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� FTER LUNCH and a big drink of cold spring water, the 
boys hitched the horses to the wagon, and we all 

climbed in and started jogging along the red ribbon road in the 
warm afternoon sunshine. All of a sudden, the wagon stopped. 
I was kneeling up, and it jerked me so hard that I tumbled 
over onto the feather bed. When little Star saw me rolling 
around on the bed, he thought I wanted to play, so he came 
bouncing on top of me, and we romped and shouted a 
moment. Meanwhile, I could hear the scraping of the wheels 
of the wagon against something very hard and slippery. I felt 
the horses pulling and straining and heard the boys coaxing 

��

�������������	
���������	
���



���

and urging them to pull harder, then felt the wagon backing up 
a little ways. I looked out through the front of the wagon, and 
there, right in the middle of the road, was a huge rock. In fact, 
it was the biggest single rock I had ever seen. It had probably 
rolled down the side of the mountain when the gravel had 
been loosened around it with the spring rains, and had stopped 
rolling, partly burying itself in the road bed directly in front of 
where the horses had to pull us. 

Carl guided the horses up 
on the uphill side of the 
rock, but the uphill side was 
too steep. The horses 
couldn’t pull the wagon up 
onto it, and even if they 
could, there would have 
been a danger of tipping the 
wagon box over. So he 
backed the horses down and 

tried to go on the downhill side of the rock. But the rains had 
made the ground so wet that it was very soft, so the wagon 
began slipping and sliding off the road. Carl told the horses to 
hold, and pulled backwards on the reins, and the horses 
backed carefully down until the wagon was again on the solid 
road. 
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“We’ll have to go up over it after all,” Carl said, and he urged 
Old Joe and Don forward again. They pulled as hard as they 
could, but every time the big wheels got close to the big rock, 
and the horses tried to pull them up and over, the horses’ feet 
slid. They had iron shoes on their feet, and the iron shoes 
would not dig down into the rock and hold them, so they 
would slip and stumble. The big wheels were made of 
wooden spokes and an iron rim around the spokes, so when 
the wheels came up against the slick, hard rock, they too 
would skid and slide, and the horses simply could not pull the 
wagon up over the rock. 

Here we were stuck in the road again. I was frightened, 
because I knew that if we didn’t get over the rock somehow 
and make our camp where we planned to make it, our food 
would run out before we got to the ranch, and we would be 
very hungry and maybe have to turn back. Carl laughed at me 
and said, “Now, Gladys, don’t be a baby. Don’t you know that 
we know what to do about this? We will soon be unstuck.” I 
was still frightened, so I slipped away and was soon hidden by 
the big trees. When I felt safely out of sight, I knelt down and 
prayed to Heavenly Father that he would let us find a way to 
get around or over the big, big rock.  

Soon I stopped crying and came back to see what my brothers 
were going to do. First they had unhitched the horses and led 
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them a long ways away from the big rock to where there was 
some nice, green grass to eat, and tied them fast to a tree. That 
way, even if they jumped around, they could not get loose and 
run away. Next the boys went to the tool box on the wagon 
and took from it a big iron spike and a very heavy sledge 
hammer. One of them carried the chicken coop way up on the 
side of the hill, and Carl told the dogs to go way over away 
from the wagon and lie down, which they did. I took little Star 
and held him tightly in my arms so he couldn’t go where 
the danger was to be. He was very curious and tried 
to wriggle out of my arms and go and see what 
was going on. He wanted to scramble over to 
the rock, and sniffed around with his little 
nose to determine what it was all about. But I 
didn’t let him get away. The boys began pounding 
deep holes in the big rock. One held the sharp 
spike, and one raised high the sledge hammer and 
let it fall again and again on the spike. This made 
the spike sink little by little into the tough rock 
until there began to be a small hole made in it. 
Drilling the holes was hard work, and the boys 
had to rest very often between poundings. I had to stay a long 
ways away from the rock because little pieces of it would fly 
off and go in all directions, and I didn’t want any of the pieces 
to fly into my eyes or hit me in the face and cut me. 
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The boys kept working until they had six holes, each of which 
was six inches deep. The rock looked like a big beehive now, 
all pitted with the holes. Next they took some queer looking 
stuff that looked like sticks of licorice, and partly filled each 
hole with them. I said, “What is that?” and they told me it was 
dynamite, that it was very dangerous, and that I must stay 
away. Attached to each stick was a long piece of string, like a 
candle wick, that reached out beyond the rock for about five 
feet. When all was ready, the boys told Mother and me to go 
way back up on the side of the hill, at least fifty feet or more 
away. This we did, and I held onto little Star all the tighter. He 
was a very nervous little dog, and he seemed to sense that 
there was danger in the air, so I stroked his little head and 
trembling body.  

