enthusiastically  welcomed 
by  the  ranchers,  for  the  male  stars  are  usually 
willing  to  try  their  luck  with  the  fighting  cows 
and  some  of  the  young  starlets  show  spectacular 
bravery  in  holding  one  end  of  a  rather  small  cape 
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Chapter  8        Friday  night.  This  gives  the 
The  Picador    history  of  the  old  picador, 

Veneno,  who,  with  his 
two  sons  and  the 
narrator,  drive  through  the 

night  to  intercept  the  bulls  for  the  last 
corrida.  They  encounter  the  truck 
bringing  the  bulls  in,  but  the 
watchmen  from  the  ranch  are  alert,  and 
nothing  can  be  accomplished  there.  So 
the  group  trail  the  truck  into  Toledo, 
and  after  the  bulls  have  been  installed 
in  the  corral,  quietly  bring  one  after  the 
other  into  a  horn-cropping  box,  where 
the  two  young  toreros  skillfully  shave 
down  the  horns,  turn  the  points  in, 
and  release  the  animals  with  their 
defenses  rather  well  neutralized.  But 
before  they  can  finish  with  all  six,  the 
guardian  of  the  bulls  surprises  them, 
and  they  have  to  leave  without  having 
shaved  down  the  horns  of  the  last  bull. 

Chapter  9        Saturday  morning.  At 
The  about  ten  the  next 
Americans      morning  the  matador 

Fermin  arrives  in  the 
Cadillac  convertible  of  the 

blonde  daughter  of  a  Texas  oil  man, 
accompanied  by  two  other  girls,  also 
Americans  from  Texas.  An  alaysis 
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followsof  the  extraordinary  group  of 
American  women  who  follow  the 
bullfights  and  who  latch  onto  matadors 
whenever  possible.  The  two 
accompanying  girls  have  not  yet 
found  theirs  for  this  festival,  but  one 
recognizes  the  young  Marine,  Ricardo 
Martin,  and  through  her  the 
narrator  gets  the  story  of  this  young 
man,  who  has  come  to  Mexico 
determined  to  become  a  matador.  His 
fight  is  with  his  father,  a  great 
amateur  militarist  who  lives  only  to 
refight  the  Civil  War,  having  been  a 
jerkwater  major  in  World  War  I  on  dep 
duty  in  New  Jersey. 

Chapter  10     Without  specifying  the 
The  matadors,  except  the 
Saturday         third,  who  is  Permin, 
Bullfight  this  chapter  details  the 

unrelieved  ugliness  and 
brutality  of  a  mediocre  fight.  The 
unbelievable  behavior  of  the  fans  is 
studied  and  its  effect  upon  the 
spectacle.  The  debacle  drags  on  until 
the  last  bull,  when  Fermin,  with  a  burst 
of  fury,  accomplishes  at  least  an 
honorable  attempt.  The  effect  of  this 
is  seen  upon  the  various  Americans 
present. 
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Chapter  11      A  long  chapter  detailing 
The  Bull  the  life  of  the  bull  whose 

horns  were  not  clipped 
at  the  nocturnal 
shaving.  The  meaning  of 

the  fight,  and  the  role  of  both  the  bull 
and  his  breeder,  are  developed.  The 
chapter  has  several  dramtic 
developments  and  ends  with  the 
undipped  bull  in  the  corrals,  waiting. 

Chapter  12     Sunday  morning.  The  boy 
The  Operator  who  brings  the  cables  to 

the  narrat  also  brings 
acable  to  the  actors, 
from  Sweden,  advising 

them  that  the  O'Neil  festival  is  on  and 
that  they  have  the  roles  in  Strange 
Interlude.  They  breathe  easily  and 
appear  freely  among  the  crowds,  where 
the  enthusiastic  reception  heartens 

them,  but  toward  ten  o'clock  a  car 
arrives  from  Mexico  City  with  Roger 

Ramsay,  Cabot's  personal  manager,  and 
he  has  the  good  news  that  he  has  been 
able  to  arrange  a  mammoth 
production  which  will  start  Cabot  in 
a  Biblical  epic  entitled  JUDAS  ISCARIOT. 
He  explains  how  this  is  a  natural  for 
Cab  and  that  motivation  research 

has  studied  movie-goers  in  thriteen 
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cities  and  that  figures  prove  that  the 
public  would  accept  Cabot  in  the  role 
of  Judas,  and  he  would  once  more  be 
back  in  business.  The  script  has  to 
be  adjusted  here  and  there  to  take 
care  of  the  television  scandal,  but 
actually  the  latter  is  a  plus  value. 
Besides,  there  is  a  small  role  for 

Cabot's  wife.  The  latter  fights  this 
proposal  and  points  out  to  Cabot  that 
only  by  starting  over  in  Sweden,  on  the 
right  course,  can  he  truly  recover. 

Chapter  13     This  chapter  takes  a  long 
The  Priest       look  at  the  Catholic  church 

in  Mexico,  from  a 
sympathetic  angle,  and 
explains  how  one  priest 

kept  alive  during  the  troubles  maintained 
both  his  sanity  and  his  convictions. 
The  relationship  of  the  priest  and  the 
bullfighter  Juan  Gomez  is  made  clear. 

Chapter  14     Sunday  morning.  The 
The  Poet         young  one-armed  poet  who 

appeared  at  the 
competition  reenters 
the  story  with  his  version 

of  the  Church  in  Mexico,  tells  how  he 
lost  his  arm,  and  explains,  with  the 
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assistance  of  the  local  catacombs,  the 
meaning  of  death. 

Chapter  15     Sunday  noon.  The  narrator 
The  Rooster    takes  his  friends  up  to  the 

old  mineral  and  recalls 
scenes  from  his 
childhood,  especially  the 

role  played  in  his  life  by  The  Rooster, 
a  crippled  matador  who  served  as 
watchman.  At  the  sorting  of  the  bulls 

for  the  day's  fight,  he  finds  that  The 
Rooster  is  now  a  functionary  at  the  ring. 
The  choosing  of  the  bulls  takes  place 
with  Veneno  fighting  to  protect  his 
matador  from  the  one  bull  whose  horns 
were  not  clipped. 

Chapter  16  The  culminating  fight  sees 
The  Sunday  Victoriano  and  Gomez  each 
Bullfight  fighting  three  bulls.  The 

events  are  dramatic, 
leading  to  the  fight  of  the 

fifth  bull  of  the  afternoon,  the  one  whose 
history  we  followed  in  Chapter  1 1 . 
By  lot  falls  to  Gomez  and  by  innate 
trickery  he  gores  Gomez.  Victoriano, 
instinctively  coming  to  the  rescue,  is 
seriously  caught  by  the  bull,  but  not 
killed,  although  it  looked  at  first  as 
if  he  would  be.  At  this  point  the  young 
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American  Ricardo  Maryin,  jumps 
voluntarily  into  the  ring  and  gives  a 
series  of  fine  passes,  and  is  himself 
knocked  down.  Gomez,  his  wound 
hastily  taped  shut,  does  final  battle  with 
the  little  bull. 

Chapter  17     Sunday  evening  after  the 
The  House       fight.  Victoriano, 
of  Tile  dangerously  wounded, 

is  transported  to  Mexico 
City.  The  narrator  appears 

one  last  time  to  the  critc  for  a  fair  report 
on  the  fight  gets  turned  down.  The 
American  girls  each  manage  to  find 
bullfighter  for  the  night.  The  narrator, 

the  critic,  Rica  Martin  and  Cord  Cabot's 
wife.  The  actor  has  gone  back  to 
Hollywood  to  star  in  the  sleazy 
production  of  JUDAS  ISCARIOT,  but  his 
wife  is  determined  to  go  on  to  Sweden 
to  rebuild.  The  talk  focuses  on  what 
young  Martin  will  to  do  to  become  a 

real  bullfighter.  Cabot's  wife  wants  to 
know  what  it  will  cost  in  money,  and 
the  critic  explains  in  brutal  clarity. 
The  actress  offers  to  put  up  the 

money,  "because  I  want  to  see  one  man 
do  what  he  knows  ought  to  be  done." 
The  festival  is  ending. 
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while  a  practiced  matador  holds  the  other  some 
four  feet  away  from  her.  In  tandem,  separated 
from  each  other  as  far  as  the  cape  permits,  they 
walk  slowly  toward  the  cow  until  the  animal 
charges  like  a  thunderbolt.  Standing  firm,  the 
matador  and  the  starlet  allow  the  cow  to  charge 

furiously  between  them.  It's  an  exciting  moment. At  the  tienta  I  attended  there  was  a  male  star 

of  excellent  reputation  who  was  accompanied  by 
a  starlet  he  was  wooing,  and  they  behaved  with 
great  flair,  entering  into  the  festivities  as  if  they 
were  practiced  hands  with  the  tumultuous  cows. 
Watching  them,  I  visualized  another  even  more 
famous  actor  I  had  known  in  Hollywood  briefly 
and  his  actress  wife.  I  doubt  if  either  of  them  had 

ever  attended  a  tienta  in  Mexico,  but  in  my  imag- 
ination they  did  and  I  saw  good  reason  why  they 

might  be  participating  in  the  weekend  fiesta  about 

which  I  was  writing.  So  with  excitement  and  en- 
thusiasm I  admitted  them  into  my  outline,  and 

when  I  drafted  their  probable  behavior  into  my 

plan  I  was  satisfied  that  I  had  come  upon  the  sen- 
sible conclusion  to  my  imaginary  fiesta  and  also 

my  novel. 
I  typed  out  the  entire  scenario  as  I  envisaged 

it  and  mailed  it  off  to  New  York  for  my  editors' 
reactions.  A  copy  found  its  way  into  the  hands  of 

my  good  friend,  Bennett  Cerf,  president  of  Ran- 
dom House,  and  when  I  returned  to  New  York  he 

sought  me  out:  'Jim,  I  think  you  already  have  a 
strong  novel,  one  that's  sure  to  be  a  big  success. 
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Why  do  you  feel  you  have  to  schmaltz  it  up  with 
Hollywood  types  who  sound  like  Tony  Curtis  and 

Janet  Leigh?' 
The  question  stunned  me.  Bennett  had  told 

me  about  his  unfortunate  marriage  to  a  Holly- 
wood star,  and  although  he  had  never  spoken  a 

word  against  her,  he  did  betray  the  fact  that  he 

held  her  Hollywood  counselors  largely  responsi- 
ble for  the  breakup  of  his  marriage.  I  thought  I 

understood  why  he  might  not  want  me  to  intro- 
duce Hollywood  personalities  into  my  narrative, 

but  they  nevertheless  were  legitimate  participants 
in  a  feria,  as  I  had  seen  on  three  different  occa- 

sions. This  was  no  spurious  invention  on  my  part. 
Furthermore,  I  had  a  solid  regard  for  the  busi- 

ness-like acting  of  Tony  Curtis,  whose  1959  ap- 

pearance with  Jack  Lemmon  in  Marilyn  Monroe's 
Some  Like  It  Hot  was  a  masterpiece  of  one  actor's 
submerging  himself  in  the  persona  of  another.  I 
had  also  liked  him  as  the  sleazy  publicity  agent  in 

Burt  Lancaster's  Sweet  Smell  of  Success,  where  his 
performance  was  controlled,  beautifully  observed 
and  properly  tragic.  Miss  Leigh  I  did  not  know, 

but  her  1960  performance  in  Hitchcock's  Psycho, 
in  which  she  marvelously  depicted  a  young  em- 

bezzler, proved  that  she  could  accept  direction  and 
give  a  touching  performance  of  a  young  woman 
about  to  be  murdered  by  Norman  Bates. 

To  me  they  were  not  a  contemptible  nor  un- 
productive pair,  but  the  scorn  with  which  Cerf 

dismissed  their  prototypes  had  a  shocking  effect 
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on  me.  If  I  tried  to  depict  my  Hollywood  couple 
at  the  fiesta  in  the  dispassionate,  neutral  terms 
which  I  intended,  would  they  come  off  as  a  pair 
to  be  dismissed  as  unreal,  or  what  was  worse,  not 
worthy  of  serious  attention? 

I  liked  Cerf,  respected  his  judgment  on 
books,  and  apart  from  his  loud  support  of  the 
New  York  Yankees  ball  club,  that  collection  of 

masters  who  year  after  year  humbled  my  three  fa- 
vorites, the  Phillies,  the  Boston  Red  Sox  and  the 

Brooklyn  Dodgers,  I  found  him  delightful  to  be 
with.  I  remembered  him  warmly  for  two  of  his 
many  masterly  performances.  Early  on,  when  ini- 

tiating me  into  his  publishing  company  where  he 
would  help  me  to  an  unbroken  chain  of  good  for- 

tune, he  advised  me:  'Jim,  whenever  you  go  into 
a  strange  town,  stop  at  the  bookstore.  Tell  the 
owner  and  especially  the  clerks  how  much  you 

appreciate  their  support.  Because  they're  the  ones 
who'll  keep  you  alive.' 

I  said,  'Now  I  see  why  the  professionals  are 
so  fond  of  you.  The  only  cost  of  courtesy  is  a  lit- 

tle time.' 
'It  isn't  as  simple  as  that.  Because  if  they  see 

you're  really  interested  in  books  they'll  ask  you 
to  autograph  one  or  two,  for  their  special  custom- 

ers. Always  do  it.  In  fact,  autograph  all  the  books 

of  yours  they  have.  Because  then  they  can't  ship 
the  unsold  copies  back  to  us  for  a  refund.' 

His  other  master  stroke  came  when  he  pub- 

lished an  autobiography  by  a  man  in  Canada  who'd 
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had  an  amazing  series  of  adventures  on  the  various 
World  War  II  battlefronts  of  Europe.  The  author 
had  been  a  self-effacing  hero  who  refused  to  ac- 

knowledge the  extreme  dangers  he  faced  during  his 

exploits.  Entitled  The  Man  Who  Wouldn't  Talk,  the 
book  was  what  they  call  'a  great  read'  and  attracted so  much  attention  that  it  became  a  bestseller. 

But  rumors  began  to  reach  New  York  casting 
doubt  on  the  authenticity  of  the  yarn.  Although 
the  author  was  a  likable  fellow,  a  great  raconteur 

and  a  devotee  of  books  on  military  subjects,  a  Ca- 
nadian newspaperman  discovered  that  he  had 

never  been  stationed  outside  of  Canada  or  En- 
gland during  the  war  and  had  composed  his  book 

in  an  exercise  of  what-might-have-been. 
A  scandal  erupted,  making  Random  House 

look  rather  silly  for  having  been  deceived  by  the 
author  and  for  having  circulated  a  fraud.  Many  of 
us  wondered  how  Cerf  would  handle  this  debacle, 
and  we  were  both  amused  and  relieved  when  he 

sent  brief  telegrams  to  booksellers:  'Recommend 
you  shift  The  Man  Who  Wouldn  't  Talk  from  non- fiction  to  fiction.  Its  new  title  is  The  Man  Who 

Talked  Too  Much.'  Nationwide  laughter  sup- 
planted criticism  and  sales  increased  five-fold,  an 

example  of  Cerf  s  creative  publishing. 

In  our  long  relationship  Cerf  and  I  never  be- 
came intimate  buddies — our  styles  were  too 

antithetical — but  we  did  respect  each  other,  and  in 
1961  when  I  was  more  impressionable  than  now, 

his  comments  ridiculing  my  proposed  introduc- 
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tion  of  the  Hollywood  types  into  my  novel  quite 
disarmed  me.  I  wasted  so  much  time  trying  to 
justify  my  suggestion  artistically,  and  even  more 
time  seeking  a  better  story  line  if  I  discarded  this 
one,  that  I  lost  control  of  my  narrative. 

In  a  conversation  that  could  not  have  lasted 

more  than  six  minutes,  Bennett  Cerf,  my  own 
publisher,  had  destroyed  any  chance  I  might  have 
had  of  finishing  my  novel  in  timely  form.  I  hasten 
to  add  that  his  criticism  was  correct;  it  was  a 

carefully  considered  judgment  and  one  that  I 
would  recognize  as  meritorious  and  adopt  years 

later  when  I  returned  to  the  manuscript.  Proto- 
types of  Tony  Curtis  and  Janet  Leigh,  admirable 

as  they  might  be,  had  no  place  in  this  book,  and 
to  try  to  force  them  in  would  have  trivialized  the 
story.  I  think  I  knew  at  the  time  that  Cerf  was 
right,  that  his  judgment  was  superior  to  mine,  but 

the  light-hearted  manner  in  which  he  delivered  it, 
and  my  insecure  condition  when  I  received  it, 
killed  my  Mexico  experiment  as  completely  as  if 

a  ten-ton  charge  of  TNT  had  struck  it. 
In  a  kind  of  stupor  I  put  the  manuscript  aside, 

interring  it  among  my  papers  as  a  dead  item.  I 
wrote  not  another  word,  buried  the  affair  in  my 
consciousness,  and  erased  all  traces  of  it.  Back  in 

Pennsylvania  I  packed  the  many  pages  of  the  man- 
uscript and  its  three  notebooks  into  a  neat  box,  for 

I  like  to  be  careful  of  even  dead  copy,  and  pre- 
pared everything  for  shipment  to  the  Library  of 

Congress,  which  had  been  collecting  my  papers  for 
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some  years.  Mexico  was  dead  and  respectfully 

buried.  I  had  regrets  but  no  recriminations;  I'd 
made  a  major  effort  over  three  years  and  had 
failed.  Time  to  get  on  with  some  new  assignment. 

After  disposing  of  the  corpse  and  giving  it 
decent  burial,  I  paused  to  contemplate  the  nature 

of  writing  fiction,  and  I  saw  that  an  author's 
emotional-creative-productive  axis  was  linked  to- 

gether not  by  either  a  silver  cord  or  a  golden 
thread  but  by  a  gossamer  filament,  an  entity  so 
fragile  that  even  a  gust  of  untimely  cold  wind 
could  break  it  into  temporary  fragments,  while  a 
brutal  assault  could  destroy  it  completely,  often 
past  any  chance  of  reassembly.  Literary  history 
contained  numerous  examples  of  writers  who 
were  derailed  by  criticism.  John  Keats  was  so 
devastated  that  his  death  seems  to  have  been  has- 

tened; Thomas  Hardy  retreated  into  poetry  after 
being  rebuked  for  the  moral  improprieties  of  his 
great  novels;  and  several  fine  American  writers, 
who  did  first-rate  but  unrecognized  first  novels, 
lived  on  in  obscurity  until  their  books  were  belat- 

edly honored.  Both  ordinary  talent  and  rare  ge- 
nius can  be  nipped  in  the  bud  by  criticism. 
Such  reflection  led  me  to  the  conclusion  that 

the  gossamer  filament  which  holds  the  artistic  life 
together  is  so  delicate  that  it  hardly  bears  analy- 

sis. It  is  as  fragile  as  the  spinal  column,  just  as 

susceptible  to  permanent  damage,  and  just  as  nec- 
essary to  continued  activity.  It  is  nebulous,  of  dif- 
ferent weight  and  composition  in  all  men  and 
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women,  and  must  be  shielded  carefully  if  one 
hopes  to  survive  as  an  artist. 

After  that  disastrous  experience  of  exchanging 

ideas  and  plans  with  Bennett  Cerf — he  completely 
right,  I  wrong — I  adopted  a  policy  of  brutal  clarity 
and  ease  of  enforcement.  I  would  consult  with  no 

one  about  my  plans.  I  would  not  announce  what 
ideas  I  was  contemplating.  I  would  allow  no  one  to 

read  anything  I'd  written  until  it  was  completed. 
And  while  my  highly  skilled  assistants,  an  immor- 

tal breed  as  most  writers  learn,  worked  on  their 

typewriters  or  word  processors — the  only  people 
who  knew  what  I  was  doing — I  neither  invited  nor 
relished  their  comments  on  the  manuscript.  And  it 

is  a  demonstrable  fact  that  on  many  occasions  nei- 
ther my  agent  nor  my  publisher  has  known  what  I 

was  working  on  until  I  delivered  a  completed  man- 
uscript into  their  hands.  I  have  not  even  discussed 

with  my  wife  the  precise  kind  of  writing  I  was 
doing,  for  I  sought  guidance  from  no  one;  but  she 
was  the  first  to  read  the  finished  work.  As  the 

former  editor  of  a  magazine  she  was  skilled  as  a 
proof  reader. 

I  adopted  this  rigorous  policy  in  self-defense, 
for  I  had  learned  through  three  abortive  attempts  at 

finishing  a  novel — this  one  on  Mexico,  the  one  on 
the  siege  of  Leningrad,  and  the  one  on  contempo- 

rary social  relationships,  each  of  which  I  had  to 

abandon  in  mid-flight — that  I  must  permit  nothing 
to  imperil  my  forward  progress.  I  had  not  suffered 

writer's  block;  I  had  experienced  writer's  annihila- 
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tion.  The  gossamer  filament  was  like  the  bejeweled 
cobweb  that  glistens  with  dew  in  early  morning;  it 
could  be  obliterated  by  one  blast  of  sunlight,  and  I 
must  not  allow  this  to  happen  again. 

Of  course,  once  I  have  a  manuscript  com- 
pleted to  my  early  satisfaction,  I  distribute  rele- 

vant chapters,  and  sometimes  the  whole,  to 
experts  in  the  subject  matter  being  treated  in 
hopes  that  they  might  help  me  avoid  gross  error, 
and  they  do.  I  have  been  significantly  assisted  by 

the  intelligent  people  I  have  consulted,  and  am  in- 
debted to  them  for  their  comments.  Only  after  the 

novel  is  safely  drafted  and  completed  to  the  best 
of  my  ability,  however,  do  I  ask  my  peers  and  my 

editors  for  counsel — usually  paying  the  former 
for  their  adverse  criticism. 

The  protection  of  one's  personal  source  of 
power  and  one's  integrity  as  an  individualized 
spokesman  is  vital  to  a  writing  career.  For  that 
reason  I  do  not  read  criticism  of  my  work  after  it 

is  published.  I  cannot  profit  from  favorable  re- 
ports; the  work  is  already  done.  And  I  dare  not  al- 

low unfavorable  reviews  to  alter  my  perception  of 
my  work  or  in  any  way  modify  what  I  might 
want  to  do  in  the  future.  The  preservation  of  that 
gossamer  filament  which  holds  my  personality, 
my  perceptions  and  my  performance  together 
so  delicately  has  become  a  major  obligation  in 
my  life. 

The  death  of  my  Mexican  novel  thus  became 
the  birth  of  the  philosophy  that  has  sustained  me. 
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In  the  autumn  of  1961  when  I  acknowledged  that 
my  novel  about  a  fiesta  in  Mexico  had  died  a 
strangling  death  and  boxed  it  for  burial  in  the  Li- 

brary of  Congress,  I  placed  the  coffin,  properly 
addressed,  on  the  table  where  my  wife  and  I  as- 

sembled the  various  bits  of  mail  that  had  to  be 

taken  to  the  post  office  or  picked  up  by  the  for- 
warding agent  who  handled  the  larger  packages.  I 

remember  with  clarity  calling  the  shipper  in 

Doylestown:  'I  have  another  package  for  Wash- 
ington. Please  pick  it  up  as  usual  and  send  me  the 

bill.'  They  said  they'd  drop  by  on  their  afternoon 
run.  They  did,  and  the  manuscript  was  gone  with 

no  regret  on  my  part,  disappointment  that  a  pro- 
ject which  had  started  so  promisingly  had  ended 

in  failure,  but  no  recrimination. 
Why,  if  the  project  was  dead,  did  I  take  such 

pains  to  collect  and  deposit  materials  involved  in 
its  writing?  The  Library  of  Congress  had,  for  sev- 

eral decades,  operated  a  system  whereby  each 
year  it  gathered  written  materials  that  showed 
how  ordinary  citizens  made  their  living.  In  the 
1940s,  long  before  anyone  had  heard  of  me,  they 
picked  my  name  out  of  a  hat  as  illustrative  of 
people  working  in  the  publishing  industry,  invited 
me  to  serve  as  one  of  their  guinea  pigs,  and  I 
agreed.  I  was  therefore  obligated  to  send  them  the 
manuscript,  for  they  were  as  interested  in  my  fail- 

ures as  in  my  successes.  I  did  not  force  it  upon 
them,  but  I  was  relieved  to  have  it  off  my  hands 
and  in  safe  keeping,  should  someone  at  a  future 
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date  be  interested  in  how  writing  projects  some- 
times collapsed. 

During  the  three  decades  that  followed, 

1961-91,  numerous  interested  persons  who  had 
been  aware  of  my  work  on  Mexico  asked  me 
what  the  chances  were  for  my  reviving  the  effort, 
for  they  remembered  it  as  a  solid  potential  book. 

Bennett  Cerf,  before  he  died,  questioned  me  re- 
peatedly. He  feared  we  had  lost  a  good  book,  and 

I  dared  not  explain  the  role  he  had  played  in  its 
abandonment. 

Albert  Erskine,  my  long-time  editor  at  Ran- 
dom House,  also  asked  numerous  times,  for  he 

felt  sure  the  project  could  be  revived.  Disap- 
pointed whenever  I  said  the  novel  was  dead  and 

properly  buried  in  the  Library  of  Congress,  he 
recommended  that  it  be  retrieved  and  reworked.  I 

said  I  regretted  that  this  could  not  be  done,  for 
when  I  deposited  any  of  my  papers  it  was  with 
the  understanding  that  they  would  not  be  opened 

until  twenty-five  years  after  my  death.  The  partial 
book  was  safely  and  securely  interred  and  was 
not  available  ...  to  me  or  anyone  else. 

My  agent  Helen  Strauss,  who  had  skimmed 
the  first  ten  chapters,  was  convinced  that  they 

formed  two-thirds  of  a  book  almost  completed, 
and  she  implored  me  to  go  to  Washington  and  re- 

trieve it.  Her  interest  was  both  personal  and  pro- 
fessional; my  subsequent  books  had  been  well 

received  and  she  felt  that  the  public  would  be  in- 
terested in  reading  about  my  reactions  to  life  in 
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Mexico.  Since  she  would  receive  ten  percent  of 
any  sales,  she  wanted  the  book  to  be  circulated 
and  was  distressed  when  I  said  it  was  locked 

away  forever. 

A  Washington  D.C.  newsman,  Harvey  Hag- 
man,  interviewed  me  from  time  to  time,  always 
asking  about  the  Mexico  project  and  always  I 

said:  'It  lost  forward  motion  and  I  put  the  idea 
to  rest.' 

In  the  1980s  my  office  coordinator  and  per- 
sonal assistant,  John  Kings,  having  heard  from 

various  people  about  the  manuscript,  asked  per- 
mission to  work  with  the  Library  of  Congress  ex- 

perts in  an  effort  to  retrieve  it.  I  finally  agreed  to 
allow  a  search  through  the  mass  of  my  papers,  a 
task  in  which  John  was  aided  by  Dr.  Alice  Birney, 
American  Literature  Specialist  in  the  Manuscript 
Division  of  the  Library  of  Congress.  When  she 
came  up  with  no  clues  whatever,  she  began  to 
wonder  whether  it  had  ever  arrived  at  the  Library. 

The  most  urgent  advocate  of  finding  the  pa- 
pers was  my  wife  Mari,  for  she  had  been  with  me 

in  Mexico  and  Spain  when  I  worked  on  the  pro- 
ject. She  remembered  the  Hotel  Cortes  as  one  of 

the  most  congenial  we  had  ever  occupied,  and  our 
trips  into  the  countryside  to  study  the  bulls  had 
been  an  exciting  adventure  for  a  young  married 

woman.  Since  she  felt  a  part  of  the  Mexican  ad- 
venture she  wanted  to  see  the  book  in  print.  I  can- 

not count  the  number  of  times  she  said:  'You've 

got  to  find  it.  If  they  don't  want  to  search  for  it, 
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I'll  go  to  Washington.  I  was  an  editor  for  the 
American  Library  Association  and  they'll  give 
me  privileges.'  I  said  that  if  the  people  trained  to 
do  such  work  had  not  found  the  big  bundle  of 

manuscript,  there  was  little  chance  that  an  out- 
sider could. 

