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Introduction





“I seem fated to send people on journeys.”


—WILLA CATHER TO MISS MASTERSON, MARCH 15, 1943


WILLA CATHER PUBLISHED THE novel Death Comes for the Archbishop in September 1927. She had visited the desert Southwest six times between 1912 and 1926. Her last two trips in 1925 and 1926 were directly related to researching and writing Archbishop, which late in life she called her “best book.”1 The novel, an unusual story of two French priests and best friends serving on the American frontier, is loosely based on two actual people, Archbishop Jean-Baptiste Lamy and Bishop Joseph Machebeuf. It is a perennial favorite of visitors to New Mexico.


In 2024 The Atlantic published “The Great American Novels” list, choosing the most notable novels from 1924 to 2023. For 1927, the magazine chose Willa Cather’s Death Comes for the Archbishop, the only Cather novel to make the list.2


I first read Death Comes for the Archbishop in 1998 before my first visit to Santa Fe. My mom, who came with me, encouraged me to read the book before our trip. I subsequently reread the book so many times and returned to Santa Fe so often that I finally decided to move there during the COVID-19 pandemic. Santa Fe is a tourist town and has been since it achieved statehood in 1912, the year Cather first ventured to the Southwest. I’m fine with that—I’m a tour guide, and my job is to help guests explore the rich layers of our culture and history. I want every visitor to fall in love with Santa Fe, just as I did, and just as Cather did. The City Different, as we call it, is a magical place.


I lead a tour called Willa Cather’s Santa Fe, in which we explore Cather’s inspiration to write Death Comes for the Archbishop while walking in her footsteps. I call it a “walking seminar,” as we explore 1920s Santa Fe with historic images and readings from Cather’s articles, interviews, and letters. We also explore characters and themes covered in her novel. So many visitors have read Archbishop, and people seem universally impressed by her sparse but beautiful descriptions of New Mexico, descriptions that Cather based on her personal experiences traveling to the Southwest.


A Santa Fean once flippantly referred to Cather as a carpetbagger. Not so, I responded. She was no weekend visitor, but someone who visited the Southwest six times, each time for one to two months. She loved the Southwest and considered buying a second home in the region (alas, she never did). Anyone who travels absorbs the local culture just by being there, meeting the people, hearing the language and customs, exploring the history, and enjoying the food. Cather drew powerful insights from her travels, and she used her linguistic skills to vividly describe places that her characters inhabited—places that she herself had visited. From Cather’s six trips to the Southwest came three novels: The Song of the Lark (1915), The Professor’s House (1925), and Death Comes for the Archbishop (1927).


“Travel is fatal to prejudice, bigotry and narrow-mindedness, and many of our people need it sorely on these accounts,” observed Mark Twain in The Innocents Abroad. He added, “Broad, wholesome, charitable views of men and things can not be acquired by vegetating in one little corner of the earth all one’s lifetime.”3 Travel builds empathy between cultures and people. Going on a trip requires you to take a step out of yourself and beyond your comfort zone. Often that’s where the universe reveals its secrets, when you’ve shed your routine and are open to possibilities and new perspectives. Willa Cather possessed empathy in abundance and saw differing perspectives through her characters, often real or historical people she met along her journeys.


Historian Flannery Burke called what most visitors to New Mexico engage in “heritage tourism.” The label isn’t pejorative. People come to explore the ancient human history, stunning landscapes, outdoor recreation, our many cultures, the extensive art scene, and the chile-driven cuisine that make the Land of Enchantment such a distinct place. But they often underestimate how deeply Hispanic, Mexican, and Native American our culture is. We are the only state to place “New Mexico USA” on our car license plates, as many geographically challenged Americans mistakenly think New Mexico is part of Mexico, rather than being the forty-seventh state. We are, as they say, a place apart.4


New Mexico has twenty-three federally recognized Indigenous tribes (nineteen Pueblo, three Apache, and the Navajo/Diné), who make up more than 10 percent of our population. Guests sometimes come with romanticized notions of authentic but primitive Indigenous people rooted in the past. I remind people to view Native cultures not just as they were, but to experience them as they are: modern people rooted in tradition. Going to Bandelier National Monument is fantastic and shouldn’t be missed. But if you only visit a historic site without also visiting descendant living pueblos like Cochiti and San Ildefonso, then you’ve only learned half the lesson. Cather visited both ancestral and living Pueblo communities.


I love reading about a place’s history but believe that visiting that place is equally important. Ideally you should do both. You can read about the Battle of Gettysburg, but until you visit that blood-soaked battlefield, you’ll never fully grasp its importance to America history and the loss of so many men who “gave the last full measure of devotion,” as Abraham Lincoln stated in the Gettysburg Address. You read a book for deeper insight; you visit a historic place to sense what it really means and how you connect to the past. You understand its importance in the present.


This book is not just a history of how Willa Cather wrote Death Comes for the Archbishop. It is also a straightening of the historical record and a travel guide. I want you, the reader, not only to explore Willa Cather’s novel but also to explore the many sites in her book. They are real places. New Mexico is called the Land of Enchantment for a reason. My goal is to help you see why Cather fell in love with the desert Southwest.


On my walking tours, I remind people that history is like an onion: It has many layers to explore and peeling it back can be so worthwhile. On the other hand, like an onion, history can make you cry for its many tragedies. History is not always pretty. Over the years, I have followed Willa Cather and her partner Edith Lewis’s trail throughout the Southwest, visiting hotels, historic sites, national parks, pueblos, towns, and train stations, peeling the onion back (so to speak) to find those deeper insights into Cather’s own experiences researching her novel.


Studying history is about understanding context. All too often people judge the past by how they feel about it now. Historians call that “presentism.” I intend to gently steer you away from presentism and help you understand Cather and her novel in the context of their time. Importantly, some words we use today didn’t exist in Cather’s time, such as decolonization, gender nonconforming, genocide, historical fiction, LGBTQ+, mansplaining, overtourism, and settler colonialism.


I approach Cather’s novel through a historical and textual perspective, using the book and her letters, articles, and interviews as primary sources. This is a different approach from literary critics and theorists, who often try (and fail) to shoehorn Cather into their ideological frameworks, whether that be anticolonialism, antihegemony, feminism, Freudian analysis, Marxism, modernism, or queer theory. My focus is history, rather than literary criticism, symbolism, or theory. I acknowledge the validity of these approaches, but I don’t dwell on them, or as Cather wrote, merely “touch and pass on.” This leaves plenty of room for future scholars to explore other facets of Death Comes for the Archbishop.5


Cather was a lifelong conservative who only desired to write artful stories that she found compelling. She showed little desire to smash the patriarchy or upend the hegemony of white America. She engaged in ethnic and racial stereotyping common for her era and occasionally used racist language. She was a lesbian who showed no interest in carrying the banner of gay rights. She was certainly no Freudian and probably would have never recognized the word anticolonialism. She was uninterested in writing political art to address the Questions of the Day, as the Marxists were. Accordingly, I encourage readers to enjoy Death Comes for the Archbishop for its sublime aesthetics. This was Cather at the peak of her writing career. I will guide you through the novel and New Mexico’s history, providing deeper context into Cather’s research, her travels, and even her feelings.6


Another thing to remember is that perspective is everything in a multicultural environment like New Mexico. We all have one. I’m an Anglo, a New Mexican term for non-Hispanic white, which also makes me a permanent outsider compared to the Hispanics who have been here for centuries and the Indigenous people who have been here for millennia. We all live constrained by the limits of our perspectives—and we’d be mistaken to think that ours are the only valid ones. History is never static, but something we must reexamine as new documents, facts, interpretations, and perspectives emerge. A positive trend in interpreting history in the twenty-first century is the increasing tendency to ask, Whose story has been left out? History is becoming more inclusive.


The facts of history are what they are, but how we interpret history depends on perspective. The Spanish established the New Mexico colony in 1598. They moved the capital to Santa Fe in 1610. The Pueblo Revolt took place in 1680. Mexico won its independence from Spain in 1821. The United States seized the Southwest in 1846. Archbishop Lamy arrived in Santa Fe in 1851 and began constructing the St. Francis Cathedral in 1869. Those are historical facts. However, cultures have differing points of view about our shared history, and this is where we must respect these different perspectives. What is heroic to one culture (for example, Governor Diego de Vargas reestablishing the Spanish colony in 1692–1693) is controversial to another. There are multiple perspectives about New Mexico’s complicated and layered history, and our various ethnic groups are certainly not monolithic in their views.


Let me challenge some assumed perspectives. European settlers called the Western Hemisphere the New World. What’s so new about it? Absolutely nothing. Indigenous people have lived here for tens of thousands of years. The idea of the New World is an outdated European perspective, just as the idea of the Old World or Olde Europe is an outdated American perspective.


And just what is the Southwest? I’ve heard it described as the geography between Durango, Colorado, and Durango, Mexico, and between Las Vegas, Nevada to Las Vegas, New Mexico. Two American states define the American Southwest: Arizona and New Mexico, though I would more broadly define it both geographic terms as the desert between the Colorado River and the Rio Grande and in cultural terms that are heavily Hispanic and Indigenous. Los Angeles is a southwestern city, though it may lie beyond the region’s geographic boundaries (does this claim surprise you?). Southern Colorado and southern Utah are part of southwestern culture, and without a doubt the Chihuahuan and Sonoran deserts of northern Mexico are culturally and geographically part of the Southwest, though they may be beyond the borders of the United States. Hispanics in northern New Mexico continue to call themselves norteños. Northerners. This was once a northern outpost of the Spanish Empire, rather than the American Southwest. Again, it’s all perspective.


