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have seen six-year-olds and eight-year—olds dancing together.
Everybody had fun. That’s what a dance was for. The Mexicans
are a graceful people, as a whole. I have seen girls dancing
with full wine glasses on their heads. I have also seen a
twelve-year-old girl carry a five-gallon can of water on her
head for a quarter of a mile without resting. This is
something I never saw among my people.

A Mexican mother would take a six-month-old baby to the
spring, strip it off, dip a gourd full of water from the
spring, splash it over the yelling paby, soap it with
stringent, yellow laundry soap, and then rinse it off. Tough!
But if a Mexican child lived to five, it was off to a long

life.

Because he could outrun Mamma, a boy would start helping
in the field at six or seven. Usually a boy would drop corn

pehind two bar men in planting corn. First the field was
marked off in squares of about thirty inches. Then a hoe man

would scrape the dirt down to moist earth at the cross of the

marks. The bar man would punch a hole six inches deep with a

pointed crowbar. The boy would drop two to three grains to a

hole. Then the tamper would come along and tamp the holes

full.

When the corn was about six inches high, the dirt that
the hoe man had scraped away would be placed around the young
corn. For cultivating they would use a two-inch wide steel
blade, twenty-eight inches long and sharpened on one side with
iron standards on each end, which were wedged into a wooden
block about eight inches square. There were slots cut in each
end, and the depth of the blade was gauged by tilting the
blade held in the block by wedges. The blade would run about
one and a half inches deep. A stick was attached to the block

for a handle.

Each yoke of oxen had its tools. The regular yoke was
about four feet long. The cultivating yoke was long enough soO
that the oxen would walk in the center of one row, with the
cultivator in the row between them. The yokes were fastened
to the ox horns by a long strip of cow hide and were
controlled by a long pamboo cane, with a pig’s tooth attached
to the end. If you punched the left ox in the rump, it would
turn to the right or the other way round. The plow was a V-
shaped log about four inches high by thirty-six inches long,
with a handle placed about the center, to keep it upright.
The log was tipped with an iron tip. The plow wouldn’t turn
the earth like a mould board plow, but would just shunt it
about three inches. The plowing was more of a mulch than a
plowing. After each rain the field was cultivated to retain

the moisture.
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GREEN BEANS FOR SUPPER
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PANCHO VILLA
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town about sixty miles southeast of Colonia Dublan




