University of Texas at El Paso

Digital Commons@UTEP

NOVA UTEP History Resources

9-1982

NOVA: The University of Texas at El Paso
Magazine

The News Service, University of Texas at El Paso

Follow this and additional works at: http://digitalcommons.utep.edu/nova

Recommended Citation

The News Service, University of Texas at El Paso, "NOVA: The University of Texas at El Paso Magazine" (1982). NOVA. 42.
http://digitalcommons.utep.edu/nova/42

This Article is brought to you for free and open access by the UTEP History Resources at Digital Commons@UTEP. It has been accepted for inclusion
in NOVA by an authorized administrator of Digital Commons@UTEP. For more information, please contact Iweber@utep.edu.


http://digitalcommons.utep.edu?utm_source=digitalcommons.utep.edu%2Fnova%2F42&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://digitalcommons.utep.edu/nova?utm_source=digitalcommons.utep.edu%2Fnova%2F42&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://digitalcommons.utep.edu/utep_hist?utm_source=digitalcommons.utep.edu%2Fnova%2F42&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://digitalcommons.utep.edu/nova?utm_source=digitalcommons.utep.edu%2Fnova%2F42&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://digitalcommons.utep.edu/nova/42?utm_source=digitalcommons.utep.edu%2Fnova%2F42&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:lweber@utep.edu

s re e .0

it ue&”..mm&.

in,
'§2

EX

W e e enEs Seeaep vanyaen

ng

i

AT RS oo 8 8
P L e o .e..uM

Hector Holgu
Outstand

?u‘«u

* 4._. =X e

4".”.& ....rﬂ...w

g Sl 0

A v

B
. NN L .

o R L] v.:.. I D xKwnw xXwKmEx XXX k)

kv s kv adn x o aky wgy xhangd 0k

.
.
% 5 %
N O R R 140

x
£
3

..

- .



person can only do so much

reading before going bananas
and, like many young mothers, Robin
Hoffer wanted something substantial to
keep her mind active when her children
were small.

In 1965, when the kids were ages one
and four, Robin became a part-time
student at UTEP.

In 1970, she completed her bachelor’s
degree in geological sciences, the first
step toward what has now become a
unique achievement among all UTEP
alumni.

This past May, she became the first
person to complete the bachelor’s. mas-
ter's and doctoral degrees — all at
UTEP.

Robin shares her interest in geology
with her husband Jerry, who has taught
in that department since 1965 (and who
was featured in Molly Fennell’s “Long
Night at Chichonal” in the June, 1982,
NOVA). She has assisted him with sev-
eral summer field trips to Hawaii and
Europe to observe volcanoes, and counts
as one of her greatest thrills looking into
a live volcano in Hawaii.

Cheering her from the sidelines at
Commencement were Mrs. Hoffer’s
children — now ages 18 and 21 — and
her husband.

The Hoffers not only share an interest
in geology, but also the academic robe
for formal University occasions, and this
time it was Robin’s turn to wear it.

* * * * * * * * * *

I don’t know what a visitor from
Bulgaria would think of them, but I
have been reading tee-shirts a lot out on
the campus and they are an education.

Here are some of my findings:

Students advertise a lot of other
schools in a lot of other places.
Everything from Slippery Rock to Yale
can be found on the fronts and backs of
UTEP students. The most unusual one
in this category that I saw was
“Canisius” in large letters with “Ge-
zundheit” in parenthesis under it.
Canisius College is in Buffalo, New
York.

Students, young and old, want you to
know they attended certain important
rock concerts. Styx and the Stones may
break your ear-bones, but they sell a lot of
tee-shirts. So does “Alabama.” Rock is
OK, but “Death Before Disco” is the
pledge worn by many as is “Punk and
Proud” — something to ponder, and
shudder, over.

Students give you philosophical mes-
sages on their shirts too. Some take time
to read and I followed one young man a
half a block, two paces behind him,
reading “I gave up drinking, smoking &
sex. It was the most horrible 20 minutes
of my life.” That was worth following a
person for. Another said, “You've ob-
viously mistaken me for someone who
cares.” And another, “Only the good die
young. I'll be here forever.”

The Drs. Hoffer — Robin and Jerry — at Commencement.

Military camouflage green tee-shirts
saying “M.A.S.H.” appear very big now,
along with “Hot Lips,” “Hit Me With
Your Best Shot” (this one has a red and
white concentric circles target on the
back), and “A.W.O.L.”