A note on terms, in particular “American Indian,” “Native American,” and “Indigenous.” There is a shift away from “Indian” among many Natives. In New Mexico, the word “Indian” isn’t considered pejorative, but it is outdated. “Indians” didn’t come from India, just as “Caucasians” (people of European descent) didn’t come from the Caucasus Mountains. Some prefer Native American, while others prefer Indigenous, while a great many people still self-identify as Indian. There is no consensus among Natives on this question. But in Cather’s time, Indian was the only word available. In this book, I use all three terms. Where I use Indian, it is within its historical context: for example, Indian schools, the Indian Detour program, Indian Territory, Indian Wars, and Pueblo Indian. For most other uses, I employ Native, Native American, or Indigenous.


Among Cather scholars, there are several shorthand methods of referring to her “best book:” Archbishop, Death Comes, and DCA. I’ve chosen the first of these, simply for brevity. In her letters Cather casually referred to the book as “the Archbishop” or “my Archbishop.”


I am indebted to earlier scholarship, including John Murphy and Charles Mignon’s scholarly edition of Death Comes for the Archbishop, Andrew Jewell and Janis Stout’s Selected Letters of Willa Cather, and Melissa Homestead’s The Only Wonderful Things, to name just a few. Homestead made a significant contribution by pulling Cather’s partner Edith Lewis out of obscurity. Like architecture, in this type of scholarship one builds upon the foundations that others have laid. I have also incorporated the results of my own research into this book, including Cather’s extensive letters and Lewis’s Blue Jay notebook from their 1925 Taos trip.


This is a work for the public: readers who love Willa Cather’s novels, as well as visitors who wish to go “a-journeying in New Mexico on the trail of the Archbishop,” as Cather wrote.7 The narrative is both conversational and scholarly. Wherever possible, I let Cather speak for herself, relying on her letters, interviews, and writings. Cather’s letters were opened for republication in 2011, among other things providing insight into her creative process behind Death Comes for the Archbishop.


How the letters came to be published is a story on its own. Cather explicitly stated in her will that she did not want her letters published after her death. After she died in 1947, her extant letters were deposited in archives, but researchers could not directly quote from them. However, Cather’s nephew Charles Cather, who served as the literary executor after Edith Lewis died, passed away in 2011. The Willa Cather Trust, jointly held by a Cather family member, the University of Nebraska Foundation, and the Willa Cather Foundation, stepped in to oversee her intellectual property. Time enough had passed. The trust granted permission for Andrew Jewell and Janis Stout to produce a volume covering a fraction of Cather’s letters, which Alfred A. Knopf published in 2013. In addition, the Willa Cather Archive at the University of Nebraska–Lincoln began digitizing and placing Cather’s nearly four thousand extant letters online for Cather fans and researchers to access starting in 2018, a National Endowment for the Humanities–supported project known as The Complete Letters of Willa Cather. Contrary to popular mythology, Cather never ordered her letters destroyed; however, there were likely isolated episodes of destruction, as when she reportedly destroyed her correspondence with her close friend Isabelle McClung Hambourg shortly after Hambourg’s death.


Yes, publishing Cather’s letters violated her explicit wishes. And I and many other Cather fans and researchers are grateful that the Willa Cather Trust opened the archives. The letters give us profound understanding of the artist and a sense of her as a person. Jewell and Stout noted that Cather’s letters “provide insights into her methods and artistic choices as she worked, and reveal Cather herself to be a complicated, funny, brilliant, flinty, sensitive, and sometimes confounding human being.” A huge thank you to Andy Jewell, Janis Stout, and the members of the Willa Cather Trust who made this extraordinary decision. This book wouldn’t be nearly the same without this remarkable source.8


Fanny Butcher, the noted Chicago Tribune book reviewer and Cather fan and friend, wrote in her memoir, “If Willa Cather’s other letters resembled those she wrote to me, they could do nothing but add to her stature as a great writer and as a rare human being, both of which she was.”9















CHAPTER 1

Miss Cather







“I suppose one’s early experiences rather cling to one.”


—WILLA CATHER TO WITTER BYNNER, JUNE 7, 1905


WILLA SIBERT CATHER WAS born near Winchester, Virginia, in 1873, though as an adult she struck three years off her age. Her father, Charles, had a sheep farm, but a catastrophic barn fire prompted him to sell it and relocate his family to Red Cloud, Nebraska, in 1882, where his father and brother had already settled. Willa was nine years old and deeply disoriented by the move from the green forest of Virginia to the nearly treeless prairie of Nebraska. There was still plentiful prairie grass, though that gradually gave way to the endless ocean of corn and cattle ranches that Nebraska is known for today.


Charles Cather first set up on a farm outside Red Cloud, but after eighteen months he moved the family to town, where he ran an insurance business. His wife Virginia, or Jennie as she was known, ruled the household with an iron fist, and she and her oldest daughter, Willa, often clashed. In contrast, Charles was kind and sweet, and Cather gravitated toward him throughout her life. The Cather family grew to seven children. Willa was closest to her two oldest siblings, her brothers Roscoe and Douglass, and as an adult she would visit and travel with them more than with her other siblings.


The seven years that Cather spent growing up in Red Cloud were the most impressionable and formative years of her life. Uprooted from her childhood home in Virginia, Cather would forever be pulled between seeking a home and being on the road. As an adult novelist, she often wrote about the prairie and of people uprooted to the frontier.


At age fourteen, Cather went to the barber and got a boy’s haircut and began signing her name “William,” or even “Wm. Cather M.D.,” as she was considering becoming a doctor. Cather’s identity was evolving. Throughout her life, Cather would often sign letters to family as “Willie,” a nickname since childhood. She challenged traditional women’s roles and explored different ways of being female, including being ambiguous. To biographer Hermione Lee, Cather’s behavior was “the teenage revolt against Red Cloud.” It may also have been a rebellion against her authoritarian mother, as Cather challenged both familial and gender boundaries.1


[image: A black-and-white studio portrait of Willa Cather as a young person, wearing a striped jacket with puffed sleeves, a white lace cravat, and a decorative watch chain. Cather’s hair is closely cropped and styled in a traditionally masculine fashion, contributing to an androgynous appearance. The image reflects Cather’s early nonconformity with gender norms and her distinctive personal style.]

Figure 1. Willa Cather’s freshman portrait with her boyish haircut at the University of Nebraska–Lincoln. Bernice Slote, Papers, Archives & Special Collections, University of Nebraska–Lincoln Libraries.






Red Cloud lies along the Republican River in south-central Nebraska, just above the Kansas border and twenty miles north of the geographic center of the lower forty-eight states. It is one of many small farming towns established along the Burlington & Missouri River Railroad that connected Chicago, Kansas City, and Omaha to Denver. Founded in 1871 by Silas Garber, the model for Captain Daniel Forrester in Cather’s novel A Lost Lady, the settlement was named after a Lakota chief who inflicted a stinging military defeat on the US Army. This led to the Treaty of 1868, which established the Great Sioux Reservation, a sprawling territory that was soon whittled down into seven smaller reservations in Nebraska and the Dakotas.


In 1874 the federal government relocated the Pawnees, whose territory included Kansas and Nebraska, to Indian Territory (the future Oklahoma) after a series of military defeats at the hands of their enemies, the Lakotas. This opened the Nebraska prairie for American and European settlers. Cather knew that Indigenous people had lived in Nebraska, but she largely overlooked that fact in her prairie novels.


Cather did not witness the relocation of the Native population, nor the near-extinction of the bison (who were hunted to deny the main food source for the Plains Indians), but she did see the last of the prairie grass. Sodbusters tore up the native grasses that covered this vast expanse and planted alfalfa and corn in their place. The change made a lifelong impression on Cather. In My Ántonia, she lyrically described the prairie in the golden hour before sunset in: “As far as we could see, the miles of copper-red grass were drenched in sunlight that was stronger and fiercer than at any other time of the day. The blond cornfields were red gold, the haystacks turned rosy and threw long shadows. The whole prairie was like the bush that burned with fire and was not consumed.”2


Red Cloud borders a geographic feature known as the Divide: a plateau between the Republican River and the Little Blue River where European immigrants established farms. The young Cather spent considerable time visiting these communities, and many of the people she came to know ended up in her novels, such as Anna Sadilek Pavelka (Ántonia Shimerda in My Ántonia). Today the Divide is easily spotted from a distance: A windmill farm runs along its backbone.


Cather had a great deal of freedom to explore Red Cloud and Webster County. She enjoyed visiting people on the Divide, such as the Sadileks, and made many friends in town, including the Miner family, whom she would correspond with for the rest of her life. A Jewish couple in Red Cloud, Charles and Fannie Wiener, had an excellent library and invited Cather to borrow books.


Cather was intelligent and well-read, and she devoured literature. This was a key part of her self-education. Among her favorites were Virgil, Homer’s Iliad, John Bunyan’s The Pilgrim’s Progress (a religious allegory published in 1678), Sarah Orne Jewett, and Henry James. She could quote William Shakespeare and Walt Whitman. She was devoted to Leo Tolstoy’s Anna Karenina. She also came to love live performances. Thanks to the Burlington railroad, traveling theater companies performed at the Red Cloud Opera House. The building is preserved as part of the National Willa Cather Center.


At age sixteen, Cather enrolled in the University of Nebraska in Lincoln. She took a preparatory year, as the Red Cloud school had not adequately prepared her for college. Cather initially thought she would major in science, but after a teacher published one of her class essays in a local newspaper, she became enthralled with the writer’s life. She wrote hundreds of articles for the student publication Hesperian and the Nebraska State Journal. She developed a sharp, opinionated, and often unforgiving voice.


At university she met Dorothy Canfield, the chancellor’s daughter, who became one of Cather’s lifelong friends. Canfield became a considerable novelist in her own right and was one of the few people Cather could truly bare her feelings and frustrations to, as we see in her letters.