Then  where  is  it?' 

'I  suppose  it  must  have  been  either  lost  or 
thrown  out.' 

'Are  you  sure  you  sent  it?' 
'Positive.  My  cousin  Virginia  even  saw  me 

pack  the  photographs.'  But  the  papers  could  not be  found. 

At  this  point  a  new,  dynamic  force  entered 

the  picture.  When  Helen  Strauss  voluntarily  re- 
tired from  the  William  Morris  Agency  for  an  ex- 

ecutive job  in  Hollywood,  her  place  as  my  agent 
devolved  upon  her  young  assistant,  Owen  Laster, 

with  whom  I  would  have  a  long  and  fruitful  asso- 
ciation. One  day,  as  he  studied  the  various  con- 

tracts governing  his  agency's  relations  with  me, 
he  found  to  his  amazement  that  a  now-very-old 
contract  still  existed  between  Random  House  and 

me  for  the  publication  of  a  novel  centering  on  a 

three-day  bullfight  fiesta  in  an  imaginary  Mexi- 
can city.  At  the  time  the  contract  was  written  the 

work  was  called  Festival 

When  he  read  the  legal  papers  he  sprang  into 
action,  for  if  the  manuscript  could  be  finished  he 

would  have  an  unexpected  ready-made  novel  at  a 
time  when  my  books  were  doing  well.  With  ade- 
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quate  proof  that  the  manuscript  existed,  and 
driven  by  a  determination  to  find  it,  he  asked  me 

repeatedly  over  a  period  of  many  years:  'Jim, 
where  could  that  Mexico  manuscript  be?'  As  one 
possibility  after  another  was  dismissed,  I  lost 
interest  in  the  search,  but  he  did  not. 

Joining  forces  with  John  Kings,  who  also  be- 
lieved the  manuscript  might  somehow  be  recov- 

ered, Laster  decided  to  start  fresh  and  probe  all 
likelihoods.  To  confirm  that  I  had  sent  the  papers 
to  Washington,  they  consulted  with  my  cousin, 
Virginia  Trumbull  of  Salisbury,  Maryland,  who 

had  been  living  with  us  when  I  shipped  the  pack- 

age and  she  told  them:  'Yes,  I  remember  the  af- 
fair, primarily  because  Jim  had  included  in  the 

shipment  a  large  album  of  family  photographs 

reaching  back  nearly  a  hundred  years.' 
'Can  you  verify  that  the  pages  of  the  novel 

were  also  in  the  package?' 
'Jim  said  they  were,  and  the  size  would  indi- 
cate that.' 

'Are  you  satisfied  that  the  package  was 
delivered  to  the  forwarding  agent?' 

'It  was  certainly  ready  for  him.'  She  remem- 
bered the  photographs;  that  they  had  been  with 

the  manuscript  there  could  be  no  doubt,  and  she 
supposed  that  they  too  had  been  lost  in  the 
Library. 

That  was  how  things  stood  in  the  spring  of 
1991  when  Laster  came  to  Austin,  Texas,  to  work 

with  me  on  a  nagging  publishing  problem.  At  a 
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social  dinner  with  Kings  and  me  he  once  more 

raised  the  question  of  this  unfulfilled  contract:  'I 
think  we  ought  to  make  a  comprehensive  effort  to 

find  this  thing,'  and  Kings  replied:  'Coincidence! 
Random  House  has  asked  me  to  supply  family 

photographs  for  Jim's  book  of  memoirs,  and  I 
have  none.  But  it  occurred  to  me  that  if  Virginia 
Trumbull  could  find  that  large  batch  of  photos 
Jim  said  he  mailed  to  the  Library,  I  might  find  all 

I  need.' 
'What  are  you  doing  about  it?' 
T've  asked  her  to  wrack  her  brain  as  to 

where  the  photos  might  be,  and  she  told  me:  "I 
wonder  if  the  package  could  have  been  treated  as 

if  someone  had  sent  it  to  Jim,  rather  than  Jim's 
sending  it  out  to  someone  else?"  She  is  willing  to 
drive  back  to  Pennsylvania  and  fine-tooth  the 
place  to  see  if  just  maybe. 

I  had  not  been  aware  of  this  mission  and 

said:  'Futile.  But  she's  a  stubborn  woman,  so  if 
she  wants  to  go,  encourage  her!'  The  result  of  her 
trip,  which  I  dismissed  as  forlorn,  is  described  in 
her  report  to  me: 

When  John  Kings  called  me  about  the  pho- 
tographs I  first  thought  of  the  old  red  tin  box 

in  which  photographs  were  kept  in  the  attic 
at  96  Harvey  Avenue.  This  box  was  about 
six  inches  deep  by  twelve  long  and  about 
eight  wide.  Then  later  I  recalled  bringing 
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you  a  box  of  assorted  photographs  in  a  white 

letter-sized  box  or  slightly  larger. 
As  John  kept  calling  and  asking  for 

more  details  about  the  pictures  it  seemed  to 
me  that  since  the  Library  could  not  locate 
them,  they  must  still  be  at  your  house  in 
Pipersville  and  at  that  time  I  suggested  it 
might  be  helpful  if  I  went  to  see  what  I 
could  find  since  Mari  and  I  have  a  better 
notion  of  what  the  house  contains  than 

anyone  else. 
When  John  called  to  ask  if  I  would  un- 

dertake the  search,  I  began  to  turn  over  in 
my  mind  where  to  look.  When  Pat  and  I  had 
first  moved  onto  the  hill,  I  remember  Mari 

showing  us  a  box  in  the  study  off  the 
kitchen  and  remarking  that  it  held  material 

being  accumulated  for  shipment  to  the  Li- 
brary of  Congress.  Later  the  material  was 

moved  to  the  Gallery,  but  it  seemed  reason- 
able to  start  my  search  in  the  small 

study.  . .  . 

Your  study  was  very  tidy  and  it  was  ob- 
vious there  was  nothing  on  the  bookshelves 

there  so  I  started  on  the  file  cabinets.  The 
small  file  cabinet  under  the  windowshelf 

yielded  nothing.  .  .  .  The  main  file  cabinet 

next  to  the  window  also  had  nothing,  but  fi- 
nally in  the  third  drawer  from  the  top  of  the 

second  file  cabinet  there  was  the  photograph 
album  lying  in  solitary  splendor.  I  was  really 
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pleased  and  relieved  to  find  it  as  I  had  felt 
sure  the  photos  were  somewhere  in  that  end 
of  the  house. 

I  first  learned  the  result  of  her  amazing  find  one 
Monday  morning  as  Kings  and  I  were  driving  to 

work  at  The  University  of  Texas:  'Virginia 
Trumbull  called  to  say  that  she  had  gone  to  your 

old  house  on  the  hill  and  found  the  packet  of  pho- 

tographs we  were  seeking.' 
That's  wonderful!  Do  they  show  all  mem- 
bers of  the  family?' 
That  and  a  lot  more.  I  haven't  seen  them,  of 

course.  She's  mailing  them.  But  I  judge  from  her 
description  that  we  have  everything  we  need.' 

I  was  delighted  by  this  reassuring  news,  for 

it  meant  that  my  book  of  memoirs  would  be  prop- 
erly fleshed  out  with  photographs  of  the  impor- 
tant characters  in  the  story,  but  then  he  stunned 

me  with  further  information  from  Virginia:  'As 
she  was  about  to  leave  the  hill,  she  happened  to 
look  in  a  remote  corner  of  a  storage  area,  and 

there  she  found  a  box  with  a  huge  amount  of  ma- 
terial from  the  Mexican  novel.' 
'What  was  in  the  box?' 

'She  said  she  didn't  want  to  disturb  it,  so  she 

couldn't  tell  me.  But  she  said  it  was  copious.  It's 
already  in  the  mail.' 

Because  such  a  resurrection  must  seem  im- 
probable, I  had  better  allow  Virginia  to  explain 

how  it  happened: 
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I  moved  to  the  other  side  of  the  room  and 
started  on  the  shelves  which  held  some 

boxes.  I  had  to  get  the  little  stepladder  from 
your  closet  to  reach  the  shelves  and  had 

lifted  down  two  boxes  of  papers  when  I  no- 
ticed a  cardboard  box  with  "Mexico"  written 

on  the  side. 

The  top  papers  in  the  box  concerned  the 
Constitutional  Convention  to  which  you  were 
a  delegate,  and  beneath  that  were  a  group  of 
papers  in  strong  clips:  Chapter  One,  etc.,  then 
a  notebook  with  photographs  of  Mexican 
scenes,  chiefly  churches,  as  I  recall,  and  then 
more  papers  in  clips.  Just  a  glance  showed 

that  this  was  the  missing  book!  What  a  sur- 
prise and  pleasure  that  was! 

Her  report  left  me  speculating  on  the  extent  of  the 
two  caches  she  had  found,  but  two  days  later  her 
big  package  arrived,  in  two  sections  as  I  recall. 
John  Kings  had  his  photos,  and  remarkably  clear 
and  clean  they  were,  dating  back  to  the  1860s, 
and  I  had  my  manuscript.  When  I  opened  the  box 

I  found  my  original  typing  of  the  first  ten  chap- 

ters, my  secretary's  clean  retyping  in  condition 
ready  for  the  editors,  two  fat  notebooks  contain- 

ing the  results  of  all  my  work  in  Mexico  and 
Spain,  a  third  notebook  crammed  with  well  over 

a  hundred  photos  I'd  taken  of  the  bullfight  milieu 
in  both  countries,  and  a  mass  of  inchoate  material 
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of  great  interest  that  had  not  yet  been  placed  in 
notebooks.  It  was  a  treasure  that  contained  every- 

thing I  remembered,  everything  I  needed  to  com- 
plete the  remaining  chapters.  It  was  an  invitation 

to  start  work.  It  was  a  miracle. 

But  it  was  not  that  simple  because,  as  al- 
ways, I  was  deeply  involved  in  numerous  other 

projects.  Although  I  try  never  to  work  on  more 
than  one  original  composition  at  a  time,  I  had 
several  completed  manuscripts  that  were  more  or 

less  ready  for  publication.  To  add  to  the  complex- 
ity, our  family  doctor,  a  man  we  trusted  and  with 

good  reason,  told  my  wife:  'Since  some  years  ago 
you  had  a  cancerous  breast  removal,  you'd  be 
wise  to  have  a  careful  mammography  of  your 

other  breast,'  and  we  agreed.  The  X-ray  was 
taken.  A  lump  was  found.  A  biopsy  proved  that  it 
too  was  cancerous,  and  as  a  husband  I  observed 
the  mental  hell  that  women  are  put  through,  not 
only  when  a  breast  shows  an  advanced  cancer  but 
even  when  a  mere  spot  appears.  This  time  my 
wife  had  the  simplest  cancer  a  woman  could 
have,  and  both  she  and  I  were  eager  to  have  it 
excised. 

To  perform  this  simple  medical  routine  we 
had  to  consult  eight  different  specialists:  family 
doctor,  cancer  specialist,  radiologist,  interpreter  of 
the  radiogram,  doctor  who  treated  the  first  cancer 
(my  wife  did  not  have  to  consult  the  doctors  of 
ten  years  past,  but  she  wanted  to),  radiologist 
who  applied  radiation  for  the  first  time,  and  the 
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surgeon  who  would  do  the  operating.  To  help  us 

decide  which  of  the  four  radically  different  proce- 
dures to  adopt,  an  oncologist  spent  almost  two 

hours  with  us  doing  nothing  but  laying  out  our 
options:  first,  a  lumpectomy  which  attacks  only 

the  lump  or  a  more  comprehensive  cutting;  sec- 
ond, heavy  radiation  to  follow  every  possible  av- 
enue of  metastasis  or  light  radiation  of  the  site; 

third,  chemotherapy  to  knock  out  vagrant  cancer 
cells  after  the  operation;  or  fourth,  reliance  upon 
a  new  drug  which  showed  promise  in  killing  off 

dangerous  cells.  The  surgeon  said:  'Take  the 
heavy  radiation.'  The  radiologist  said:  'With  a 
small  lump  I'd  not  take  the  radiation.'  When  Mari 
asked  each  man:  'What  would  you  do  if  it  were 
your  own  wife?'  their  answers  were  equally  con- 

sistent: 'Heavy  radiation.'  'No  radiation.'  'Che- 
motherapy!' 'No  chemotherapy!' 

And  when  we  asked  the  oncologist  at  the 

conclusion  of  his  excellent  explanation:  'So  what 
should  we  do?'  he  said:  'You  have  to  make  up 
your  own  mind.  But  if  you  take  every  precaution, 

we  find  you'll  have  about  a  ninety-seven  percent 
chance  of  complete  cure.'  He  did  not  have  to  tell 
me  that  if  you  did  nothing  the  prognosis  was 
grim.  For  I  had  followed  the  cases  of  three 
women  younger  than  my  wife  who  had  refused 
any  mutilation  of  their  breasts,  and  in  due  course 
we  had  buried  each  of  them,  prematurely. 

In  this  crucial  moment  of  our  lives,  no  doc- 

tor was  willing  to  state  authoritatively:  'Do  this' 
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or  'Do  that.'  And  when  we  looked  into  the  na- 
tional statistics  we  found  that  the  recommended 

procedure  for  this  plague  against  women  de- 
pended upon  which  part  of  the  country  you  lived 

in:  in  one  region  it's  all  lumpectomies;  in  other 
it's  radical  cutting;  in  another  there  is  great  reli- 

ance upon  radiation;  in  another  it's  chemotherapy. The  treatment  of  breast  cancer  is  in  one  hell  of  a 

mess  because  male  doctors  who  determine  priori- 
ties in  medical  research  and  cure  have  not  given 

priority  to  this  plague.  We  do  have,  however, 

one  encouraging  practical  conclusion:  'If  the  pa- 
tient adopts  all  the  alternatives,  the  survival 

rate  is  ninety-seven  percent,'  and  those  are  heart- 
ening odds. 

So  on  the  precise  day  my  long-lost  manu- 
script arrived,  our  family  concluded  that  Mari 

would  go  the  full  routine  and  we'd  pray  this  sec- 
ond mastectomy  would  prove  as  successful  and 

healing  as  the  first.  We  would  have  to  remain  in 
blazing  Texas  instead  of  emigrating  to  cool 
Maine,  but  for  me  that  simplified  things.  I  would 
stay  home  and  support  my  wife  in  every  possible 
way  and  in  my  free  time  work  on  the  resurrected 

notebooks,  the  outlines,  and  the  improvements  in- 
timated by  the  annotations.  Mari  would  be  in  the 

radiation  room  daily  for  six  weeks,  and  I  would 
be  at  my  typewriter  fourteen  and  fifteen  hours  a 
day.  My  work  would  prove  therapeutic  for  both 

of  us — Mari  could  be  sure  I  wasn't  fretting  my- 
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self  into  despair,  while  I  could  be  sure  that  she 
was  doing  the  right  thing. 

When  I  opened  the  manuscript  on  the  day 
Mari  had  her  operation,  I  found  an  orderly  array 

of  past  accomplishment,  notes  and  ideas  for  fu- 
ture work,  and  a  partial  design  for  the  seven 

remaining  chapters.  To  attack  the  problem  ratio- 
nally I  first  read  the  ten  existing  chapters,  and  I 

must  confess  that  in  doing  so  I  saw  why  Bennett 
Cerf,  Albert  Erskine  and  Helen  Strauss  had  high 
regard  for  them.  Unfinished  and  unpolished  they 

were,  but  they  were  real  writing  about  real  char- 
acters and  significant  historical  events.  They 

formed  a  solid  base  on  which  to  build  further,  al- 

though I  could  see  a  few  places  where  my  think- 
ing had  changed  so  sharply  that  revisions  would 

be  necessary. 
Satisfied  that  the  work  done  years  ago  was 

still  vital,  I  combed  the  notebooks  for  pages  on 
which  the  remainder  of  the  book  had  been  out- 

lined, and  when  I  had  codified  the  tentative  direc- 
tives of  the  numerous  outlines  and  arranged  them 

on  one  page,  it  was  clear,  as  I  have  said  earlier, 
that  a  good  deal  of  cleaning  up  had  to  be  done. 

I  therefore  analyzed  each  of  my  ideas,  how- 
ever fugitive,  and  in  a  ruthless  process  of  elimina- 
tion and  consolidation  and  devising  new  chapters, 

I  came  up  with  this  proposal  for  the  conclusion 
and,  with  the  eventual  addition  of  a  new  chapter 
entitled  On  the  Terrace,  it  remained  the  directive. 
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JAM  1991 

1.  Cactus  &  Maguey  10.  Spanish  Ancestors 

2.  The  Spaniard  11.  The  Americans 

3.  The  Rancher  12.  Bullfight  #2 

4.  The  Indian  13.  By  Torchlight 
5.  Indian  Ancestors  14.  American  Ancestors 

6.  The  Critic  15.  The  Sorteo 

7.  Bullfight  #1  16.  Bullfight  #3 

8.  Meaning  of  Death  17.  House  of  Tile 
9.  The  Barbers 

On  30  June  1991  I  did  with  the  new  writing  proj- 
ect what  I  had  learned  to  do  with  any  major  task: 

I  went  to  my  typewriter  and  drafted  the  ideas 

which  appear  on  page  144.  I  had  committed  my- 
self to  go  forward  with  the  project,  but  I  did  not 

immediately  attempt  to  identify  or  outline  the  dif- 
ficult remaining  chapters.  Instead,  I  studied  my 

past  efforts  as  outlined  in  the  previous  pages,  and 

the  next  morning  I  was  prepared  to  draft  the  end- 
ing to  the  manuscript.  Then,  illustrated  on  page 

145,  I  stated  my  intentions,  and  on  the  following 
pages  I  tried  to  give  a  succinct  precis  for  each  of 
the  seven  fugitive  chapters.  My  Texas  girls  were 

solidly  ensconced  in  Chapter  11.  I  had  the  re- 
maining chapters  in  their  proper  order  except  that 

The  Barbers  and  Spanish  Ancestors  would  change 
position  and  later,  when  it  came  time  to  write 
Chapter  13  By  Torchlight,  I  saw  that  it  had  to 
come  after  my  Chapter  14  American  Ancestors, 
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since  the  midnight  drama  had  to  rely  upon  infor- 
mation and  activities  in  the  American  Ancestors 

chapter.  Final  correction  was  easily  made  and 
I  had  a  workable  template,  one  which  served 
admirably. 

Faced  by  the  demanding  task  of  recapturing 
the  mood  in  which  I  had  worked  on  the  first  ten 

chapters  in  order  to  finish  the  last  seven,  I  was 
aided  by  two  unusual  conditions:  since  Mari  was 
in  the  hospital  I  had  no  car  and  had  to  stay  home; 
and  thoughtful  neighbors  saw  to  it  that  I  had 
food.  Even  when  my  wife  came  home  to  start  her 
heavy  radiation,  other  neighbors  ferried  her  to 
and  from  the  hospital  laboratory.  Again  this  left 

me  alone  at  home  for  the  twenty-eight  days  it 
took  for  her  to  complete  her  treatments.  Fortu- 

nately the  radiation  seemed  to  halt  the  cancer,  so 
that  when  she  came  home  mended  she  found  me 

deep  into  my  work,  and  her  revived  spirits  helped 
me  to  complete  it. 

It  seemed  at  times  that  Mari  and  I  were  back 

in  Mexico  City,  making  our  expeditions  into  the 
countryside,  and  to  Guanajuato,  the  scene  of  my 
imaginary  city  of  Toledo.  I  was  with  the  matadors 
I  had  known  in  those  days,  with  the  ranchers  at 
whose  tientas  I  had  tried  to  cape  the  fierce  young 
cows  without  success.  The  girls  from  Hollywood 
were  braver  and  better  than  I.  And  the  narcotic 

wonder  of  the  three-day  feria  in  Matador  Cale- 

sero's  hometown  came  back  in  magical  force. 
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30  June  1991 

For  exactly  a  week  I've  been  pondering how  to  react  to  the  miraculous 
finding  of  the  Mexican  novel.  Ten 
long  chapters  arrived  in  flawless  print- 

out and  I8ve  had  a  remarkable 
experience  in  reading  them  and 
renewing  acquaintance  with  a 
wonderful  group  of  characters,  setting 
and  incidents.  I  vould  do  little  to  improve 
upon  the  ten.  I  also  have  with  the 
chapters  six  different  set  of  notes  as 
to  how  the  book  was  to  be  finished  off; 
so  give  me  nine  additional  chapters; 
some  seven;  and  one  a  super- 
comprehensive  twenty  three.  At  first 
glance  decided  that  I  was  not  competent 
to  pick  up  the  golden  thread  that  I 
had  severed,  but  as  I  worked  in  the 
manscript,  and  especially  the  246 
pages  of  notes — most  them  useless  or 
indecipherable,  I  caught  sudden  insig 
plus  some  really  wonderfiul 
imaginings,  and  very  slowly  I  could 
piece  together  what  the  chapters 
intended  and  knit  into  a  comprehensible 
whole  the  fragments  of  ideas.  It  can 
be  done.  The  story  has  crept  back  to 
life,  and  all  I  need  now  is  the  150 
scheduled  pages  .  .  I  had  specified  how 
many  pages  to  each  missing 
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chapter  .  .  .  that  the  plan  calls  for. 
That  can  be  done.  It  can. 

1  July  1991 
A  full  week  of  thought  about  the 
manuscript  has  left  me  with  some 
solid  ideas  about  it  but  not  so 
weighty  decusions  about  what  I  as  a 
writer  ought  to  do  next.  lam  engulfed 
with  projects,  manuscripts 
everywhere,  things  I  kxxxxy  desire 
to  do,  but  none  exceeds  the  excitement 
I  feel  when  I  read  these  wonderful 
chapters.  They  deserve  to  be 
finished,  and  I  have  plotted  a  way  to 
do  this  as  shown  in  the  outlines  below. 
I  have  a  shuiiering  concept  for  every 
chapter,  ideas  that  go  back  a  third 
of  a  century,  and  are  as  vital  today 

as  when  I  first  generated  them.  I've 
dropped  I've  dropped  two  of  the  major 
chaoters,  having  been  unable  to 
deduce  what  they  represented;  the 
others  are  boiling  and  ready  to  go. 
Succinctly:  I  can  find  the  imagination 
and  desire  to  finish  off  the  book,  but 
I'm  bewildered  as  to  how  tomhow  to 
set  aside  the  concentrated  time  it  will 
take  to  do  it.  As  of  this  morning  I  am 
still  unclear  as  to  priorities  and 
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possibilities,  but  that  merely  means: 
'Do  more  work? 

1 1 .  The  Americans:  The  three  college 
girls  from  Texas  come  roaring  into  town 
to  find  themselves  some  bullfighters. 
They  have  letters  of  intriduction  to 
Norman  Clay  and  hope  that  he  will  be 
able  to  make  introductions.  Mrs.  Evans 
knows  the  parents  of  the  lead  girl 
(name  unknown  to  me  at  present) 
and  she  astounds  her  fellow  tourists 
from  Oklahoma  by  abetting  the  girls, 
who  have  been  awed  by  the  death  of 
Paquito  that  afternoon,  but  contacts 
are  made. 

12.  The  Saturday  Fight:  I  planned 
originally  for  two  real  bullfighters 
and  an  imaginary:  Procuna 
Rodriguez,  and  Fermin,  but  xoxm  later 
I  changed  to  all  imaginary,  but  bow  I 
want  to  pay  tribute  to  my  dear  friend 
Calesero  with  whom  I  went  to  many 
fights  in  Mexico.  But  Fermin  remains, 
The  outline  of  the  fight  has  been  well 
designed  in  my  notes  from  1960  and 
I  shall  follow  them.  One  of  the  Texas 
girls  grabs  hold  of  Fermon,  the  other 
takes  one  of  the  Leal  peones.  (227) 
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13.  By  Torchlight:  I  could  not 
decipher  this  at  first  and  abandoned 
itk  for  the  notes  were  too 
fragmentary.  But  as  they  coalesced  I 
became  enchanted  with  the  scene,  the 
music,  the  words,  the  interplays.  The 
one-armed  Altomec  poet  reads  his 
text  for  a  powerful  pageant,  the  critic 
approves,  Mrs.  Evans  is  excited  by  the 
characters  the  poet  presents.  And  the 
Texas  girl  takes  Victoriano  to  bed. 

14.  American  Ancestors:  I've  always 
had  a  crystal  ixxxght  into  Norman  Clay 
.  .  .  Virginia  (not  Natchez 
now)  .  .  .  his  grandfather  at  Cold 
Harbor,  cannot  abixx  the  horror  of 

Grant's  suicidal  charges  (suicxxxs  for 
the  soldiers,  not  Grant)  and  in 
revolting  disgust  he  and  nine  of  his 
friends  decide  to  quit  the  States  and  take 
residence  in  Mexico,  as  many  did.  The 
marriage,  the  mineral,  the  fortune, 
the  1915-1917  war,  the  church,  the 
army,  the  loss. 

15.  The  Sorteo:  Picking  the  bulls  for 
the  climactic  Sunday  fight.  This 
occurs  at  high  noon  Sunday,  and 
Mrs,  Evans  is  invited  by  the  critic  to 
participate  She  watches  the 
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chicanery  as  the  critic  explains  i  amd 
sees  how  Veneno  does  everything 
possible  to  protect  his  son 
Victoriano.  Attention  is  focused  on  the 
fine  bull  #  43,  whose  horns  have  not 
been  shave  do  as  to  make  him  less 
capable  of  defending  himself  He  is  a 
powerful  creature  and  the  citic  predicts 

th  he'll  give  a  good  account  of  h  mself . 
Veneno  sees  t  #  43  dies  not  fall  to  his 
nephew  (his  son)  and  Mrs.  Evasn 

asks  Clay  what  he's  going  to  photograph 
of  the  fight,  since  t  e  murder  he  sought 
has  taken  place 

16.  The  Sunday  Fight:  A  group  of 
bullfighters  with  whom  I  traveked  in 
Mexico  helped  me  to  devise  the  a 
atgies  for  this  important  fight,  and 
when  I  saw  my  n  I  gloated,  for  there 
they  were  as  I  had  written  them  from 
dictation  years  ago.  It  is  a  mano-a-mano, 
that  is,  only  two  matadors,  which 
makes  for  some  interesting  byplay 
in  the  banderillas,  because  it  is  now  more 
difficult  to  prevent  your  opponent  from 
outshining  you  with  your  own  bull. 
The  fight  proceeds  according  to  the 
script  done  years  ago,  Martin 
espontaneo. 
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17.  The  House  of  Tile:  I8ve  oscillated 
a  score  times  on  the  title  for  this 
chapter,  always  between  the  one 
given  and  a  plain  Mrs.  Evans.  I  see  it 
the  tremendously  mournfuo  end  to 
fiestas  that  I  witnessed  in  Pamplona, 
the  heart  wrenching  suspicion  that 
the  fiendships  would  never  be  renewed 
that  one  might  never  again  find  the  time 
or  the  money  to  particopate  in  the 
wild  grandeur  of  the  festival,  the 
songs  no  more,  the  dinners  at  the  House 
of  Tile,  the  intricacues  of  the  bull  world, 
the  camaraderie,  the  passage  of  time 
dreadful,  inherent  shabbiness  of  the 
festival,  whether  i  Rio  Seville,  Trinidad 
or  Mew  Orleans.  Norman  Clay 
remembers  the  english  music 
teacher  who  had  come  to  Pamplona 

years  ago  'Pobre  de  mi'  echoes  as  he 
goes  to  speak  with  the  statue  of  his 
grandfather. 