B. Kliban’s cats are all over the place
on tee-shirts and there are some stu-
dents who actually wear shirts with Don-
key Kong and Pac-Man on them.

Cars — especially “Trans Am” and
“Corvette” — and motorcycles —
especially “Harley” and “Kawasaki” —
are in evidence. One proclaiming
“Harley Honey” is apparently for the
female of the Harley-Davidson species.

Shirts with pictures of John Lennon,
Sylvester Stallone, Kenny Rogers, Dolly
Parton and even Juice Newton are com-
monplace.

Mickey Mouse shirts are still king but
“E.T.” shirts are coming on strong.

And I actually saw several shirts bear-
ing the legend “UTEP” too.

In World War I, “reading your shirt”
was a Doughboy’s phrase for checking a
shirt out for “seam squirrels” — body
lice. Today, shirt-reading is less func-
tional but a lot more fun.

—Dale L. Walker
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Outstanding
Ex’'82

by Nancy Hamilton

“My story should start with my

wife, Rosario, and end with
her,” suggests Hector Holguin during a
rare moment of relaxation in the walled
garden of his El Paso home.

The shaded, grassy lawn is cool under
a huge mulberry tree, a summer breeze
stirring the leaves. On the street outside,
the heat is penetrating.

“You see, I could never have started
my company without my wife’s trust and
willingness to go along with me,” he ex-
plains.

The 1982 Outstanding Ex-Student, at
46 president of a highly successful
business that bears his name, looks back
on the uncertain beginnings of that
firm.

“There was a moment of truth,” he
says, “when I really needed her. When I
started this business 10 years ago, I had
to sell our home to get the capital to in-
vest. Our children were very young at
the time. It is a major step for a wife to
give up her home, but she didn’t
hesitate at all. No matter how tough it
got, she always gave me complete sup-
port and trust.”

Loyalties are very important to
Holguin, who has extensive ties of fami-
ly and friendship in his home town.
Several of his officials at Holguin &
Associates were his schoolmates at El
Paso High and UTEP (then Texas
Western).

“My father,” he continues, ‘“has
always been my example in professional
ethics. He has been in auto sales all his
life and, at 75, still sells cars at Rudolph
Chevrolet. All my life I never saw him
upset, speak ill of anyone, or yell at
anyone. He has always been very fair
and honest, an important model for me
to follow.

‘“His influence taught me to be fair to
people and to conduct my business in an
ethical manner. That is an important
factor in the success of our company. In
10 years in business, we have never had
a lawsuit filed against us. It is not that
we don’t make mistakes, but if we do,
we take care of them up front.”

His parents, Antonia Medina Hol-
guin and Hector T. Holguin, were born
in Chihuahua City and have resided in
El Paso for many years. He describes his
mother as “a bundle of energy,” adding
that he is a blend of his parents’ quali-
ties: “I have her energy when I need it,
and my father and I are both born in

October under the sign of Libra,
represented by scales in balance.”
Holguin was graduated from Dudley
Elementary School in Kern Place in
1948. That school no longer stands, but
El Paso High, where he was graduated
in 1953, continues as the city’s oldest
high school. His two older daughters,
Rosario and Mara, are students there;
Lili and Elisita attend Mesita School.
“I didn’t get involved in student ac-
tivities much because I was working
while I went to college,” he recalls. For a
couple of years he worked in a grocery
store, then followed his father’s example
and sold cars at a lot operated by his un-
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cle. As a civil engineering major, he
counted himself lucky when, in his
senior year, he worked part-time for the
County Engineering Department, up-
dating maps to reflect property transac-
tions and doing some surveying.

He had become interested in engi-
neering while in high school, influenced
by an uncle who was a mining engineer
and a cousin who was in architectural-
civil engineering.

“There were a lot of good professors,”
he reflects, “but one of them influenced
me especially. That was Dr. Joseph C.
Rintelin, who was our next door neigh-
bor. I became discouraged during my
freshman year. He gave me a pretty
good talking to. That may be con-
sidered a turning point for my staying
with engineering as a career path.”

On another occasion, when Holguin
was studying metallurgy with Dr.
Rintelin, he had another gentle nudge
in the right direction. “At home we were
neighbors, but at school he always
maintained a strictly professor-student
relationship,” he says. “I was curious
one day when he seemed to be relaxing
that restraint by asking me if I had had
a good time the night before. I told him
yes, and he said, ‘You must have,
because you didn’t make a good score
on your daily test.’ I realized that he was
giving me a jab to do a better job.”