While at college, Cather became infatuated with a young woman named Louise Pound, to whom she wrote in 1892, “It is manifestly unfair that ‘feminine friendships’ should be unnatural,” signing her name with the masculine “William.”3 A year later she wrote another friend about how she was getting along with Miss Pound. “I am pretty well now, save for sundry bruises received in driving a certain fair maid over the country with one hand, sometimes, indeed, with no hand at all,” she wrote suggestively. “But she did not seem to mind my method of driving, even when we went off banks and over haystacks, and as for me—I drive with one hand all night in my sleep.” It was a candid and frank admission of her sexual orientation.4


Cather pursued Pound for two years, but then she wrote a character assassination piece about Pound’s brother in the Hesperian that ended things. In 1897, she wrote Pound,




I see you have resorted to designating me by my sex. Do you remember how Tucker used to wail “Alack,


That I have worn so many winters out,


And know not what name to call myself”!5





This quote from Shakespeare’s Richard II was an admission on Cather’s part that she didn’t easily fit into any bucket. Today we would call her gender nonconforming, but that concept didn’t exist in Cather’s day. She only knew she was different—and that she was attracted to women but didn’t want to be labeled.


Cather graduated in 1895 and returned to Red Cloud while she looked for employment. Thanks to her college journalism, she secured a job with Home Monthly and moved to Pittsburgh in 1896, her home for the next decade. After a year, she transferred to the Pittsburgh Leader. In 1901, she quit her job as journalist and became a schoolteacher for the next five years.


Cather met Isabelle McClung in 1899, and the two young women sparked. McClung was the daughter of a judge, who headed a prestigious upper-middle-class Pittsburgh family. The McClungs expected their daughter to marry well and make a comfortable home, rather than go to college and have a career, as Cather had done. Cather moved in with their family in 1901. The McClungs set aside an upstairs sewing room as her dedicated writing space. The following year, Isabelle and Willa traveled to Europe for three months—Cather’s first trip to the continent—visiting the United Kingdom and France.


Cather lived with the McClungs until she moved to New York in 1906, then often returned to write at their house for the next decade. Were Isabelle and Willa lovers? We don’t know. They were certainly devoted and were perhaps more than friends living together in the McClung house. Isabelle became the first of two women Cather lived with as an adult.


In 1903, Cather visited Nebraska and stopped in Lincoln. There she met a pretty twenty-one-year-old named Edith Lewis, and the two quickly hit it off. Lewis was particularly entranced by Cather’s radiant blue eyes, and she described Cather as having brown hair and fair skin. Lewis was destined for New York City, and in 1904 Cather visited for a week, staying in Lewis’s apartment.6


Cather published her first book in 1903, a volume of poetry called April Twilights. Two years later, she published The Troll Garden, a collection of short stories that included “Paul’s Case,” widely considered to be a gay story. She wrote and published both books while working as a schoolteacher.


For decades after Cather’s death in 1947, biographers, family members, and scholars debated the question: Was she or wasn’t she lesbian? Many people simply didn’t know, and neither Cather nor Lewis made a public declaration of their relationship or sexual orientation. Today Cather’s sexual orientation is a settled question, thanks to the publication of her letters, but it took decades to reach this conclusion, in part because of Cather’s desire for privacy. While it’s easy for me and countless others to be openly gay in our modern era, her time was different. Homosexuals were considered deviant, and Cather had a growing literary reputation to defend. She was also a conservative, rather than a social activist. Accordingly, Cather was out to much of her family and friends, but not to the broader public.7




Cather in New York


In 1906, Cather quit teaching and moved to New York City to work as an editor for McClure’s. British-born S. S. McClure founded the muckraking magazine, which exposed corruption and the plight of immigrant laborers, all while publishing literature and poetry. The magazine fit squarely into the Progressive Era of governmental and social reform, an interesting paradox for Cather, who was never much of a reformer. In any case she liked it well enough that she recruited Edith Lewis to also work at the magazine.


For the next five years, Cather worked for McClure’s, learning the business of publishing and the art of skillful editing, along with what made for a compelling story. She discovered the art of nonlinear writing, something that she would later use in Death Comes for the Archbishop.


[image: Sepia-toned studio portrait of Willa Cather, taken around nineteen ten. She sits confidently in an ornate wooden chair, wearing a dark velvet dress, a long strand of pearls, and a large decorative hat adorned with a white feather. Her expression is calm and composed, with a slight smile. The photograph is mounted on a black background with a color calibration strip at the top, indicating its archival presentation.]

Figure 2. A portrait of Willa Cather, taken around 1910. She wore a necklace given to her by Sarah Orne Jewett. Philip L. and Helen Cather Southwick Collection, Archives & Special Collections, University of Nebraska–Lincoln Libraries.












Cather met Sarah Orne Jewett in Boston while researching a story on the Church of Christian Science in 1908. As Jewett would die a year later, it was a brief but important friendship for Cather, for whom Jewett served as a literary mentor. She encouraged Cather not to emulate other people’s styles, such as Henry James’s, but to write with her own voice and to draw on her experiences. Jewett counseled Cather that the writer needs solitude: “To work in silence and with all one’s heart, that is the writer’s lot; he is the only artist who must be solitary, and yet needs the widest outlook on the world.”8 Jewett noted Cather’s tendency to disguise herself in a narrating character, the idea of a “masquerade.” Cather often used this technique, typically using a male perspective, such as Jim Burden (My Ántonia) or Niel Herbert (A Lost Lady).9


Cather met one of her most important adult friends in 1910. Elizabeth “Elsie” Shepley Sergeant, a graduate of Bryn Mawr College, came into McClure’s offices to pitch a story about women immigrant workers in the garment industry. The two women quickly bonded over French culture and literature. Sergeant described Cather’s appearance: “Her eyes were sailor-blue, her cheeks were rosy, her hair was red-brown, parted in the middle like a child’s.” Cather often wore her long hair in a bun, probably for convenience. They became lifelong friends, though their friendship waned during the 1930s.10


Another lifelong friend Cather was Zoë Akins, a budding playwright who would meet considerable success, and who often provided Cather with free theater tickets. They maintained an affectionate correspondence for the rest of their lives.


Three years after Cather moved to New York, she and Edith Lewis moved in together near Washington Square. It was the center of Bohemian life in the city and an exciting place to be. In modern parlance, they became domestic partners, also known as a “Boston marriage.” Cather and Lewis were a conventional lesbian couple, and they probably considered that there was nothing radical about their relationship. The two lived and remained together until Cather’s death in 1947. Melissa Homestead wrote, “Rather than treating their life together as a shameful secret, Cather and Lewis lived together openly for thirty-nine years, their partnership recognized and respected by family and friends.”11


Lewis, who is less known to the world than Cather, was an accomplished editor and Cather’s trusted advisor and collaborator. She would later become her partner’s literary executor and posthumous defender. Lewis was present at the genesis of many of Cather’s literary ideas, and the two women read proofs together from O Pioneers! on.12


Publisher Alfred Knopf keenly observed, “Though she never said so right out, I have always suspected the hand of her friend Edith Lewis in much of the copy about her books that she supplied from time to time, for Miss Lewis was an important copy writer.” Often mistaken for Cather’s secretary, Lewis was a sharp editor, but she never learned how to type, unlike Cather.13


Only one complete letter survives from Cather to Lewis, dated October 4, 1936, but it hints at the intimacy and love they shared, their appreciation for nature, and the stars that they so often experienced together. She began, “My Darling Edith,” and ended with, “And now I must dress to receive the Planets, dear, as I don’t wish to take the time after they appear—and they will not wait for anybody. Lovingly W.”14


Cather and Lewis spent considerable time apart over their thirty-eight-plus years together, and thus we should expect there to be many more letters than just one. Lewis had an office job, while Cather had the freedom to write wherever she wished. Jan Hambourg returned around six hundred letters between Isabelle McClung and Cather after his wife’s death in 1938, which Cather asked Lewis to burn in their apartment building’s incinerator. The precedent raises the question of whether Lewis destroyed their correspondence, or if future letters may emerge.15


Cather outgrew her tomboy youth. As an adult, she wore dresses—albeit with the occasional necktie. But she also liked adventuring, hiking, riding horses, and living roughly in a Canadian cabin. The ranch attire that she and Edith Lewis wore to Mesa Verde and other Southwestern trips was quite butch. One of Cather’s students described her as a “rather mannish young woman,” and decades later her violinist friend Yehudi Menuhin wrote about “her mannish figure and country tweediness.”16


Cather often rode the bus from Washington Square to Central Park, where she enjoyed strolling up to the Reservoir before taking afternoon tea. She kept the apartment full of fresh flowers. Lewis stated that “we went often to the opera, sitting high up, in the cheap seats.” Cather never learned to play an instrument, but she loved music and incorporated opera into many of her novels and stories.17


While living in Pittsburgh, Cather penned a 1904 short story called “A Wagner Matinée.” A young man named Clark took his cultured aunt, who was visiting Boston, to a concert that featured excerpts from Richard Wagner’s operas. She had eloped and relocated to an isolated farm in Nebraska, and for decades lived without higher culture, working on the farm and raising six children. After the concert, she cried to her nephew, “I don’t want to go, Clark, I don’t want to go!” Returning to the farm and living without culture was too much for her. Her nephew empathized with her plight: “I understood. For her, just outside the concert hall, lay the black pond with the cattle-tracked bluffs; the tall, unpainted house, with weather-curled boards, naked as a tower; the crook-backed ash seedlings where the dish-cloths hung to dry; the gaunt, moulting turkeys picking up refuse about the kitchen door.” The story reflected Cather’s own feelings of not wanting to return to Nebraska.18


During World War I, runaway inflation pushed the cost of living skyward. Cather complained to her mother in early 1917, “It is costing us fifty dollars a month more to live than it did last winter, and we have cut out the opera altogether, and most concerts.”19 But the situation proved temporary. In 1920, Cather bragged to her niece, “I go to the Opera a great deal this winter. My old friend Zoë Akins, who made a lot of money on her successful play, ‘Declasseé’ has season tickets for every Thursday night, splendid seats, near the front, and she comes down in her car for me, and brings me home in her car, so it’s little effort, even if I’m tired.”20 By the 1920s, however, Cather wrote less about opera and made no mention of the art form in Death Comes for the Archbishop.21


After working at McClure’s for five years, Cather was burned out. S. S. McClure often traveled to investigate stories and find promising writers, and the burden of publishing the magazine fell on Cather, its managing editor. McClure had overextended the magazine’s finances, and he lost control of the publication to his creditors in 1911. Stuck in New York City over the hot summer, Cather decided she needed a break. She resigned as managing editor in September with the intention of taking a six-month absence and then returning as a staff member. In fact, she never returned to McClure’s, save as a freelancer. Her sabbatical prompted Cather to question what she wanted to do next, and the answer was clear: to be a full-time writer.