There  were  the  mariachis  I  had  loved,  the  fla- 
menco dancers  who  had  charmed  me,  the  mu- 
seum, the  catacombs  with  ranks  of  standing 

mummies  all  in  colonial  costume,  and  in  the  dis- 
tance the  pyramid,  while  near  at  hand  the  omi- 

nous silver  mine  dipped  deep  into  the  earth.  Mari 
and  I  were  again  in  the  old  Hotel  Cortes  and  the 
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decades  vanished,  leaving  me  with  the  burgeon- 
ing enthusiasm  I  had  known  in  those  days  of  ded- 

ication. 

What  did  I  accomplish  during  my  period  of 
isolation?  The  next  three  illustrations,  the  last 

ones  to  be  reproduced  from  either  my  1961  note- 
books or  my  1991  study,  show  what  I  tried  to  ac- 

complish. The  most  important  task,  upon  which 
all  else  depended,  was  straightening  out  my 
American  Ancestors,  and  the  work-page  shown 
on  pages  152  and  153  served  as  a  faithful  though 
jumbled  guide.  Since  the  chapter  grew  into  a  no- 

vella of  its  own,  one  hundred  and  sixty  pages  of 
freighted  manuscript,  it  would  have  to  be  divided 
into  two  chapters.  Halfway  down  the  right  hand 
margin  appears  a  name  that  I  discovered  with  joy: 
Gaston  Santos.  He  was  a  handsome  young  Mexi- 

can, son  of  a  great  cacique,  and  gifted  in  two  di- 
verse occupations,  either  one  of  which  would 

have  satisfied  most  men:  he  was  not  only  an  ex- 
tremely popular  motion  picture  actor,  the  Tom 

Mix  of  Mexico,  but  also  a  first-class  rejoneador, 
a  torero  who  fought  bulls  from  horseback,  often 
keeping  both  hands  free  of  the  reins  in  order  to 
place  banderillas  or  manipulate  the  long  lance 
with  which  he  tried  to  kill  the  bull  from  horse- 

back. When  this  proved  impossible,  ninety  per- 
cent of  the  time,  he  would  dismount,  ask  for  a 

matador's  regular  sword  and  finish  the  job.  He was  awesome. 

I  had  known  Gaston  on  prior  meetings,  had 
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stayed  with  him  at  his  ranch  in  central  Mexico, 
and  had  accompanied  him  to  fights.  In  later  years 

we  had  renewed  acquaintances  when  I  was  serv- 
ing in  Mexico  City  on  a  governmental  mission. 

But  when  I  wanted  to  have  him  appear  in  the 

novel  as  a  rejoneador,  I  had  not  been  able  to  re- 
call his  exact  name.  Once  when  I  carried  no  pen 

or  paper  for  a  note,  I  recovered  Santos  but  not  his 
first  name.  Another  time  I  captured  a  fleeting 
Gaston  but  not  what  followed.  Then  one  day  I 
saw  on  a  village  wall  a  poster  giving  his  full 
name  and,  to  make  sure  I  remembered  it,  I  took  a 

photograph,  then  hurried  home  and  jotted  down 
the  name  here  in  red  ink.  Now  as  I  was  working 
on  an  entirely  different  problem,  I  again  found  his 
full  name. 

In  Seville  John  Fulton,  Robert  Vavra  and  I  had 
conducted  our  own  sorteo,  sorting  six  bulls  into 
what  we  thought  at  the  time  to  be  an  ideal  match 
to  the  matadors  for  my  climactic  corrida;  but  as  so 
often  happens,  when  the  time  came  to  write  the 
scene  the  early  work  proved  helpful  but  not  usable, 
and  it  required  much  reworking  back  and  forth,  as 

shown  in  the  illustration  on  pages  156-157,  before 
I  came  up  with  a  satisfactory  teaming  of  bulls  and 
matadors.  The  bold  Longford  shows  that  even  at 
this  late  date  I  was  still  trying  to  find  the  right 
name  for  my  lovely  young  professor,  whom  I  was 
eventually  to  discard  entirely. 

The  final  of  these  three  illustrations  was  es- 
sential, both  for  me  and  for  the  potential  reader. 
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MY  LOST  MEXICO 

The  number  of  times  this  page  had  to  be  altered 
proved  that  even  though  I  had  been  down  this 
perilous  road  many  times,  I  still  found  it  difficult 
to  keep  a  large  manuscript  under  control  while 
trying  to  remember  who  was  who  and  when  and 
married  to  whom.  I  never  have  mastered  the  art 
and  must  have  at  hand  a  constant  reminder.  And 

I  suspected  that  when  the  New  York  editors  fin- 
ished reviewing  this  table  they  would  suggest  ad- 

ditional changes. 
Despite  writing  problems  still  to  be  faced, 

the  gossamer  filament,  ripped  apart  so  brutally 
thirty  years  ago,  had  been  miraculously  mended; 
its  fragmented  parts  too  wispy  even  to  be  seen 
had  been  rewoven.  I  was  not  only  enabled  to 
move  forward,  I  was  commanded  to  do  so. 

On  the  day  that  Mari  ended  her  treatment, 
scarred  as  if  she  had  been  burnt,  I  finished  the  fi- 

nal chapters  of  my  novel  and  we  left  steaming 
Texas  and  fled  happily  to  Maine,  she  with  a  body 
that  had  been  cured  to  the  extent  that  cancer  can 

ever  be  completely  cured,  and  I  with  a  finished 
novel,  if  any  work  of  art  can  ever  be  said  to  be 
finished. 

When  I  had  time  to  look  back  upon  those  disap- 
pointing days  of  1961  I  constructed  a  reasonable 

hypothesis  of  what  had  happened  when  things  fell 
apart.  I  had  assembled  my  papers  and  photo- 

graphs in  chronological  order.  I  had  gathered  the 
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500 Drunken  Builders 

680 Ixmiq.ardent.builder 
XXO Pyramid  built 
900 Nopiiitzin  and  pul- 

que 1051 Altomecs  take  Toledo 

1470 Tezozomoc  leader 

1477 Lady  Grey  Eyes 
1488 The  Hideous  God- 

1503  Xuchitlborn 

1521    Srangerborn 

1529   Srtanger  baptized 

1540   Stranger  marries 

1498 

1504 

1524 

1531 

Antonio  Palafox 

born 
Alicia  de 

Guadalquivir 
Palafoxes  to  Mexico 

Cathedral  at  Toledo 

built 
Antonio  marries 

Anton Stranger 

1548 Veta  Madre  at  Min- 
eral 

1570 Hall  of  Government 
built 

1575 House  of  Tiles  built 

4  Altomec  girls 1642 Palafox  bushops 
marry 2,3,4,5 

Pontifex  bishops marry  Altomec 
2,3,4, 

girls 5  and  have  23  chil- 1726 Aqueduct  built 

Clays 

1874   Caridad  marries  Clay 

1740   Mineral  at  700  feet 

1744    1,200,00a  A,  2146 
Indians 

1 760  Facade  of  the  Ca- 
thedral 

1810   Candido  Palafox  born 

1830   Bulls  from 

Guadalquivir 

1847   Clay  sees  China 
Poblano 

1858    Reform.  450,000 
acres 

1867   Maximilian  exe- 
cuted 

1 886   Graziela  Palafox 

born 

1823  Jubal  Clay  born 

1846  Jubal  at  war  in 

Mexico 
1847  Jubal  visits  Mineral 

Toledo 

1864  Jubal  at  Cold  Har- 
bor 

1865  Clay  Plantation 
burned 

1866  Clay  in  exile  at  To- 
ledo 

1874   Clay  marries  Cari- 
dad Altomec 
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1887 Eduardo  Palafox 

born 

1882 John  Clay  born  in 
Toledo 

1906 Graziela  marries 1906 John  marries 
John  Clay Graziela  Palaf 

1916 Revolution.  212,000 

acres 

1909 Norman  Clay  born 
Toledo 

1912 Gral  Freg  stroms 
Toledo 

1917 John  Clay  with  AEF 
France 

1919 Gral  Freg  assassin- 
ated 

1920 
Pyramid  and  Cathe- 
dral 

1933 

1937 

Palafox  girl  mar- 
ries N.C. 

1933 

1936 

Norman  C.  marries 
Palafox  gi 

Agrarian  re- 
John  &■  Norman  ex- 

form400,000 Ac ile  in  Aalat 

1938 
Expropriation  oil 
wells 

1943 
Norman  C  duty  in  Pa- 
cific 

1939 Fausto  Palafox  killed 1951 

1959 

Borman  duty  in  Ko- rea 

N.C.  visits  Hardtack 

Hooker 

1961    Flaco  Flores 1961 Don  Eduardo  at 1961 Norman  C.  at 

Ixmiq-6 1 Ixmiq-6 1 Ixmiq-6 1 

three  notebooks.  I  had  packaged  them  for  the  Li- 
brary of  Congress.  I  had  addressed  the  package. 

And  I  had  called  the  forwarding  company.  That 
much  is  irrefutable. 

But  I  suspect  that  the  forwarding  agent  never 
came  to  pick  up  the  package,  and  because  I  had 
assumed  that  it  had  been  sent,  it  was  allowed  to 

remain  in  place  for  some  time.  (My  family  moves 
an  immense  amount  of  paper  every  week:  letters, 
proofs  from  my  publisher,  tax  inquiries  from 
overseas  inspectors,  newly  transcribed  chapters 
from  my  secretary;  so  it  is  easy  for  a  particular 

paper  or  batch  of  papers  to  be  lost.)  In  some  gen- 
eral cleanup  my  carefully  prepared  package  was 
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taken  from  its  mailing  spot  on  the  sideboard  and 
removed  to  a  corner  of  our  storage  room. 

But  there  my  supposition  breaks  down,  for 
Virginia  found  the  family  photographs  and  the 
manuscript  in  two  different  locations.  Did  some- 

one open  the  package  to  retrieve  a  particular  pho- 
tograph of  more  than  average  interest?  Whatever 

the  explanation,  events  happened  as  I  have  stated. 
Seven  people  tried  vigorously  through  the  years 
to  find  the  manuscript — Bennett  Cerf,  Albert 
Erskine,  Helen  Strauss,  Owen  Laster,  John  Kings, 
Mari  Michener,  Virginia  Trumbull — not  to  men- 

tion the  searchers  in  the  Library  of  Congress.  I 
never  joined  the  search  because  I  knew  every- 

thing was  safe  somewhere  in  the  Library. 
Because  John  Kings  needed  photographs  for 

the  book  of  memoirs  which  Random  House  was 

doing,  and  because  my  cousin  Virginia  remem- 
bered having  seen  them,  the  manuscript  was  mi- 

raculously saved.  It  was  finished  under  difficult 
circumstances,  edited  by  Random  at  what  the 

courts  call  'all  reasonable  speed,'  and  published. 
The  book  that  had  been  killed  in  mid-flight  had, 
like  Lazarus,  been  lifted  from  the  grave  and  im- 

bued with  new  life.  The  parable  in  the  Book  of 
John  does  not  assure  us  that  this  long-dead 
brother  of  Martha  and  Mary  enjoyed  a  long  life 
after  his  resurrection,  but  I  hope  he  did. 
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THE  PERSISTENCE  OF  MEMORY 

The  outstanding  fact  in  this  affair  might  seem  to 
be  that  a  manuscript  lost  for  thirty  years  had  been 
recovered  with  all  notes  intact.  The  incident  is  re- 

markable. But  as  I  reflect  on  the  matter  I  see  that 

even  more  impressive  was  the  high  percentage  of 
material  in  those  finished  and  abandoned  chapters 
that  later  found  its  way,  almost  unwittingly,  into 

later  books,  some  of  them  only  tangentially  re- 
lated to  Mexico.  It  was  as  if  a  worthy  idea,  once 

generated,  could  not  die  but  lingered  in  my  mind 
waiting  to  be  reborn. 

Several  of  my  subsequent  novels  did  have 
obvious  relationships  with  Mexico.  In  the  early 
chapters  of  my  novel  Caribbean  (1989)  I  utilized 

my  research  on  pre-Columbian  archaeology,  art 
and  religion.  I  used  the  great  site  of  Palenque, 
which  became  more  significant  historically  with 
each  decade  after  1950,  but  I  also  utilized  the 

other  Mayan  civilizations  I  had  studied  in  1960. 
The  ideas  and  understanding  I  had  developed 
back  then  remained  as  clear  as  if  I  had  deduced 

them  a  month  earlier.  Palenque  had  exerted  a  pro- 
found impression,  and  I  commend  it  to  all  who 

would  like  to  savor  the  early  days  of  Mexico. 

The  force  of  that  powerful  site  is  understand- 
able, but  it  was  my  three  visits  to  Tula  that  pro- 

duced the  strongest  single  memory  of  ancient 
Mexico.  Once  I  saw  that  cruel  but  fascinating 
statue  of  the  reclining  Chac  Mool  with  his  granite 

stomach-bowl  for  catching  still-warm  human 
hearts,  I  became  a  prisoner  of  his  hypnotic  power. 
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His  image  stayed  with  me  always,  so  it  was  not 
surprising  that  he  should  force  his  evil  way  into 
the  first  chapters  of  Caribbean.  I  could  not  have 
kept  him  out. 

It  was  also  obvious  that  most  of  what  I 

learned  about  Spanish  culture,  as  opposed  to 
Mexican,  would  be  used  in  Iberia  (1968),  my 
travel  reflections  on  Spain,  and  specifically  my 
discovery  that  homeland  Spain  derived  more  neg- 

ative effects  than  she  did  benefits  from  her  dis- 
covery of  gold  and  silver  in  the  New  World.  In 

Caribbean  I  would  return  to  this  theme  when 

dealing  with  the  mines  in  Peru  and  with  the  im- 
pact of  easy  money  on  Spain  itself.  The  penalties 

were  three-fold:  first,  because  Spanish  kings  had 
surplus  wealth,  they  were  tempted  to  initiate  and 
prolong  adventures  in  the  Netherlands,  where  the 
treasure  from  Mexico  and  Peru  was  wasted  with- 

out ever  having  helped  Spain  itself;  second,  the 
influx  of  huge  amounts  of  currency  hoisted  the 
prices  of  goods  in  Spain,  impoverishing  the  lower 
classes;  third,  with  this  apparent  wealth  the  upper 
classes  could  purchase  from  abroad  whatever  they 
desired,  causing  an  appalling  abandonment  of 
homeland  manufactures.  Easily  gained  wealth  is 
no  wealth;  real  wealth  comes  from  the  productiv- 

ity of  the  entire  nation  so  that  each  man  can  earn 
something  and  pay  back  something  in  return.  It  is 
this  lively  movement  of  capital  that  makes  a  na- 

tion strong,  not  the  accidental  arrival  of  a  ship- 
load of  silver  from  a  mine  in  Guanajuato — or 
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from  my  imaginary  mining  town  of  Toledo  in 
central  Mexico. 

I  learned  the  basic  character  of  Spain  from 
protracted  travel  in  that  country;  I  learned  how 
she  abused  those  characteristics  in  the  New  World 

by  studying  her  governors-general  in  Mexico. 
Because  Mexico  abuts  Texas,  when  I  came 

to  write  a  long  novel  about  that  gargantuan  state 
I  was  thrown  south  of  the  Rio  Grande,  and  all 

that  I  knew  about  Mexico  came  welling  back.  I 
understood  Santa  Anna;  I  knew  each  adventure  of 

the  rebel  generalisimos  as  they  rampaged  back 

and  forth  across  Mexico;  I  knew  about  expropri- 
ation of  oil  wells  and  crazy  military  invasions  of 

Mexican  troops  into  what  would  become  the 
United  States.  The  first  chapters  of  my  novel 

Texas  (1985)  focused  almost  exclusively  on  Span- 
ish and  Mexican  themes,  which  is  appropriate 

since  the  early  chapters  of  Texas  history — forget 
novels  and  romances — are  exclusively  Hispanic 
themes.  It  is  not  until  the  Civil  War  that  Texas 

breaks  free  of  its  emotional  relationships  with 
Mexico,  only  to  see  delicate  and  often  irritating 
contact  reestablished  during  the  Diaz  era  after 
1876.  The  subsequent  disruption  of  relations  in 

the  1930s  has  never  been  fully  healed,  and  a  ma- 
jor problem  of  immigration  infiltration  has  erup- 
ted in  the  1960-90  period.  To  understand  Texas  I 

had  to  pay  attention  to  Mexico. 
Two  smaller  books  also  depended  upon  the 

work  I  had  done  on  Mexico  and  abandoned.  In 
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The  Eagle  and  The  Raven  (1990)  I  drew  upon  my 

acquired  knowledge  of  General-President  Antonio 
Lopez  de  Santa  Anna,  the  eagle  of  the  story  and 

the  self-proclaimed  'Napoleon  of  the  West.'  I  was 
glad  to  renew  acquaintance  with  this  flamboyant 
firebrand,  eleven  different  times  president  of  the 
country,  three  times  exiled  for  life,  twice  recalled 
to  lead  the  nation  as  its  president,  three  times  the 
military  invader  of  either  Texas  or  the  United 
States.  I  first  fell  under  his  spell,  which  he  exerts 
on  Mexicans  and  Americans  alike,  when  I  read 

about  how  he  had  lost  his  left  leg  in  a  heroic  ad- 
venture and  later  had  it  buried  in  Mexico  City 

with  full  military  and  clerical  pomp.  He  claimed 
that  since  his  leg  had  been  a  principal  hero  in 

maintaining  the  independence  of  Mexico,  it  war- 

ranted a  hero's  burial  with  the  salutes  of  many 
guns.  Santa  Anna  is  the  kind  of  errant  comet  that 
flames  across  the  night  sky  and  is  remembered. 

Several  rather  minor  incidents  growing  out 
of  the  1961  manuscript  also  reveal  the  autonomic 

workings  of  a  writer's  mind.  They  show  how 
deeply  concepts  and  even  individual  words  persist 
in  memory,  as  if  they  had  mysteriously  achieved 
lives  of  their  own  which  would  resurrect  on  their 
own  accord  if  need  arose. 

Let  me  cite  the  surprising  persistence  of  a 
name.  As  far  back  as  1959,  when  I  first  started 

daydreaming  about  the  possibility  of  a  Mexican 
novel,  I  was  looking  in  an  old  book  and  came 
upon  the  family  name  Ledesma.  After  several 
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false  starts  I  remembered  it  as  ideal  for  one  of  my 

principal  Mexican  characters,  the  rotund,  acidu- 
lous and  flamboyant  bullfight  critic  Leon  Ledes- 
ma. In  an  almost  inspired  passage,  much  longer 

than  what  appeared  in  the  published  book,  I  wrote 
of  his  intellectual  response  to  bullfighting,  but 
also  of  his  regard  for  the  culture  of  Spain  and  its 
oft  expressed  fascination  with  death.  I  worked 
and  reworked  this  long  account  till  it  approached 
what  I  wanted  to  convey  about  these  two  difficult 
subjects,  then  laid  aside  the  pages  for  thirty  years. 

Decades  later,  when  I  was  deeply  immersed 

in  writing  about  Spain's  dominance  of  the  Carib- 
bean and  required  a  resonant  name  for  my  hero,  a 

courageous  Spanish  admiral  who  dueled  with  Sir 
Francis  Drake  of  England  across  the  Caribbean,  I 
experimented  with  a  handful  of  usable  names,  but 
none  seemed  appropriate.  Then,  late  one  day,  the 
word  Ledesma  returned  to  me.  As  soon  as  I 

pronounced  it  I  knew  this  was  it  and  never  recon- 
sidered. 

Now  there  is  no  way  I  could  have  con- 

sciously said:  'Jim,  years  ago  in  your  Mexican 
thing  you  had  a  great  name,  Ledesma.'  I  had  laid 
aside  that  name  long  ago  and  had  never,  so  far  as 

I  know,  recalled  it  even  casually,  let  alone  inten- 
tionally. It  had  vanished  from  my  mind,  but  obvi- 

ously not  from  my  subconscious.  There,  deep 
down,  it  had  clung  to  life,  so  that  when  I  needed 

it  again  it  surfaced,  finding  new  and  vivid  adven- 
tures. 
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Even  though  I  neither  read  nor  brood  about 

books  I've  written  long  ago,  it  is  still  hard  to  ex- 
plain how  I  had  typed  that  name  Ledesma  so 

many  times  in  1961  and  then,  unremembering, 
used  it  happily  again  thirty  years  later  in  another 
book  which  required  an  equal  number  of  typings. 
I  cannot  explain  this  lapse  except  to  say  that  the 
name  had  acquired  a  will  of  its  own,  able  to  re- 

surface afresh  when  signals  from  my  searching 
brain  alerted  it  to  the  fact  that  I  once  again 
needed  it. 

So  in  1960  when  wrestling  with  my  Mexican 
novel,  it  was  inevitable  that  I  would  return  to  a 

subject  I'd  attempted  before,  and  as  we  have 
seen,  bullfighting  with  durable  Gomez  as  hero, 
became  a  major  thread  in  that  work.  But  it  was 
fated  not  to  be  finished,  at  least  not  at  that  time, 
so  Gomez  returned  to  my  subconscious.  Later, 
when  television  sought  a  comic  name  for  one  of 
its  burlesqued  characters  in  the  popular  series  The 
Addams  Family  based  on  the  horrible-lovable 

monsters  of  the  cartoonist's  fancy,  they  chose 
Gomez  and,  as  you  might  guess,  he  became  a 
hero.  This  surprising  development  erased  my 
bullfighter  from  my  mind.  My  gallant  torero  Juan 
Gomez  was  superseded  by  the  comedian  of  that 
name  and  was  lost  to  me. 

Until  1989  Juan  Gomez  no  longer  existed, 
but  later  that  year  a  gifted  secretary  who  had 
worked  with  me  in  Florida  and  who  knew  a  good 
deal  about  books  suggested  that  she  be  allowed  to 
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gather  from  my  published  work  the  writings  I'd 
done  on  nature,  geology,  wildlife  and  the  animal 

kingdom  in  general.  'It  could,'  she  argued,  'make 
an  interesting  anthology.'  I  agreed,  but  when  she 
had  assembled  the  material  I  said:  'I  have  two  ad- 

ditional stories  I've  always  wanted  to  write.  We'll 
add  them  as  fresh  contributions,'  and  it  was 

agreed  that  I'd  try  to  get  these  captivating  yarns 
down  on  paper.  The  first  dealt  with  a  gung-ho 
Army  colonel  who  wages  battle  with  a  gray  squir- 

rel, Genghis  Khan,  who  steals  the  expensive  sun- 
flower seeds  the  colonel  and  his  wife  place  in 

their  garden  for  their  birds.  It's  a  protracted  fight 
between  human  determination  and  animal  cun- 

ning, and  I  wanted  to  see  it  in  print  in  short- 
story  form. 

The  second  proposed  addition  was  a  more 
complex  matter.  It  had  started  as  a  simple  story 
about  an  aging  breeder  of  fighting  bulls  in  Spain 
who  places  his  faith  in  the  Virgin  Mary  and  is 

aided  by  her.  From  this  beginning  the  plot  had  ac- 
quired so  many  accretions,  twists,  and  complica- 

tions that  to  my  surprise  it  had  matured,  still 
unwritten,  into  a  subject  for  a  proper  novella  of 

more  than  a  hundred  pages,  too  long  for  the  na- 
ture anthology.  An  interesting  aspect  was  that  I 

had  given  the  villain  of  my  story,  a  cowardly  mat- 
ador from  Triana,  the  gypsy  quarter  of  Seville, 

the  name  Gomez  without  remembering  that  I  had 
already  used  it  for  my  Mexican  matador,  a  man  of 
unusual  bravery  and  stubborn  honor.  In  Mexico 
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he  had  been  Juan  Gomez,  patterned  after  a  fighter 
I  had  known  there  in  1936;  in  Spain  he  became 
Lazaro  Gomez,  modeled  upon  a  much  different 
type  of  fighter  I  had  known  there  in  1932.  Gomez 
had  sprung  back  to  life  and  was  still  so  vital  that 
he  practically  wrote  my  novella  for  me,  once 
again  a  fraud  and  a  cheat  but  nevertheless  a 

shameless  survivor,  for  at  story's  end  he  is,  as  al- 
ways, triumphant.  Apparently  I  had  been  power- 

less to  dismiss  the  name  Gomez,  for  deep  in  my 
consciousness  rested  that  fruitful  union  of  a  name 

and  a  profession.  The  abstract  concept  of  Gomez 
had  crystallized  into  the  essence  of  bullfighting, 
regardless  of  the  locale  of  the  story  or  the  type  of 
man  using  the  name. 

Then  the  timing  and  coincidence  became  al- 
most incredible  in  this  exploration  into  the  mys- 

teries of  memory.  My  secretary's  note  on  the 
manuscript  shows  that  on  20  June  1991  I  com- 

pleted work  on  the  novella,  but  on  the  next  day, 
21  June  1991,  my  cousin  Virginia  found  the  lost 
manuscript  of  Mexico.  On  26  June  the  manuscript 
and  three  booklets  of  notes  reached  me,  and  I  dis- 

covered that  thirty  years  earlier  I  had  given  one 
of  my  matador  heroes  the  name  Juan  Gomez.  Un- 

likely as  it  seems,  I  had  completely  forgotten  that 

I  had  done  so.  When  I  asked  my  editors:  'In 
which  book  shall  I  keep  him?'  they  advised 
firmly:  In  Mexico  he's  such  a  perfect  foil  to  the 
other  matador  that  he's  got  to  remain  there,'  and 
it  was  agreed. 
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The  problem  then  became:  'What  do  we  call 
him  in  the  Seville  novella?'  and  after  half  a  dozen 
experiments  with  Hispanic  names  that  had  no  res- 

onance whatever  for  me,  we  decided  upon  Lazaro 
Lopez,  which  has  the  two  accent  marks  to  remind 
the  reader  that  it  is  Spanish  and  not  English,  and 

it  worked  passably  well  in  the  story.  But  I  real- 
ized what  I  had  lost  when  it  came  time  to  type 

out  my  central  paragraph  and  it  read  almost 

lamely  'And  there  was  Lopez.' 
My  acquaintance  with  John  Fulton  is  another 

example  of  the  power  of  memory,  this  time  in 

connection  with  a  living  human  being,  not  a  crea- 
ture of  imagination.  Fulton  (in  Spanish  Ful-tone), 

as  I  came  to  know  him  in  the  next  thirty  years  af- 
ter I  had  recognized  him  from  his  photograph, 

had  courage,  determination  and  arrogance  to 
spare.  Despite  a  wilderness  of  disappointments 
and  to  the  surprise  of  all,  he  finally  managed  to 

become  a  full-fledged  matador  in  both  Mexico 
and  Spain.  Never  a  commanding  figure  in  the  tau- 

rine world,  he  nevertheless  became  an  honorable 

fighter  willing  to  face  the  deadly  Miura  bulls 
other  toreros  elected  to  avoid,  because  Miura 

bulls  had  a  long  history  of  killing  matadors. 
But  Fulton  had  another  arrow  in  his  quiver: 

he  was  a  fine  draftsman  who  could  turn  out  tau- 
rine posters,  bullfight  sketches,  and  oil  paintings 

of  high  quality.  He  also  illustrated  books,  devised 
the  ornamental  capes  which  matadors  carried  into 

the  ring  at  the  start  of  each  afternoon's  perform- 
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ance,  and  helped  design  almost  anything  related 
to  the  ring.  After  years  of  exploring  a  dozen  dif- 

ferent aspects  of  drawing  and  painting,  he  had 
made  himself  into  an  accomplished  artist  who 
earned  a  precarious  living  by  operating  a  small  art 
gallery  near  the  Seville  cathedral  where  we  had 
first  met.  I  followed  his  various  careers  with  quiet 
attention  and  marveled  at  his  stubborn  insistence 

upon  being  a  matador  and  an  artist,  two  of  the 
more  difficult  professions. 