Because Texas Western was a small
school, with fewer than 4,000 students
in the 50s, Holguin valued his oppor-
tunities to get to know professors from
many different departments and to “get
to really know each other. Even though
we students were extremely busy, we en-
joyed a very warm, friendly atmosphere.
When I went to Austin for graduate
school, there were about 25,000
students and I felt like a little ant. I'm
glad I did go to school here when I did.”

Holguin notes that many bright El
Paso students go away to Rice, MIT,
Stanford and other universities. “I'm
very pleased to see Dr. Haskell Monroe
and the University initiate an excellence
program to try to keep top students here
in El Paso. That will be very important
to the quality of education and sort of
highlights che way I feel about UTEP.”

A 1958 Civil Engineering graduate,
he recalls that about a dozen students in
that field became close friends during
their college years. “That made up for
not being able to participate in activities
because we were working,” he con-
tinues. “Several from that class are still
in town.”

He has continued his friendship with
Humberto Sambrano, who has Urban

2

General Contractors. “He had a fine in-
fluence on me. He was four years older
with some practical experience and I
tended to look at things in a theoretical
way. We worked nicely together
through college.”

Another of the engineers was Kiki
Bustamante, now a vice president and
director of Holguin & Associates.
“When I go downtown with him, he says
hello to 99 out of 100 people and I know
the other one. Everybody knows Kiki.”

A friend from high school days,
Ralph Chavez, is director of marketing
for the company. Says Holguin, “He
only has one speed — top speed.”

The executive vice president is Danny
Vickers, CPA, who while not a

The Holguin family — Rosario and Hector and daughters, Lili, Elisita, Rosario and Mara.

classmate is also a graduate of UTEP.
“In order to have "a successful
business,” stresses Holguin, “you have to
surround yourself with good people and
learn to delegate responsibility to them.
We've made a very important transition
the past two years and have moved into
a professional management posture.”
He looks back on the professional
building blocks that provided the basis
for his present success. After completing
an M.S. in Austin in 1959, he spent a
year in the U.S. Army as a first lieuten-
ant. Then came six “very exciting” years
in the aerospace industry in California,
where he learned to use the computer as
a tool “in a practical rather than a
theoretical environment; we had to im-



plement steps very quickly and get prac-
tical results.”

Upon returning to El Paso in 1966, he
joined Cremans, Inc., and began apply-
ing his computer expertise to practical
matters as a consulting engineer. After
another six years he started his own con-
sulting firm and began exploring the
possibility of using one of the new small
computers that were on the market,
rather than buying time in a larger
system.

“The small computers were becoming
very powerful,” he says, “and I began
developing an entire system using low-
cost, high-performance equipment.
This looked like it would be of tremen-
dous value to many engineering firms.”

The success of a pilot sales program
in Houston led Holguin to phase out the
consulting engineering aspect of his
business in favor of design and drafting
systems for computerized engineering.

Holguin is delighted with his present
work, which combines the various
aspects of his background in engineer-
ing and computer science. “Now I can
serve engineering companies all over the
world instead of just in my own com-
munity.”

His first trip overseas was a major
hurdle, but he found that ensuing trips
showed him the world as a smaller and
smaller place. “You realize,” he says,
“that the economies of the various na-
tions are tied very closely together. We
serve engineering professionals in an in-
ternational environment, but we share
the same problems and speak a univer-
sal language.”

While Holguin & Associates has
gained a reputation for innovation that
is worldwide, the company president
feels that the most innovative years lie
ahead. “Technology is changing so
rapidly, I feel like I'm starting a new
company every year. We are in a very
competitive environment, Computer-
Aided Design and Drafting (CADD),
but we get out into the field, get cons-
tant feedback from our customers, and
because of our strong engineering
background, are able to understand
their problems. We show them how to
maintain control over their investment
when they buy our product. That’s what
still sets us apart from our competitors.”

Using some of the principles found in
popular computer games, the Holguin
team has developed a training program
that responds to his recurring question:
How can we do it better and faster?
Holguin explains that a computer game
starts at a slow pace, then can be speed-
ed to twice as fast, three times as dif-

ficult, and so on.

“We developed a training methodol-
ogy where, instead of learning by
reading, people learn by doing at a very
high pace. We use drills and stop wat-
ches,” he continues. “In one week they
can reach a performance level that used
to take 90 days. Our competitors take
six months to a year to achieve this.”