The boys checked the horses to see that they were very 
securely fastened, then called a warning to us one more time. 
Carl took some matches and very quickly lit one to each piece 
of string. Then the boys ran quickly away from the burning 
string way back up on the hill. The string burned very rapidly 
along until it came to one of the holes, where it spluttered and 
flashed, and the dynamite caught fire and exploded with a 
voice like thunder. Many, many fragments of sharp rock flew 
in all directions, and dust rose in a mighty cloud. The horses 
leaped with all four feet into the air and when they came 
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down again tried to pull and break the rope so they could run 
away, but the rope was new and strong and they could not 
break it. 

The different holes kept exploding one after the other, and as 
they did so, the big, big rock was transformed into a pile of 
little rocks instead. I was scared, and so was Mother, and so 
was Star. He shook so hard in my arms that I 
had to hold him very close. He licked my 
face and cried with a little whine, but I 
just talked gently to him, and even 
though I was crying a little myself, I 
knew that soon everything would be 
alright. After the last explosion, Carl 
went over to the horses and took hold of 
their bridles and stroked their necks 
and heads and talked softly to them 
until they were calm again. The 
chickens cackled and leaped about 
all through the noise. We just let them go ahead and crow 
their protest, because they could not get out and we could not 
do anything to help them. 

The boys made sure that all the explosions were over, then 
they took rakes and shovels from the tool box, and smoothed 
the little rocks into a very good piece of roadbed that the 
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horses could pull their load over quite easily. Then they 
hitched the horses onto the wagon again. Mother and I 
climbed into our places. The chickens were securely fastened 
to the side of the wagon, and we jogged on our way. The 
horses had had a good rest, so they were fresh and traveled 
nice and fast. Before dark we came to the cool spring where 
we were going to make camp that nite, and I began helping 
with the evening campfire chores. Dinner tasted good after 
such an adventurous morning and a hazardous afternoon, and 
so now we were ready for prayers and evening songs to 
soothe the cares of the day. Sleep came soon and deep and 
sweet to a tired little girl. 
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UST ONE MORE MORNING of travel along the smooth, red-
soiled road brought us near Cliff Ranch. Finally we came to 

the last meadow before the hill where the cabins stood. Carl 
spotted several horses off in the distance. One of the horses, 
when he heard our wagon, stiffened and pointed his ears and 
raised his head and gave a long, low whinny. Carl rose up and 
stood upon the wagon seat and whistled a long, rhythmic 
whistle, then called out, “Monte, come here, you little devil.” 
Monte lifted his beautiful head and twitched his long, flowing 
tail and started coming towards us on a gallop. His forelocks 
and long mane waved out behind him, and when he drew 
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near, Carl stopped the wagon. Monte came close up to him 
and nuzzled his head against Carl’s shirt. Carl patted him and 
gave him a lump of sugar to eat, then started the team trotting 
toward the ranch house again. Monte fell behind the wagon 
but followed along, just like a pet dog would do. 