When  I  finished  adapting  my  short  story 
about  the  Spanish  bullfight  scene  into  a  novella,  I 
realized  it  was  too  long  for  the  nature  anthology 
and  too  far  removed  from  its  mood.  I  now  visual- 

ized an  entirely  different  life  for  it:  Til  see  if  I 
can  find  a  publisher  who  will  do  it  as  a  short  no- 

vella, and  to  make  it  more  compelling,  I'll  ask 
John  Fulton  to  do  twenty  full-page  drawings  and 
twenty  vignettes  to  adorn  the  story,  and  make  it  a 

real  bullfighting  book.'  That  night  I  airmailed  to 
Seville  the  following  proposal: 

Dear  Matador: 

I  have  completed  the  manuscript  of  an 

anthology  of  the  nature  episodes  I've  in- 
cluded in  my  books  through  the  years,  but  to 

the  stories  already  in  print  I've  added  two 
new  ones:  the  comic  duel  between  the  re- 

tired Army  colonel  and  a  gray  squirrel  who 
ravages  the  bird  feeder  his  nature-loving 
wife  keeps  supplied  with  sunflower  seeds; 
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and  a  long  novella  of  about  42,000  words 
depicting  a  comparable  duel  between  the 
Virgin  Mary  and  a  gypsy  fortune  teller  in 
Triana,  the  Virgin  backing  Don  Cayetano 

Mota,  a  broken-down,  seventy-year-old  ga- 
nadero  who  prays  for  at  least  one  good  after- 

noon with  his  bulls  in  Malaga,  Puerto  de 
Santa  Maria  or  Seville;  the  gypsy  backing 

her  brother,  Lazaro  Lopez,  a  Cacancho-type 
six  foot  beanpole  and  a  real  Curro  Romero. 

As  I  thought  about  you,  it  occurred  to 

me  that  this  bullfight  episode  might  be  de- 
tached from  the  anthology  and  printed  sepa- 

rately as  a  small,  handsome  book,  if,  and 
only  if,  my  friend  the  matador  would  wish 

to  provide  twenty  full-page  vertical  black- 
and-white  illustrations  of  top-flight  art  and 
dramatic  content,  plus  another  twenty  vi- 

gnettes of  Seville. 

To  my  delight,  Fulton  responded  quickly  that  he 
would  enjoy  doing  the  forty  drawings,  would  start 

immediately  when  he  received  a  copy  of  the  man- 
uscript, and  would  pray  that  I  would  be  able  to 

find  a  publisher.  Much  sooner  than  I  had  ex- 
pected, the  first  batch  of  preliminary  drawings  ar- 

rived, lively  affairs  that  bespoke  Seville  during 

spring  Holy  Week  and  the  ensuing  fiesta  with  car- 
riages in  the  park  and  bullfights  each  afternoon 

for  eight  days.  We  were  on  our  way. 

But  then  the  original  Mexico  manuscript  ar- 
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rived  on  my  desk  and  I  found  myself  entangled 

with  not  one  bullfight  story  but  two.  It  was  obvi- 
ous that  between  them  there  were  conflicts  about 

priorities,  but  it  required  only  brief  study  to  see 
that  the  Mexico  novel  must  be  given  precedence 

in  my  writing  schedule,  in  Random's  editorial  at- 
tention, and  in  positioning  on  the  fall  publishing 

schedule.  Once  decided,  none  of  us  deviated  from 

the  decision;  all  concentrated  on  the  exacting 
tasks  of  enabling  it  to  happen. 

But  in  concentrating  on  the  Mexican  novel  I 

was  not  allowed  to  ignore  the  Seville  novella  be- 
cause Matador  Fulton's  illustrations  continued  to 

arrive,  and  they  brought  back  wonderful  memo- 
ries of  1961  when  I  was  visiting  the  bull  ranches 

with  Fulton  and  acquiring  my  insights  into  his 
unique  world.  I  was  especially  pleased  when  he 
finished  reading  my  story  and  sent  me  six  pages 
of  little  queries  about  details,  including  several  of 

magnitude:  'Dear  Jim:  When  the  picadors  enter 
the  arena  in  the  opening  parade,  you  have  them 

brandishing  their  long  oaken  staves.  This  is  an  er- 
ror everyone  makes.  They  enter  only  on  horse- 

back, no  lances  or  pics  visible.' 
Nothing  in  writing  is  ever  simple,  for  when 

I  thought  I  had  all  details  of  the  two  bullfight  sto- 
ries neatly  sorted  out,  Random  House  called  with 

distressing  news:  'Big  problem,  Jim.  You  can't 
use  your  title  for  the  Seville  novella.  You've  got 
to  think  of  something  else.' 

Way  back  in  1937  I  had  decided  that  if  I 
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ever  wrote  the  story  it  would  be  called  The  Man 
Who  Was  A  Bull,  focusing  on  the  owner  of  the 
bull  ranch  who  was  befriended  by  the  Virgin.  But 
as  I  completed  the  tale  in  1991  I  began  calling  it 
The  Virgin  and  the  Gypsy,  ideal  for  a  story  which 

emphasized  the  duel  between  the  Virgin  be- 
friending her  devoted  rancher  and  the  gypsy  for- 

tune teller  defending  her  sleazy  brother,  who 
needed  all  the  help  he  could  get.  I  judged  this  to 
be  an  admirable  title,  fitting  precisely  the  story  I 
was  telling. 

My  editors  agreed  with  me:  'You're  right. 
It's  a  marvelous  title — so  good  that  D.H.  Law- 

rence used  it  sixty  years  ago,  but  he  spelled  it 

Gipsy. ' 
'You  can't  copyright  a  title,  can  you?' 
'No,  but  Random  happens  to  be  the  Ameri- 
can publisher  of  the  Lawrence  book  and  we'd 

look  silly  offering  two  books  with  the  same  title. 

How  could  the  sales  and  shipping  people  differ- 

entiate between  them?  You've  got  to  think  up  an- 
other title.' 
How  irritating!  I  had  been  reflecting  on  the 

persistence  of  memory  in  regard  to  the  contents 
of  my  unpublished  novel  but  had  not  remembered 
that  D.H.  Lawrence  had  written  a  fine  short  novel 

with  the  title  I  had  adopted.  At  the  time  I  appro- 
priated it  I  remember  writing  a  postscript  to  my 

secretary:  'The  Virgin  and  the  Gypsy  sounds  as  if 
it  would  be  a  fine  title.'  My  judgment  was  good, 
my  memory  faulty,  but  not  my  capability  to  jug- 
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gle  with  the  elements  of  disaster.  Like  my  new 
hero  Lazaro  Lopez,  born  Gomez,  I  had  to  come 

up  with  something,  and  after  repeated  experi- 
ments with  titles  that  had  no  resonance  whatever, 

I  came  upon  Miracle  in  Seville,  which  summa- 
rized the  novella  precisely. 

If  the  intellectual  life  of  a  writer  is  held  together 
by  gossamer  filaments  which  are  in  daily  risk  of 
being  fragmented,  this  insecurity  is  offset  by  the 
tenacity  of  memory  when  a  good  idea  implodes  in 
the  mind.  Concepts,  patterns  of  development, 
twists  of  plot,  emphases,  and  even  isolated 
phrases  of  quality  take  refuge  in  back  corners  of 

the  mind,  waiting  and  ready,  sometimes  impera- 
tively, to  spring  back  to  life.  A  good  story,  once 

devised  mentally,  can  survive  in  usable  form  for 
generations.  Nearly  fifty  years  ago  I  laid  out  a 
short  story  about  a  Nazi  medical  doctor  working 

in  an  orphanage  on  the  French-Belgian  border  in 

the  1944-45  period  of  World  War  II.  I've  never 
written  it  down,  but  it  reverberates  in  my  memory 

as  one  of  the  best  ideas  I've  had,  and  apparently 
it  will  remain  there,  ready  to  be  called  upon  if  the 
time  ever  ripens. 

Because  the  aspiring  writer  must  depend 
upon  experiences  and  imaginings  that  persist  for 
decades,  it  is  important  for  young  people  who 

hope  to  become  writers  to  accumulate  a  substan- 
tial body  of  knowledge  in  their  early  years,  start- 
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ing  no  later  than  eleven — images,  understandings 
and  insights  into  the  characters  of  people  around 
them  from  which  they  can  later  draw.  It  is  such 
data  that  will  enrich  their  creative  lives.  Memory 
is  persistent;  ideas  do  germinate  if  they  exist  in  a 

rich  culture,  and  vast  concepts  can  suddenly  ac- 
quire an  inner  illumination  which  makes  them  us- 

able in  forms  not  even  vaguely  foreseen  while 
one  is  acquiring  and  codifying  them.  Bright 

young  people  who  work  at  attaining  insights  be- 
come writers;  dullards  who  never  speculate  on 

anything  fail. 
There  remains  the  perplexing  phenomenon 

of  'writer's  block,'  so  beloved  of  biographers  and 
movie  makers  who  delight  in  portraying  the  ago- 

nized writer  who  can  accomplish  nothing  when 

facing  the  typewriter.  I  am  asked  about  this  con- 
stantly and  always  explain:  The  professional 

writer  never  has  a  writer's  block.  Of  course  he 
has  dark  periods,  but  he  refuses  to  submit  to 
them.  He  moves  ahead  to  some  easier  part  of  his 

manuscript.'  Then  I  add:  'I've  done  that  many 
times,  but  I  warn  you.  While  jumping  ahead  does 
break  you  out  of  the  impasse,  when  in  the  orderly 
development  of  your  manuscript  you  reach  that 

spot  to  which  you've  jumped,  you'll  find  you 
can't  use  much  of  what  you've  written.  The  mood 
of  your  writing  will  have  changed.  Your  charac- 

ters will  have  been  behaving  differently.  And 
what  you  assumed  was  an  easier  bit  of  writing 
proves  to  be  just  as  difficult  as  the  part  you 
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bypassed.  You  saved  no  time  by  jumping  ahead, 
but  you  did  break  free  from  being  marooned  at 

dead  center.' 
I  believe  what  I  tell  my  listeners,  yet  here 

I'm  confessing  that  in  Mexico  I  suffered  a  block 
for  thirty  years,  1961-91;  in  the  case  of  the  Len- 

ingrad novel  I  managed  a  good  start  in  the  1950s 
but  got  knocked  down  by  a  heart  attack;  and  the 
novel  on  contemporary  social  relationships  never 
really  got  a  fair  start  and  died  forever.  On  my 

great  idea  about  the  Nazi  doctor  I've  made  sev- 
eral desultory  starts  but  accomplished  nothing,  so 

I've  been  blocked  since  1945  to  now  in  the  mid 

1990s  ...  if  I  ever  do  begin  to  write  it.  Writer's 
block?  I've  suffered  colossal  ones,  but  I  no  longer 
surrender  to  the  minor  ones  lasting  a  few  days  or 
weeks  which  seem  to  terrify  many  writers.  Those 

I  exorcize  by  turning  to  other  work,  and  I  recom- 
mend this  tactic  to  others. 
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When  I  ceased  work  on  my  Mexican  novel  in 
1961,  I  added  a  paragraph  at  the  end  of  Chapter 
10  which  would  give  the  reader  a  clue  as  to  how 

the  story  was  going  to  progress  in  the  final  chap- 
ters still  to  be  written.  Norman  Clay,  the  narrator 

of  the  novel,  is  awakened  by  the  arrival  of  a  tour- 
ing car  at  the  House  of  Tile  with  three  noisy 

Texas  girls  whose  presence  would  give  the  novel 

a  bright  new  twist.  I  stress  this  paragraph  now  be- 
cause it  proves  that  the  Texas  girls  had  been 

planned  as  major  protagonists  in  the  novel  since 
its  inception,  even  though  they  inexplicably  do 
not  appear  in  my  original  outline. 

Now,  as  the  Festival  of  Ixmiq  exploded  into 
full  vitality  in  the  plaza  below,  I  left  my 
Spanish  ancestors  and  turned  to  sleep,  for  I 

had  been  twenty-four  hours  without  any  and 
was  exhausted,  but  before  I  could  close  my 
eyes  a  car  squealed  into  the  plaza  and  a  trio 

of  girls'  voices  began  calling  in  English, 
"Norman  Clay,  get  up,  you  bum!"  I  crawled 
over  the  sleeping  body  of  Ricardo  Martin 
and  looked  out  the  window. 

The  Americans  had  arrived. 

When  I  resumed  work  in  1991,  I  was  content  to 
know  that  I  would  be  working  with  the  three 
lively  women  from  Texas,  a  robust  state  in  whose 
history  I  had  done  some  work.  Since  these  were 

women  I  had  seen  in  my  classes  and  whom  I  ad- 
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mired,  I  tried  to  write  of  them  with  understanding 
and  affection.  I  introduced  them  in  this  way,  and 
in  this  chapter  I  shall  print  passages  from  my 
original  portrayal  of  these  charming  girls  to  help 
the  reader  follow  what  I  was  trying  to  do: 

I  was  mistaken  when  I  said  that  I  had  been 

accosted  by  "a  trio  of  girls'  voices,"  for 
when  the  three  newcomers  piled  out  to  pick 
up  their  reservations  at  the  House  of  Tile  I 
saw  that  they  were  not  girls.  One  was  in  her 

mid-twenties,  another  probably  in  her  late 
teens,  and  the  third  a  young  woman  I  had 
known  briefly  and  chaotically  in  Colorado. 
They  were  a  ravishing  trio,  worthy  of  having 
some  Trojan  Paris  choose  among  them  as 

"the  fairest  of  all,"  and  I  was  both  delighted 
and  terrified  to  see  them  on  the  loose  here 
in  Toledo.  I  was  not  sure  that  the  Festival 

of  Ixmiq-61  was  big  enough  to  absorb 
these  three. 

To  begin  with,  apart  from  their  excep- 
tional winsomeness,  they  were  in  appear- 
ance, accent  and  brashness,  typical  young 

Texans,  all  affiliated  with  Texas  United  Uni- 
versity in  Dallas.  When  introductions  were 

made  I  learned  that  the  older  woman — 

although  "older"  is  a  misnomer  for  someone 
so  young — was  Professor  Liz  Longford,  in 
the  Department  of  Sociology.  It  was  she  who 
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had  proposed  the  expedition  south*  as  part 
of  a  research  project,  and  two  of  her  stu- 

dents had  jumped  at  the  chance  to  spend 
their  spring  break  with  her  in  Mexico  rather 

than  at  the  more  banal  whing-ding  at  Flori- 
da's Fort  Lauderdale. 
The  first  of  her  students  was  red-headed 

Betsy  King,  nineteen  years  old  I  learned 
later,  and  a  scholarship  student  from  the  west 
Texas  town  of  Lubbock.  Short  on  spending 
money,  she  was  long  on  brains,  wit  and 
charm.  I  liked  her  from  the  moment  we  sat 

together  over  an  early  breakfast,  and  found 
constant  amusement  in  her  brash  Texas  ac- 

cent and  her  capacity  for  making  jokes  at  her 

own  expense.  She  was  the  kind  of  bright- 
eyed  lass  who  sparked  a  festival,  and  I  was 
sure  she  was  going  to  enjoy  this  excursion. 

I  would  have  no  great  trouble  with  these  two 

lively  characters,  although  some  readers  did  ques- 
tion whether  a  professor  would  behave  with  the 

relative  abandon  that  Dr.  Liz  Longford  did,  but 
the  complaints  were  not  disqualifying.  However, 
with  the  third  young  woman,  most  important  to 
the  novel,  I  ran  into  real  and  repeated  trouble,  for 

*Here  I  state  that  Professor  Longford  initiated  the  trip  to 
Mexico,  but  on  pages  220  and  253  I  imply  that  it  was  the 
students  who  did.  Editors  are  supposed  to  catch  this  kind  of 
contradiction,  and  in  this  case  they  did. 
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she  had  become,  in  my  writing,  something  of  a 
sexpot,  beautiful  and  freewheeling  and  likable.  I 
represented  her  thus: 

The  third  young  woman,  leader  of  the  trio, 

owner  of  the  expensive  convertible  and  prin- 
cipal driver,  was  one  I  knew  well  and  cer- 

tainly did  not  want  to  see  coming  at  me 
while  I  was  on  a  working  assignment.  Judy 

Hooker,  aged  twenty-one,  was  the  daughter 
of  a  Dallas  oil  tycoon,  and  rich  because  of 
ownerships  he  had  vested  in  her,  and  blessed 

with  a  honey-haired  beauty  that  seemed  un- 
fair when  she  had  so  many  other  advantages. 

She  was  of  medium  height  but  weighed  only 
slightly  over  a  hundred  pounds,  each  part  of 
her  body  harmoniously  related  to  the  other, 
so  that  she  could  have  been  a  dancer,  a 

mime,  or  an  actress.  Instead  she  was  a  pro- 
vocative little  hell-raiser  and  an  adorable 

companion.  She  had  a  gamine  smile  that 
started  as  a  speculative  side  glance,  grew 

into  an  inquisitive  look  and  sometimes  ex- 
ploded unexpectedly  in  raucous  Texas  laugh- 

ter. To  this  she  added  a  languid  manner  and 
a  heavy  Texas  drawl.  My  earlier  encounter 
with  her  had  left  smouldering  emotional 
ashes  and  I  did  not  want  to  see  them  exacer- 

bated back  into  flame.  To  put  it  simply,  Judy 
Hooker  was  one  too  many  for  me,  and  we 
both  knew  it. 
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I  had  met  her  in  1959  when  I  was  on  a 

three-month  assignment  in  Dallas  doing  a 
photographic  essay  on  the  flamboyant  Texas 
oil  millionaires,  and  although  I  came  to 
know  some  half  dozen  of  them  more  or  less 

intimately,  working  and  flying  and  talking 

with  them,  I  concentrated  mostly  on  Hard- 
tack Hooker,  the  colorful  member  of  the 

bunch.  Born  to  an  impoverished  sharecrop- 
per family  in  Arkansas,  he  had  run  away 

from  home  at  fifteen,  worked  at  a  quick  suc- 
cession of  jobs,  and  landed  a  berth  on  an  oil 

tanker  plying  out  of  the  port  of  Galveston. 
This  unlikely  experience  accounted  for  his 
name,  for  in  later  years  on  the  oilfields  when 
food  was  minimal  he  assured  his  young 

companions:  "It's  a  damned  sight  tastier 
than  hardtack  on  some  Gulf  of  Mexico 

tanker." When  an  older  Texas  owner  of  one  of 

the  oil  wells  that  used  his  tanker  took  pas- 
sage on  the  ship  to  see  how  his  crude  was 

being  handled,  the  old-timer  found  in  young 
Hooker  the  kind  of  rough-and-ready  hand  he 
had  been  at  that  age,  and  such  a  warm  rela- 

tionship developed  that  the  oil  man  offered 
Hooker  a  job  at  one  of  his  holdings  in  east 
Texas,  where  he  won  repeated  promotions 

and  the  Texan's  youngest  daughter  as  his 
wife.  But  Hardtack  did  not  rely  only  on  his 

father-in-law's  millions;  as  a  shrewd  manip- 
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ulator  he  acquired  oil  leases  adjacent  to  any 

that  his  wife's  father  operated,  and  then 
struck  out  on  his  own  and  picked  up  some 

very  profitable  leases  in  Louisiana  and  Okla- 
homa. Before  he  was  thirty-five  he  was  a 

hard  working,  profane,  risk-taking  prototypi- 
cal Texas  oil  millionaire  and  enjoying  the 

experience. 
He  was  a  delight  to  photograph,  for 

even  though  temperatures  in  Dallas  often 
reached  one  hundred  degrees  in  summer,  he 
dressed  in  the  role  he  was  required  to  play: 
boots  made  of  some  exotic  leather  at  eight 
thousand  dollars  a  pair,  U.S.  Army  whipcord 

cowboy  trousers  in  that  soft  color  called  mil- 
itary pinks,  a  shirt  of  some  alpaca-like  fabric 

from  South  America  at  eight  hundred  dol- 
lars, a  bolo  tie  featuring  a  Navajo  emerald 

set  on  a  silver  base,  its  two  ends  tailing  off 

into  ten-dollar  gold  pieces,  a  Mexican  style 
jacket  close  about  the  hips  and  never  but- 

toned in  front,  sometimes  a  bandana,  and  a 

huge  felt  sombrero  of  unblemished  fawn 
which  he  had  steam-cleaned  and  reblocked 
at  least  once  a  month.  But  he  did  not  allow 

his  clothes  to  define  him,  for  he  was  not 

only  an  oil  man,  he  was  also  a  typical  ranch 

owner,  narrow  hips,  wide  shoulders,  a  griz- 
zled sunburned  face  with  deep  lines  cutting 

both  cheeks,  hard-set  blue  eyes  and  raven 
hair  which  he  wore  brushed  forward  over  his 
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forehead.  In  his  big  high-heeled  boots  he 
walked  as  if  they  were  quite  uncomfortable, 

and  this  gave  him  a  side-to-side  sway,  but  he 
had  the  capacity  to  embrace  anyone  with 

whom  he  was  talking  with  his  eyes,  had  al- 
ways completed  his  deals  in  that  forthright 

manner,  and  men  said  of  him:  "His  word  is 
as  good  as  his  bond — if  you  already  have  his 

bond." 
Those  who  knew  him  best  said:  "He 

drives  a  hard  bargain,  but  when  it's  reached 
he  never  gloats  if  it  blows  in  rich  or  cryba- 

bies if  it  proves  dry." 
He  had  three  children,  two  very  able 

sons  thanks  to  the  demanding  way  their 
mother  raised  them,  and  this  daughter  Judy, 
now  on  the  loose  in  Toledo. 

I  said  earlier  that  I  was  not  comfortable 

having  her  on  the  scene  when  I  was  work- 
ing, for  during  the  third  month  of  my  stay  in 

Dallas  I  became  aware  that  this  nineteen- 

year-old  untamed  beauty  was  taking  more 
than  a  passing  interest  in  how  I  worked, 
what  my  relationships  were  with  my  bosses 

in  New  York,  and  how  I  managed  two  radi- 

cally different  professions.  "Which  is  hard- 
est," she  asked,  "catching  the  right  picture 

or  writing  about  it?" 
"When  I'm  crawling  around  impossible 

places  to  get  a  good  shot,  I  think:  'Writing  is 
a  lot  easier  than  this,'  but  when  I'm  at  my 
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desk  and  no  words  come,  or  when  those  that 

do  come  aren't  in  the  proper  order,  I  think: 
'Photography  is  so  much  easier,  because 
there  you  have  control  over  what  you're 

doing.'  " "What  you're  saying  is  that  neither  is 

easy." "You  catch  on." 

"Could  you  teach  me  to  take  pictures?" 
"The  basics  are  easy.  Sure,  if  you 

worked  at  it  and  didn't  horse  around." 
"You  think  all  I  do  is  horse  around?" 

"It  could  be  your  principal  weakness." 
"You  sure  don't  know  me.  When  I  want 

to  zero  in,  Baby-O,  can  I  concentrate." 
A  series  of  conversations  like  this  con- 

vinced me  that  she  did  honestly  want  to 
learn  more  about  my  two  jobs,  and  one  day 

I  told  her:  "If  you  ever  do  want  to  write,  you 
really  must  know  how  to  type,"  and  that  day 
she  enrolled  in  a  concentrated  summer 

course  that  advertised  a  bold  new  way  of 

teaching,  and  in  two  weeks  she  had  an  ex- 
pensive top-of-the-line  Royal  and  a  begin- 

ning mastery  of  the  qwerty  keyboard.  But 
she  also  had  an  equally  expensive  Nikon 
camera  with  four  different  lenses  and  she 

was  taking  satisfactory  pictures. 
I  believe  it  was  her  progress  in  these 

fields  that  prompted  her  to  suggest,  one  day: 

"We  have  this  cabin  in  Estes  Park,  close  to 
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the  Rocky  Mountain  National  Park  in  Colo- 

rado. Why  don't  we  fly  up  there  and  have  an 
advanced  seminar  on  really  using  a  camera? 

The  scenery's  wonderful.  Four  or  five  days 
would  do  it." 

"Can  your  father  break  away  for  that 

long?" 
"He  wouldn't  want  to  come.  He  bought 

the  place  but  rarely  uses  it." 
"Will  your  mother  join  us?" 

"She  hates  the  Park.  Says  it's  fine  for 
the  men,  they're  out  all  day,  but  it's  hell  on 
the  women.  They  have  to  do  the  work." 

"Well,  who.  .  .  ." 

"Clay!  We  don't  need  anyone.  We're 
going  to  take  some  wonderful  shots  of  those 
wonderful  mountains.  Wait  till  you  see 

them." 
"You  mean.  .  .  ." 

"Clay,  don't  ask  a  lot  of  questions." 
And  on  those  nebulous  terms  we  prepared  to 
fly  into  the  heart  of  the  Rockies,  but  when  it 
became  obvious  that  we  really  were  going, 
and  alone,  Hardtack  took  me  aside  and  said: 

"Clay,  you  strike  me  as  a  decent  sort.  We're 
about  the  same  age  and  it's  ridiculous  for 
you  to  go  flying  off  with  my  daughter.  I  sure 

as  hell  can't  tell  her  what  to  do,  but  I  can 
tell  you  this.  If  you  do  anything  to  dishonor 

her  or  get  her  picture  on  the  front  page.  I'll 
195 



MY  LOST  MEXICO 

track  you  down  and  kill  you."  He  did  not 
have  to  repeat. 

When  it  came  time  for  Judy  to  bid  her 

mother  goodbye,  Mrs.  Hooker  said:  "See 
that  the  doors  are  locked  when  you  leave," 
and  I  got  the  impression  that  when  Judy  had 
been  about  thirteen  and  beginning  to  take  an 
interest  in  boys,  her  mother  had  week  by 
week  surrendered  any  attempt  to  govern  her 
headstrong  daughter,  and  now  she  preferred 
not  to  know  what  her  child  was  up  to. 