Freed from McClure’s, Cather retreated to upstate New York for three months with Isabelle McClung, writing stories and completing the draft of her first novel, Alexander’s Bridge. McClure had discouraged Cather from writing fiction, but she believed there was something in her driving her in this direction and that she had to try. The novel was published in early 1912 to good reviews but little commercial or literary success. It was too conventional, too contrived, too modeled on the fiction of Henry James. The mixed success only pushed the determined author to try harder.


Cather needed a change of scenery. She left New York on March 7 for Pittsburgh and stayed with the McClung’s (Isabelle’s mother had suffered a stroke), then journeyed to Red Cloud to visit her parents. In April, Cather ventured to the Southwest for the first time, a trip that would change the direction of her writing career and her life.


















CHAPTER 2

Southwestern Travels







“Now about Arizona: it’s good, but New Mexico is better.”


—WILLA CATHER TO ELSIE SERGEANT, APRIL 20, 1912


IN EARLY APRIL 1912, Cather began her first journey to the American Southwest. The New Mexico Territory had been formally brought into the union as a state on January 6 of that year, followed by Arizona six weeks later. She was at a turning point in her career with a big decision to make. Should she stay in publishing, or pursue her dream of becoming a full-time writer? She ventured to the Southwest for two months to think it over.


Cather’s brother Douglass lived in Winslow, Arizona, working for the Atchison, Topeka, and Santa Fe Railway (better known as the Santa Fe Railway), and she would have a place to stay. Leaping at the opportunity for an extensive getaway, Cather rode the train over the endless prairie to Red Cloud to visit her parents, then set out for Arizona. Her travels took her to Denver on the Burlington line, a route that she knew well, often calling it simply the No. 16. As she crossed the prairie of Nebraska and eastern Colorado, the front range of the Rocky Mountains gradually rose above the western horizon. Snow still covered the summits, the highest of which reach beyond fourteen thousand feet.


From Denver, Cather transferred to the Denver & Rio Grande Western Railroad, which she took due south through Colorado Springs and Pueblo. From the right side of the train, she could view the heavily forested foothills of the Rockies To the left was the prairie, still dormant from winter. As the train approached the city of Trinidad, two breathtaking mountains known as the Spanish Peaks came into view. These were near the southernmost section of the Rockies, the Sangre de Cristo Mountains, which stretched into northern New Mexico.


The train pulled into Trinidad, once a rest stop along the Santa Fe Trail before emigrants crossed the arduous Raton Pass to the south. A Fred Harvey company hotel, the Cardenas, stood next to the depot along the Purgatoire River. Cather must have been wowed by the scenery: The small city is surrounded by mountains. Towering above is distinct Fishers Peak, capped by a basalt mesa that resembles the steps into a Pueblo Indian kiva. In Trinidad she transferred to the Santa Fe Railway, the train that would carry her to Winslow.


[image: Historic black-and-white photograph of Trinidad, Colorado, in nineteen oh seven, showing a bustling street lined with brick commercial buildings, horse-drawn carriages, and early automobiles. Pedestrians walk along wide sidewalks, and a streetcar is visible in the center, evoking the town’s lively atmosphere in the early twentieth century. Towering above the city is a basalt-covered mountain.]

Figure 3. A 1907 photograph of Trinidad, Colorado. Fishers Peak, with its basalt steps like a Pueblo Indian kiva, towers over the city. Prints & Photographs Division, Library of Congress.






The Santa Fe train slowly ascended the steep Raton Pass (elevation 7,834 feet) through the Sangre de Cristos, the locomotive belching smoke and steam. A tunnel had opened four years earlier on the New Mexico side of the summit that made the journey smoother; before, a special locomotive pulled trains over the pass via a series of switchbacks. After the mighty effort to haul the train up the mountain, the locomotive rested in the town of Raton to refill its depleted water tank before proceeding on to Las Vegas, New Mexico, the next major destination a hundred miles to the south.


Forty years earlier, Cather’s father, Charles, had trekked to the Southwest looking for land, but this was before the train had reached the Rockies. His party crossed the Raton Pass and camped. He met an army wagon train master who reported that five of his mules were stolen and that a stagecoach had been robbed. Deciding that New Mexico was too dangerous, Charles and his party returned to Colorado after just one night. His daughter Willa, born the following year, would explore the Southwest much farther in her travels. She would one day inscribe in his copy of Death Comes for the Archbishop, “Hoping my father will enjoy this narrative of the old Southwest, as it was in his young manhood.”1


Cather’s train descended from the Raton Pass to the grassy western edge of the Great Plains where the Comanches, Plains Apaches, and Utes had once hunted bison. She could look up to the Sangre de Cristo range on the right side of the train. The mountains erode into a series of basalt-capped mesas, hinting at their volcanic origins. Cather was smitten by the scenery, as she wrote her friend Elsie Sergeant: “From Trinidad to Las Vegas there is a continuous purple mountain that does tune one up.”2


The train briefly halted in Las Vegas, the quaint frontier town (not to be confused with the glitzy city in Nevada), where some passengers would dismount to stay at the Castañeda Hotel, run by the Fred Harvey company and adjacent to the depot. The hotel had opened in 1898, and Theodore Roosevelt’s Rough Riders staged their first reunion there a year later.


The Santa Fe Railway followed the route of the Santa Fe Trail through Glorieta Pass in the southernmost section of the Sangre de Cristos and passed the massive remains of Pecos Pueblo. Cather would one day visit the pueblo and include it in Death Comes for the Archbishop. Leaving the mountains behind, the train entered the piñon-juniper high desert and briefly halted at the railroad junction of Lamy, named after Santa Fe’s first archbishop, Jean-Baptiste Lamy. A boutique Fred Harvey hotel, El Ortiz, stood trackside.


[image: A stylized map of the American Southwest highlighting Willa Cather’s travels and key locations in Arizona, New Mexico, Colorado, and Utah. The map features major cities such as Santa Fe, Albuquerque, and Phoenix, along with Indigenous pueblos including Acoma, Zuni, Hopi, and Laguna. Notable landmarks like Mesa Verde, Canyon de Chelly, and the Grand Canyon are also marked, as well as railway routes and national monuments relevant to Willa Cather’s life and writing.]

Map 1. Southwest.






Hours after crossing into New Mexico, Cather’s train reached the Rio Grande Valley, where it proceeded south to Albuquerque. Spring was just beginning, and the bright green cottonwood trees that crowded the riverbanks were coming to life. The scenery continued to wow her: “It is in the most beautiful country I have ever seen anywhere, like the country between Marseilles and Niece [sic] only much more brilliant. All around it lie the most wonderful Indian villages—not show places, real places, each one built close about its church.” She was referring to the southern Pueblo Indian tribes whose lands the train passed through: Santo Domingo, San Felipe, Santa Ana, and Sandia pueblos. These were ancient agricultural communities that had farmed along the Rio Grande since the fourteenth century.3


The Santa Fe Railway had no dining cars, so passengers dined at the numerous Harvey Houses along the route. Several times a day, the steam engine locomotives halted for thirty minutes to refuel with coal and water, and in that short time, the efficient Harvey Girls got everyone off the train, took their drink orders, served their food, and returned them to the passenger cars. Cather experienced the efficiency of the Fred Harvey system numerous times throughout her Southwestern journeys.


The train stopped in Albuquerque to refuel and to feed the passengers at the splendid Alvarado, another Harvey hotel. “There is a strong pull about the place, and something Spanish in the air that teases you. Such color! The Lord set the stage so splendidly there,” Cather declared. “I am almost sure I could work at Albuquerque.”4


From Albuquerque, the train continued west through the high desert, passing through Laguna Pueblo, Gallup, across the Arizona border through the petrified forest and the painted desert, on to Holbrook, and finally to Cather’s destination, Winslow. There she met up with her brother Douglass. The siblings planned many adventures during Willa’s visit.