As we crossed the bridge over the stream, the wheels and the 
chains made a loud racket, and our brother Rey, who was 
already at the ranch, heard it and looked out the window to 
see us coming. In his hand was a big wad of dough, and 
Mother said, “O! look, Rey is making hot rolls for our 
dinner.” It took only a few minutes to get across the bridge 
and up the slight hill to the cabin door. We all climbed out and 
were so glad to greet each other and stretch our legs after the 
long, long ride. 

While the boys were unpacking, I took Star and started 
running down the little path through the tall grass and wild 
daisies to greet my little Mexican friends. On the way, I saw 
an old Indian lady sitting on the ground. She had spread out in 
front of her a large deerskin. It was rough and hard, but she 
was pounding it and scraping it with a sharp, jagged rock. 
This was to soften up the skin so it could be cut into strips for 
rope and heavy cord. She had to use some water and some 
acid to soften it a little, but it was done mostly with just 
pounding and scratching with the sharp rock. All the hair had 
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been removed from the skin, so she worked first one side and 
then the other. 

When the Mexican children saw me coming, they came out to 
meet me with gay calls of “Qué hubole, amiga mía!” They 
took me by the hand and led me into the cabin. There the 
mamas and the older sisters were busy grinding parched corn 
into a fine meal. They ground it by pushing back and forth the 
corn between a long, smooth, partly round stone called a 
mano, and a rough, partly hollow stone called a metate that 
looked something like a bowl. The corn was warm, and so 
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they scooped up a handful of it and gave it to me to eat. This 
is called pinole. They gave me also a big piece of sweet cane 
sugar that is called piloncillo. I thanked them and wandered 
back toward the cabin, eating my pinole and piloncillo. 

I saw that Aunt Dora, who had come onto the ranch about a 
month before us, was busy making cheese in the shed. I loved 
to watch cheese making, and never was there such good 
cheese made as Aunt Dora made at Cliff Ranch, so I ran 
swiftly to the shed to watch. 

In the shed there was a large vat that held about fifty gallons 
of milk. All the evening and morning milk that had come 
from the milking of the cows had been poured into this vat. 
Cold spring water poured into a compartment under the vat 
had kept it cool all nite. Now that it contained the morning 
milk also, the boys had cut wood around the place and built a 
fire in a firebox underneath the vat to heat it to the right 
temperature. Aunt Dora kept a large thermometer in the milk 
to see when it was time to go on to the next step. The boys 
kept stoking the fire, and as some of the wood burning was 
cedar wood, the shed had a most pleasant odor of warm, 
creamy milk and cedar smoke. Aunt Dora stirred the milk all 
the while to keep it from scorching. 