The  flight  from  Dallas  to  Denver  was  a 
summary  of  western  America:  the  vast  flat 
plains  of  west  Texas  and  New  Mexico,  the 
gradual  appearance  of  low  hills  along  the 
New  Mexico  border,  and  then  the  wild  ex- 

plosion of  the  Rocky  Mountains  as  viewed 

from  above.  "More  than  forty  peaks  over 
fourteen  thousand  feet,"  Judy  said  with  an 
excitement  that  could  not  have  been  ex- 

ceeded had  she  owned  them. 
At  Denver  we  rented  a  Pontiac  and  as 

we  left  the  agency  she  said:  'Two  roads 
north.  A  six-lane  highway,  you  can  do 

eighty  if  the  cops  don't  nab  you.  Or  a  twisty, 
windy  road  in  the  mountains,  great  views 

and  the  real  Rockies." 
"You're  the  guide.  I'm  the  driver." 
"No,"  she  said.  "You're  the  driver  only 

if  we  take  the  highway.  If  we  drive  into  the 
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mountains,  I'm  the  driver.  I  love  those 

curves  and  sudden  drops." 
"You'd  prefer  the  mountains,  wouldn't 

you?  Let's  hit  them." 
"I'd  have  despised  you  if  you  took  the 

highway,"  and  within  a  few  minutes  we 
were  in  the  high  country,  so  close  is  Denver 

to  its  mountains.  She  had  accurately  de- 
scribed the  roads  she  was  following,  for  we 

had  constant  vistas,  a  wonderful  sense  of 

having  the  great  mountains  looking  down  at 

us  as  we  wove  our  way,  and  as  she  had  pre- 
dicted, some  rather  sudden  drops  off  to  the 

east,  the  side  on  which  I  was  sitting.  She 
was  a  confident  driver  and  a  good  one,  but  I 
was  especially  pleased  when  she  stopped 
now  and  then  at  some  majestic  panorama  to 
get  out  of  the  car  and  photograph  some 

scene  I  had  recognized  as  ideal  for  repre- 
senting the  mix  of  mountain,  forest  and 

plain.  She  had  a  sharp  eye. 
I  had  heard  good  reports  of  Estes  Park 

and  its  famous  Stanley  Hotel  of  old  days, 

but  I  had  discounted  the  tales  of  its  Alpine- 
Village  charm,  with  high  mountains  enclos- 

ing it  and  the  engineering  marvel  of  the 
highway  that  climbed  over  twelve  thousand 

feet  before  descending  to  western-slope  ski 
resorts  like  Breckenridge  and  Steamboat 
Springs.  It  was  a  mountain  fairyland,  and 
Hardtack  Hooker  had  one  of  the  luxurious 
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cabins  a  few  miles  out  of  town  at  the  eight 
thousand-foot  mark  overlooking  a  valley 
filled  with  deer,  elk,  beaver  and  a  host  of 

birds.  Outside  each  window  hung  a  vial  con- 
taining a  mixture  of  sugar  and  water  at 

which  groups  of  hummingbirds  feasted,  their 
tiny  wings  an  invisible  whirl,  their  long 
beaks  dipping  into  the  narrow  openings  of 
the  containers. 

So  there  we  were  in  the  heart  of  the 

Rockies  to  spend  five  days  talking  about 

writing  and  photographing  and  with  me  hav- 
ing no  idea  what  to  expect.  I  was  shown  a 

bathroom,  but  no  bedroom,  and  when  I  laid 
out  my  shaving  gear  I  found  ahead  of  me  an 
expensive  shaving  brush  with  an  engraved 
monogram,  H.C.  Not  knowing  what  to  do 
with  it,  I  placed  it  off  to  one  side,  but  when 
I  returned  later  I  saw  it  was  missing. 

Although  I  might  have  wanted  to  know 
who  H.C.  was,  I  had  no  chance  to  ask,  be- 

cause when  I  went  back  to  the  main  room,  I 
found  that  Judy  had  left  a  scrawled  note: 

"Gone  marketing,"  and  I  was  left  alone  to 
ponder  how  this  trip  was  going  to  work  out, 
but  I  was  spared  further  speculation  when  an 
Indian  woman  came  to  check  the  place  and 
replenish  the  refrigerator.  She  told  me  she 

was  Susan  and  an  Arapahoe:  "They  wanted 
us  to  live  on  a  reservation  in  Wyoming,  but 

father  said  To  hell  with  that,'  and  we're 
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doing  well  in  a  cottage  in  town.  But  it's 
damn  cold  in  winter,  snow  this  deep." 

I  watched  the  familiar  way  in  which 
she  set  things  right  in  the  cabin,  and  when 

she  came  to  the  beds  she  said:  "I  make  them 

both,  but.  .  .  ."  and  her  voice  trailed  off  as  if 
she  had  faced  that  problem  frequently. 

"Do  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hooker  come  here 

often?" 
"Not  them.  Not  the  boys,  neither,  they 

work  too  hard.  This  mostly  for  Judy,  and  her 

friends."  She  stopped  her  work  and  asked: 
"What  do  you  do?  Your  name?" 

"Norman  Clay.  I  work  in  New  York. 
That  is,  New  York  gives  me  orders  and  I  go 

where  they  send  me." 
"Doing  what?" 
"I  take  photographs  then  write  about 

them,  and  they  both  appear  in  a  magazine. 

Or  maybe  a  book." 
"Would  I  know  the  magazine?"  Enjoy- 

ing her  friendly,  inquisitive  manner,  and  ap- 
preciating this  opportunity  to  learn  more 

about  the  cabin,  I  told  her  the  name  of  the 

magazine,  and  she  cried:  "I  know  that. 
Sometimes  people  who  stay  here  leave  cop- 

ies," and  she  rummaged  about  to  find  two 
back  copies  of  my  journal:  "Anything  by 
you  in  here?"  When  I  checked  I  said:  "No, 
but  that's  what  I  do." 

"Must  be  fun,"  and  I  said:  "I  came  to 
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Texas  to  write  about  Mr.  Hooker,"  and  she 

cried:  "He  one  tough  man.  They  tell  me 
'You  cross  Mr.  Hooker  he  cut  your  bags 
off.'  But  he  real  good  to  me.  That  Ford  out 
there,  he  gave  it  so  I  can  come  up  here  to 

tend  the  cabin." 

"But  he  never  comes  up?" 
"Maybe  once  a  year.  Maybe  a  big  hunt- 

ing party  for  his  friends." 
"Surely  there's  no  hunting  in  the 

Park?" 
"North  of  here,  outside  the  boundary, 

all  you  want." 
When  she  left  I  still  didn't  know  what 

the  sleeping  arrangements  were  going  to  be, 
but  now  had  additional  proof  that  Hardtack 

Hooker,  the  owner  of  the  cabin,  was  a  dan- 
gerous customer.  There  was  a  knock  on  the 

door,  and  it  was  Susan:  "Mr.  Clay,  word  of 
warnin'.  You're  eight  thousand  feet  up.  Ox- 

ygen may  be  rare.  Do  not  run  up  hills.  Takes 
maybe  three  days  to  adjust.  You  older  man, 

take  it  easy.  Good  luck."  When  she  was  fi- 
nally gone  I  began  to  feel  that  the  oxygen 

really  was  limited,  so  I  lay  back  in  a  com- 
fortable chair,  propped  my  feet  up  and  slept. 

It  was  suppertime  when  Judy  reap- 
peared with  an  armful  of  purchases  and  a 

noisy  exuberance:  "Wake  up,  you  sluggard. 
I've  chopped  a  cord  of  wood  for  the  fire- 

place, and  you  should  be  bringing  some  in. 

200 



THE  TEXAS  GIRLS 

It  gets  quite  cold,"  and  as  she  nudged  me 
from  my  chair  she  leaned  down  and  kissed 
me  lightly,  the  first  time  this  had  happened. 

Reaching  out,  I  caught  her  wrist  and 
pulled  her  down  on  my  lap,  where  she  sat 

comfortably,  stretching  her  bare  legs  side- 

ways across  mine.  "What  gives?"  I  asked 
with  a  real  kiss,  and  she  said:  "I've  never 
known  an  artist,  a  writer  that  is.  Sounds  like 

a  marvelous  job.  Social  significance  and 

all  that." 
"How  far  are  you  in  your  education?" 
"Junior*  at  Texas  United." 

"Doing  well?" 
"When  I'm  interested." 

"Well,  you're  too  young  to  be  up  here 
with  me.  I'm  almost  as  old  as  your  father." 

"He  chases  girls  as  young  as  me.  More 

power  to  him." 
"He  can  get  away  with  it.  In  Dallas  he 

writes  his  own  rules,"  and  I  started  to  push 
her  away,  but  she  would  not  leave. 

"Clay,  don't  make  a  big  thing  of  it. 

*I  append  an  editorial  note  regarding  the  probable  age  of  a 
character.  I  wrote  about  her  at  various  times  and  varied  in 

my  intentions.  These  matters  are  rectified  in  reworking  a 

manuscript  The  editor  noted:  'Here  in  1959  Judy  is  19  and 
a  junior.  Two  years  later  in  Toledo  she's  21  but  still  a  stu- 

dent, although  she  should  have  been  graduated  in  1960. 

Better  to  make  her  a  sophomore  here  in  1959,  then  she's  still 
a  senior  in  1961.  See  pp.  190  and  235.' 
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This  is  no  big  deal,"  and  that  night  we  used 
only  one  bed.  When  Susan  appeared  next  af- 

ternoon, for  she  had  learned  not  to  disturb 

Judy  before  midday,  she  smiled  at  me  and 

said:  "That's  nice,"  and  as  she  worked  about 
the  cabin  she  whistled. 

*  *  * 

The  next  four  days  were  ones  of  joy  and 
confusion.  At  fifty  I  had  surrendered  any 
likelihood  that  I  would  have  intimate  rela- 

tions with  any  woman,  my  marriage  having 
gone  on  the  rocks,  and  if  it  did  happen  it 
could  not  possibly  be  with  a  woman  so 

much  younger.  The  idea  that  I  share  the  pas- 
sionate love  of  a  world-class  beauty  was 

preposterous.  Yet  it  was  happening,  and 
abundantly  so.  We  took  photographs,  we 
toured  the  high  passes,  we  drove  north  over 
back  roads  into  Wyoming,  and  we  sat  for 
hours  watching  deer  and  hummingbirds.  We 
went  to  bed  at  midnight,  rose  at  noon,  and 
each  night  this  exquisite  young  woman  was 
more  delightful  than  before. 

She  surprised  me  by  talking  freely  of 
her  desire  to  know  different  types  of  men 

before  she  settled  on  one,  and  said  some  as- 

tonishing things:  "I  know  I'm  going  to  be 
quite  wealthy,  Pop's  taken  care  of  that,  and 
the  boys  I've  gone  with  have  known  it,  too, 
so  I  could  never  be  sure  whether  they  chased 
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me  for  me  or  my  money."  She  laughed  when 
she  said  this,  lying  in  bed.  "I'm  chuckling, 
Clay,  because  I  never  knew  whether  they'd 
be  able  to  abide  me  if  I  suddenly  found  my- 

self without  money." 
We  discussed  various  aspects  of  the 

money-sex  relationship,  then  she  said:  "My 
two  brothers,  God  bless  them,  went  to  Texas 
United  before  me,  so  that  when  I  entered 

two  years  ago,  I  had  a  dozen  ready-made  in- 
troductions to  the  neatest  guys  on  Fraternity 

Row.  Athletes,  bookworms,  Christers,  they 

were  all  available,  but  I've  never  known  a 
real  brain  like  you,  or  an  artist,  either.  So  for 

me  you're  a  two-fer,  and  I'm  enjoying  every 
minute  of  this  because  it's  about  time,"  and 
after  statements  like  that  we  were  off  to 

lovemaking  again. 
I  was  painfully  aware  that  she  deserved 

someone  far  younger  than  I,  but  when  I 
asked  what  kind  of  man  she  was  going  to 
marry  when  her  exploring  days  were  over, 

she  squealed:  "Marry?  That's  way  down  the 
line.  I'd  like  to  date  an  astronaut,  maybe. 
Someone  who  might  fly  off  into  space.  Or 

an  African  explorer,  the  Nile  and  the  tem- 

ples. Or,"  and  I  remember  where  and  when 
she  said  this:  "maybe  a  Spanish  bullfighter. 
The  moment  of  truth,  you  know." 

It  was  a  tumultuous  experience,  but 
also  infinitely  tender,  for  I  was  as  thoughtful 
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of  her  needs  as  I  could  be,  and  she  was  al- 
ways aware  that  this  was  only  an  exploration 

on  her  part  and  that  she  was  using  me  in  a 
cynical  sort  of  way.  But  I  was  so  overjoyed 
to  be  allowed  to  be  with  her  that  such  con- 

siderations were  inconsequential.  We  were 
having  great  fun  for  five  days  in  the  high 
Rockies  and  to  me  at  least  that  was  an  unex- 

pected gift. 
But  as  the  visit  to  Estes  drew  toward  its 

close  I  had  to  worry  about  what  definitions 
Hardtack  Hooker  had  in  mind  when  he 

warned  me:  "If  you  do  anything  to  dishonor 
my  daughter,  I'll  track  you  down  and  kill 
you."  In  the  old  days  that  would  have  in- 

cluded taking  a  nineteen-year-old  girl  into 
the  mountains  for  an  afternoon,  but  to  take 
her  there  for  five  nights  meant  certain  death. 

I  had  also  been  taught  the  time-honored  tra- 
dition, inherited  from  Europe  and  particu- 

larly from  good  families  in  England,  that  for 

a  suitor  to  seduce  a  daughter  in  her  father's 
house  was  an  act  beyond  the  pale.  I  believed 
that,  so  I  was  willing  to  grant  Hardtack  at 
least  three  grounds  for  gunning  me  down. 

On  the  last  night,  when  we  had  our  final  cel- 

ebration in  bed,  I  asked:  "Any  chance  your 
father  will  hear  about  this?"  and  she  cried: 
"Clay!  Susan  has  telephoned  him  every  day 
to  assure  him  that  things  are  all  right,"  and 
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before  I  could  gasp,  she  added:  "She  always 

does." 
Since  I  had  done  nothing  to  get  Judy's 

picture  on  the  front  page,  I  concluded  that 

my  survival  was  likely,  but  when  we  re- 
turned to  Dallas  I  found  it  difficult  to  inter- 
view Hardtack  any  further  about  Texas 

petroleum  customs  and  flew  back  to  New 
York. 

As  soon  as  the  Texas  gals,  the  name  they  called 

themselves,  joined  us  in  Toledo  they  went  ener- 
getically to  work,  trying  to  make  contact  with  any 

matador  or  ordinary  torero  who  came  their  way. 

On  Saturday  morning,  the  second  day  of  the  fes- 
tival, they  prowled  the  Terrace  off  the  hotel  seek- 

ing prey,  in  the  course  of  which  they  talked  with 
Norman  Clay: 

The  most  important  conversation,  for  me  at 
least,  was  the  one  I  could  not  escape,  with 

Judy  Hooker.  Now,  two  years  after  our  esca- 
pade in  the  High  Rockies,  she  was  sitting 

across  from  me  at  one  of  the  Widow  Pala- 

fox's  breakfast  tables,  more  alluring  than 
ever  because  of  her  more  mature  appear- 

ance, deportment  and  intelligence.  By  subtle 
messages  she  had  let  me  know  that  she  had 
no  romantic  interest  in  me  whatever.  Our 

five  golden  days  together  had  happened  not 
two  years  ago  but  two  hundred,  and  she  now 
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had  other  pursuits:  "Do  you  remember,  Clay, 
that  I  told  you  when  you  were  working  with 

my  father  that  one  of  these  days  I'd  like  to 
meet  a  Mexican  matador?" 

"You  said  Spanish." 
"You  can't  drive  a  convertible  to  Spain. 

Besides,  Liz  and  Betsy  wanted  to  come 

along,  and  they'd  like  to  meet  some  bull- 
fighters, too." 

"Why?" 

"Well,"  Judy  said  reflectively,  "we 
came  because  it's  pretty  hard  to  meet  one  if 
you  stay  in  Dallas.  Besides,  Liz  felt  she  had 

to  have  a  look-see  in  Mexico  to  complete 

her  research." 
"Is  this  handsome  young  woman  your 

professor?" 
"She  is." 

"And  you  call  her  by  her  first  name?" 
"What  else?  She  isn't  fifty."  With  these 

words  she  let  me  know  that  this  year  my  age 

signified  a  great  deal,  so  I  said:  "I  prefer  the 
German  pattern.  It's  Herr  Doktor  Professor 
Heimratt,  with  a  slight  bow  of  the  head,  and 

don't  you  forget  it." 
"So  when  I  read  in  the  gossip  column 

that  my  old  friend  Norman  Clay  was  at- 
tending the  Festival  in  his  home  town  of  To- 

ledo, I  told  the  girls.  .  .  ." 
"Now  the  professor  is  a  girl?" 
"Till  the  age  of  thirty.  I  told  them:  Tm 
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sure  my  old  pal  will  fix  us  up  with  some 

matadors,'  and  here  we  are." 
"Matadors  I  do  not  know  intimately, 

but  my  uncle  is  owner  of  one  of  the  biggest 
bull  ranches  in  Mexico,  and  I  can  certainly 

fix  up  a  deal  for  you  to  go  out  there  for  a  fi- 
esta tomorrow.  .  .  ." 
"Tomorrow  is  too  late.  We  saw  the 

fights  yesterday,  and  in  the  stands  I  saw  this 
real  hunk,  and  when  I  asked  who  he  was, 

they  said  'Fermin  Sotelo,  he's  fighting  to- 
morrow.' I'd  love  to  meet  him.  Tried  to  yes- 

terday, but  then  the  other  man  got  killed  and 

things  fell  apart." 
Now  red-haired  Betsy  spoke:  "That 

death  was  pretty  awful.  Does  that  happen 

pretty  often?" 
"First  one  I  ever  saw.  Photographed  it 

every  inch  of  the  way.  It'll  be  a  sensation  in 
New  York." 

"Is  that  all  you  thought  about?"  she 
asked. 

"That's  my  job,  to  think  about  exactly 

such  things,  with  a  camera." 
"He  also  writes,"  Judy  broke  in.  "He 

did  a  fantastic  look-read  job  on  my  father. 
Pops  said:  The  photos  are  a  lot  better  than 

the  words.'  I  thought  the  opposite." 
I  was  about  to  ask  Professor  Longford 

what  she  could  be  researching  in  a  city  like 

Toledo,  for  I  was  attracted  to  her  trim  ap- 
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pearance,  her  neatly  bobbed  hair  and  flash- 
ing eyes — plus  the  fact  that  she  was  much 

older  in  all  ways  than  her  two  girls — when 
Judy  uttered  a  loud  gasp  and  whispered: 

"My  God!  It's  fate.  There  he  is,"  and  when 
I  looked  across  to  one  of  the  two  larger  ta- 

bles reserved  during  the  Festival  for  mata- 
dors and  their  troupes,  I  saw  that  it  was 

indeed  Fermin  Sotelo,  a  lithe,  handsome 

young  man  of  twenty-odd  who  had  recently 
taken  his  doctorate,  as  bullfight  circles 
called  the  act  of  progressing  from  apprentice 

to  full-scale  matador.  He'd  done  well  in 
Mexico  and  so-so  during  his  first  expedition 

to  Spain,  and  the  local  impresario  had  prob- 
ably picked  him  up  for  a  reasonable  fee  to 

fill  the  third  spot  on  today's  card.  His  exag- 
gerated swagger,  the  cocky  angle  of  his  dark 

head,  the  effusive  attention  paid  to  him  by 
his  subalterns,  all  testified  to  a  matador  on 

his  way  up,  and  I  understood  why  Judy 
Hooker  was  so  excited  about  the  possibility 
of  meeting  him. 

"Could  you  possibly  take  me  over?" 
she  begged,  and  I  felt  ashamed  at  having  to 

say:  "I  really  can't.  I  don't  know  him,"  and 
I  feared  she  might  think  I  had  declined  be- 

cause I  was  jealous  about  her  interest  in  him 
and  not  me.  That  was  not  the  case.  I  had  dis- 

missed our  ecstatic  five  days  as  a  fortunate 
accident  which  bore  no  relationship  to  the 
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present.  She  was  as  desirable  as  ever,  but 
she  had  been  promoted  far  above  my  reach. 

But  then  Leon  Ledesma  appeared  in  his 

black  cape  and  I  flagged  him  down:  "Don 
Leon,  pull  up  a  chair,"  and  I  introduced  him 
to  the  Texans,  to  whom  he  reacted  as  if  they 

were  young  royalty:  "I  adore  young  women 
from  the  state  that  was  cruelly  stolen  from 
us  by  the  ancestor  of  this  infamous  Norman 

Clay.  Are  you  all  in  oil?"  When  I  told  him 
that  Liz  Longford  was  a  university  professor 

he  said:  "I  would  have  thought  at  her  youth- 
ful age,  kindergarten,"  and  she  nodded  with 

a  captivating  smile. 

"The  problem,"  I  explained,  "is  that 
these  fine  young  women  are  desperately 
eager  to  meet  a  real  matador  and  right  over 
there  is  Fermin  Sotelo  having  his  breakfast. 
Could  you  possibly  take  this  young  lady, 
who  speaks  acceptable  Spanish,  over  to  his 

table  and  tell  the  matador  that  she's  your 

niece?" 
"I'll  do  better.  I'll  tell  him  she's  my 

adopted  daughter  and  that  if  he  isn't  nice  to 
her  I'll  give  him  a  scathing  review." 

Enjoying  the  charade,  Ledesma  took 
Judy  by  the  hand  and  led  her  to  where 
Fermin  sat  with  his  men.  They  rose, 

Ledesma  spoke,  and  Judy  fulfilled  her  ambi- 
tion. She  was  talking  with  a  certified  mata- 
dor de  toros  whom  she  could  soon  see 
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performing  in  the  ring.  As  I  looked  at  the 
pair,  each  perfect  in  his  or  her  chosen  field, 
I  suffered  real  envy  and  felt  every  day  of 

fifty-two. 
Back  at  our  table,  Ledesma  was  a  de- 

lightful treat  for  the  remaining  two  Texans, 

flirting  with  the  professor  and  treating  red- 
headed Betsy  as  his  eight-year-old  niece: 

"Now  what  would  you  do  with  a  matador  if 

I  did  find  you  one?" 
"She  didn't  need  lessons,"  Betsy  said, 

indicating  Judy  who  was  charming  the  tore- 
ros at  the  big  table. 

'True,  but  she  has  certain  assets  which 

make  conversation  easy,"  and  Betsy  snapped: 
"Are  you  suggesting  I  haven't?"  Ledesma  re- 

plied: "Any  more  insolence  from  you, 
Bobbysoxer,  and  I'll  take  you  over  my  knee." 

He  then  turned  to  Professor  Longford 

and  asked:  "Must  I  find  you  a  matador, 
too?"  and  she  said:  "I  came  to  listen  to  the 

music,  not  to  dance." 
Turning  to  me  he  asked:  "Why  is  it, 

Clay,  that  every  year  at  Ixmiq  we  get  this 
flood  of  beautiful  American  college  girls 
who  come  down  here  to  find  excitement  at 

our  Festival?  Have  they  no  entertainments  at 

home?  No  attractive  young  men?  No  ro- 

mance?" 
Dr.  Longford  answered  for  me:  "You 

211 



MY  LOST  MEXICO 

saved  the  right  word  till  last,  Senor  Ledes- 
ma.  Romance.  You  damned  Mexicans  have 

very  cleverly  constructed  a  myth  about  Mex- 
ico as  the  home  of  adventure,  starlit  nights 

and  guitars."  She  broke  into  song:  "South  of 
the  Border,  down  Mexico  way,"  and  he 
joined,  in  Spanish. 

In  the  congenial  ambience  of  a  Mexican  festival 
there  is  much  casual  conversation  among  people 

who  have  only  just  met,  and  some  of  it,  as  visi- 
tors wait  for  the  next  fight  to  begin,  is  pleasantly 

revealing,  not  only  of  personal  character  but  also 
of  the  general  mood: 

It  was  now  half  after  three,  but  still  the  Ter- 
race was  filled  with  people  who  would  be 

attending  the  afternoon  fight.  They  talked, 
had  a  few  drinks,  compared  notes  about  the 
forthcoming  fights,  and  savored  the  narcotic 
ambience  of  the  public  plaza.  At  our  table 
the  conversation  took  a  most  unexpected 
turn  when  Professor  Longford  casually 
spoke  of  her  two  students  who  had  been  so 
determined  to  find  themselves  some  mata- 

dors, and  Mrs.  Evans  said:  "At  their  ages  I 
was  mad  for  John  Barry  more,  and  it  did  me 

no  harm,"  and  Dr.  Liz  said:  "But  you  prob- 
ably had  a  normal  crush  about  which  you 

did  nothing.  When  Judy  Hooker  develops  a 

crush  she  will  knock  down  buildings." 
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"Did  you  say  Hooker?  Of  Dallas?" 
"Yes.  That's  her  family." 
"American  Petroleum?" 

"Yes.  Her  father's  supposed  to  be  the 
volcano  that  keeps  A-P  exploding." 

Mrs.  Evans  clapped  hands,  laughed  joy- 

ously, and  told  us:  "Hardtack  Hooker,  a 
cross  between  a  barracuda  and  a  gila  mon- 

ster. My  husband  fought  that  conniving  son- 
of-a-bitch  on  every  oil  field  in  three  states, 
but  we  remained  good  friends.  I  knew  Judy 
when  she  was  three  months  old.  Where  is 

she  now?" 

"Upstairs  in  bed,"  Dr.  Longford  said, 
"with  one  of  the  matadors  in  today's  fight." 

"You  mean  .  .  .  sex  right  before  a  big 

fight?" 
"They  say  it  goes  with  the  profession. 

So  many  girls  attracted  to  matadors." 
"Paul  was  incommunicado  for  six 

hours  after,"  Mrs.  Evans  said,  and  Dr.  Long- 
ford continued:  "Theoretically  I'm  their 

chaperone." 
"You  have  two  of  those  tigers  to  look 

after?" 
"They  said  before  we  left  Dallas.  .  .  ." 
"Are  you  their  college  professor?" 
"I  am.  They  announced  that  they  were 

on  the  prowl  for  bullfighters  and  they  prom- 
ised that  if  they  found  an  extra,  I  could  have 

him." 
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"Big-hearted  girls.  But  given  the  altera- 

tions in  society  since  when  I  was  young  I'd 
say  that  today  I'd  probably  be  much  like 
them.  But  with  a  college  professor  in  the  act, 

too!  I'm  sure  I  must  know  members  of  your 

board  of  regents,  big  oil  and  all  that." 
"No  use  reporting  me  to  them,"  Dr. 

Longford  chuckled.  "They're  glad  to  have 
me  as  a  voice  to  the  younger  generation,  the 

ones  they  can't  talk  to." 
When  they  asked  Ricardo  his  opinion  I 

did  not  hear  his  answer,  because  I  was  tor- 

mented by  the  vision  of  Judy  Hooker  up- 
stairs with  her  matador  occupying  the  place 

I  had  shared  two  years  ago,  but  that  problem 
was  alleviated  when  she  came  blithely  onto 

the  Terrace  to  ask:  "So  when  do  we  start  for 

the  arena?" 
"Where's  Betsy?"  Dr.  Longford  asked, 

and  Judy  explained:  "She  and  her  handsome 
centaur  went  out  to  the  plaza  to  see  his 
horses.  Like  all  proper  Texas  girls,  she  loves 

horses." 
"She  wasn't  upstairs?"  Mrs.  Evans 

asked,  rather  improperly  I  thought,  and  ap- 
parently so  did  Judy,  for  she  said  abruptly: 

"How  should  I  know?  She  left  a  note  on  our 

table." 
"Don't  take  it  so  brusquely,  Miss.  I 

used  to  dandle  you  on  my  knee  when  you 
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were  two."  This  reprimand  caused  Judy  to 
reach  for  a  chair  and  ask:  "Who  are  you?" 

"My  husband,  Paul  Evans  of  Tulsa,  and 

your  father. . . ." 
"You're  Elsie  Evans?" 

"That's  a  first  name  I  try  to  forget,  but 
yes,  our  families  were  often  a  team,  more 

often  bitter  enemies  .  .  .  during  some  deal." 
"Did  you  know  that  this  rascal,  Norman 

Clay,  wrote  that  long  article  about  Hard- 

tack?" 
Mrs.  Evans  gaped,  stared  at  me  again 

and  said:  "I  read  it.  Great  photos  of  a  true 
rascal,  but  your  text  missed  the  real  Hooker. 

*  He  was  a  mean  bastard,  excuse  me  Miss." 
"My  words  exactly,"  Judy  said,  "but  he 

does  get  what  he  wants.  And  he  did  build 

his  company." 