The greatest challenge, though, con-
tends Holguin, is still the human com-
puter, the mind. “If we can ever tap
into that, we’ll have something.”

Community service ranks high among
his interests, although current demands
of his business have found him saying
“no” lately to invitations to take on new
duties. He has been president of El Paso
Chapter, Texas Society of Professional
Engineers, which in 1980 honored him
as El Paso’s Engineer of the Year; of the
Rotary Club of El Paso and El Paso
Tennis Club, where he enjoys weekend
singles competition. He has been a
director of the UTEP Alumni Associa-
tion, El Paso Chamber of Commerce,
United Way, Salvation Army and El
Paso Public Television, and chairman
of the Rotary Trade Fair and El Paso
Housing Authority Board.

Holguin founded the Junior Engi-
neering Technical Society at Bowie
High School and sponsored the same
group at El Paso High. His UTEP inter-

ests include serving as vice president for
the Alumni Fund for Excellence and,
with Rosario, membership in the Matrix
Society. He also has been involved in
work for the El Paso Museum of Art,
Goals for El Paso, El Paso Public Televi-
sion and El Paso Science Center.

The family attends St. Patrick’s
Cathedral and he has served on the
Diocesan Council for the Catholic
Diocese of El Paso.

“By serving others,

you serve

yourself,” he says with a modest smile.
The spirit of service also is important
to his sister, Mary Ann (Mrs. Servando)

Hernandez, who has taught for many
years at Lamar School, and his brother,
Richard, who works with Hector in pro-
duction and distribution.

The Holguin home operates on an
“open door” policy when it comes to
friends of the four daughters, and_ it is
not unusual to find a dozen or so young
people gathered there. The prettiest
girls in the crowd, however, are likely to
be the hostesses who, although very dif-
ferent from each other, are blessed with
the delicate beauty of their mother.

“Our own mothers were friends back
in Chihuahua,” says Holguin, “and
Rosario and I grew up knowing each
other’s families, but we did not meet un-
til I was out of college.”

He remembers the occasion — the
first bullfight of the season. He spotted
Rosario across the arena and couldn’t
take his eyes off her. They began dat-
ing, often attending social gatherings in
Juarez where both have relatives. She
had attended Loretto Academy and lat-
er UTEP. They were married in 1964.

“My wife is the real talent in the fami-
ly,” he says proudly. “She has great skill
and sincerity in communicating with
people. I tend to be shy with those I
don’t know well. And she puts up with
my eccentricities. My story starts and
ends with her.” [J
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by Philip J.
Gallagher

‘ )olume I of the Modern Lan-

guage Association’s three-vol-
ume 1980 International Bibliography
of Books and Articles on Modern
Languages and Literatures lists 18,574
items. Many of the entries are badly
written; others re-invent the wheel;
perhaps a small minority advance the
course of human knowledge an
angstrom or so. Item #5812, an essay
called “Paradise Lost and the Greek
Theogony,” is the rose among thorns —
I know because I wrote it. Thrice-
rejected by learned periodicals, four-
times revised in mutually incompatible
ways servilely to conform to the wishes
of various editors, my lucubrations were
finally brought to term in English
Literary Renaissance, a journal edited
by a former teacher of mine at the
University of Massachusetts, where I
took my Ph.D.

Although its publication history im-
plies #5812 to be the illegitimate off-
spring of a classic conflict of interest, I
continue to love my base-born child un-
conditionally. But has the world got
hold of Philip’s Wisdom? Has the world
read #5812? Has the world seen it? The
essay comprises an underwhelming
.00538% of the year’s work in English
and American literary criticism, and its
subject is the poet John Milton, whose
arcane and staunchly moralistic poetry
has fallen on evil days during the past
308 years. Measured against the day of
judgment, or in terms of its ability to
make the world safe for democracy, or
after the standard of its elemental half-
life, “Paradise Lost and the Greek
Theogony” — like the other pretenders
to the throne of scholarship that I have
written — hardly qualifies as an essen-
tial natural resource.