When the milk was just the right temperature, the boys 
scraped all the ashes and coals out of the firebox, and the vat 
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was allowed to cool down. Just at the right moment, Aunt 
Dora took from the shelves above the vat two mysterious 
looking bottles of liquid. She opened the corks of the bottles 
and dropped a few drops from each bottle into the milk. She 
told me the bottle with the white liquid was rennet, which 
made the milk coagulate into heavy 
curd, almost like a big vat of clabber. 
The other bottle contained golden 
coloring to turn the milk the color of 
cheese. Now Aunt Dora took a long, 
thin knife with a long, wooden handle, 
and slide this knife through the curd. 
First she ran the knife lengthwise, then 
she ran it crosswise, and cut it into one 
inch squares. Next she added salt, then 
let it stand for a little while as the whey 
began rising to the top. Aunt Dora opened a little tap on the 
outside of the vat to drain off the whey to give to the pigs to 
eat. She pressed the curd gently to get all the whey out. Now 
she put some of the curd in a large bowl to give to me. It was 
so fresh and warm and sweet tasting that I gobbled almost all 
of it up. I poured some good, thick cream over the last little 
bit and ate it with a spoon. I shall never forget how tasty were 
those good, warm curds and cream.  
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Now the curd was put into a grinder and broken up into fine 
pieces until it looked something like cottage cheese, just like 
we buy in packages now, only much more of it. While the 
grinding mill broke up the curd, Aunt Dora prepared the 
cheese presses. These were buckets made of wood that had a 
top and a bottom that could be taken out. Aunt Dora had cut 
out some nice, clean pieces of cheese cloth, big enough to fit 
down into the press and leave enough to come up over the 
cheese at the top. Cheese cloth is a loosely-woven cotton net, 
to keep the curd inside while the whey is squeezed out. Aunt 
Dora put the pieces of cheese cloth in the cheese presses, then 
used a great big wooden ladle to fill the presses nearly full 
with the golden yellow curd. Then she folded the cheese  
cloth over the top and put on the wooden lid of the press.  
Next she turned a huge screw which pressed the wooden lid 
down on the curd, squeezing out the whey and pressing the 
cheese into nice, solid, round, cylinder-shaped cheeses. It  
took the strong arms of the boys to give the last hard twist to 
the screw, but finally Aunt Dora would say, “That is enough,” 
and then they would start on the next one and leave that one 
alone. They would press about three thirty-pound cheeses 
each day and would let them stand in the cheese presses  
all nite before putting them on the shelves in long, golden 
rows to ripen. When the cheeses had been sitting for several 
weeks, Aunt Dora would begin the rubbing process, and 
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would turn and rub each cheese daily so they would cure 
better. 

The fireplace back in our cabin was as big almost as the end 
of the cabin itself. It was built of large rocks and had a shelf 
like a mantle running all along the front of the open part 
where logs are burned. It was so big that a little seat could be 
built on one end of it where one could sit near the fire on very 
cold nites or frosty mornings. 
It takes a long time to 
prepare a hot meal over an 
open fire, so early in the 
afternoon, after the cheese 
vat and milk pails had been 
cleaned thoroughly and 
cleared away, Rey built up a  
large, lapping, orange fire in 
the fireplace of oak and cedar logs. Then he left it to burn 
down to a nice, glowing, red-hot bed of coals. Rey had placed 
the dough he mixed that morning on a bench just close 
enough to the fire that it would puff up and get very light. 
Now he took out some big round loaves just the size of the 
Dutch oven, and greased the ovens good and put the dough in 
them to rise again. Then he took the Dutch oven over and 
mixed out some biscuits, just the size of toadstools, to make 
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puffballs. He greased their pan well also and put the biscuits 
in to get light and puffy.  

The boys heated the large Dutch oven for our meat. When the 
coals had heated it top and bottom, they put the roast of deer 
meat in and left it to singe all over to a rich, golden brown. 
Then they cut up some green regular onions and some green, 
sweet Spanish onions, and spread these all over the top of the 
meat. Next they put the lid on and let the meat simmer and 
cook very slowly in the coals. I don’t believe anything can 
smell so good when you are hungry as meat cooking in a 
Dutch oven over the nice, red coals of a sweet-smelling wood 
fire. The boys who came up early had planted a garden in the 
ground, so they prepared our new potatoes and new peas and 
new ears of corn. They baked the potatoes in the same kettle 
as the meat. They opened the corn to see if it was clean, then 
put the husks back up on the ears again and wrapped them as 
tight as they could at the top with a piece of the husk. Then 
they put the corn right into the red coals of the fire and 
covered them all up with ashes and let them steam and cook 
that way. 