Cather was underwhelmed by Winslow, which she described as “an ugly little western town.… Only railroad people here, but a good hotel” and the Harvey House restaurant by the depot. “After you cross two miles of tin cans and old shoes the desert is very fine—bright red sand, like brick dust, and the eternal sage and rabbit brush. But the sand storms!” Winslow was Cather’s first impression of Arizona, which is probably why she declared, “Now about Arizona: it’s good, but New Mexico is better.”5


Douglass had to work on the railroad for the first two weeks of his sister’s visit, so Cather got acquainted with his roommate and fellow railroad man Tooker. Tooker annoyed Cather, being a pedantic man who had the habit, to use a modern term, of mansplaining, largely from knowledge he had gained from magazines. “I’ve been doing target practice with a pistol, and I know the day will come when I shall let drive at Tooker,” Cather complained to Elsie Sergeant. “I cannot stand either his information or his nobleness much longer.” Douglass also had a British housekeeper. “This cockney housekeeper is good fun, but he is reeling drunk all the time, and he has to be sat upon and sent away,” she noted.6


Cather would incorporate both Tooker and the alcoholic housekeeper in her novels. Tooker inspired the noble railroad brakeman Ray Kennedy in The Song of the Lark, while the Brit became Henry Atkins in The Professor’s House. Despite the negative first impression, Cather came to appreciate and even like Tooker once they visited the Grand Canyon. “There emerged the real Tooker, the man the sheep camps and the hills made, a very decent sort, strong and active and lots of nerve,” she wrote. “We did some really good stunts in climbing. Went down one cliff 150 feet by hand-holds, and it was no joke.”7


Cather, her brother, and Tooker spent at least five days exploring the Grand Canyon, hiking and horseback riding before returning each day to Bright Angel Camp. Nearby was the fancier El Tovar Hotel, and both facilities were under the management of the Fred Harvey company. Cather called the Grand Canyon “really the most attractive place I have found in this country.” She loved that there were no retail outlets, just vast forest, profound silence, and stunning views of the geologic wonder. How things have changed, as the Grand Canyon is now one of the country’s top tourist destinations, and the place she stayed is now the bustling Grand Canyon Village.8


One of the first places Cather explored in Arizona was Walnut Canyon, just east of Flagstaff, which she visited with Douglass once he returned from railroading. These were the first cliff dwellings that Cather had ever seen, and they made a vivid impression on her. Walnut Canyon forms an omega-shaped loop where the Ancestral Hopi built their stone houses under overhanging cliffs on both sides of the ravine. The interior section is like an island, with visitors circling back to the starting point after exploring the many cliff houses. The Cather siblings had their picture taken in one of the structures.


Tourists began looting Walnut Canyon in the 1880s after the railroad arrived, including using dynamite to blow out the walls to get to the ancient pottery inside. The site became a national monument in 1915 to protect its remains, three years after Cather’s visit. Douglass later took his sister to another Ancestral Hopi site just north of Winslow, now Homolovi State Park.


[image: Faded sepia-toned photograph of Willa Cather and her brother Douglass Cather sitting among the stone ruins of the ancient cliff dwelling known as Walnut Canyon, Arizona. The two figures are partially in shadow beneath a large rock overhang, with rugged terrain and brush in the background. Willa, seated on the right, wears a dark outfit and looks toward the camera, while Douglass, on the left, wears a broad-brimmed hat. The image is mounted on black paper with a color calibration strip at the top, indicating archival preservation.]

Figure 4. Willa Cather with her brother Douglass in Walnut Canyon, Arizona, in April 1912. Philip L. and Helen Cather Southwick Collection, Archives & Special Collections, University of Nebraska–Lincoln Libraries.








[image: color photograph of a rocky, pine-covered landscape. A small river-carved canyon is in the center, with a flat-topped mountain in the distant background.]

Figure 5. Walnut Canyon, Arizona, inspired Willa Cather and her fictional counterpart Thea Kronborg with a new direction for their lives. Cather visited the Ancestral Hopi site in 1912 during her first visit to the Southwest. Photograph by Garrett Peck.










In Winslow, Cather met a Catholic priest, Father Thomas Connelly, who was friends with her brother, the first of many priests she would meet in the Southwest. She accompanied him on a several-day trip to the Indian missions he was responsible for and was no doubt impressed by the priests’ commitment to their parishes and the vast distances they covered. She explained this to Elsie Sergeant in a Fred Harvey company postcard showing the Hopi village of Mishongnovi, which she probably visited with Father Connelly. The village is sixty-five miles north of Winslow, and to get there they presumably took a horse and wagon.9


Back in Winslow, Cather met a handsome young Mexican dancer and singer named Julio, whom Cather seemed to develop a crush on, and who was long used as Exhibit A for those who claimed she was not lesbian. Some scholars believe this episode reflects an inside joke between Cather and Sergeant.10 Cather spent a day with Julio in the Painted Desert north of Winslow, and “It took several days to get over that,” she wrote. “He will drive any number of miles to see flowers or running water, but Cliff Dwellers bore him awfully. ‘Why,’ he says raising his brows ‘do you care for Los Muertos? We are living.’”11


After her trip to the Southwest, Cather confessed, “I may still go back for Julio.” She attended a Mexican dance with him in Winslow the night before she departed, where she was the only white person (Thea Kronborg would do the same in The Song of the Lark). Julio “had a personal elegance of which I’ve never known the like.… he is a very cool and graceful young man who carries his great beauty as lightly as one could.” She transcribed the lyrics of a Mexican song he sang to her that was only for a “married lady,” then wrote rather romantically, “I wish I could give you Julio’s serenade in the Spanish, with the stars and the desert and the dead Indian cities on the mesa behind it.” Julio served as the prototype for Spanish Johnny in The Song of the Lark.12


After their Arizona adventures, the Cather siblings traveled to New Mexico by train, stopping at Laguna, Isleta, and Santo Domingo pueblos and staying in Albuquerque. Willa sent a Fred Harvey company postcard of Laguna’s white-washed San José de la Laguna Mission Church to their brother Roscoe in Wyoming. “Douglas [sic] and I explored this old Spanish mission yesterday and climbed up to the belfry where José goes to ring the bells. Not one American house in the village.” The pueblo built the church around 1706, and an artist known only as the “Laguna santero” painted the exquisite altar.13


Several days later, Willa mailed another Fred Harvey company postcard of Isleta Pueblo, just south of Albuquerque, to Elsie Sergeant. “Such a lovely place! My brother and I have spent two days here. Behind the church the priest has wonderful gardens, full of parrots and snow-white doves.” The priest, Antoine Docher, was French. Cather would remember the garden full of parrots when she described the fictional priest Jesus de Baca in Death Comes for the Archbishop. It was these ancient sacred spaces, not yet crowded with tourists, that so impressed Cather and drew her back to the Southwest.14


Cather discovered in the Southwest dramatic desert landscapes populated by Indigenous people who had been there for thousands of years and Hispanics who had settled more than three centuries earlier. The turquoise sky, dry desert air, colorful mesas, and pine-covered mountains were a relief from the flat cornfields of Nebraska, the dark, humid green of the Northeast, and the hustle of New York City.


That first visit to the Southwest was a revelation for Cather. Though the railroad made getting to the new states easier, there were few good roads, and Cather was enchanted by the adobe churches, Mexican villages, and inspiring mountains. She explained what had inspired her to write Death Comes for the Archbishop in Commonweal magazine two months after the book was published in 1927:




The longer I stayed in the Southwest, the more I felt that the story of the Catholic Church in that country was the most interesting of all its stories. The old mission churches, even those which were abandoned and in ruins, had a moving reality about them; the hand-carved beams and joints, the utterly unconventional frescoes, the countless fanciful figures of the saints, not two of them alike, seemed a direct expression of some very real and lively human feeling. They were all fresh, individual, first-hand.… I used to wish there were some written account of the old times when those old churches were built; but I soon felt that no record of them could be as real as they are themselves.15





After saying farewell to Douglass, Cather returned to Red Cloud for five weeks, arriving on June 11. She wrote an insightful letter to S. S. McClure the following day that revealed her state of mind. “Those weeks off in the desert with my big handsome brother—six feet four, he is—and his wild pals, are weeks that I shall never forget,” she wrote. “They took all the kinks and crumples out. I feel as if my mind had been freshly washed and ironed, and were ready for a new life.”16


By August, Cather was ensconced at the McClung house in Pittsburgh and reflecting on her time away. She was glad to be back from the West and admitted that it was all so overwhelming.




Slowly the real meaning came upon me out there of a sentence that I once read carelessly enough somewhere in Balzac: “dans le desert, voyez-vous, il y a tout et il n’y rien; Dieu, sans les hommes.” [In the desert there is everything and nothing; God, without mankind.] That sentence really means a great deal. I was sitting mournfully beside the Rio Grande one day, just outside a most beautiful Indian village—Santo Domingo—when I looked up and saw that sentence written in the sand, and it explained what was the matter with me.17





Cather was doubtless inspired by more than just the fabulous scenery of the Southwest. It was a cathartic trip for her, a decisive moment when this thirty-eight-year-old woman decided what she wanted to do for the rest of her life. When she returned to New York, she let McClure’s know that she would not be coming back. It was an enormously brave decision, one she later transposed into the actions of the fictional Thea Kronborg in The Song of the Lark, who reached an important life decision at Panther Canyon (Walnut Canyon). In the novel, Kronborg rededicated herself to her career as an opera singer and decided to go to Germany to further study.


About her 1912 trip to the Southwest, Cather later recalled, “The longer I stayed in a country I really did care about, and among people who were a part of that country, the more unnecessary and superficial a book like Alexander’s Bridge seemed to me. I did no writing down there, but I recovered from the conventional editorial point of view.” She went on to write her second “first” novel, O! Pioneers. In fact, Cather titled an article “My First Novels (There Were Two).”18


Cather returned to New York for a couple weeks, then went back to the McClung house in September to work on O Pioneers!, a title taken from a Walt Whitman poem. She often stayed with the McClungs, using their house as a writing retreat. Although she was no longer a McClure’s employee, the magazine’s owners asked her to write stories as a freelancer and return to the office. She begrudgingly accepted, as she needed the income. She also ghostwrote S. S. McClure’s autobiography.19


On quitting her day job, Cather told her friend Elsie Sergeant, “But one must have simple tastes—to give up a good salary.”20 She had a financial cushion that enabled her to take the plunge. Years later, a friend asked Cather, “In setting aside of sum of money to live on until your writing began to pay, how accurately did you calculate? Was it too much or too little or just enough?”


