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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 guarter of a mile without resting. This is

something I never saw among my people.

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

But if a Mexican child 1ived to five, jt was off to a long
life.

Because he could outrun Mamma, a boy would start helping
a boy would 4rop corn

in the field at six or seven. Usually
behind 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 2
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

jron 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.

had its tools. The regular yoke was
The cultivating yoke was long enough soO
that the oxen would walk in the center of one IXow, with the
cultivator in the row petween them. The yokes were fastened
to the ox horns by a long strip of cow hide and were
controlled by a long bamboo cane, with a pig’s tooth attached
to the end. If you punched the jeft 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 jron tip. The plow wouldn’t turn
the earth like a mould board plow, put 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.

Each yoke of oxen
about four feet long.
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GREEN BEANS FOR SUPPER

Mothego:gig ag? I were Qriving by a bean field one da

s & Welbe avr:onder.lf we could_buy some of those géeen

"Frjoles--whatg’ putting our Spanish together. Mother said

AP as is green?" I said, "It is verde." g
, "Now we have it--frjoles verdes." : -

We drove up to the h

a1l ; ouse and asked the farm i

aboutfogg SZJOiishyerqes, He didn’t know what w:rwéﬁeh:azzgid

abowed BiE whg im in the buggy, took him to the field "

what you wantat bl ?anted. He said, "No, these are beané-ind

to another plagzeagogtez.;ilﬁe potsdn Ehe. Boagy..ARCEES drove
e away to a :

beans. So we had green beans forysupperfarm that raised green

PANCHO VILLA

"pancho" is a nickname f i
= : : : or Francisco. He wa
e sztgeglinmldpeens becagse he killed a policesoﬁggzeinwh
e Thls sister. This is the story that is most B
e by'the ere are others. He was loved by the poor and
i oy Wi g rich, on whom he preyed to give to the
e reason he could gather men to his army i

There are many tales i

bef s of his deeds, both bad
tooirihzecgglneg Madero and after. One story is :ggtggggﬁ h
her quartersy od Guerro, he kicked the Mother Superior out :
whole orjiie an 'stabled his horse in them. He adopted a v
to place, heagsuig Egges:mgucity. ihen traveling Lnom 1SS
by rro or walk with hi

ut he was always the top man, and everybody kizwfggt troops,

I met him once in the
flat ] summer of 1911 on the
lookin;hgngwwai going from Pearson to Los Carrelggiozarras
b e ke gr . A scouting party took me to his cam' in
St i Ig:']ave on the Rio Casas Grande. He asked mypnamea
gkl g i joingg}ng- I told him I was looking for work. H
his canse, but B tﬁgu;;gyitbzzsl tgld_him that I believed'in e
forei : : a Mexican fight
e ;ggiie?. ngw:§:e21§§ ;gd fg%endly. We gad'angiiik from

- ow i

I told him I was broke. We both 1§ug§2§ed G Sy pRRNNE: e

He was a short, hea

- : o vy-set man about five f i

Hecﬁ::,azg?v:elgﬁggkon:igungred eighty to two hﬁigéeglggznds

e 4 & en -movements. I spent th i :

b a;gut gg :rokg camp saying they were gogng to gaggght
ixty miles southeast of Colonia Dublan we Zgéo;