It was almost dark before the meat was cooked, so they lit the 
candles and lamps. The candles stood in iron holders on the 
mantle piece. The lamps were coal oil lamps that stood high 
on a glass stand, and on the stand was a bowl which held the 
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coal oil. A brass holder held the wick, a piece of knit string, 
which dipped into the coal oil on one end and stuck up into 
the lamp’s chimney on the other. This wick could be lighted 
and screwed up and down to make the flame burn high or low. 
We couldn’t turn the flame too high, because that would make 
the flame smoke, and that would blacken the lamp. If we had 
it just right, we could see to eat our dinner and even to read 
stories also. They spread a clean cloth on the table and then 
set the lamps on it to make it seem cheerful. Then they set the 
plates near the fire to get good and warm to serve our dinner. 
When the meat was almost ready, they took the heavy lid of 
the Dutch oven off and put the bread inside and the lid back 
on again. They set up the reflector for the biscuits near the fire 
and tipped it a little so that all the heat from the fire would get 
to it quickly. Well, in just a few moments the biscuits puffed 
up high and began to brown. They browned so fast that they 
had to be moved back from the fire so they wouldn’t burn. 
Then they took the meat out of the Dutch oven and placed it 
on a large platter to keep warm while the gravy was being 
made. They sprinkled flour into hot grease and stirred very 
quickly, then poured some good, rich milk into the mixture, 
stirring swiftly all the time. Soon it was bubbling up and 
dancing around in the pot, seeming to say, “I’m the best 
brown gravy in all the land. Stir me quick so I can’t be 
burned.” 
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When the gravy was done, the boys called us all to come to 
dinner. I loved the roast venison smothered in onion served on 
a warm plate, the hot baked potato, the corn on the cob with 
plenty of melted butter, the hot biscuits and butter with 
strawberry jam that Mother had brought along with her. What 

a feast it was. The corn had just 
browned a little and tasted 

almost like popcorn, and 
the potatoes were so 
fluffy and hot and crisp. 
The biscuits just melted at 

the slightest touch of the 
tongue, and the meat and 

gravy were something one dreams about and cannot believe 
can happen. I was so hungry because I hadn’t eaten anything 
since the curds and whey that Aunt Dora had given me when I 
first arrived at the ranch house. It seemed very cozy to be 
eating by fire and lamplight. We had a good dessert because 
they had made rhubarb brown betty in the reflector oven. And 
we always had good, rich cream to pour over the top of our 
desserts, if we liked it that way. 

Carl went over to the wall where his guitar was hanging, the 
one with pretty colored ribbons tied onto the handle. He took 
it tenderly down and tested the strings as he plucked them to 
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see if each gave the right tone. Then he began playing a soft, 
pretty tune and singing a lovely melody. Mother pulled her 
chair a little nearer to him, and together they sang in Spanish 
all the folk songs and fandangos that they had learned from 
the Mexican people. I grew so sleepy that I began nodding 
and almost fell off my chair. So Carl stopped long enough to 
take my shoes and my clothes off and toss me on the feather 
bed. He said, “Little girl, you are tired after a long, hard day. 
Good nite and go to sleep.” 

The last thing I can remember of the first day of the vacation 
on the ranch was the soft glow of the fire as it leaped and 
danced around the oak logs, and the twinkling of the candles 
on the mantle, and the sweet voices of my mother and my 
brother singing the songs of Old Mexico. These were the 
sweetest tones and the sweetest voices this side of heaven. I 
felt very happy, and I slept long and hard and restfully, 
because the nite was fresh and cool. 
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� HEN MORNING CAME, it was so filled with glorious 
mountain sunshine and fresh air, and the first thing I 

heard was the leaves of the oak trees as they fluttered gently 
in the dawn breeze. The little birds awoke to the light of day, 
and they began to twitter sleepily but happily to one another. 
Very soon one lovely little warbler could not contain himself 
any longer but began to pour out his heart in glorious song to 
the sky and the rising sun. The others joined in, and a most 
beautiful halleluia of song was raised by many little throats 
towards the throne of God. It made me feel so glad that I 
jumped out of bed and ran to the wash basin, and with clean, 
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cold spring water I dashed my neck and arms and face and 
hands until I felt all tingly, and if I could have sung as 
beautifully as the birds, I would have done so. But I could 
sing a little, so with Star I rushed out to the corral where the 
calves were eagerly sucking their morning breakfast from the 
mother cows, and as I ran, I sang the songs I knew. I paused 
under a pine tree to smell something very lovely. Needles had 
fallen from the branches and covered the ground by the tree, 
and as I trod on them, they expelled a sweet smell into the air. 