I  was  now  faced  with  the  obligation  of  setting  in 
motion  the  two  love  stories  on  which  I  had 

planned  to  concentrate.  Somehow  or  other  Judy 
Hooker  must  meet  up  with  Victoriano  Leal,  the 
master  matador,  and  for  contrast  sparkling  little 
Betsy  King  must  find  the  rather  pathetic  peon, 
Flaco  Flores,  lowliest  member  of  the  Gomez 

troupe: 

This  delay  gave  me  time  to  visit  with  my 
friends  on  the  Terrace  at  the  House  of  Tile, 

where  I  found  the  Texas  girls  serving  as  the 
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focus  of  attention.  At  a  large  table  midway 
between  the  two  reserved  for  the  matadors 

of  tomorrow's  culminating  exhibition,  Vic- 
toriano  Leal  and  his  team  on  the  west,  Juan 
Gomez  with  his  men  on  the  east  so  as  to  be 
near  the  cafe  where  Lucha  Gonzales  would 

be  singing,  the  three  women  reigned  like 
young  queens.  Judy  Hooker,  with  no  man  at 

her  side,  Matador  Fermin  having  left  imme- 
diately after  his  triumphant  fight,  had  or- 

dered two  huge  pitchers  of  sangria  and  a 

half  a  dozen  glasses  with  which  she  was  of- 
fering drinks  to  anyone  who  stopped  by  her 

table.  When  she  saw  me  she  cried:  "Thank 

God!  a  man,"  and  to  her  companions  she 
said:  "He's  not  much  but  he  does  wear 

pants,"  and  catching  my  arm,  she  pulled  me down  beside  her. 

Lively  as  ever  and  as  outspoken,  she 

said:  "Senor  Clay,  you  brought  me  good 
luck.  I  told  you  I  was  determined  to  meet  a 
matador,  and  you  arranged  it.  Fermin  and  I 

had  a  night  I'll  never  forget." 
"Have  you  lost  him?" 
"He  had  to  move  on  to  a  fight  in  Mon- 

terrey tomorrow.  Asked  me  to  go  with  him, 

but  I  couldn't  leave  these  two  alone,"  and 
with  real  affection  she  reached  out  to  grasp 
the  hands  of  her  companions.  This  action 

left  her  face-to-face  with  Betsy  King,  and 

Judy  said:  "Senor  Clay,  we  must  do  some- 
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thing  about  this  poor  girl.  She's  come  all  this 
way  to  meet  a  bullfighter  and  so  far  she 

hasn't  even  spoken  to  one." 
'They're  not  on  beck  and  call,  you  know, 

Miss  Betsy,"  I  said  and  she  replied  with  that 
raffish  redhead  wit  that  I  had  appreciated  yes- 

terday: "I'm  going  to  meet  a  bullfighter  if  I 
have  to  go  to  the  fight  tomorrow  naked,"  and 
I  assured  her:  "If  you  do  that,  you'll  meet  a 
lot  more  than  bullfighters." 

Turning  serious,  she  said:  "I'd  like  at 
least  to  speak  with  one  of  them.  Otherwise 

I've  taken  four  years  of  Spanish  in  vain." 
"Where  did  you  do  that?" 
"San  Antonio.*  Down  there  you  have 

to  learn  Spanish  or  you  miss  half  the  fun, 

the  good  half." 
"You  have  that  in  your  favor.  I've  pho- 

tographed a  lot  of  these  toreros.  .  .  ." 
"Is  that  the  same  as  matador?" 

"It  covers  the  entire  ring.  The  mata- 
dors, the  men  who  run  the  bulls  with  capes 

dragging,  the  men  with  the  sticks,  the  men 

on  horseback." 

"But  the  man  who  gets  killed  some- 
times, he's  the  matador?" 

"Wrong.  Once  you  step  in  that  ring 

*I  never  got  around  to  reconciling  Betsy's  four  years  of 
Spanish  in  San  Antonio  with  the  fact  that  she's  a  native  of 
Lubbock  and  now  a  nineteen-year-old  student  in  Dallas. 
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with  a  Spanish  bull  anyone  can  get  it,  and 

they  do." 
"But  yesterday  it  was  the  matador?" 
"Indeed."  And  she  said:  "All  right.  A 

torero  will  do.  When  I  get  back  on  campus 

I've  got  to  be  able  to  say  'Yes,  I  dated  a 
bullfighter,'  "  and  Judy,  who  heard  this,  said 
brightly,  "Time's  wastin',  Kiddo.  Better  get 

with  it." 
Seeing  a  young  man  she  had  met  leav- 

ing the  fight,  she  grabbed  Betsy  and  dragged 
her  to  talk  with  the  prospect,  leaving  me 
alone  with  Professor  Longford,  who  seemed 
concerned  with  the  problem  that  faced  the 

other  girls:  How  to  meet  a  man?  "Who  was 
that  attractive  American  boy?  They  said  he 

was  sleeping  in  your  room?" 
"Interesting  fellow,  Richard  Martin 

from  San  Diego.  Down  here  he  goes  under 

the  name  of  Ricardo  Martin,"  and  I  pro- 
nounced it  the  Spanish  way  Mar-TEEN. 

"Why  the  Spanish  bit?" 
"Fancies  himself  a  matador  . .  .  some 

day  ...  in  the  ring  at  Tijuana." 
"I  thought  it  was  Tiajuana,  four  sylla- 

bles." 
"So  does  everyone  else.  I  believe  the 

dictionary  even  gives  that  as  the  preferred 

pronunciation,  Tee-uh-HWAN-uh.  But  to  us 
Mexicans  it's  Tee-HWAN-uh." 

"I'd  like  to  meet  Matador  Martin." 
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"Don't  tell  me  you're  scouting  for  a 

bullfighter,  too." 
"At  my  age  and  his?  No  thanks.  But  I 

very  well  might  like  to  write  about  him." 
"In  what  way?  You  seem  to  know  little 

about  the  bulls." 
"But  I  know  a  great  deal  about  the  ef- 

fect of  bullfighters  on  young  Texas  girls.  We 
have  Nuevo  Laredo  on  our  doorstep,  you 
know.  Our  college  girls  run  down  there  now 

and  then." 
I  drew  back:  "Sounds  like  you're  writ- 

ing a  romance  about  the  Texas  millionheir- 

ess  Judy  and  the  Monterrey  toreador  Jesus?" 
and  I  sang  a  few  bars  from  Carmen. 

"No,"  she  laughed,  her  pretty  bobbed 
hair  glistening  in  the  light  from  the  torches 
that  now  surrounded  the  Terrace.  And  she 

responded  with  her  own  selection  from  Car- 

men, the  fortune-telling  scene.  "I'm  doing  a 
study  of  the  new  American  patterns  of  court- 

ship. The  infamous  Spring  Break  in  Fort 
Lauderdale.  The  skiing  trips  to  Sun  Valley. 

The  cruise-ship  bit,  believe  me  it's  catching 
on.  The  car  pool.  The  work  place."  She 
paused,  studied  me  for  a  moment  and  said: 

"It's  a  whole  new  ball  game,  as  I  believe 
you  learned  when  you  did  your  profile  on 

Hardtack  Hooker." 

"So  you  discussed  me  on  the  way 

down?" 
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"No.  I  listened  on  the  way  down  when 
they  discussed  you.  Don't  blush.  She  gave 
you  high  marks  ...  for  a  guy  your  age." 

"I  was  younger  then."  Now  it  was  my 
turn  to  study  her,  that  face  so  handsomely 
modeled,  and  without  a  blemish,  the  high 
forehead,  the  dark  eyes,  and  the  bobbed  hair 
she  manipulated  so  enticingly.  She  was  a 
captivating  young  woman,  this  lecturer  from 
Texas  United,  and  I  wished  I  were  thirty 

again.  "Where  did  you  do  your  studies?"  I 
asked  and  she  replied:  "Brandeis,"  and  I 
asked:  "Jewish?"  and  she  said:  "Inexpen- 

sive, since  I  could  live  at  home." 
"Don't  tell  me,  but  you're  going  to  use 

Judy  Hooker  as  your  archetypal  amoral 

young  rich  girl?" 
"Oh,  I'm  not  a  snoop.  I'm  using  her  as 

the  liberated  adventuress.  Did  you  ever  hear 

of  Isabella  Bird,  did  my  master's  thesis  on 
her.  An  English  woman,  went  everywhere, 

did  everything." 
"When?" 

"Turn  of  the  century.  This  century." 
"Sexual  bit,  too?" 
"Sex  wasn't  such  a  big  thing  then.  Or 

maybe  better  to  say  freedom  in  sex  wasn't 
allowed  to  women  then." 

When  Judy  returned  to  our  table,  Pro- 

fessor Longford  said:  "When  this  young 
lady  invited  me  to  come  along,  knowing  I 
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was  dying  to  do  so,  she  promised  me  she'd 
land  a  matador.  To  help  me  with  my  story. 

And  she  did,  so  the  trip's  a  success." 
"Let's  make  it  two,"  Judy  said  brightly, 

her  eyes  flashing,  and  when  I  turned  to  see 
what  had  activated  such  interest  I  saw  that 

Veneno  Leal  and  his  three  young  men  had 
come  onto  the  Terrace  and  were  standing 
imperially  and  obviously  disturbed  to  find 
their  table  occupied  by  American  tourists. 
Madame  Palafox,  anxious  to  avoid  a  scandal 
on  the  eve  of  the  featured  fight,  hurried  up 
and  told  the  visitors  that  their  table  had  been 

reserved  for  tomorrow's  star  matador,  I  ex- 
pected a  rumpus,  but  the  four  tourists, 

Americans,  graciously  rose,  bowed  and  said 

in  passable  Spanish:  "Matador,  it's  a  plea- 
sure, and  tomorrow  good  luck,"  but  they  had 

identified  the  wrong  young  man  as  the  mat- 
ador, choosing  the  least  important  of  the 

men,  Diego,  the  good  looking  peon  .  . .  not 
even  a  banderillero. 

The  Leal  men,  appreciating  the  humor 
of  the  mistake,  began  to  laugh,  whereupon 

Veneno  said  with  Spanish  charm:  "You 
picked  the  wrong  one.  This  is  the  matador, 

Victoriano.  This  one,"  and  he  gave  his  youn- 
ger son  a  slight  cuff  on  the  shoulder,  "he's  a 

nobody.  He  sweeps  up  after  the  mules."  At 
this  exchange  of  pleasantries,  everyone 
within  hearing  joined  the  laughter,  and  an 

221 



Veneno  punishing  his  sons  bull 





MY  LOST  MEXICO 

incident  which  might  have  been  embarrass- 
ing passed,  with  Veneno  asking  Senora 

Palafox  to  serve  the  tourists  at  their  new  ta- 
ble a  bottle  of  good  wine. 

"Who  are  those  enchanting  men?"  Judy 
asked,  and  I  pointed  to  the  big  poster  adorn- 

ing the  wall  of  the  cafe  next  door,  where 

Lucha  would  be  singing.  In  bright,  bold  let- 
ters it  contained  the  two  names  "victor- 

iano-gomez  mano  a  mano"  which  meant 
that  they  would  each  fight  three  bulls,  hand- 
to-hand,  no  other  full  matador  in  the  ring. 

At  that  moment  Victoriano  had  just 
taken  his  chair  and  was  adjusting  himself  in 
it  so  as  to  present  his  best  profile  to  his  fans, 
and  he  was  a  most  handsome  object,  not  an 
ounce  of  fat,  black  hair  long  and  tied  with  a 

black  ribbon  in  the  matador's  coleta  at  the 
nape  of  his  neck,  and  grave  of  countenance. 

"My  God,  isn't  he  gorgeous?"  Judy  whis- 
pered, and  she  tugged  on  my  arm  to  encour- 

age me  to  introduce  her.  I  had  photographed 
Veneno  and  his  team  several  times  at  other 
festivals  but  I  could  not  claim  to  know  them 

well,  but  Judy  was  so  insistent  that  I 
shrugged  my  shoulders,  took  her  by  the 

hand  and  moved  the  few  steps  to  Veneno 's 
table:  "Senores,  I'm  the  photographer  who 
came  here  to  write  about  you.  We've  met  in 
Mexico  City  and  Tijuana.  This  is  an  aficio- 

nado, from  Texas,  Senorita  Judy  Hooker.  Her 
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father  used  to  work  in  your  oilfields  at  Tam- 

pico." The  men  rose  and  Victoriano  pulled  a 
chair  from  another  table,  seating  Judy  beside 
him,  and  the  evening  was  off  to  a  galloping 
start,  but  before  I  had  time  to  return  to  my 

table  and  resume  my  conversation  with  Pro- 
fessor Longford,  there  was  another  burst  of 

excitement  as  Matador  Juan  Gomez  came 

out  of  the  crowd  in  the  plaza,  climbed  the 
few  steps  to  the  Terrace,  bowed  stiffly  to  the 
Leals,  turned  to  the  right  and  sat  his  men 
down  at  the  table  next  to  the  cafe  where 

Lucha  was  preparing  to  sing.  But  they  were 
scarcely  seated  when  a  nondescript  peon 
whom  Gomez  had  picked  up  cheap  for  this 
fight,  a  man  of  all  tricks  in  the  arena,  saw 
me  and  remembered  that  I  had  once  made  a 

fine  shot  of  him  placing  the  banderillas  and 
came  to  greet  me.  Gomez,  seeing  his  man 
come  to  my  table,  rose  slightly  and  bowed, 

aware  that  he  also  needed  all  the  good  pho- 
tographs of  his  work  possible. 

The  peon,  a  man  from  Guadalajara  who 
fought  under  the  name  Flaco  Flores, 

"Skinny"  Flores  because  of  his  meager 
frame,  now  sat  at  our  table,  and  I  told  the 

professor  and  Betsy  King,  who  had  rejoined 
us,  what  a  valuable  assistant  to  the  matador 

he  was,  making  both  his  position  and  his 
performance  in  it  somewhat  more  important 
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than  it  was.  But  once  it  was  established  that 
he  was  a  verifiable  bullfighter  Betsy,  with 

her  rather  good  Spanish,  told  him  how  inter- 
ested she  was  in  bulls.  After  some  minutes 

of  taurine  conversation  Flaco  left  us  to  ask 
Gomez  if  he  might  take  Betsy  to  their  table, 
and  the  matador  nodded. 

One  of  the  most  highly  regarded  of  the  festivities 
of  the  taurine  world  is  the  excursion  into  the 

countryside  to  visit  one  of  the  great  bull  ranches 
during  a  tienta,  a  day  when  the  young  cows  are 

being  tested  for  their  bravery.  As  I've  stated  be- 
fore, it  has  been  well  established  through  the  cen- 

turies that  the  inherent  bravery  of  a  Spanish 

fighting  bull,  and  the  precise  quality  of  that  brav- 
ery, depends  not  on  the  majestic  and  powerful 

bull  who  was  its  father,  but  specifically  on  the 
character  of  the  cow  who  was  its  mother. 

At  my  tienta  at  the  Palafox  ranch,  the  two 
youngest  Texas  girls  will  take  part  and  young 
Betsy  will  meet  not  some  lowly  peon  but  a  strik- 

ing aspirant  about  to  become  a  full-fledged  mata- 
dor: 

I  explained  to  the  Texas  girls  sitting  near  me 
that  the  cow  really  had  no  horns,  that  is, 
none  that  had  reached  a  stage  of  develop- 

ment where  they  pointed  forward:  "So  get- 
ting hit  by  the  cow  is  much  like  getting 
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struck  by  a  flat  object.  It  pushes  you  about 

but  it  doesn't  puncture." 
As  I  said  this,  the  third  cow  was  al- 

lowed in  and  when  Calesero  saw  in  the  first 

pass  that  she  charged  straight  and  hard  and 
true,  he  motioned  to  his  partner  Morones  to 

take  the  cow7  to  a  far  part  of  the  ring  and 
then  he  astounded  me  by  coming  to  where  I 
sat  and  inviting  not  me  but  Judy  Hooker  to 
come  down  with  him  and  try  her  luck.  Had 
the  invitation  been  for  me  I  would  have  de- 

murred, but  not  Judy.  With  a  bound  from  her 
seat  and  a  lovely  vault  over  the  low  fence, 
she  joined  Calesero  who  handed  her  one  end 
of  his  cape  while  he  held  firmly  to  the  other. 
He  then  signaled  to  Morones  to  bring  the 
cow  over,  and  when  the  fiery  little  animal, 

aching  for  a  fight,  looked  up  she  saw  an  in- 
viting target,  a  man  at  one  end  of  a  yellow 

cape,  a  tag  girl  at  the  other,  and  between 

them  a  stretch  of  fluttering  cloth.  In  the  mo- 

ment before  her  charge  I  thought:  "What  an 
appropriate  symbol  for  the  festival!  A  mata- 

dor whose  life  task  has  been  to  present  a 
handsome  figure,  a  beautiful  young  woman 
who  insists  upon  the  costume  perfect  for  the 
moment,  the  band  of  color  and  beyond,  that 

ferocious  little  bundle  of  black  energy  pre- 

paring to  wreck  the  place."  With  my  auto- 
matic camera  I  shot  six  exposures,  and  in 

the  last  one  caught  Matador  Morones  in  his 

232 



THE  TEXAS  GIRLS 

own  fine  costume  whispering  to  Judy:  "Feet 
firm.  Don't  move.  Hold  the  cape  tight." 

As  I  clicked  off  my  last  shot  I  gasped, 
for  in  my  viewfinder  the  young  woman  was 

perfection,  and  I  thought:  "Did  I  spend  five 
days  in  Estes  Park  with  that  gorgeous  thing 
. . .  wondering  whether  I  was  going  to  be 

shot  when  the  affair  ended?" 
I  had  no  time  for  an  answer,  for  the 

cow  made  a  ferocious  lunge  forward,  pass- 
ing right  between  the  two  humans.  Now 

came  the  critical  part,  for  Morones  yelled  at 

Judy:  'Turn  with  him!  Plant  your  feet!  Hold 
tight!"  and  again  the  cow  smashed  right  into 
the  middle  of  the  cape,  but  this  time  she 
turned  with  such  incredible  swiftness  that 

Judy  had  no  time  to  prepare.  The  cow  was 
upon  her,  butting  her  sharply  in  the  right  leg 
and  tossing  her  in  the  air,  but  she  did  not  fall 
back  onto  the  sand,  for  Morones  caught  her, 
held  her  in  the  air,  and  delighted  the  crowd 
by  kissing  her  on  the  cheek  as  he  stood  her 
back  up. 

"Toro!"  warned  the  crowd,  for  the  cow, 
seeing  this  new  center  of  action,  was  bearing 

down  on  the  pair,  but  Calesero  adeptly  inter- 
posed himself  in  front  of  Judy  and  led  the 

cow  away. 
I  supposed  that  this  was  the  end  of 

Lady  Judy's  performance,  but  I  was  mis- 
taken.   Jarred   by    the    cow's    attack   and 
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ashamed  of  having  allowed  herself  to  be 
knocked  down,  she  recovered  her  end  of  the 

cape,  handed  the  other  end  to  Morones  and 

indicated  that  she  at  least  was  ready  for  an- 
other charge.  Now  it  was  Calesero  who 

stood  at  her  side,  coaching:  "Feet  firm.  Hold 
tight,"  and  it  was  either  her  skill  or  Moro- 

nes', but  the  cape  had  been  placed  perfect- 
ly, for  the  cow  roared  safely  past,  but  again, 

even  before  Calesero  could  reposition  Judy, 
the  little  beast  was  upon  her  from  the  rear. 
This  time  Judy  went  up  in  the  air,  not  down 
on  the  ground,  and  this  gave  Morones  a 
chance  to  catch  her  before  she  crashed.*  As 
he  planted  her  gingerly  back  on  the  ground, 
he  again  kissed  her,  then  held  her  hand  aloft 
as  he  coached  her  in  taking  a  turn  of  the 
arena  to  wild  applause  from  the  watchers. 
She  had  scored  a  triumph  as  a  Texas  cowgirl 
in  neighboring  Mexico.  And  that  is  the  way 
Judy  Hooker  of  Dallas,  a  junior  at  Texas 

United  University,  met  her  third  full  mata- 
dor de  tows  in  three  days.  He  sat  with  her 

during  the  fourth  cow,  and  a  young  aspirant 
assisted  Calesero,  who  satisfied  himself  that 

this  cow,  too,  ran  true.  Thereupon  he  came 
back  to  where  I  sat  and  invited  Betsy  King 

*I  apparently  became  so  enamored  of  the  idea  of  Morones' 
catching  Judy  in  the  air  that  I  inadvertently  had  him  do  it 
twice. 
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to  become  his  partner,  and  she  almost  leaped 
into  his  arms,  so  eager  was  she  to  give  it  a 

try.  As  she  left  me  she  cried:  "Get  a  picture 
of  this,"  and  within  moments  she  was  hold- 

ing her  end  of  the  cape  and  responding  to 

Calesero's  coaching  in  English:  "This  one 
not  charging.  We  go  forward,  stamp  the 

foot,"  and  this  girl  of  nineteen  who  had 
never  even  ridden  a  horse,  moved  steadily 
forward  with  the  matador,  stamping  her  foot 

in  time  with  his  and  shouting  like  him  "Eh! 
Toro!"  And  when  the  cow  finally  charged, 
coming  closer  to  Betsy  than  to  the  matador, 
she  stood  firm,  and  cried  as  the  cow  swept 

past:  "Hey,  toro!" 
I  caught  three  fine  shots  of  her,  one  her 

first  fine  pass,  one  whirling  with  Calesero  to 
meet  the  next  charge,  and  one  with  the 

young  man  who  had  replaced  Morones,  em- 
bracing her  as  a  champion.  And  that  was 

how  Betsy  King  of  the  same  university  in 
Dallas  met  her  torero,  not  a  full  matador  yet 
but  in  the  opinion  of  many  destined  to  be 
one  some  day  soon. 

During  the  final  fight  on  Sunday  afternoon,  the 
various  strands  of  the  novel  reach  a  climax,  the 

most  unusual  being  a  miraculous  performance  by 
Flaco  Flores,  the  otherwise  pathetic  peon  whom 
Betsy  King  had  picked  up.  The  superlative  act  is 
dedicated  to  her: 
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For  Gomez  the  afternoon  was  degenerating 
into  a  debacle.  The  only  splendid  moment  of 
the  fight  did  not,  unfortunately  involve  him. 

True  to  his  promise  to  Flaco  Flores,  the  ban- 
derillero  he  had  picked  up  on  the  cheap 

from  Guadalajara,  he  allowed  the  skinny  fel- 
low to  place  the  second  pair  of  sticks,  hav- 
ing himself  messed  up  the  first  pair.  The 

eager  substitute  must  have  been  rehearsing 
what  he  would  do  this  day,  if  he  got  a 
chance  to  show  the  skills  he  knew  he  had 

but  which  others  did  not  recognize,  ever 
since  he  met  Betsy  King  last  night.  Now  he 
took  the  sticks,  decorated  with  garish  purple 
tissue  paper  wrapped  about  their  length, 
strode  manfully  to  where  Betsy  sat  above 
him  in  the  front  row,  and  with  the  sticks  in 

his  left  hand  he  pointed  the  barbed  ends  at 
her  and  announced  he  was  dedicating  his 
performance  to  her.  The  crowd  cheered  and 
Betsy,  sitting  with  his  frayed  entrance  cape 
still  gracing  the  railing,  started  shouting  in  a 

most  unlady-like  voice:  "Mr.  Clay!  Mr. 
Clay!  Get  the  photo!"  I  did,  and  caught  one 
of  the  heavenly  moments  of  a  bullfight. 

Heart  pounding,  nerves  alert,  wearing 
the  one  decent  suit  of  lights  he  owned,  Flaco 
went  out  toward  the  middle  of  the  arena  and 

started  that  long,  dreamlike  stalk  toward  the 
bull,  jumping  up  and  down  now  and  then  to 

hold  the  bull's  attention.  Fortunately,  consid- 
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ering  what  the  peon  had  planned,  the  bull 
initially  remained  cautiously  immobile, 
watching  the  thin  figure  approach  with  his 
arms  extended  over  his  head,  until  finally, 

with  a  mad  rush,  he  came  out  of  his  defen- 
sive position  driving  right  at  the  man.  At 

that  moment  Flaco  ran  toward  the  bull, 

made  a  complete  three-hundred-and-sixty 
degree  turn  to  the  left,  and  wound  up  facing 

the  now-bewildered  bull  only  a  few  feet 
away.  Up  in  the  air  leaped  the  man,  sticks 
still  high  above  his  head,  and  with  a  deft 
turn  and  twist  of  his  body  he  escaped  the 
horns  but  left  himself  high  enough  in  the  air 

to  enable  him  to  place  the  barbed  sticks  ex- 
actly in  the  neck  muscle  behind  the  horns. 
My  automatic  camera  had  caught  some 

dozen  shots  of  those  last  electric  moments. 

One  which  showed  the  full  drama  and  grace 
of  that  last  turn  and  downward  dip  of  the 
sticks  would  be  widely  circulated  in  Mexico 

as  The  Pair  of  Toledo.  In  a  poster-size  repro- 

duction paid  for  by  Judy  Hooper*  it  would 

come  to  rest  on  the  wall  of  Betsy  King's 

^Observe  that  on  this  page  and  the  next  I  use  the  name  Judy 
Hooper,  my  original  spelling,  and  exactly  right  for  her.  But 
when  dealing  with  her  father  the  name  Hardtack  Hooker 
also  precisely  denoted  him.  He  won,  to  the  detriment  of  his 
daughter  who  was  left  with  the  pejorative  Hooker,  one  of 
the  reasons,  perhaps,  that  my  editors  did  not  like  her. 
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dormitory  room  at  Texas  United  in  Dallas, 
beside  it  a  small  shot  of  Flaco  dedicating  the 
famous  pair  to  her.  It  had  happened.  She  had 
gone  to  Mexico  to  meet  a  bullfighter  and  she 
had  found  a  champion. 

In  the  bittersweet  aftermath  of  the  final  fight,  I 
knew  that  the  adventures  of  the  three  Texas  girls 
had  to  find  reasonable  conclusions,  and  I  labored 

long  to  find  them: 

The  last  fight  had  been  such  an  emotional 
affair  that  there  had  to  be  a  letdown,  and  as 

participants  in  the  Festival  gathered  in  desul- 
tory manner  at  the  various  tables  on  the  Ter- 

race, one  could  detect  a  certain  vacancy  in 
their  eyes,  as  if  the  fires  of  the  last  three 
nights  had  left  only  smoldering  embers. 

The  Texas  girls  were  especially  de- 
flated. Judy  Hooper  had  seen  her  current 

hero,  Victoriano  Leal,  carted  off  to  the  hos- 
pital with  a  wound  that  would  force  him  to 

miss  several  fights  and  the  rich  contracts 
they  represented.  Betsy  King  was  preparing 
to  abandon  her  gangling  banderillew  Flaco 
Flores  of  the  Gomez  troupe  in  favor  of 

Gustavo  Morones,  the  dazzling  young  mata- 
dor she  had  met  at  Don  Eduardo's  little  fi- 

esta, but  since  it  now  looked  as  if  her  new 

choice  had  stood  her  up,  she  was  furious. 
And  Professor  Longford  needed   several 
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more  hours  of  interrogation  with  Ricardo 

Martin,  but  he  was  in  jail.  They  were  a  dis- 
consolate trio,  a  most  unlikely  sight  at  a  fes- 

tival, three  young  women  of  above  average 
appearance  sitting  without  any  men  in  the 

popular  gathering  spot.  It  would  be  interest- 
ing to  see  what  pairings  developed  as  the 

night  progressed,  but  that  something  would 
happen  I  could  not  doubt,  for  these  Texas 
gals,  as  they  often  called  themselves,  were 
on  the  prowl. 