What then is it about this publication
business that so fascinates me, though it
dries the sap in my veins and rends
spontaneous joy out of my heart? I seek
to persuade you that, at the undergrad-
uate level, teaching and publishing are
the yolk and white of one shell, but how
shall I proceed? My Canadian name-
sake, Finbar Gallagher of Trent Univer-
sity, has as his only publication an essay
that paradoxically exposes the fatal
“dichotomy between publishing and
teaching.” To Finbar their compatabil-
ity may be “plausible enough in the
pipe-puffing vacuity of academic con-
ferences,” but it “will not withstand the
tests of logical scrutiny and everyday ex-
perience.” He may have a point. Closer
at home, a UTEP English Department
colleague pungently asserts that neither
Socrates nor Jesus ever published a

syllable. She may have a point too
(though I want to remind her that
neither Socrates nor Jesus got tenured
either).

Since publishing in learned literary
journals doesn’t pay, and since it takes
time that could be spent preparing for
class or counseling one’s illiterate stu-
dents or caring for one’s family or sleep-
ing, and since the published product is
typically short-lived, why do some
UTEP faculty (more of us each day, I
am told) seek so assiduously to immor-
talize in print our blear-eyed wisdom
born out of midnight oil? Do our teach-
ing and publishing really comprise twin
halves of one august event? Is not schol-
arship rather a luxury deserving only
the occasional attention of the leisured
dilettante? or even worse, a beguiler
seducing the pious pedagogue to seek
the impossible service of god and mam-
mon? Let us look a little into the matter.

Beyond the vainglory that drives some
faculty to circulate the best stuff they
can write in the best journals they can
find, more creditable educational mo-
tives exist for getting into print:
research and publication are neither
antithetical nor subordinate to under-
graduate pedagogy. Good university
teachers always publish for at least two
reasons: (a) their passionate attention to
teaching and their energetic testing of
new ideas in the classroom have earned
them insights that they seek to refine
through written (not oral) articulation,
and (b) articulating in print constitutes
the best possible preparation for class-
room teaching. I cannot hope to prove
these assertions in what follows, but
perhaps I can suggest their plausibility
by alluding to my own admittedly
limited experience.

At any rate I will try.

In 1630 John Milton wrote a fragmen-
tary lyric called “The Passion.” For
years I repeated what I had been taught
and had uncritically believed about this
reminiscence of the crucifixion of Jesus
Christ: that it fails because the Puritan
poet could not respond emotionally to
the passive heroism endorsed by Christi-
anity. But when a student more percep-
tive than I asked “What is the evidence
that ‘The Passion’ fails? I found myself
humiliatingly silenced, unable to cor-
roborate an opinion to which I had
naively clung in blatant violation of my
own first principle of interpretation,
“Don’t take nothin’ for granted.” So I
beat a hasty retreat to the library to
pore over the scholarship on the poem,
all of which unanalytically assumed (as I
had done) its artistic infelicity. But



then, returning in despair to the text,
after much labor and intent study I
found myself pursuing the contrary
thesis that “The Passion” is an inspired
aesthetic success about the failure to be
inspired! My efforts eventuated in a first
publication recording a minor revolu-
tion in my thinking effected as the con-
sequence of writing about what I teach;
and thus pedagogy and publishing
became for me the yolk and white of the
one shell.

Blake

A second example: in 1794 William
Blake published a stunning little confes-
sional lyric whose megalomaniacal
speaker exults in having perpetrated the
perfect crime:

I was angry with my friend:

I told my wrath, my wrath did end.
I was angry with my foe:

I told it not, my wrath did grow.

And I watered it in fears,

Night & morning with my tears;
And I sunned it with smiles,
And with soft deceitful wiles.

And it grew both day and night,
Till it bore an apple bright.
And my foe beheld it shine,
And he knew that it was mine.

And into my garden stole,

When the night had veiled the pole;
In the morning glad I see

My foe outstretched beneath the tree.

Blake originally called this chilling
narrative ‘“‘Christian Forbearance,”
doubtless intending that it be under-
stood as a sardonic allegory exposing the
supposed virtue of turning-the-other-
cheek as really the insidious vice of psy-
chological repression. Consequently I
used to teach the poem as a parable il-
lustrating the aphorism that a dormant
rabies is more dangerous than the
paroxysms of a fever. But one day in