I noticed two golden yellow bulbs of 
something growing on the trunk of 

the tree. I broke one open, and 
from this bulb of resin and pine 
tree juice there came a 
fragrance like exquisite 

perfume. I took long breaths of 
it, and as I did so, I noticed that just 

above my head on a limb of the 
pine tree were two parakeets. 

They were skipping back and forth from one another as if 
they were doing a little dance. Every time they came close 
together, they touched their little yellow beaks together two or 
three times as if they were kissing one another. Sometimes 
they would fly around one another and change places, then 
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continue the dance, always kissing one another on the beak or 
on the neck. Mother told me these birds had two names. One 
was parakeet and the other was lovebird. Sometimes people 
catch them and put them in cages in their houses, but I liked 
to watch them better in this beautiful big pine tree where they 
could fly from branch to branch or even down and scratch for 
bugs and grubs among the dead pine needles. They had such 
pretty colors in their feathers, green and gold and blue and red 
and yellow and a little grey and brown. I loved to watch the 
parakeets and the calves, but just now I was called to 
breakfast. So Star and I ran back to the cabin and sat down to 
bacon and eggs and golden brown hotcakes. Yummy, how 
good they tasted on this cool, crisp morning. 

After breakfast I did my chores, because everyone on the 
ranch had chores to do. Mine was to fill the big brass buckets 
with water. I carried them by their handles to the spring, 
which gushed out of a crack in a big rock just above the cabin. 
The spring was shaded by two tall oak trees that had started 
growing there many years ago from little acorns that had 
dropped into the damp soil. Their roots had gone down deep 
in the ground, and more and more and bigger and bigger roots 
had grown, until they stood very firm and could send out and 
up little green shoots that had leaf buds on them. These leaf 
buds opened and gathered sunshine and rain and grew bigger 
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and bigger until now the trees were very large and made 
beautiful shade for the spring. The water was very cool 
because it came from deep, deep down where it had been 
stored in a solid bed of gravel, as the water from 
snows and rains oozed into the earth. When the 
gravel bed was so full it could hold no more, the 
water came up, up, higher and higher, 
towards the surface of the ground. When 
it found the crack in the big rock, it gushed 
up and out, and that became our spring for drinking and for 
cooking. I took a small dipper with me which had a long 
handle on it. With this dipper, I would dip carefully into the 

water, trying not to stir up the mud. If I wasn’t 
careful, I got leaves or dirt with the water in my 

ladle, and I threw it out again. But if I was 
careful and had picked up a clear dipperful 

of water, I emptied it into the brass bucket, 
over and over until the bucket was full. I 
could only carry one bucketful of water at a 

time, so as I finished filling one, I carried it 
into the house and then came back and filled the other. By this 
time I was good and thirsty, so I laid down on my stomach, 
just where the water came trickling over the top, and then put 
my mouth and nose and chin into the water, and drank and 
drank my fill. 
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When I had brought the water in and placed it on the water 
bench and hung the dipper from its nail in the wall nearby, I 
picked up the great, huge wood basket. This I carried to the 
woodpile to fill with chips, which are small pieces of wood 
that fly around when the boys chop wood. These small pieces 
help start the fire easily in the morning and help keep it going 
after it gets started. There on the woodpile were two bushy-
tail squirrels, playing all over the logs, on top and under and 
around and around them. They would hide from one another 
and then chase each other just as if they were playing hide and 
seek. Every once in a while they would stop and put their 
heads together as if they were talking, and I always imagined 
they were lamenting that they had to quit playing and get their 
work done, because they would scamper away and climb the 
live oak nearby. Here they got their little cheek pouches full 
of acorns, then scampered down to the hole in the trunk of the 
tree that was the door to their little house. They disappeared 
into the blackness of the oak and perhaps stored their acorns 
in some safe corner for their winter food. Then they came out 
to play hide and seek again. But before they did, they would 
stop for a tasty little treat, holding an acorn in their two front 
paws and sitting on a nearby limb and nibbling away. I could 
tell they enjoyed it very much, just like my granddaughters 
Charlotte or Annette or Wendy when they take an orange roll 
from my magic bread box and sit on the garden wall to  
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eat it. I decided that 
during the summer I 
would make friends 