Cather answered: “Oh, it was far too much—much more than was necessary.” She had a rosy-eyed view of the past, perhaps forgetting that she had continued to work freelance for McClure’s because she needed the paycheck. That said, financial and literary success came faster than Cather expected. She had taken a gamble with her career, and it paid off. It helped that she and her partner Edith Lewis were a two-income family.21


Cather and Lewis took a big step forward together in October 1912, when they leased a new and larger apartment on the second floor of 5 Bank Street in Greenwich Village. Cather was excited about their new home, which she called “ideal, the perfect apartment, large old-fashioned, roomy, one flight up; good fireplace, good windows, good woodwork, wide stairs up.” The apartment was spacious and quiet, and both women had their own rooms. Manhattan’s Greenwich Village, which was then known for its Bohemians and immigrants, as well as the budding gay community, became their home for the next fifteen years.22






Finding Her Voice on the Prairie


Sarah Orne Jewett had advised Cather to write about what she knew—and what she knew was the Nebraska frontier, having witnessed the end of the frontier during her childhood. And so she found her voice in writing about her own experiences on the Nebraska prairie. Red Cloud became her gold mine, the setting and inspiration for six of her twelve novels. Though the town names changed (Black Hawk, Frankfort, Hanover, Haverford, Moonstone, and Sweet Water), they were always Red Cloud. And many of the fictional characters she created were based on real people she knew while growing up.23 She told her friend Elsie Sergeant, “Life began for me when I ceased to admire and began to remember.”24


Cather idealized the white settlers who overcame the hardships of taming the frontier. She tended to place the pioneers on a pedestal, a common theme throughout her writing career. Biographer Hermione Lee noted that Cather’s “subject matter would not be the Europeanizing of Americans, but the transference of European cultures to the American landscape: the survival and reshaping of old orders in pioneer form.”25


In a poignant letter to Elsie Sergeant, written while composing O Pioneers!, Cather described her desire to sublimate herself into her writing: “If only I could nail up the front door and live in a mess, I could simply become a fountain pen and have done with it—a conduit for ink to run through.” She dedicated the novel to Sergeant.26


Cather completed O Pioneers! at the McClung residence in Pittsburgh that fall, so she didn’t actually move into the Bank Street apartment until January 1913. The novel was published five months later to fine reviews and solid sales. Cather’s writing career was off to a good start.


Her next novel was The Song of the Lark, published in 1915, followed by My Ántonia in 1918. These three books later became informally known as Cather’s “prairie trilogy,” and they helped put the author on America’s literary map.


“As everyone knows, Nebraska is distinctly déclassé as a literary background; its very name throws the delicately attuned critic into a clammy shiver of embarrassment,” Cather wrote. “Kansas is almost as unpromising.… But a New York critic voiced a very general opinion when he said: ‘I simply don’t care a damn what happens in Nebraska, no matter who writes about it.’” She stated this in 1931 after a career writing novels about Nebraska and showing that the state was full of interesting people and stories. Through her writing, Cather nearly single-handedly made Nebraska interesting.27


Having committed to her career as an author, Cather quickly took to the writing lifestyle. She was disciplined and stuck to a schedule, as she revealed in a 1921 interview:




I work from two and a half to three hours a day. I don’t hold myself to longer hours; if I did, I wouldn’t gain by it. The only reason I write is because it interests me more than any other activity I’ve ever found. I like riding, going to operas, concerts, travel in the west; but on the whole writing interests me more than anything else. If I made a chore of it, my enthusiasm would die. I make it an adventure every day.…


For me, the morning is the best time to write. During the other hours of the day I attend to my housekeeping, take walks in Central Park, go to concerts, and see something of my friends. I try to keep myself fit, fresh; one has to be in as good form to write as to sing. When not working, I shut work from my mind.28





Her partner Edith Lewis would later note that Cather wrote her first drafts by hand. Once her ideas were fleshed out, Cather transcribed them on her typewriter. Cather and Lewis would then edit drafts until the story satisfied them. Some books, such as A Lost Lady, went through multiple drafts, shifting the narrator’s voice from third person to first, and then back to third person.29


It is remarkable that Cather achieved so much and in so little time. She typically wrote for about five months each year, spending the remaining time traveling to Europe or to the American West, and later Quebec and Grand Manan Island, though these were sometimes research trips. At her peak in the 1920s, she produced a novel a year.30









The 1914 and 1915 Southwestern Trips


Cather returned to the Southwest in September 1914 just after World War I broke out, but this trip remains largely a mystery to scholars. She may have traveled alone. After visiting family in Red Cloud, she mailed a Fred Harvey postcard of snow-covered Fishers Peak to Elsie Sergeant from Trinidad, Colorado, and later that month wrote, “Even when I was up in the Sangree [sic] de Cristo mountains I felt rather restless” on account of the war.31


The Trinidad-bound train would have passed right through Ludlow, site of a horrific massacre on April 20 of that year. An anti-union Colorado militia attacked a camp of striking coal miners and killed twenty-one people, followed by union retaliation against anti-unionists. President Woodrow Wilson called out the military to quell the violence. The Ludlow Massacre made national news, and undoubtedly Cather was aware of it, but she was not one to take up the cause of the industrial workers.


Cather’s letters from the 1914 trip give little hint as to where she specifically traveled in the Southwest. However, the novel that she produced the following year, The Song of the Lark, was set in Colorado and included sand dunes on the edge of the fictional town of Moonstone. We may wonder if Cather visited what is now Great Sand Dunes National Park and Preserve, which huddles under the western slope of the Sangre de Cristo range. This may have influenced her return to Colorado the following year.


As the devastating Great War continued in 1915, S. S. McClure wanted to send Cather to Germany to report on the conflict. She was going to take Isabelle McClung with her, but her father objected after a German submarine torpedoed the British ocean liner Lusitania on May 7, with great loss of life. Cather canceled her plans and opted to return to the Southwest, this time with Edith Lewis. This was their first vacation together, and Cather’s third trip to the Southwest.


Cather and Lewis’s destination was Mesa Verde, which had become a national park in 1906. In early August, they traveled by train across the vast expanse of the country to Denver, where they boarded the Denver & Rio Grande Western Railroad, the narrow-gauge railway network through the Rocky Mountains. They rode over La Veta pass in the Sangre de Cristo range to Alamosa (Lewis made no mention of whether Cather took her to the nearby Great Sand Dunes). The train continued over the gorgeous San Juan range, the same route the Cumbres & Toltec Scenic Railroad takes today, and on to Durango along a route that straddled the Colorado–New Mexico border and through the Jicarilla Apache and Southern Ute reservations. The route was known as the Whiplash for its many curves through the mountains. The two women rode “sitting much of the way on the open back platform of the little wooden train, where we could see the engine puffing ahead around the curves,” Lewis wrote. From Durango, they took another short train ride to Mancos.32


[image: color photograph of large sand dunes with footprints in a line across the foreground. In the background are snow-capped mountains and towering clouds in a dark blue sky.]

Figure 6. Willa Cather may have visited Great Sand Dunes National Park & Preserve in Colorado during her in 1914 visit to the Sangre de Cristo Mountains. She set the town of Moonstone in The Song of the Lark at the edge of sand dunes. Photograph by Garrett Peck.






Mancos was the gateway to Mesa Verde National Park. The small town lies in a pleasant, irrigated valley with the San Juan Mountains towering to the north. Cather and Lewis had intended to stay only one night but ended up spending six days there, as they enjoyed the town so much. They called on one of the Wetherill brothers, probably Clayton, brother to Richard who had stumbled upon the famed Cliff Palace in 1888 with his brother-in-law Charlie Mason. In fact, many others had visited the remains in the years before Wetherill, but he heavily promoted his find. Richard Wetherill became the genesis for “Tom Outland’s Story” in The Professor’s House.33


[image: A historic black steam locomotive labeled Cumbres & Toltec 4 8 9 pulls bright red passenger cars through a lush green mountain valley under a blue sky with fluffy white clouds. The train curves along the tracks surrounded by rolling hills and dense foliage.]

Figure 7. Willa Cather and Edith Lewis rode the narrow-gauge Denver & Rio Grande Western Railroad through the mountains to reach Mesa Verde in 1915. Part of that route today is the Cumbres & Toltec Scenic Railroad. Cumbres & Toltec Scenic Railroad.






Although Edith Lewis recalled decades later that her partner did not travel to Mesa Verde and the Southwest “with any express purpose of writing about it—of ‘gathering material,’ as they say, for a story,” more recent evidence suggests that Cather’s trip in fact was partly to explore the cliff dwellers for a future novel fictionalizing the Wetherill discovery.34 While Cather and Lewis were en route to Mesa Verde, they stopped in Denver, and there Cather gave an interview for the Denver Times. The journalist reported that Cather was “visiting in Colorado preparatory to writing a book on the cliff dwelling region.”35 David Harrell, the author of From Mesa Verde to The Professor’s House, believed that “the visit that Cather paid to Richard’s [Wetherill] brother was probably a deliberate research venture.”36


From Mancos, Cather and Lewis hired a driver and a team of horses or a car to take them up to Mesa Verde. The route then passed through the terrifying Knife’s Edge along the northernmost point of the mesa. I have hiked a portion of this trail, and not only is it steep on the downhill side, but boulders randomly come tumbling down from above. Once atop the mesa, the vehicle carried them south for miles before reaching some of the most archaeologically significant remains in North America.


