
Arrival in Taos

Millicent left Hollywood at the invitation of Janet and Adrian Gaynor to visit New Mexico.
Thinking it would be an interesting jaunt and certainly a distraction from the experience of
discovering Clark (Gable) with another woman after he had broken their plans to meet at a dinner
party, it felt good to get away. At this point in her life, she had expected a more committed
relationship with Clark and now that possibility seemed irretrievably shattered. 

People told her about the southwest and that the conditions were more rustic. But, she had known
life in Europe before and during the war as well as vacations in the Carribean which made her
doubt that New Mexico would be different from past experiences. The drive north from Santa Fe
was mildly interesting until after they drove through the Rio Grande canyon and mounted a steep
curve. Suddenly, they were surrounded by a breathtaking panorama. It was as if the land had been
torn apart in front of them to accommodate the river far below. To the east rose a most distinctive
mountain that seemed separate from the rest of the southern Rocky mountain chain. Rooted to
that spot, all thought evaporated as she drank in the beauty of a place like nowhere she had been
before.

The Gaynors had made all of the arrangements for their stay so her only task was to be fully
aware of her surroundings. From the blankets hanging on the walls of the restaurant where they
ate lunch to the way people dressed in the village, she experienced everything for the first time
and loved every minute. The most profound moments occurred on the Taos Pueblo when they
attended the feast for San Geronimo. Standing at the edge of the plaza between the two central
pueblo buildings, she could see Taos mountain in its majesty and felt sheltered. Traditional
dances drew her attention to the rhythm, the singing and the awareness of a much deeper
meaning beyond the movement of the dancers. She caught herself leaning forward as if she could
merge with the festivities.

On the edge of sleep that night, she wondered about her reaction to this place and these people.
Growing up in the high society of New York and mingling with the upper echelons of Paris and
Austria didn’t explain her attraction to this place and these people. Her times in the Carribean
were entertaining and the music enervating, but could not compare to the magnetic pull she felt
to remain in Taos. There was a kind of peace here that she had found nowhere else. This was a
home that seemed to know her and embrace her like no other.

In the morning, the feeling that she belonged here wrapped around her like the blankets she’d
seen the Taos Indians wearing. There was a lot to be learned about this place and all of the people
here. Beauty teased her senses whether it was in the land itself, the traditional way people dressed
or the graceful design of the items they used in their daily routines. She could not leave here and
return to a formal, structured life in New York.
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