But  I  was  not  prepared  for  the  form  this 
prowling  was  to  take,  for  when  I  returned  to 
the  Terrace  I  found  a  distraught  Judy  Hooper 
eager  to  enlist  my  assistance  in  a  project 

which  absorbed  her:  "Clay,  I've  got  to  see 
Victoriano.  He  needs  me." 

"He's  safely  in  the  hospital.  Reports  are 

hopeful.  And  he  doesn't  need  you,  he  needs 

sleep." 
"I  went  there,  but  they  wouldn't  let 

me  in." 
"I  should  think  not.  You're  no  relative." 
"I'm  more.  And  I'm  sure  he's  worrying 

about  me." 
"Judy!  If  he's  bothering  to  worry  at  all, 

it's  about  his  contracts." 

"If  you  won't  call  Don  Eduardo,  I 

will." "Why  him?" 
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"Because  in  Toledo  he's  in  charge.  So, 

please,  call  him." 
Under  such  pressure,  repeated  with 

tears,  I  did  telephone  Don  Eduardo,  and  re- 
luctantly he  came  to  the  hotel,  picked  up 

both  Judy  and  me  and  drove  us  to  the  hospi- 
tal, which  was  not  of  Massachusetts  General 

standards  but  which  was  a  place  of  healing. 
At  first  the  doctors  were  unwilling  to  let  us 
see  the  matador,  whose  wound  had  been 

properly  cleaned  and  sutured,  but  when  Don 

Eduardo,  at  Judy's  insistence,  said  that  he 
was  sure  Victoriano  would  want  to  see  her, 

they  surrendered:  "Well,  he  is  in  stable  con- 
dition. Just  a  normal  bullfighter's  bad  luck. 

His  leg  will  be  back  to  normal  sooner  than 

you'd  think,"  and  our  delegation  was  led  to 
his  room,  private  and  the  best  the  hospital 
could  provide. 

The  matador  was  awake.  He  was  in  sur- 
prisingly good  condition.  The  doctors  were 

right,  the  horn  had  stabbed  deep  but  had 
missed  vital  parts,  especially  the  intestines, 
so  that  it  could  be  treated  as  a  normal  flesh 

wound.  Penicillin  would  keep  any  poisons 
from  the  horn  tip  localized  and  neutralized. 
Pale  from  the  shock  of  being  hit  so  hard, 
Victoriano  was  now  relaxed  and  even  able  to 

speculate  on  how  soon  he  might  return  to 

the  ring:  "Not  next  week,  for  sure,  and  then 
our  season's  over  in  Mexico.  But  a  restful 
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sea  trip  to  Spain,  I'll  be  ready  for  their  sea- 
son." He  had  already  given  Veneno  instruc- 
tions to  protect  the  Madrid  and  Barcelona 

contracts. 

Much  as  I  knew  about  bullfighters,  I 

was  startled  by  the  young  man's  determina- tion to  resume  control  of  his  career.  His  life 

was  to  fight  bulls  and  his  obligation  to  him- 
self and  his  profession  was  to  mend  and  get 

back  into  the  ring  as  soon  as  possible.  This 
he  would  do,  and  as  I  looked  at  him  lying 
there  in  the  healing  position  the  average  man 
would  want  to  maintain  for  a  week  or  two, 

until  all  tissues  were  safely  mended,  I  real- 
ized how  different  bullfighters  were  from  or- 

dinary men:  if  their  guts  had  not  been  torn 
apart  by  the  horn,  they  wanted  to  be  up  and 
about. 

Don  Eduardo,  having  arranged  for  us  to 
get  into  the  room,  felt  his  duty  discharged 

and  excused  himself:  "Work  to  do.  I'll  send 

the  car  back  to  wait  for  you,"  and  he  went  to 
the  bed,  smoothed  the  matador's  hair,  and 

patted  him  on  the  cheek:  "You'll  be  walking 
in  three  days,  Maestro,"  and  with  that  bene- 

diction he  was  gone. 
So  now  it  was  Victoriano  in  bed,  Judy 

sitting  on  the  edge  of  the  bed,  and  me 

watching  from  the  room's  lone  chair.  As 
soon  as  Don  Eduardo  disappeared,  Judy 
kissed  her  matador  ardently,  throwing  her 
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arms  about  his  shoulders,  while  I  looked  at 

the  ceiling.  "You'll  be  fine  for  Spain,"  she 
said.  "Do  you  want  me  to  come  with  you?" 

"No  es  posible, "  he  said  with  surprising 
vigor.  "In  Spain  I  have  much  work  to  do." 

"But  you'll  also  need  someone  to  look 
after  you,"  and  he  said:  "Veneno  does  that. 
You'd  find  no  time  to  be  with  me." 

"I'd  find  time.  I  found  time  tonight, 
didn't  I?" 

He  was  so  deeply  touched  by  her  eager- 
ness to  share  his  misfortune  that  he  edged 

himself  to  a  sitting  position,  freed  his  arms, 
and  embraced  her  heartily,  while  I  winced  as 

if  I  had  the  pain,  not  he.  It  was  a  long  em- 
brace and  in  no  way  a  formal  greeting  or  ac- 

knowledgment. This  pair  meant  it,  and  I 

cannot  now  recall  who  made  the  next  sug- 
gestion, maybe  it  was  both  of  them,  but 

someone  said:  "Could  you  wait  in  the  hall?" 
and  out  I  went. 

The  hospital  had  a  waiting  room,  a  for- 
lorn place  with  a  few  tattered  magazines,  but 

as  I  tried  to  interest  myself  in  them  my  eyes 
refused  to  focus,  for  I  was  imagining  the 
scene  back  in  the  room.  The  indignity  that  I 
was  being  subjected  to  by  a  young  woman 
whom  I  had  known  far  better  than  the  mat- 

ador ever  would,  was  so  humiliating  that  I 
started  to  rebel,  thinking  that  I  should  walk 
back  to  the  Terrace  and  leave  the  car  for  her, 
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but  before  I  could  make  this  flamboyant  ges- 
ture I  fell  asleep. 
I  cannot  say  how  long  Judy  was  alone 

with  her  matador,  perhaps  an  hour,  for  I  had 
been  very  tired  with  nights  of  revelry  and 
days  of  exciting  revisits  to  old  scenes,  but 

when  she  shook  me  and  said:  "That's  it. 
Let's  get  going,"  it  took  me  a  few  moments 
to  figure  out  where  I  was.  But  on  the  ride 
back  to  the  hotel  I  came  totally  awake,  for 

Judy  kept  grasping  my  arm  and  saying:  "Oh, 
Clay!  He's  such  a  man!  Worth  the  whole  trip 
to  Mexico."  And  when  we  were  back  at  a  ta- 

ble on  the  Terrace  she  was  so  eager  to  talk 
that  I  remained  with  her  as  she  told  me: 

"When  the  idea  of  this  trip  first  came  up 
back  at  school,  I  had  a  premonition  that  it 
was  something  I  ought  to  do  . .  .  was  even 
driven  to  do.  That  it  could  prove  very  impor- 

tant. During  the  first  days  I  found  nothing 
special,  just  a  lively  weekend.  But  with  him 

it  all  changed." 
"You've  known  him  two  days." 
"It's  the  nights  that  count." 
"So  you're  going  to  chase  after  him,  all 

over  Spain?" 
"No,  I'm  going  back  to  Dallas  and 

marry  Harrison  Caddy." 
I  was  astounded:  "H.C.  on  the  shaving 

gear?" "I  was  sorry  you  had  to  see  that.  Yes, 
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Harrison  Caddy.  Sounds  like  a  Martin  and 

Lewis  comedy  doesn't  it?"  When  in  my 
meanness  I  said  that  it  did,  she  snapped: 

"He'll  buy  your  publisher  and  fire  you." 
"Victoriano  gave  a  gallant  fight,  didn't 

he?" 
"Yes,  and  I  rewarded  him.  And  now 

that  I  know  what  men  are  all  about  I'm 
ready  to  marry  one  who  may  not  be  a  world 

beater  but  who  strikes  a  pretty  fair  average." 
She  drew  back,  studied  me  and  said:  "You 

didn't  strike  such  a  bad  average  yourself. 
Not  totally  disappointing." 

"Considering  that  I  lacked  the  dough  to 
buy  the  company." 

"Don't  sneer  at  such  a  deficiency.  It 
does  count." 

When  we  reached  the  Terrace  she  hur- 

ried directly  to  her  room:  "We  leave  at  eight. 
Long  drive  north,  and  since  I'll  be  driving,  I 
need  my  sleep." 

"Sleep  well,"  and  she  pressed  my  arm: 
"I  will.  Ten  more  minutes  of  this  Toledo 

stuff,  I'll  fall  asleep  here,  standing  up,  the 

way  you  did." As  I  led  her  to  the  stairs  I  became 

aware  that  someone  behind  a  big  vase  of 
flowers  was  whispering  my  name  and  when 

I  went  to  see,  it  was  Betsy  King.  "What's 
the  secret?"  I  asked,  and  she  put  her  fingers 
to  her  lips:  "Is  he  still  out  there?" 
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"Who?" 

'That  guy  with  the  sticks?" 
When  I  moved  slowly  back  to  where  I 

could  survey  the  Terrace  I  saw  that  Flaco 
Flores,  the  skinny  banderillero  who  had 
placed  that  sensational  pair,  was  seated  alone 
at  the  far  table  reserved  for  Juan  Gomez  and 

his  troupe.  Returning  to  Betsy  I  said:  "Yes, 
his  name  is  Flaco  Flores,  if  that's  any  help. 
Is  he  waiting  for  you?" 

"He  thinks  he  is." 

"And  you?" 
"I'm  waiting  for  that  neat  matador  we 

met  out  at  the  ranch.  The  one  who  helped 

me." "Gustavo  Morones?" 
"Is  that  his  name?" 

"It  is,  but  that's  of  no  interest  to  you, 
because  you  have  a  date  with  Flaco,"  and  I 
started  to  drag  her  out  onto  the  Terrace,  but 

to  my  surprise  she  executed  a  defensive  ma- 
neuver she  had  learned  when,  with  other  col- 

lege girls,  she  frequented  the  honky-tonks  of 
Fort  Worth.  Giving  me  a  practiced  knee 

where  it  hurt  most,  she  snarled  in  a  rot-gut 
voice  I  could  scarcely  believe,  since  she  had 

seemed  so  school-girl  sweet  when  I  met  her: 

"You  try  that  again,  Bubba,  you'll  sing  so- 
prano the  rest  of  your  life." 

"You're  standing  that  man  up?  After  he 
dedicated  that  tremendous  pair  to  you?" 
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When  she  refused  to  answer,  I  asked  in  a 

sharp  whisper:  "Do  you  realize  what  he  did 
for  you.  A  complete  turn  within  the  cradle 
of  the  horns?  Damn  it,  you  owe  him  his 

date,  because  you'll  never  get  a  gift  like  that 
for  the  rest  of  your  life." 

"Did  you  see  that  beat-up  cape  he  gave 
me  to  watch?  The  guy's  a  born  loser." 

I  wanted  to  slap  her  for  this  dismissal 

of  a  decent  man  with  whom  she'd  spent  the 
night  before,  but  there  was  that  honky-tonk 

knee  again  and  the  biting  suggestion:  "Why 
don't  you  go  play  with  your  own  age  group, 
Grand  Pops?"  so  I  left  her,  but  when  I  re- 

turned to  the  Terrace  I  was  faced  with  an 

equally  difficult  situation.  At  the  far  table 
which  had  previously  been  occupied  by 
Matador  Juan  Gomez,  who  was  now  in  the 

hospital  getting  his  leg  attended  to  with  pen- 
icillin and  stitches,  I  saw  his  hired  banderi- 

llero  Flaco  Flores  sitting  alone.*  He  looked 

so  forlorn  that  I  joined  him:  "^Que  tal, 
amigo?"  and  he  related  a  mournful  tale: 
"Senorita  Betsy  said  she  would  meet  me 
here  again  tonight.  Domingo.  She  speaks 

good  Spanish.  She  knows." 
"That  was  a  magnificent  pair,  Flaco." 

^Unwittingly,  I  had  used  almost  the  same  words  on  a  previ- 
ous page,  but  such  repetition  can  be  detected  and  changed 

during  editing. 
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He  brightened:  "Did  you  catch?  The 

turn,  I  mean?" 
"I  was  using  instant  film  advance. 

Maybe  six  shots  in  a  row." 
"That  could  be  good." 
"If  they're  as  good  as  I  hope,  we  might 

run  all  six  across  the  two  pages.  '/Asi 
Banderillean  los  Grandest'  (How  the  Great 
Ones  Place  the  Sticks). 

"You'll  send  me  copies?  Maybe  six?" 
"I  promise,  because  that  pair  was  fine." 
"What  do  you  think  happened  to  the 

senorita?" 
"If  she  said  she'd  be  here,  she  will,"  I 

lied. 
And  here  she  came  on  the  arm  of 

Gustavo  Montano*,  the  full  matador  who 
had  assisted  her  at  Don  Eduardo's  fiesta  that 
afternoon.  Casting  only  a  furtive  eye  at 
Flaco,  she  allowed  Montano  to  seat  her  at 

the  big  table  in  the  center  to  which  another 

torero  and  his  girl  came  to  make  a  hand- 
some and  noisy  quartet. 

Flaco  paled  when  he  saw  what  she  had 
done  and  started  to  rise  as  if  to  challenge  the 
matador,  but  I  put  out  a  restraining  hand  and 

*I  had  trouble  with  this  young  man's  name  and  tried  several 
variations  before  I  settled  on  Morones.  Montano  is  a  carry- 

over from  an  earlier  print-out  as  are  the  variances  between 
Gonzalez  and  Gonzales. 
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a  brawl  was  averted.  But  even  so,  I  suppose 
it  would  not  have  happened,  for  when  Flaco 
reconsidered  I  could  see  that  he  realized  that 

one  of  these  days  he  might  want  to  seek  em- 
ployment from  Montano.  Furthermore,  a 

banderillero  does  not  challenge  any  mata- 
dor, not  if  he  has  good  sense. 
Distraught,  the  skinny  man  who  would 

have  spent  most  of  his  afternoon's  earnings 
to  entertain  Miss  Betsy  from  Dallas  sat 
glumly  beside  me  staring  at  her  table.  Then 

abruptly,  and  with  a  great  show  of  move- 
ment, he  half-rose  and  turned  his  chair  so 

that  he  faced  not  Betsy  and  her  matador  but 

the  corner  cafe  in  which  his  matador's  girl, 
Lucha  Gonzalez  was  singing.  Aware  from 
the  corner  of  his  eye  that  Betsy  had  ignored 

his  attempt  at  rebuffing  her,  didn't  even  see 
it,  he  could  take  no  more.  Leaping  from  his 
chair  and  starting  for  the  other  table,  he 
would  have  destroyed  himself  in  bullfight 
circles  had  I  not  anticipated  his  move,  risen 
with  him,  and  with  a  commanding  grip  on 
his  left  arm  steered  him  quietly  away  from 
where  the  two  matadors  sat  with  their  girls. 
No  one  at  the  table,  least  of  all  Betsy,  was 
aware  of  how  close  to  disaster  they  had 
been,  nor  did  anyone  there  look  up  to  watch 
what  I  was  doing. 

When  I  had  him  well  clear  of  the  Ter- 

race I  stopped  him  under  a  lamplight,  re- 
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laxed  my  grip  and  asked:  "Were  you  going 
to  hit  him?" 

"He  stole  her." 
I  felt  qualified  to  say  that  sometimes  a 

man  has  to  watch  in  silence  as  someone 

waltzes  off  with  his  woman,  and  reluctantly 

he  agreed:  "Maybe  I  shouldn't  have  been 
there.  A  place  like  that  is  for  matadors." 

"With  a  pair  like  yours  today,  you  can 
sit  anywhere.  But  now  what?" 

"Who  knows?  With  Gomez  wounded,  I 

don't  know.  I  don't  get  many  fights." 
"How  many  a  season?" 
"Maybe  five.  I  think  that  pair  today,  if 

any  of  the  newspapers  print  it,  that  might 

help." 
"Flaco,  if  my  shots  turn  out,  and  I  print 

that  series  of  six  photos  of  you,  you'll  get  a 
lot  more  than  five." 

"Don't  lose  the  film." 
"And  now  what?" 

"I  have  to  get  my  gear.  My  cape,  a  fine 
old  one,  borrowed  from  a  man  in  Guadala- 

jara. A  bull  caught  him,  he  don't  fight  any- 

more." 
"And  when  you  get  your  stuff?" 
"I  go  to  the  station  where  the  trucks 

leave  for  Guadalajara.  The  drivers  know  me. 

The  Sunday  night  runs.  I'll  be  home  by 

dawn." 
"Flaco,   I'm  going  to  earn  a  lot  of 
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money  on  those  shots  of  you.  Let  me  give 

you  your  share  now." 
Proudly  he  refused:  "I  get  by.  My 

mother  lets  me  live  with  her.  I  do  all  right." 
"Flaco,  damn  it.  You  earned  the  money. 

It's  your  legal  share." 
"You  mean,  like  a  salary?"  For  this 

question  he  used  an  old  Spanish  word, 

sueldo,  and  I  said  eagerly:  'That's  it,  your 
sueldo"  and  with  a  dignity  which  made  me 
ashamed  to  look  in  his  eyes,  he  accepted  two 
ten  dollar  bills. 

The  resolution  of  Professor  Longford's  case  was 
difficult,  the  relevant  passages  being: 

Yet  I  did  want  to  talk  and  so  did  she,  so  I 
asked  her  to  share  a  brief  summary  of  the 

observations  she'd  been  making  about 
American  courtship  patterns:  'This  festival 
has  been  a  revelation,  Norman.  When  you're 
in  a  university  setting  in  Dallas  and  two  of 
your  most  challenging  students  tell  you: 

'We're  going  to  hightail  it  down  to  Mexico 
and  see  if  we  can  land  us  a  couple  of  mata- 

dors,' I  thought,  with  my  upbringing,  that this  was  no  more  than  a  colorful  idiom.  I 

didn't  dream  the  words  meant  just  what  they 
said.  Those  kids  would  have  used  lariats  to 

catch  themselves  bullfighters,  and  I've  been 
wondering,  as  these  hectic  days  passed:  'Do 
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the  rest  of  my  women  students  think  in  sim- 

ilar terms?'  " 
She  laughed  at  her  disclosures,  then 

added  one  that  startled  me  in  its  frankness. 

I'd  have  expected  it  from  Judy,  but  not  from 
her:  "I  suppose  that  when  the  three  of  us  get 
back  on  campus  we  could  say  of  this  excur- 

sion: 'We  went  to  Mexico  to  catch  us  some 
matadors,  and  we  damned  well  did.  All  three 

of  us.'  " 
"Ricardo  Martin?" 
"Yes." 

"When  you  went  upstairs  with  him  the 

other  night.  .  .  ." 
"Talk.  Profound  talk  from  a  young  man 

in  whom  I  could  become  intensely  inter- 

ested." She  shifted  in  her  chair  and  changed 
the  quality  of  her  voice:  "I've  never  in  my 
life  conceded  that  I  could  one  day  be  so 

man-hungry  that  I'd  be  interested  in  some 
boy  younger  than  myself.  Me  twenty-six, 
him  twenty-four.  I  felt  like  Sam  Goldwyn 
when  someone  asked  him  what  the  chances 

were  on  a  movie  deal:  'I  can  tell  you  in  two 

words,  Oom-possible.'  " 
"You  didn't  answer  my  question  about 

the  other  night." 
"I  didn't  because  you  had  no  right  to 

ask  it." 
I  was  so  taken  by  the  way  she  was  dis- 

cussing her  role  in  the  festival,  that  I  placed 
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my  hands  over  hers  and  said:  "You  may 
have  something  important  to  say  in  your 
study,  if  you  can  get  it  down  on  paper. 

You're  very  bright,  indeed.  Another  time, 
another  place. . .  ." 

She  shook  her  head,  almost  in  anger, 

"It's  strange.  I  come  to  this  unlikely  place 
and  three  totally  desirable  men,  none  of 
them  married,  tell  me  that  under  the  right 

circumstances.  .  .  .  Why  doesn't  anyone  tell me  that  in  Dallas  when  the  circumstances 

are  right?" 
"Ricardo,  me  and  who's  the  third?" 

"This  big  one,"  she  said,  pointing  to  the 
caped  figure  of  Leon  Ledesma  as  he  made 
his  way  to  our  table.  When  he  reached  us  I 

said:  "This  young  woman  has  been  telling 
me  you  made  a  pass  at  her.  Join  the  club." 

"What  I  said  was  that  if  she  moved  to 
Toledo,  and  found  a  good  paying  job,  and 
converted  to  Catholicism,  and  learned  idi- 

omatic Spanish,  I  might,  I  just  might,  de- 
velop an  interest  in  her.  What  I  meant  was 

that  I'd  give  her  a  fighting  chance  to  prove 
herself.  .  .  ." 

We  had  settled  nothing  when  we  heard 
an  insistent  horn,  and  there  was  Judy  Hooper 
in  her  convertible,  blowing  like  mad.  When 

she  attracted  our  attention  she  called:  "Liz, 

we  leave  in  twelve  minutes.  I've  paid  the 
hotel  bills.  Grab  your  stuff  and  get  down 
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here,  because  at  oh-eight-hundred  I  head 

north."  When  Liz  dashed  into  the  hotel,  Judy 
shouted:  "You,  Clay!  Go  up  and  get  that 
red-head  down  here,  now!  Because  I'm  leav- 

ing." As  I  ran  into  the  hotel  I  saw  Judy  giv- 
ing Ledesma  a  kiss  and  sharing  the  latest 

gossip  with  him,  but  I  forgot  such  things 

when  I  reached  Betsy  King's  room,  for  when 
I  pushed  open  the  door  to  roust  her  out  of 
bed  and  help  her  pack,  I  found  that  she  was 
not  alone.  A  very  handsome  young  matador 
lay  there  with  her,  a  vivid  scar  showing 
across  his  naked  chest. 

Attempting  no  apologies,  I  cried:  "Your 
car  leaves  in  ten  minutes!  Here!"  and  I 
threw  her  a  towel.  I've  often  recalled  the 
next  frantic  minutes  with  a  half-dressed 
Betsy  dashing  about  and  tossing  me  things 
to  pack,  while  Gustavo  Morones  remained 

placidly  in  bed,  watching  us  with  a  half- 
smile.  I  think  if  he'd  said  one  word  I'd  have 
tried  to  slug  him,  despite  our  difference  in 
ages,  and  I  like  to  think  that  because  I  was 
in  better  physical  shape  than  he,  I  might 
have  got  away  with  it. 

Pushing  Betsy  toward  the  door,  then 
waiting  as  she  ran  back  to  kiss  him  goodbye, 
I  listened  as  she  said  the  damnedest  thing: 

"Come  June,  I'll  be  in  Madrid,  Junior  Year 

Abroad,  it'll  be  in  the  phone  book.  If  you 
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get  the  contracts  you  said,  I'd  like  to  see 
Spain  with  you."  And  in  those  few  seconds 
a  transatlantic  love  affair  was  arranged.  He 
did  not  get  out  of  bed  to  kiss  her  goodbye. 

After  I  had  tucked  her  gear  into  the 
convertible  I  assumed  that  my  duties  with 
the  Texas  girls  were  over,  but  not  quite.  Judy 
left  the  car,  grabbed  my  hands  and  gave  me 

a  no-fooling  kiss.  Then  the  professor  did  the 
same,  and  even  Betsy  leaned  out  and  kissed 

me,  once  again  the  shy,  sweet  kid  she'd  been 
three  days  ago,  but  I  could  not  let  her  get 
away  with  it.  Grabbing  her  by  the  arm  I  said: 

"When  my  article  comes  out  with  those  six 
great  shots  of  Flaco  placing  his  banderillas 
for  you,  cut  the  strip  out  and  paste  it  on  your 
wardrobe  to  remind  you  he  risked  his  life  to 

honor  you.  You'll  be  lucky  if  your  matador 
ever  does  anything  half  as  important,"  and  in 
her  nineteen-year-old  little-girl  voice  she 

promised:  "I'll  do  just  that,  Grand  Pops." 
Judy  of  course  had  the  last  word: 

"You've  been  a  champion,  Clay.  We  couldn't 
have  done  it  without  you  and  your  matadors." As  the  convertible  started  to  move  I  cried: 

"Kids!  Be  careful.  We  don't  want  to  lose 

you,"  and  rarely  have  I  spoken  more  from  the heart. 

The  final  comments  on  the  Texas  girls  came  from 
the  uncle  of  the  narrator,  Don  Eduardo  Palafox, 
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the  distinguished  breeder  of  fighting  bulls  and  the 
man  who  had  arranged  the  tienta  on  his  ranch. 
When  he  encountered  his  nephew  on  Monday 

morning  he  snarled:  "Your  behavior's  been  abom- 
inable, a  disgrace  to  the  Palafox  name.  So  if  you 

bother  to  return  for  our  Festival  next  year,  don't 
you  dare  bring  your  Texas  putas.  Doing  it  in  a 

public  hospital  ...  the  nurses  called  me." 
But  later,  in  a  more  amiable  mood,  he  wrote 

to  Clay  in  a  conciliatory  tone: 

Our  entire  committee  feels  it  would  add  a 

great  deal  to  Ixmiq-62  if  you  could  attend  as 
a  highly  regarded  son  of  Toledo,  and  it 
would  be  even  better  if  you  would  persuade 

those  three  wonderful  girls  from  Texas  to  re- 
turn. They  made  a  most  favorable  impres- 

sion on  the  men  of  our  committee,  especially 
the  two  girls  who  fought  our  cows  with  such 
style. 

Your  Admiring  Uncle  Eduardo 

258 



VII 

Bennett  Cerf  Redivivus 





BENNETT  CERF  REDIVIVUS 

From  the  passages  cited  it  is  obvious,  I  hope,  that 
I  wrote  Chapters  11  through  17  with  affection  for 

the  three  Texas  girls,  but  also  with  a  desire  to  ex- 

plain a  phenomenon  which  I'd  observed  around 
the  world:  a  coterie  which  was  becoming  known 

in  the  vernacular  as  'groupies,'  gangs  of  uninhib- 
ited girls  and  young  women  who  cluster  about 

athletic  heroes  and  other  celebrities,  often  hoping 
to  bed  with  them.  In  the  Mexican  bullfight  scene 
when  I  knew  it  well,  they  were  conspicuous  and 
rather  difficult  to  fathom. 

I  strove  to  present  my  young  women  hon- 
estly, without  exaggeration  or  ridicule.  I  certainly 

did  not  depict  them  as  occupying  the  bottom 

layer  of  this  obstreperous  breed  but  rather  the  lik- 
able young  women  who  seek  adventure  before 

settling  down  to  ordinary  marriages.  I  thought  of 
them  as  acceptable  heroines  and  still  do. 

But  I  was  about  to  receive  a  shock.  When 

my  editors  in  New  York,  having  been  enthusiastic 
about  my  original  ten  chapters,  read  the  later 
seven,  they  were  unanimous  in  rejecting  the  three 
Texans.  They  advised  me  to  drop  them  from  the 
manuscript,  not  to  waste  time  trying  to  modify 
them,  and  to  proceed  with  the  job  of  redrafting 
the  final  chapters  without  their  presence:  They 

do  not  fit.  They're  an  intrusion  that  adds  nothing 
to  the  inherent  movement  of  the  novel.'  Their  re- 

jection was  so  firm  that  it  did  not  allow  counter- 
debate,  and  while  I  was  not  bound  to  accept  their 
negative  judgment,  it  had  been  delivered  with 
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such  clarity  that  I  would  have  been  foolish  to  ig- 
nore it.  But  in  accepting  it,  I  faced  problems  of 

considerable  philosophical  and  structural  com- 
plexity. 