with these two cunning 
squirrels and get them to be  

unafraid of me, so that they would  
come and eat little snacks from my hand 

and maybe climb up on my shoulder and 
run across my back. This takes a long  

time, but I knew if I were kind and patient that they would 
learn to be unafraid of me.  

When I had gathered my basketful of chips, I took it to the 
cabin, then returned to carry big pieces of wood to burn in the 
fireplace and fill the wood box, which stood almost as high as 
my other granddaughter, Lori, or my grandson, Parky, is tall 
off the floor. These pieces were so big that I could only carry 
one or two pieces at a time, so it took me a long while to get 
enough. When I finished, I decided I needed a rest, so I 
remembered that the Mexican mama and the older Mexican 
sisters had asked me to come and help make salsa. I got my 
mother’s permission, and away I went to the lower cabin, little 
Star tagging along. 

They greeted me with warm good-mornings. I said, “May I 
help with the salsa today?” and the Mexican mama and the 
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older sisters said, “Seguro, Señorita.” Then they explained 
how to do it. First they washed some large, green peppers and 
gave them to me in a bowl. They said, “Now here is a long 
rod. Stick the rod through the peppers one at a time and set it 
near the bright coals of the fire.” I did, and then they told me 
to keep turning the peppers slowly over the hot coals so that 
they could toast dark brown. They said, “This will loosen the 
skin so that you can easily peel it off.” I did as they said, 
toasting and peeling all of the six peppers they gave me. 
When they were all done, they gathered the peelings to give to 
the pigs and gave me the bowl again. They said, “Now the 
peppers are soft, so you mash them up between your fingers 
until they are all smashed into a soft, thin sauce.” This I did, 
and it was fun to feel the soft peppers oozing between my 
fingers and running off the tips of them. When they were all 
soft and oozy, they gave me a piece of garlic and a large 
tomato, and told me to put the sauce into a metate. Then they 
gave me a mano and showed me how to smash the peppers 
and tomatoes and garlic all together in the large stone bowl 
with the small stone ball, pressing and rubbing until it all 
came out as a soft, runny sauce. This sauce is eaten over 
venison or over any kind of meat or vegetables, just as we eat 
mint sauce over roast lamb. It is rather picante and very tasty 
and gives food a good flavor. 
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When the salsa was done, the girls and their mama began to 
warm up the beans and to hurry baking tortillas over the fire. 
A piece of heavy sheet iron had been placed over some round 
stones near the hearth so that fire could burn underneath it and 
make it very hot. The girls had soaked some corn in water 
mixed with ashes to get the hulls off the kernels, then 
thoroughly washed it, so that now it was soft and white. This 
damp, white corn they took up and ground two or three times 
on the metate that was in front of each girl. Each recited 

prayers of the rosary, which are 
prayers used by Catholic 
people, as she worked. When 
the corn was the right fineness, 
the girls would scoop it up in 
their hands and begin patting it 
out into a very thin, round 
circle about the size of a 
pancake. When it was round 