Cather and Lewis were nearly the only visitors in the national park. They joined a comfortable tent encampment at Spruce Tree House, where the head park ranger’s wife prepared their meals. They spent a week exploring the extensive cliff dwellings, which had intrigued Cather ever since she had visited Walnut Canyon three years earlier. “I recall that we spent a whole day in Cliff Palace, the cliff dwelling with tower, described in the Tom Outland part of The Professor’s House, cooking our lunch there and drinking from the spring behind the cliff house,” Lewis later wrote.37


The day before they were to depart, their beloved guide Fred Jeep was called away to lead another group, and they were assigned an inexperienced guide named James Rickner (Lewis misspelled his name as “Richnor”). The guide led them down the cliff to Soda Canyon to see an Ancestral Pueblo site. The path down was so steep that they couldn’t return that way, and he thought there was another trail up the cliff, but after walking many miles he couldn’t find it. He admitted they were lost. They had reached the point where Soda Canyon and Cliff Canyon intersected, and it was getting dark. Rickner believed there was an archaeologist’s camp up Cliff Canyon some four miles away, but Cather told him to go on. She had been bruised during the longer than expected hike.


Rickner went to find help, while Cather and Lewis remained behind on a flat rock. Lewis recalled that the hours they spent waiting were the “most rewarding of our whole trip.” They sat in silence and watched the moon rise over Mesa Verde. Rickner reached the camp of the lead archaeologist, Dr. Walter Fewkes, who sent two men to retrieve the women. They found Cather and Lewis late in the evening and assisted them through the broken terrain and massive boulders to the top of the mesa. After they arrived at the camp around 2 a.m., their rescuers retrieved horses and a wagon, then drove them to the Spruce Tree House camp in the dark. Cather and Lewis only had a few hours of sleep after their adventure, as their driver arrived at 8 a.m. to carry them back to Mancos.38


[image: Sepia-toned photograph of Willa Cather standing near ancient cliff dwellings at Mesa Verde National Park in Colorado. Cather is dressed in early twentieth century attire, including a long skirt and hat, and is positioned near a stone wall beneath a towering rock overhang. The weathered masonry and dramatic natural setting reflect the architectural ingenuity of the Ancestral Puebloans.]

Figure 9. Mesa Verde’s Cliff Palace, which Cather described as a “little city of stone” in The Professor’s House. Cather and Lewis visited the national park in 1915. Photograph by Garrett Peck.








[image: A wide view of a complex of stone dwellings carved into the side of a cliff. The complex is nestled beneath a massive overhanging sandstone cliff and features a network of multi-story stone structures, kivas, and towers constructed from sandstone blocks and adobe mortar. Wooden ladders and small windows are visible among the ruins. The foreground includes green foliage framing the intricate architecture against the warm tones of the rock face.]

Figure 8. Willa Cather at Mesa Verde’s Cliff Palace in 1915. She and Edith Lewis had purchased identical khaki outfits that they wore on their southwestern adventures. Philip L. and Helen Cather Southwick Collection, Archives & Special Collections, University of Nebraska–Lincoln Libraries.








Much to Cather’s embarrassment, the New York Times published a short article about their misadventure: “Miss Cather sustained severe sprains, and both [women] were exhausted by wandering all night in a rocky canon, where they had been conducted by an inexperienced guide.”39


Even with her bruises, Cather was entranced by Mesa Verde. “I was on my horse again four days afterward, and I want to go right back into that canyon and be mauled about by its big brutality, though all my bruises are not gone yet,” she wrote Elsie Sergeant from her parents’ home in Red Cloud. “It’s a country that drives you crazy with delight, and that’s all there is to it.”40


The trip to Mesa Verde was eye-opening for Cather. As she had experienced in Arizona three years earlier, cliff dwellings revealed that there was a significant prehistoric civilization that existed in this region—not European, but something just as ancient. In January 1916, Cather published a boosterish article for the Denver Times that encouraged people to visit Mesa Verde. The national park “stood as if it had been deserted yesterday; undisturbed and undesecrated, preserved by the dry atmosphere and by its great inaccessibility,” she wrote. “That is what the Mesa Verde means; its ruins are the highest achievement of stone-age man—preserved in bright, dry sunshine, like a fly in amber—sheltered by great canon walls and hidden away in a difficult mesa into which no one had ever found a trail.”


Cather was impressed with Mesa Verde’s aesthetics and found the architecture “absolutely harmonious with its site and setting.” She went on: “Color, simplicity, space, an absence of clutter, the houses of the Pueblo Indians today and of their ancestors on the Mesa Verde are a reproach to the messiness in which we live.” One might notice that Cather’s philosophy of the unfurnished novel was emerging.


Cather also appreciated the ritualistic life of the Ancestral Puebloans, who merged agriculture, the seasons, and religion with their environment. “They accommodated themselves to it, interpreted it and made it personal; lived in a dignified relation with it,” she explained. Cather noted, “One has only to go down into Hopiland to find the same life going on today on other mesa tops; houses like these, kivas like these, ceremonial and religious implements like these—every detail preserved with the utmost fidelity.” The article already suggests how deeply Cather came to deeply admire Pueblo Indians, an admiration that would lead her to incorporate their culture into Death Comes for the Archbishop a decade later.41


After Mesa Verde, Cather and Lewis retraced the train route east through the San Juans. At Antonito, they transferred to the southbound Chili Line and rode to Taos Junction, New Mexico. From there they caught a ride, probably on a horse-drawn wagon, to Taos, where they stayed at the Columbian Hotel (now the site of Hotel La Fonda) for a week and explored the countryside on horseback as Cather’s bruises from Mesa Verde healed.42


Taos was the young state’s first art colony, home to the Taos Society of Artists. These were largely easterners appalled by industrialization and seeking the authentic and primitive in northern New Mexico. Artists were attracted to the quaint adobe town with the turquoise blue sky and the mammoth snow-capped peaks towering to the north. Another draw was Taos Pueblo, an ancient Indigenous settlement that inspired many of the artists, even as they romanticized Native Americans through their art. Taos’s isolation, Indigenous culture, and natural setting may have been what drew Cather and Lewis to visit.







The Fred Harvey Company


Willa Cather mailed a Fred Harvey company postcard to Elsie Sergeant on August 30, 1915: “I have just arrived at Lamy after a glorious week at Taos, a Mexican town 30 miles from the railway. Lovely people there, good riding horses, perfect cantaloupes. Very happy.” This was one of Cather and Lewis’s several stays at Lamy’s trackside El Ortiz, a boutique Harvey hotel. The postcard was one of many that she mailed over the years, all of them highlighting scenes from the Southwest and advertising the Fred Harvey company.43


English-born Fred Harvey followed in the wake of the Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe Railway, opening Harvey House restaurants to travelers. He was primarily a restaurateur: He wanted to improve the atrocious food that he experienced while riding the rails. After Harvey’s death in 1901, his son Ford added hotel management to the company portfolio. Many of the hotels were adjacent to railroad stations: The AT&SF Railway owned the hotels and contracted the management to Fred Harvey.


In Appetite for America, Stephen Fried called Fred Harvey “the founding father of the American Service industry.” He noted that Harvey “created the first national chain of restaurants of hotels, of newsstands, of bookstores—in fact, the first national chain of anything—in America.” At its peak, the Fred Harvey company operated over a dozen hotels, mostly in the Southwest, and sixty-five restaurants.44


Fred Harvey brought an estimated hundred thousand young women known as Harvey Girls to the desert Southwest. Many of them lived in dormitories above the Harvey Houses. The company had a strict code of conduct and only hired women of good character, and until World War II, most of them were white. Women were expected to remain single for at least their first six months of employment, though many met their future husbands working for Fred Harvey. The women wore spotless black-and-white uniforms and provided excellent service, thanks to a rigorous training program that brought them up to the Fred Harvey standard.45


We know from Cather’s many letters that she often stayed in Fred Harvey hotels during her travels to the Southwest, as she always traveled by train. These included La Fonda in Santa Fe, El Ortiz in Lamy, and El Navajo in Gallup. She also visited the Alvarado in Albuquerque and stayed at the Bright Angel Camp (now Bright Angel Lodge) at the Grand Canyon. During her travels across the country, she dined at many Harvey Houses while the trains refueled.


[image: Historic sepia-toned photograph of two young women, known as Harvey Girls, standing side by side in front of an adobe building. They are dressed in matching dark dresses with white aprons and collars, smiling warmly. One woman playfully raises her hand near her face, while the other stands with her hand at her side.]

Figure 10. Two Harvey Girls working at the Belen Harvey House, Madge Pinkerton and Wilma Tinker, posed for the camera in this 1927 image. Belen Harvey House Museum.






[image: A historic photograph of a two-story adobe-style building with a flat roof and wooden vigas projecting from the upper story. The façade features arcaded walkways, wooden balconies, and a central entrance with decorative detailing. The surrounding landscape is dry and open, with railroad tracks visible nearby.]

Figure 11. The El Ortiz hotel in Lamy, shown in 1930, was part of the Fred Harvey hotel network. Willa Cather stayed there numerous times during her travels to the Southwest. The hotel closed in 1940 and was soon torn down. Prints & Photographs Division, Library of Congress.










Albuquerque was home to the Harvey-run Alvarado Hotel adjacent to the railroad station. Humorist Will Rogers passed through the city in 1924 and observed the Harvey system in action. “Fred Harvey runs a restaurant and department store at the depot, and no matter how big a hurry you may be in to get where you are going, he has the train stopped 40 minutes,” he observed with wry humor. “Everybody that didn’t buy a lot in Los Angeles, buys a Navajo blanket at Albuquerque. Those who did buy a lot, can only afford a bow and arrow. I don’t know why but they all seem to want to spend their last money for a bow and arrow. I suppose an undertaker meets this train in Kansas City.”46







Back to Taos: 1916


[image: Illustrated map of the Four Corners region, Arizona, New Mexico, Colorado, and Utah. The map features historic travel routes and landmarks alongside colorful border illustrations of Indigenous people, Spanish conquistadors, and early American pioneers. Insets depict the Grand Canyon and Monument Valley, with decorative flourishes and symbolic imagery surrounding the central map.]