class, as I was pontificating about an-
other of my cherished interpretive rules
of thumb, that “Poems mean exactly
what they say (except when they don’t),”
it occurred to me that I ought to try
reading “A Poison Tree” (as Blake re-
christened the lyric) literally. Suddenly
the poem opened like a full-blown rose:
taken straightforwardly it required me
to confront the astonishing fact that
anger can become literally incarnate as
a physical object (a poison tree can be
made to materialize out of thin air).
The next day I sought, thanks to a
peculiar grace bestowed while teaching
the poem in the hallowed precincts of
the UTEP Liberal Arts Building, to
track to its inmost cell Blake’s bizarre
suggestion that wrath can bear the
literal fruit of a forbidden tree. Amaz-
ingly, I found myself re-examining the
accounts of creation and fall in Genesis
1-3, where the very world materializes
by the power of the Word, and conclud-
ing that “A Poison Tree” is a biblical
parody in which the God of Judeo-
Christianity is made to expose the Old
Testament narrative of the fall as a
fraud by himself confessing the “true”
origin of the tree of the knowledge of
good and evil. It has been said (and tru-
ly) that we teachers get to know our sub-
ject only when we teach it. I would add
that we need to write about it too, for
only when I sought to articulate in print

Milton

the dependent implications of reading
“A Poison Tree” literally did I come to
discern the poem’s manifold biblical re-
verberations: Again, publishing and
pedagogy converged for me as the yolk
and white of the one shell.

As a final example of their symbiotic
affiliation, let me describe a research

Yeats

project on which I am currently work-
ing. In the early 1930s William Butler
Yeats wrote a series of lyrics celebrating
a curious heroine he called Crazy Jane.
Far and away the most famous of the se-
ries is “Crazy Jane Talks with the Bish-
op,” a poem frequently anthologized for
discussion in undergraduate survey
courses in English literature. I teach it
first because it is immersed in the Judeo-
Christian tradition, which, as you may
have inferred by now, is the ruling ob-
session of my life; and second, because it
boldly challenges the simplistic view
that life offers us a series of clear-cut
alternatives between good and evil
rather than a succession of ethically am-
biguous leaps in the dusk.

The poem begins when geriatric Jane
is accosted by a pharisaic Bishop who
decries her licentious lifestyle:

Those breasts are flat and fallen now,
Those veins must soon be dry;

Live in a heavenly mansion,

Not in some foul sty.

Exploiting his formidable knowledge of
the New Testament, the Bishop enjoins
Jane to substitute the love of God for the
lust of her flesh; her decrepit body can
yet become “a heavenly mansion” (echo-
ing John 14:2) fit to entertain not only
Jane’s soul, but the Spirit of God who
before all temples prefers the upright
heart and pure. Jane need no longer
revert to the “foul [bodily pig]sty”
(echoing 2 Peter 2:22) she has hereto-
fore inhabited; rather let her ascend
some seven-storied mountain to spiri-
tual beatitude.

Jane responds in a flash of clairvoyant
insight by refuting the Bishop’s facile
opposition of mansions and sties: “Fair
and foul are near of kin,/And fair needs
foul,” she cries. She verifies this provoc-

o




ative thesis by repudiating the Bishop’s
notion that a platonic love pure and
chaste from afar is the ne plus ultra of
human intercourse:

A woman can be proud and stiff
When on love intent;

But Love has pitched his mansion in
The place of excrement;

For nothing can be sole or whole
That has not been rent.

Thanks be to God for nature’s won-
drous parsimony! Can anyone deny
Jane’s point that the organs of fair sex-
ual love are simultaneously the instru-
ments of foul bodily excretion? We con-
cede as much in our very language by
encompassing the uro-genital system in
a single adjective. Assuredly, moreover,
the Bishop would have Jane love, since
love is the lesson which the good Lord
taught (John 15:15). But she cannot
love fully by cloistering herself in a fugi-
tive heavenly mansion; for sexual Love,
although they do not talk of it at school,
has pitched A fair mansion in the foul
sty where scatology likewise lives and
moves and has its being. Jane may be in-
sane, but her fox-like craziness beats the
Bishop at his own game.

Now what Yeats's frontal attack on
the puritanical mores of an Irish Bishop
has to do with teaching and publishing
is just this: I thought I understood
“Crazy Jane Talks with the Bishop” un-
til research awoke me from complacent
ignorance to my radically impoverished
grasp of it. I was studying the Gospel of
Saint John one day, when I happened
upon a casual footnote to The Jerusalem
Bible’s translation of John 1:14 (“And
the word became flesh and dwelt among
us...) The note observed that the
Johannine text employs the Greek verb
skenoun, meaning to pitch a tent, so
that verse 14 literally translates “And
the word became flesh and pitched his
tent among us.” Even a layman interes-
ted in the Bible only homiletically
would find this a minor revelation; but
reader, when [ discovered that footnote
— then felt I like a watcher of the skies
when a far nova swims into his ken! For I
saw at once that skenoun held the key to
fuller comprehension of Yeats’s poem.