enough and thin enough, they would quickly slap it onto the 
hot iron of the stone fireplace. The dough would puff way up 
and brown all over very quickly. Where it had toasted faster, it 
would be a golden yellow flecked with dark brown. Then the 
girls picked it up by the edge and quickly flipped it to the 
other side. All the puffiness went out of it, and it turned into a 
thin, very soft, brown tortilla. It is the Mexican bread and very 
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often becomes the Mexican spoon, too. When the men came 
home to lunch, they took off their spurs and threw them in the 
corner, but they didn’t take off their leather chaps because 
they were going to ride again as soon as they had eaten. They 
sat down cross-legged around a woven grass mat, where the 
girls and the mama brought them bowls full of hot beans with 
cheese melted into them, a tall stack of hot, golden-brown 
tortillas, and a side dish of salsa. They would break off a bit of 
the tortilla, fold it into a shape that could be used as a spoon, 
dip up a bit of beans or salsa, bite it off and chew it, then dip 
up some more.  

They drank lots of cold spring water and a cupful of Mexican 
chocolate, which is seasoned with a cinnamon stick. They 
wiped their mouths on their shirt sleeves because they had no 
napkins. They thanked the women for the nice, hot dinner, put 
on their spurs, and walked out of the house and over to their 
horses. The bright, silver spurs made cling-clanging music 
each time their sharp cowboy boots hit the ground. They 
sprang onto their ponies and, with a “yi-pi-pi-ah,” dashed off 
across the fields to their afternoon work with the cattle. 

It was now about 2:00 o’clock, and the day was getting very 
warm. I asked the Mexican mama if her girls could go down 
to the river with me and have a swim. There was a beautiful 
swimming place right where the streams from the two 
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canyons, one on either side of the valley, came together. The 
water formed a single, large, beautiful river that flowed down 
between steep, moss-covered rock walls and on until it 
emptied into a big lake. I loved to stand and watch the mist 
rising from the river and circling and curling up and over the 
sheer cliffs on either side. One place along the bank of this 
river was covered with smooth, white rocks. This was the 
place we used as a dressing room to get ready for our swim, 
because the rocks were so smooth that they did not hurt our 
feet, and here and there were a few tall stones just high 
enough to sit down on and take off our shoes and stockings. 
So we raced one another to the white rocks and then to see 
who would be first in the cool, blue water. 

We swam and we swam. We climbed out and dove off the 
side and had a perfectly lovely time. After a while we grew 
tired, so we decided to get dressed and come another day for 
our next swim. 

I sat down on a tall rock to get my shoes and stockings on, 
and all of a sudden I had a very uncomfortable feeling. I felt 
like someone was telling me to move away from that rock 
very quickly. I sat a moment longer, but the uncomfortable 
feeling stayed. I finally looked back of me and saw in the 
shade of that big rock a huge rattlesnake. His yellow skin was 
all marked with diamonds of black, and he was coiled up 
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round and round. His tail shook very angrily, making a sound 
one will never forget if they have ever heard it once. His little 
forked tongue was going in and out of his mouth as if he were 
spitefully sticking it out at me. He seemed to be saying both 
with his tail and with his tongue, “Get off my rock. This is my 
rock and you can’t use it.” He seemed to be a very jealous 
rattlesnake and didn’t want to share the spot that he was using 
to cool himself from the hot sun, especially with a human, 

because humans and snakes are enemies and do 
not share well together. 

I jumped to my feet and 
didn’t lose any time 

grabbing my shoes and 
stockings and moving as far away 

from that spot as I could. Believe 
me, when I sat down on the next 

rock, I looked first behind it to make sure there was no snake 
that would be jealous of me. I am sure if I had been a moment 
later, that snake would have leaped up and plunged his little 
poisonous fangs into my arm or back, but I listened to the 
warning that I am sure was the Holy Ghost speaking to me, 
just as he speaks to all good children. When I got home that 
nite and said my prayers, I thanked God for his protecting 
care and for the Gift of the Holy Ghost that all Mormon 
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children receive when they are baptized and confirmed. I can 
never, ever forget the white rocks, the blue-green waters, the 
huge, grey-green cliffs, nor the protecting care sent me this 
day when I was about ten years old. 