Figure 12. Mary Colter commissioned artist Gerald Cassidy to create this fantastic map showing the state of the tourism market in the 1920s Southwest, highlighting the national parks, Fred Harvey hotels, and the railroads. The map resides in La Fonda’s Santa Fe Room. La Fonda Photo Archives.






After a week exploring Taos, Lewis returned to New York in mid-September 1915, while Cather visited Red Cloud. “Do you still want a book on the Southwest?” Cather wrote her editor at Houghton Mifflin, Ferris Greenslet from her parents’ home. “I think I could do a good one now.” This was to be a work of fiction: “It would be the only reasonably good book on that country ever done,” she claimed. Cather was going to call the book The Blue Mesa, but she shelved the idea in favor of penning My Ántonia. She revisited the idea a decade later through her novel The Professor’s House.47


Cather’s third novel, The Song of the Lark, was published in October while she was in Red Cloud. She dedicated the novel to her close friend Isabelle McClung. Isabelle’s father, Judge Samuel McClung, died a month later. The family sold the house in early 1916, ending Cather’s fifteen years at the McClung house. A few months later, Isabelle McClung married Jan Hambourg, a concert violinist.


Cather had sore feelings about McClung’s marriage to Hambourg. “Jan and I are not very congenial. He’s a strong personality—one likes him or one doesn’t,” Cather admitted. The loss of the Pittsburgh house as her writing sanctuary and Isabelle’s marriage were “a devastating loss to me,” and she felt that “a good many doors have been closing.”48 Four months later, Cather wrote her brother Roscoe, “Isabelle has married a very brilliant and perfectly poisonous Jew.” Cather had Jewish friends and acquaintances throughout her life but occasionally used antisemitic language. It might also reflect her jealousy toward the man who married her best friend, former girlfriend, and traveling companion. Still, she eventually befriended Hambourg, and she often traveled to visit the couple.49


Cather and Lewis returned to Taos for three weeks in July 1916 to go horseback riding, again staying at the Columbian Hotel. Cather wanted to vacation in Wyoming, which she did the following month, but Lewis wanted to revisit Taos, as they only spent a week there the year before. Cather wrote her brother Roscoe, “Taos is a beautiful place, you know, forty dreadful miles across canyons from the railroad; all Mexicans, no whites, wonderful Indian pueblo near the Spanish town.”50
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		Figure 47. Jean-Georges Vibert’s 1883 painting The Missionary’s Adventures inspired the Prologue in Death Comes for the Archbishop. Metropolitan Museum of Art.



		Figure 48. Harold von Schmidt designed about sixty illustrations for the second edition of Death Comes for the Archbishop. Shown from Cather’s personal copy of the book is his illustration of the St. Francis Cathedral in Santa Fe. Archives & Special Collections, University of Nebraska–Lincoln Libraries.



		Figure 49. Established around 1610, San Miguel Chapel is a fabulous blend of Hispanic and Native architecture. In the foreground is the church’s bell, which Cather’s Vaillant taught a Mexican boy to ring the Angelus, and which Latour used to demonstrate the multicultural influences in New Mexico. San Miguel Chapel.



		Figure 50. Bishop Jean-Baptiste Lamy around 1860. He served as the prototype for Jean Marie Latour in Cather’s novel. Palace of the Governors Photo Archives (NMHM/DCA), Image 035878.



		Figure 51. Father Joseph Machebeuf accompanied Lamy to the United States and to New Mexico. He became the first bishop of the Denver diocese. Cather based the character of Father Vaillant on him. Reverend Joseph P. Machebeuf, ca. 1885. History Colorado. Accession #89.451.2552.



		Figure 52. La Parroquia, or the parish church of Santa Fe, around 1867. Palace of the Governors Photo Archives (NMHM/DCA), Image 010059.



		Figure 53. Our Lady of Light Academy, better known as the Loretto school, the first parochial school that Lamy established in 1853. Only the neogothic Loretto Chapel (center) still stands. Palace of the Governors Photo Archives, (NMHM/DCA), Image 013262.



		Figure 54. An 1873 print of American Progress shows the allegorical figure of progress leading westward expansion while routing the Indigenous population. Prints & Photographs Division, Library of Congress.



		Figure 55. Sister Blandina Segale was a Sister of Charity who helped expand St. Vincent’s Hospital in Santa Fe, befriended Billy the Kid, and stole Archbishop Lamy’s vegetables. Palace of the Governors Photo Archives (NMHM/DCA), Image 067735.



		Figure 56. An 1880 image of Archbishop Lamy (center) and Machebeuf (to the right, hand on hip) in Lamy’s Garden. Palace of the Governors Photo Archives, (NMHM/DCA), Image 049017.



		Figure 57. Archbishop Lamy aged considerably in the 1870s and early 1880s, leading to his retirement in 1885. Palace of the Governors Photo Archives (NMHM/DCA), Image 065116.



		Figure 58. An overhead shot of Acoma Pueblo from 1928 showing the village high atop the mesa. In the center is San Estévan del Rey Mission Church. Prints & Photogaphs Division, Library of Congress.



		Figure 59. A 1934 image of San Estévan del Rey Mission Church at Acoma Pueblo, the only church to survive the Pueblo Revolt. Cather set Latour’s mass at Acoma here. To the left is the loggia, where the fictional Fray Baltazar held his fateful dinner party. Prints & Photographs Division, Library of Congress.



		Figure 61. The remains of Pecos Pueblo’s mission church, which Cather and Lewis explored in 1925. Palace of the Governors Photo Archives, (NMHM/DCA), Image 006506.



		Figure 62. El Salto del Agua Waterfall near Arroyo Seco, a village near Taos, was the inspiration for the stone lips cave-kiva in Cather’s Death Comes for the Archbishop. D. H. Lawrence’s 1924 short story “The Woman Who Rode Away” included the cave, and Mabel Dodge Luhan wrote about the cave in three of her four memoirs. Photograph by Garrett Peck.



		Figure 66. The statue of Padre Antonio José Martínez in Taos Plaza erected in 2006. Photograph by Garrett Peck.



		Figure 68. The Lamy quarry on Cerro Colorado was a key source of yellow sandstone for the Santa Fe cathedral. Stonecutters carved out a divot from the mountain and left neatly piled rows of rubble atop the quarry. Photograph by Garrett Peck.

Figure 69. The Lamy quarry stands at the southern end of Cerro Colorado, an ochre-colored sandstone mountain that was the source for the St. Francis Cathedral. There you find rows of rubble neatly piled up, along with quarry-era graffiti. Photograph by Garrett Peck.



		Figure 70. The Cathedral Basilica of Saint Francis of Assisi under construction around the old parish church, La Parroquia. Prints & Photographs Division, Library of Congress.



		Figure 71. The St. Francis Cathedral took nearly two decades to build and was the culmination of Archbishop Lamy’s career. Cather included the cathedral’s construction in Death Comes for the Archbishop. Photograph by Garrett Peck, with permission of the Archdiocese of Santa Fe.



		Figure 72. Archbishop Lamy built a small adobe home on his farm north of Santa Fe in 1853, which he called Villa Pintoresca. He retired there in 1885, and Cather included the house in her novel. The Lamy chapel is the most historic property at the Bishop’s Lodge resort. Photograph by Garrett Peck.



		Figure 73. Artist Gustave Baumann’s exquisite woodcut of the Bishop’s Apricot, an ancient tree that stood near the entrance of Bishop’s Lodge, and which Cather included in Archbishop. Gustave Baumann, The Bishop’s Apricot, 1924, color woodcut, 6 1/16 × 7 5/8 in. Collection of the New Mexico Museum of Art. Museum purchase with funds raised by the School of American Research, 1952 (891.23G). New Mexico Museum of Art. Photograph by Blair Clark.



		Figure 74. A broad view of Lamy’s farm surrounding Villa Pintoresca. In the foreground, four priests pose for the camera. Palace of the Governors Photo Archives (NMHM/DCA), Image 010647.



		Figure 75. Archbishop Lamy lay in state in Loretto Chapel, shortly before he was moved to St. Francis Cathedral. LHC21 Images, Schools, New Mexico, Folder 5, Sister of Loretto Heritage Center and Archives (Nerinx, KY).



		Figure 76. Willa Cather in 1936 with a retablo of Jesus entering Jerusalem. Carl Van Vechten Collection, LC-USZ62-42538, Prints & Photographs Division, Library of Congress.











Guide





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Contents



		Acknowledgments



		Introduction



		chapter 1. Miss Cather



		Notes



		Bibliography



		Index



		Start of Content











Pagebreaks of the print version





		Cover Page



		iii



		iv



		v



		vi



		vii



		ix



		x



		xi



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		28



		27



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		39



		38



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		72



		71



		73



		74



		75



		77



		76



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		111



		110



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		323











OEBPS/images/Figure1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Figure2.jpg





OEBPS/images/Figure3.jpg
(‘OPYRIGHT 1907 BY A. R ALLEN






OEBPS/images/9780826369260.jpg
Willa Cather and Her Archbishop





OEBPS/images/Figure4.jpg





OEBPS/images/Figure5.jpg





OEBPS/images/Figure6.jpg





OEBPS/images/Figure7.jpg





OEBPS/images/Figure8.jpg





OEBPS/images/Figure9.jpg