Crazy jane knows even less Greek
than I do, and she has not, I daresay,
read the Bible recently; but when she
triumphantly announces that “Love has
pitched his mansion in the place of ex-
crement,” the Bishop at any rate, unless
he flunked seminary Greek, should rec-
ognize in her oddly metaphoric diction
the incarnational resonances of John
1:14. Jane speaks of Love’s mansion, not
his tent, for she wishes, consistent with
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her programmatic reconciliation of op-
posites, to bring her opponent’s fair
heavenly mansion down to the foul rag-
and-bone shop of her own earthly loins.
The verb pitched, meanwhile, by which
she quite unconsciously evokes the

Greek skenoun, transforms Jane's
already remarkable converging of
human reproductive and excretory

functions into a treble entendre mean-
ing (a) sexual love exercises the parts of
the body with which we also urinate, (b)
God, who is Love, condescended
through the scandal of the Incarnation
to sojourn on the excremental earth,
and (c) God-Love became man, became
flesh, that is, by pitching his embryonic
mansion in the perhaps-not-immaculate
womb of Mary, his biological mother.

“Crazy Jane Talks with the Bishop”
means all this and more: to the reader
prepared, through the habit of scholar-
ship, to view the poem steadily and as a
whole, the biblical allusions with which
the Bishop opens the debate initiate a
wave of implication that finally breaks
along the incarnational shore whereon
Jesus first encountered terra firma. In-
stead of requiring Jane to acquiesce in
the liberation from materiality that her
opponent urges upon her, Yeats uses the
prelate’s own proof-texts to bind spirit
and flesh into a fair-foul solution sweet
ratified by God himself: for if the Deity
thought it not unsuitable to his charac-
ter or beneath his dignity to pitch has
mansion in the place of excrement, can
Jane be expected to do otherwise than
emulate the Great Master?

My romantic interlude with “Crazy
Jane Talks with the Bishop” confirms
that pedagogy and publishing are very
near of kin. I first encountered the
poem by teaching it, reserving a woeful-
ly inadequate 15 minutes for discussion
of its witty paradoxes. The Jerusalem
Bible footnote about skenoun stimulat-
ed me, however, to read scores of essays,
monographs, and books on Yeats. I now
allot "Crazy Jane' a full hour of
classtime, hardly enough to sound its
considerable depths.

Teaching Yeats has also prompted me
to embark upon the formal study of
New Testament Greek, an enterprise
greatly facilitated by my friend and col-
league, Dr. Frank Williams of the
UTEP Religion Department. Over the
past year this expert in the ancient
Greek and Semitic tongues (he has, for
example, contributed to the distin-
guished Nag Hammadi Coptic Gnostic
Library Project of the Institute for An-
tiquity and Christianity) has helped me
translate the entire Gospel of Saint

John. I have pursued this venture as pre-
requisite to tackling Raymond E.
Brown'’s two-volume Anchor Bible com-
mentary on that evangelist. These vari-
ous research activities, all of which had
their genesis in the classroom, will forth-
with issue in a scholarly article to be
called “Deflating the Bishopric: John
1:14 and Yeats’s Crazy Jane.”

Meanwhile, persuaded anew by the
Yeats-Johannine connection that he who
would study English literature must first
assimilate the Old and New Testaments,
I have agreed to conduct in the near
future an honors seminar entitled “The
Bible and Paradise Lost.” Such a class
would have been unthinkable to me a
year ago, but teaching and researching
Crazy Jane and Holy John have em-
boldened me to pitch my tent rather
more permanently than before in the
golden realms of Scripture and Milton:
pedagogy and publishing have brought
me to this pass, for they are indeed the
yolk and white of the one shell.

I cannot permit myself to desist with-
out flogging, for a moment, the dead
horse relevance. Some readers, I know,
having impatiently watched my
thoughts burnish, sprout, and swell,
would have me abandon all this long
pretense for more practical endeavors.
To them I respond as I do (when carried
away by my favorite enthusiast, Elitism)
to my pragmatist students: the utter
uselessness of literature is the supreme
motive for clasping the secret joy hidden
in its midmost heart. If you ask me what
need justifies publishing articles about
“The Passion” or “A Poison Tree” or

(Continued on page 17)
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