When  I  endeavored  to  digest  this  negative 
criticism  I  concluded  that  it  was  my  presenting 
them  as  groupies  that  had  offended.  I  suspected 

that  women  editors  had  found  the  Texas  girls  dis- 
tasteful and  even  grossly  immoral,  but  I  was  not 

then  in  a  position  from  which  I  could  rebut  them 
by  pointing  out  that  the  behavior  of  my  characters 

was  normal  within  their  category,  and  even  re- 
served. But  then,  in  1991-92,  a  bizarre  series  of 

incidents  brought  the  problem  of  groupies  into  the 
headlines,  proving  that  what  I  had  written  about 
my  Texas  girls  was  actually  quite  temperate. 

First,  Magic  Johnson,  the  charismatic  won- 
der-star of  professional  basketball  and  a  most  lik- 

able young  man,  confessed  publicly  that  he  had 
acquired  the  hiv  virus  that  almost  always  leads  to 

fatal  aids.  He  admitted  that  he  had  probably  con- 
tracted the  virus  through  the  careless  sex  habits 

commonly  indulged  in  by  professional  athletes 
and  gave  a  shocking  interview  in  which  he  said 
that  he  had  tried  to  accommodate  as  many 
women  as  possible. 

Second,  Wilt  Chamberlain,  the  giant  basket- 
ball player  who  performed  miracles  on  the  court 

and  once  scored  a  hundred  points  in  one  game, 
boasted  that  he  had  enjoyed  sex  with  about 
20,000  different  women. 
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Third,  when  Mike  Tyson,  a  ferocious  boxer 
who  annihilated  his  opponents,  was  found  guilty 

of  raping  a  young  beauty-queen  contestant,  com- 
ments during  his  trial  focused  on  the  fact  that  as 

a  champion  prize  fighter  he  was  accustomed  to 
the  adulation  of  women  and  that  his  behavior 

with  Miss  Washington  was  not  extraordinary — he 
said  that  she  should  have  expected  it  when  she 

dated  him  late  at  night  and  under  ominous  cir- 
cumstances. 

Fourth,  Martina  Navratilova,  the  tennis 

champion  who  has  had  a  well-publicized  sex  life 
involving  a  court  case  brought  against  her,  gave  a 
daring  but  splendid  public  statement  in  which  she 
complained  that  the  public  was  making  a  moral 

hero  of  Magic  Johnson  for  the  moving  and  com- 
mendable way  he  had  confessed  on  television  re- 

garding his  affliction,  while  if  she,  or  any  other 

woman  athlete,  had  revealed  promiscuous  behav- 
ior, she  would  have  been  branded  a  prostitute  and 

been  ostracized. 

Fifth,  these  four  highly  publicized  incidents 

encouraged  several  sports  writers  to  reflect  pub- 
licly on  the  fact  that  an  ambience  has  grown  up 

within  the  world  of  professional  sports  which 
condones  treating  groupies  as  available  game. 
Other  writers  ventilated  the  scandals  that  often 

occur  in  college  and  university  sports  in  wl.ich 
gang  rapes  seem  to  be  acceptable  behavior  for 

athletes;  others  reported  cases  in  which  well  re- 
garded male  college  athletes  raped  female  stu- 
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dents  and  were  protected  by  college  authorities 
who  either  did  not  prosecute  the  charges  of  rape, 
or  who  applied  pressure  on  the  young  women  to 
persuade  them  to  retract  their  charges. 

From  the  time  I  wrote  my  account  of  the 

Texas  groupies — and  they  did  not  really  warrant 
that  pejorative  term — to  the  weeks  in  1992  when 
I  tried  to  decide  whether  to  erase  them,  the  cli- 

mate of  public  opinion  had  changed  so  radically 
that  at  first  I  believed  I  ought  to  barge  ahead  with 
the  seven  chapters  as  written.  They  were  honest, 

they  represented  the  scene  without  violence  or  of- 
fensive sex,  and  they  added  to  the  portrait  of  a 

Mexican  festival.  I  decided  to  keep  them,  if  Ran- 
dom House  would  allow  me  to  do  so. 

But  then  I  began  to  wonder  if  my  first  reac- 
tions to  the  negative  comment  were  justified.  Did 

the  criticism  of  the  three  Texas  girls  really  focus 
on  their  sexual  behavior,  or  was  it  possible  that 

my  critics  did  not  like  the  girls  because  their  in- 
trusion negatively  affected  the  forward  movement 

of  the  narrative?  More  important,  did  they  pre- 
empt so  much  space  and  attention  that  I  was  not 

handling  adequately  the  problems  of  my  main 
characters:  my  narrator  and  his  problem  of  what 

to  do  with  the  remainder  of  his  life;  and  my  pre- 
mier matador  who  sought  to  return  to  the  days 

when  he  was  his  own  man  and  not  a  plastic  cre- 
ation of  his  domineering  father  and  his  two  broth- 

ers? 

Then,  one  afternoon  as  I  wandered  by  a 
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Florida  waterway  filled  with  egrets,  herons  and 
rowdy  pelicans,  a  startling  thought  struck  me: 
These  Random  House  editors  today  are  saying 
exactly  what  Bennett  Cerf,  another  Random 

House  official,  said  thirty  years  ago:  "The  intru- 
sion of  those  Hollywood  types  does  nothing  to 

help  your  novel.  Instead  they  impede  it.  Get  rid 

of  them."  '  Now,  though  long  dead,  he  was  warn- 
ing me  from  the  grave  and  through  the  agency  of 

editors  he  had  never  met  or  even  known  about: 

'Cut  the  Texas  girls.  They're  a  diversion.  They  do 
nothing  to  enhance  the  novel.  Instead  they  detract 
from  your  main  story,  the  effect  of  the  festival  on 

your  major  characters.' 
When  I  phrased  it  that  way  or,  more  accu- 

rately, when  I  saw  it  more  clearly,  I  could  see  that 
Cerf  had  been  right  in  1961,  which  was  why  I 

dropped  the  novel  then,  and  his  advice  still  ap- 
plied. But  there  was  a  vast  difference  between  the 

two  occasions.  Then  I  had  been  a  beginning  writer 

feeling  my  way  down  a  dangerous  path — the  writ- 
ing of  long  novels  involving  many  centuries  and 

many  generations  of  characters — and  I  was  neither 
strong  enough  to  accept  negative  criticism  from 
my  publisher,  nor  experienced  enough  to  see  how, 
if  I  did  accept  it,  I  could  revise  the  entire  plan  for 
the  novel.  I  had  allowed  him  to  derail  me. 

But  now  I  was  a  tough  old  bird,  veteran  of 
many  writing  and  publishing  experiences,  so  that 

when  my  editors  said  firmly:  This  is  wrong'  I 
knew  how  to  accept  that  criticism,  regroup  my 
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energies  and  redo  the  final  chapters  till  they 
were  right. 

Once  I  accepted  the  criticism  and  admitted  its 

propriety — that  my  beloved  Texas  girls  were  an  in- 
trusion and  a  deviation — I  had  no  hesitation  in  bid- 

ding them  farewell.  Lovely  Judy  Hooker,  brilliant 
Professor  Longford,  rowdy  red-headed  Betsy  King, 
farewell.  In  another  time,  in  another  place  ...  as 
one  of  the  characters  in  the  novel  had  said. 

I  spent  long  hours  over  many  days  wander- 
ing along  the  waterway — in  Maine  I  walk  under 

majestic  pine  trees  for  nature  has  always  been  my 
therapy — trying  to  sort  out  the  values  involved  in 
what  I  had  to  do.  The  first  decision  came  easily. 
If  the  Texans  had  to  go,  I  already  had  in  the  novel 
a  group  of  seven  Oklahomans  ready  to  replace 
them.  They  could  be  cut  back  to  five,  among 

whom  would  be  Penny,  a  delightful  seventeen- 
year-old  daughter  of  a  Tulsa  oil  millionaire, 
ready-made  to  substitute  for  Judy  Hooker,  but  on 
a  lower  octane  level.  I  awaited  her  eagerly  and 
preened  when  she  turned  out  to  be  a  delectable 

addition,  western-pretty  but  also  strong-willed. 
It  became  clear  that  I  could  transfer  to 

Penny,  making  proper  adjustments  since  her  per- 

sonality was  much  different  from  Judy's,  many  of 
the  interesting  exploits  in  which  Judy  had  been 
involved,  but  making  her  a  restrained,  well- 
behaved  young  woman  instead  of  an  avid  bed- 
hopper.  She  cooperated — readers  of  Mexico  will 
recognize  several  short  passages  from  The  Texas 
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Girls  which  have  been  altered  to  fit  her — and  the 
novel  was  strengthened. 

In  the  space  thus  made  available  by  dropping 
the  other  two  Texans,  I  could  pay  closer  attention 
to  my  main  protagonists,  the  American  newsman 
and  the  matadors,  and  this  treatment  enabled  me 
to  make  them  men  of  much  stronger  character 
and  significance.  And  by  cutting  down  the 
number  of  Oklahomans,  I  had  space  to  develop 
more  fully  those  I  kept. 

Thus  the  ghostly  voice  of  my  old  friend, 

Bennett  Cerf,  speaking  in  echoing  whispers,  en- 
couraged me  to  go  back  to  where  he  left  me  in 

1961,  make  the  changes  he  had  recommended 
then,  and  produce  a  better  book  both  for  myself 
and  for  the  company  he  had  brought  into  being. 

I  still  had  much  work  to  do  in  actually  writing  the 
new  chapters  and  then  coordinating  them  with  the 
earlier  ones.  So  much  had  changed  in  thirty  years. 
For  example,  as  a  beginner  I  had  used  traditional 
methods  for  handling  dialogue: 

In  response  he  said,  "I'll  be  leaving  at  ten." 

But  the  more  I  wrote,  the  more  tedious  I  found  it 

to  be  repeating  endlessly  he  said  and  had  adopted 
a  much  better  solution: 

He  could  not  agree:  Til  be  leaving  at  ten.' 
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and  often  I  give  the  quote  without  bothering  to 
indicate  who  is  speaking,  a  practice  which  annoys 
my  copy  editors  and  which,  under  pressure  in 

specific  examples  where  clarity  has  been  ob- 
scured, I  abandon.  Also  I  now  prefer  one  quota- 

tion mark  (')  rather  than  two  ("). 
More  important  were  the  changes  in  my 

characters'  motivations,  the  weight  given  to  cer- 
tain ideas,  altered  details  in  Mexican  life  and  cus- 

toms, and  the  mysterious  values  accorded  to 
certain  arts  or  concepts.  All  those  required 
changes  in  the  first  ten  chapters,  for  I  was  not 
now  the  man  I  was  when  I  wrote  the  beginnings 

of  my  novel,  nor  did  I  see  things  the  same  way, 
but  the  distant  beginnings  which  were  right  also 
modified  what  I  now  wrote.  It  was  a  process  of 
endless  change,  fore  and  aft. 

I  have  always  experimented  in  names,  fre- 
quently changing  them  in  the  middle  of  a  chapter 

if  they  lacked  the  proper  resonance.  In  doing  this 

I  had  finally  found  several  which  gained  accept- 
ance among  my  readers:  Nellie  Forbush  seems 

exactly  right  for  a  navy  nurse  from  Arkansas. 
Pasquinel  was  a  fine  invention  for  a  French  fur 
trapper;  indeed,  it  was  such  an  echoing  name  that 
a  saloon  keeper  in  Scotland  asked  my  permission 
to  name  his  bistro  after  the  Frenchman,  while  a 

posh  restaurant  in  Greeley,  Colorado,  is  named 
after  Potato  Brumbaugh.  In  Mexico  I  altered 
names  rapidly  until  I  found  ones  with  which  I 
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could  live,  and  that  required  constant  changing  in 
the  two  texts. 

And  there  were  minor  oddities.  In  the  origi- 
nal I  denoted  word  accents  in  this  widely  ac- 

cepted way:  'Richard  Martin,  the  American  lad 
from  San  Diego  who  aspired  to  be  a  bullfighter, 

changed  his  name  to  Ricardo  Martin  (Mar- 

TEEN).'  When  I  saw  those  big  letters  glaring  at 
me  from  one  of  my  books  they  offended  me.  I 

now  use  Martin  (Mar-teen)  and  like  it  better. 
Also,  now  when  I  must  quote  a  substantial  pas- 

sage from  another  source,  I  prefer  to  put  it  in  a 

blocked  body  of  text,  single  spaced,  double  in- 
dented both  left  and  right,  but  with  no  added  in- 

dentation to  indicate  the  beginning  of  the  quoted 

passage.  And  when  resuming  normal  double- 
spaced  text,  I  like  it  to  be  flush  left,  again  with  no 
indication  of  the  paragraph.  In  a  series  of  either 

words  or  phrases  separated  by  commas  I  now  pre- 
fer to  drop  the  final  comma  unless  meaning  de- 

mands it.  Proofreading  Mexico  was  not  easy,  and 
for  the  sake  of  stylistic  harmony  the  new  chapters 
were  recast  in  my  old  styles. 

There  was  also  the  problem  presented  by  the 

three  very  long  chapters  dealing  with  my  narra- 

tor's Indian,  Spanish  and  American  ancestors.  It 
soon  became  obvious  that  good  bookmaking  re- 

quired that  each  be  cut  into  parts  at  historical 
points  where  they  should  have  been  cut  anyway. 
Also,  the  poetic  Chapter  13  By  Torchlight  in  the 
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structure  I  had  developed  in  1991,  had  already 

been  interchanged  with  Chapter  14  American  An- 
cestors, so  that  as  I  started  my  revision  the  chap- 

ter sequence  agreed  upon  was: 

8.  JAM  1992 

1.  Cactus  and  Maguey  11.  Spanish  Ancestors:  In  Mexico 

2.  The  Spaniard  12.  The  Barbers 

3.  The  Rancher  13.  On  the  Terrace 

4.  The  Indian  14.  Fight  #2:  Saturnine  Saturday 

5.  Indian  Ancestors:  The  Builders  15.  American  Ancestors:  In  Virginia 

6.  Indian  Ancestors:  The  Altomecs  16.  American  Ancestors:  In  Mexico 

7.  The  Critic  17.  By  Torchlight 

8.  Friday  Fight  18.  The  Sorteo 

9.  Meaning  of  Death  19.  Fight  #3:  Sol  y  Sombra 

10.  Spanish  Ancestors:  In  Spain                20.  House  of  Tile 

How  many  changes  there  had  been  between 
the  first  outline  and  the  last!  And  how  many  of 
them  came  late  in  this  intricate  process! 

Even  with  the  outline  firmly  in  mind,  the  ac- 
tual writing  of  the  chapters  did  not  come  easily. 

The  records  at  the  end  of  each  chapter,  as  typed 

out  by  my  word-processing  secretaries — six  of 
them  at  different  times  and  in  different  cities  be- 

cause I  was  moving  around  so  much — show  that 
on  certain  difficult  chapters  as  many  as  seven  re- 

visions were  needed  to  nail  down  what  was  re- 
quired, and  all  the  chapters  went  through  three  or 

four  major  revisions  after  which  came  editorial 
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work  in  New  York,  proofreading  at  Random 
House  and  further  proofreading  by  me.  Finally  it 
was  ready  for  the  printer. 

I  had  every  reason  to  believe  that  the  peril- 
ous and  oft-diverted  journey  of  this  manuscript 

had  been  safely  accomplished,  for  it  was  now  out 

of  my  hands,  but  even  as  I  contemplated  its  com- 
pletion with  satisfaction,  a  phone  call  reached  me 

from  Guadalajara.  It  was  from  a  dear  and  highly 

regarded  woman  with  whom  I'd  had  an  admiring 
friendship  dating  back  many  decades  in  both 
Mexico  and  Portugal.  She  was  Conchita  Cintron, 

the  world's  most  famous  woman  bullfighter,  a 
rejoneadora  who  fought  bulls  from  horseback, 

using  a  long-handled  rejon  (lance). 
The  mistress  of  this  arcane  skill  wanted  to 

ask  me  a  question  about  a  visit  we'd  had  when 
she  was  performing  in  Portugal.  As  I  heard  her 
enthusiastic  voice  again,  speaking  in  good 

English — for  her  father  had  been  a  Puerto  Rican 
cavalry  officer  who  attended  West  Point  and  mar- 

ried an  American  girl — she  seemed  to  come  rid- 
ing right  into  my  room  astride  her  white  horse 

who  knelt  before  me  so  that  his  mistress  could 

cry:  'Don  Jaime!  There  must  be  a  place  for  us  in 
your  novel!'  and  as  she  smiled  an  idea  leaped 
into  my  mind:  'She'd  be  ideal  as  the  opener  for 
my  second  fight  in  Ixmiq-61.  A  marvelous 
woman  to  counterbalance  the  plethora  of  men 

fighters.  We'd  also  be  able  to  observe  Penny's  re- 
actions to  this  woman  champion.' 
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When  her  telephone  call  ended,  I  hurried  to 
my  typewriter,  bade  a  regretful  farewell  to  my 

other  bullfight  friend,  Gaston  Santos,  and  re- 
drafted the  scenes  in  which  he  had  appeared  with 

his  customary  charm  and  bravura.  I  was  sorry  to 
lose  him,  particularly  after  rediscovering  his 
name  lost  thirty  years  ago,  but  was  overjoyed  to 
include  the  great  Conchita,  for  she  was  indeed 
Numera  Una,  if  I  am  allowed  to  feminize  that 

popular  phrase.  She  had  galloped  into  the  heart  of 

my  novel. 

In  these  strange  and  arbitrary  ways  this  man- 
uscript, which  had  refused  to  die,  persevered  to  a 

satisfactory  life.  As  a  published  book  it  would 
find  new  adventures:  a  wide  readership,  selection 
as  a  major  book  club  choice,  publication  in  more 
than  a  dozen  languages  throughout  the  world,  and 
a  secure  place  in  the  hearts  of  people  who  had  an 
affinity  for  Mexico.  The  efforts  of  the  gifted 
women  who  have  assisted  me  so  ably:  my  cousin 
Virginia  in  finding  the  manuscript;  Kate  and  Olga 
and  Sono  and  Carole  of  Random  House  who  la- 

bored over  the  pages;  my  six  secretaries  who,  at 
one  time  or  another  and  in  various  places  did  the 

typing  and  the  word  processing — Evelyn  in 
Doylestown,  Nadia  in  Kintnersville,  Theresa  in 

Miami,  Debbie  and  Dena  and  Maggie  in  Austin — 
came  wonderfully  to  fulfillment. 

*  *  * 
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But  there  was  also  a  sardonic  aspect  to  this  some- 
times frenzied  work,  and  an  explanation  should 

give  courage  to  the  beginning  writer.  Toward  the 
end  of  my  writing  career,  managerial  affairs  at 

Random  House,  my  long-time  publisher  with 
whom  Fd  had  the  most  congenial  relations,  began 
to  fall  into  temporary  disarray.  Specialists  with 
whom  I  had  worked  were  fired  or  retired. 

Branches  of  the  house  which  had  brought  the 
company  prestige  were  juggled  about,  and  men 
with  fine  reputations  in  the  industry  were  let  go, 

sometimes  in  unacceptable  ways.  Outraged  writ- 
ers paraded  in  the  street,  threats  were  made,  and 

at  the  height  of  the  affair  I  published  a  letter  in 
which  I  said  that  if  this  continued  I  would  move 

two  manuscripts  I  had  already  finished  to  another 
publisher. 

When  Studs  Terkel,  the  brilliant  brawler 

from  Chicago  who  was  leading  the  public  protest 
against  Random,  thought  that  I  had  already  made 
the  switch,  he  telephoned  to  congratulate  me  on 
the  move,  and  other  dissidents  did  the  same. 

Eager  to  carry  out  the  threat  I  had  made,  but  sad- 
dened by  the  impasse  into  which  my  publisher 

had  fallen,  I  asked  my  agent,  Owen  Laster,  to 
take  my  two  manuscripts  to  other  publishers: 

'And  you  can  tell  them  that  I  feel  so  strongly 
about  this  that  I  will  be  willing  to  accept  a  mod- 

est royalty.'  Having  made  the  generous,  honora- 
ble gesture,  I  sat  back,  waiting  to  see  which 

major  house  would  grab  at  the  two  completed 

274 



BENNETT  CERF  REDIVIVUS 

manuscripts,  one  The  Novel  about  the  Pennsylva- 
nia Dutch  around  Lancaster,  and  the  other  a  kind 

of  summary  autobiography,  The  World  Is  My 
Home. 

To  my  astonishment,  considering  my  track 
record  of  decades  of  successful  publishing,  no 
house  wanted  the  manuscripts.  The  first  firm 
which  Laster  approached,  a  magisterial  place, 

said:  'We  would  not  care  to  publish  either  book.' 
The  second,  almost  as  famous,  conceded:  'We 
might  consider  the  autobiography  but  would  not 
care  for  the  other,  since  it  has  no  merit  and  deals 

with  events  long  past.'  Humiliated,  I  myself  took 
the  project  to  a  third  house,  one  with  younger  ed- 

itors and  bright  hopes.  They  said,  not  directly  but 
in  terms  that  could  not  be  misinterpreted: 

'Michener  is  a  nice  fellow,  but  his  day  is  passed. 
We're  into  whole  new  areas,'  and  with  that  brush- 
off  they  let  me  know  they  did  not  even  care  to  in- 

spect the  manuscripts. 
These  present  paragraphs  are,  therefore,  a 

kind  of  apology  to  Terkel:  'Studs,  I  took  your 
phone  call  seriously.  I  wanted  to  support  your 
gesture  in  defense  of  responsible  publishing.  I 
took  my  two  manuscripts  to  other  publishers  and 
found  I  could  not  give  the  damned  things  away.  I 

tried  to  support  you,  but  was  denied  the  opportu- 

nity.' 
As  I  reflected  upon  this  mortifying  experi- 

ence I  concluded  that  the  three  publishers,  who 

not  only  rejected  but  in  a  sense  despised  my  man- 
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uscripts,  were  correct  in  their  decisions  to  decline 
them.  The  potential  books  were  not  of  sufficient 
worth  to  justify  a  wrestling  match  with  Random 
House.  The  manuscripts  were  outside  the  pattern 
which  had  accounted  for  that  impressive  string  of 
big  bestsellers  which  had  characterized  my  earlier 
writing.  And  the  young  editors  were  right:  I  was 

a  has-been.  I  had  been  willing  almost  to  give  the 
books  away  and  had  found  no  takers. 

At  this  painful  juncture  I  had  no  recourse  but 

to  return  to  Random  House  and  ask:  4Do  you  still 
want  to  publish  them?'  When  I  posed  this  ques- 

tion I  was  in  Washington  attending  an  important 

meeting  of  a  committee  on  which  I  served  regard- 
ing foreign  affairs,  but  the  two  heads  of  Random 

House,  the  owner  Si  Newhouse  and  his  publisher 

Alberto  Vitale,  flew  down  for  a  tense  three-hour 
meeting  in  which  we  discussed  fundamentals.  I 
assured  them  that  I  still  wanted  to  publish  with 
Random  if  they  were  interested  in  carrying  on  the 
traditions  of  that  great  house  and  they  assured  me 
that  that  was  their  intention.  We  discussed  the 

fact  that  the  publishing  costs  of  my  early  books 
had  been  recouped  once  the  books  sold  around 

eight  thousand  copies:  'So  it's  clear  that  if  one  ul- 
timately sells  eight  hundred  thousand,  the  pub- 

lisher is  making  a  fortune.  If  that  windfall  is  not 

ploughed  back  in  the  form  of  support  for  begin- 
ning writers,  the  efforts  of  the  older,  successful 

writer  have  been  in  vain.'  They  assured  me  that 
they  understood  this  better  than  I  and  that  profits 
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were  being  placed  back  into  the  mainstream  of 
publishing.  With  those  understandings  we  shook 
hands.  I  returned  to  my  meetings  and  they  flew 
back  to  New  York. 

The  next  day  one  of  the  newspapers  carried 

the  sardonic  headline:  'michener  talking,  not 

walking,'  and  the  affair  ended  to  the  disgust  of 
those  other  writers  who  had  hoped  that  I  would 
leave  Random  House. 

Now  the  denouement.  The  Novel  was  pub- 

lished. I'm  told  it  was  blasted  by  several  major 
critics,  which  justified  the  three  publishers  who 
rejected  it  as  worthless.  But  it  was  also  received 
with  acclaim  by  others  and  resided  a  respectable 
time  on  the  bestseller  lists.  Several  publishers 
wrote  to  inform  me  that  they  had  asked  their 
staffs  to  read  the  book  as  an  honest  portrait  of  the 

writing  and  publishing  experience.  Correspon- 
dents like  it. 

The  World  Is  My  Home  was  published  to 
wide,  if  guarded  acclaim,  found  a  home  on  the 

bestseller  lists,  never  at  the  top  but  in  the  respect- 
able suburbs,  and  evoked  a  flood  of  letters  from 

readers  who  judged  it  one  of  my  best  efforts. 
I  expect  it  to  enjoy  a  long  and  increasingly 
valued  life. 

But  the  amusing  aspect  of  all  this  is  that  had 
any  one  of  those  three  publishers  accepted  instead 
of  rejected  the  two  manuscripts  when  I  tried  to 

give  them  away,  they  would  in  time  have  auto- 
matically inherited  not  only  my  novel  Mexico  but 
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also  another  novel  I've  been  working  on  for  some 
time.  Focused  on  a  wholly  new  theme  of  critical 
relevance,  it  could  turn  out  to  be  the  best  I  will 
ever  write.  If  Mexico  and  the  new  manuscript 
achieve  wide  readership,  the  three  publishers  will 
have  thrown  away  a  minor  gold  mine. 

The  history  of  publishing  is  replete  with  in- 
stances in  which  a  knowledgeable  editor  baby-sits 

some  struggling  writer  through  several  disap- 
pointing early  books,  only  to  cut  him  or  her  loose 

just  as  the  next  book  is  ready  to  prove  a  tremen- 
dous success.  The  dramatic  cases  of  John  Irving 

and  Leon  Uris  come  to  mind.  The  beginner  can 

take  comfort  from  my  experience:  'When  he  was 
eighty-five  Jim  Michener  could  not  give  away  his 
manuscripts.  They  said  he  was  too  old,  too  out  of 
date.  But  they  became  bestsellers  in  languages 

all  over  the  globe.'  Sometimes  it  is  the  writer, 
not  the  publisher,  who  knows  what  makes  a 
viable  book. 
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Over  thirty  years  ago  a  Pulitzer  Prize  winner  set 
aside  a  half-completed  manuscript.  That  manu- 

script was  MEXICO.  It  would  become  an  interna- 
tional bestseller  in  the  winter  of  1992-93.  The 

author  is  James  A.  Michener.  And  this  is  what 
happened. 

"It  may  be  unique  for  a  writer  to  publish  an  epic 
novel  and,  in  the  same  season,  a  separate  book- 
length  guide  to  that  novel's  genesis,  develop- ment, abandonment  and  resurrection  30  years 
later.  But  that  is  what  James  Michener  has  done. 
The  novel  is  MEXICO  and  the  commentary  is  MY 
LOST  MEXICO,  and  the  two  together  will 
form  a  rewarding  experience . . .  MY  LOST 
MEXICO  on  its  own  is  a  treat" 

-The  New  York  Times  Book  Review 

'Writers  like  Michener  'cast  out  like  trout  fish- 
ermen; their  scale  is  vast.  This  book,  perhaps 

more  than  the  actual  novel  'Mexico/  will  be  in- 
valuable to  any  aspiring  or  working  writer." -The  LA.  Times 
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