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    Outsiders can never quite capture and explain the essence of a culture, which is properly the task of a native insider.

    El extranjero jamás podrá captar y describir la naturaleza de una cultura, la cual pertenece propiamente a la persona nativa [traducción del autor].

    Marc Simmons,

    Coronado’s Land: Essays on Daily Life in Colonial New Mexico

  


  
    Preface

    For centuries, Hispanics in northern New Mexico practiced and honored countless customs, beliefs, superstitions, and community events that composed an integral part of our cultural tapestry. Not long ago, before they passed away, old-timers like my parents and grandparents could speak eloquently about a litany of subjects dear to their hearts and reflective of our enduring past. Today, with rare exception, those recollections are etched only in out-of-print books, private tape recordings, or oral histories stored in personal or special library holdings.

    In Grandma’s Santo on Its Head: Stories of Days Gone By in Hispanic Villages of New Mexico, I have endeavored to re-create facets of our rich cultural heritage in rural New Mexico. The bilingual accounts, which I translated myself, are creations of my own imagination, but they do emphasize a realistic portrayal of events and characters and their modus vivendi, which are based on my childhood experiences in the countryside. (My paternal grandparents and maternal grandmother are the only persons mentioned by their real names or nicknames.) Nowadays these storiesexcluding those of the Wailing Woman and, to some extent, the evil eyeare not readily available to the reading public. In total they may also seem a bit esoteric and out of sync with contemporary life and not like part of our lasting legacy.

    The English version of each story is accompanied by a brief essay that puts in perspective the historical and cultural importance of the topic in question. Among the stories told are those of the evil eye, rooster racing, and punishing the saints, which have been popular not only in New Mexico but also in different cultures of the world, especially in those of Spain and Latin America, but the focus of the stories of the Wailing Woman and the disobedient son is more regional (Mexico and the American Southwest) in scope. On the other hand, stealing a bride, coupled with the entriega de novios (wedding song) and its accoutrements, is vintage New Mexico.

    Except for the story on the evil eye, which takes place in Bernalillo, just north of Albuquerque, where I spent summers as a child with my maternal grandmother, the tales transport the reader to my village of Ojo del Padre (a.k.a. Guadalupe) in the Río Puerco valley, where I grew up. My valley, situated southeast of the celebrated Chaco Canyon, was featured in the 2012 New Mexico centennial stamp.

    The traditions portrayed in Grandma’s Santo on Its Head: Stories of Days Gone By in Hispanic Villages of New Mexico once upon a time were eminently popular in small villages of northern New Mexico. So come along and let me take you back in time on a marvelous journey of cultural experiences. I hope you find each story exciting, entertaining, and educational.

    Nasario García

    Santa Fe, New Mexico

  


  
    Prefacio

    A través de los siglos, los hispanos en el norte de Nuevo México celebraban y honraban un sinfín de costumbres, creencias, supersticiones, y actividades que constituían una parte íntegra de nuestro tapiz cultural. Hasta hace poco, antes que ancianos como mis padres y mis abuelitos fallecieran, ellos eran capaces de contar con gran elocuencia una serie de sucesos que reflejaban nuestro patrimonio. Hoy día, con rara excepción, esos recuerdos sólo se hallan en libros que están agotados, en grabaciones particulares, o en historias orales ya sean personales o en colecciones especiales en bibliotecas.

    En El santo patas arriba de mi abuelita: Cuentos de días gloriosos en pueblitos hispanos de Nuevo México, he procurado recrear trazas de nuestra riqueza cultural. Los relatos bilingües, los cuales yo traduje, son productos de mi imaginación, pero al mismo tiempo enfatizan una descripción realista de acontecimientos y de personajes y sus vidas cotidianas a base de mis experiencias de niño en el campo. (Mis abuelos paternales y mi abuelita maternal son las únicas personas que menciono con sus propios nombres o sobrenombres.) Hoy en día dichos relatos, excepto los cuentos de La Llorona y hasta cierto punto el mal ojo, no se ven impresos. A lo mejor se perciban más bien como algo esotérico y fuera de enfoque frente a nuestras vidas contemporáneas y no como parte de nuestra herencia.

    Cada cuento va acompañado de un ensayo corto en inglés en el cual se coloca el tema de cada cuento dentro de una perspectiva histórica y cultural. Entre los cuentos se encuentran el mal ojo, la corrida del gallo, y el castigo de los santos, que han venido siendo populares no sólo en Nuevo México sino también en diferentes culturas del mundo, entre ellas las de España y América Latina, pero el enfoque sobre los cuentos de La Llorona y el hijo desobediente es más bien regional (México y el Suroeste de los Estados Unidos). Por otro lado, el robarse a una novia, junto con la entriega de novios y sus adornos, es algo más bien nuevomexicano.

    A parte del cuento con relación al mal ojo, que tiene lugar en Bernalillo al norte de Alburquerque, donde me pasaba los veranos de niño con mi abuelita maternal, las narraciones llevan al lector a mi pueblito de Ojo del Padre (también conocido como Guadalupe) en el valle del Río Puerco, donde me crié yo. Mi valle, localizado al sureste del célebre Chaco Canyon, ahora consta parte del sello centenario de Nuevo México, que llegó a ser estado en 1912.

    Las tradiciones descritas en El santo patas arriba de mi abuelita: Cuentos de días gloriosos en pueblitos hispanos de Nuevo México, en tiempos antiguos fueron sumamente populares en lugarcitos del norte de Nuevo México. Así que te convido a que me acompañes en este viaje maravilloso de aventuras culturales del pasado. Ojalá que encuentres cada cuento excitante, divertido, y educativo.

    Nasario García

    Santa Fe, Nuevo México
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    La Llorona Was

    Not a Woman

    Introduction: La Llorona

    The legend of La Lloronathe Wailing Womanhas existed in the American Southwest since the sixteenth century, when Spanish explorers first set foot in this vast territory. Mexico’s influence has also helped to keep the legendary figure alive among Hispanics, as well among other ethnic groups. Whether at home, in schools, in libraries, or in community centers within the inner city or in rural areas, there is hardly a person, young or old, who is not acquainted with the La Llorona.

    If a thousand stories were told about her, no doubt there would be as many different versions. But one common element sure to run through each tale is that in a moment of madness or despair La Llorona drowned her children. As punishment for her sins, she was from then on destined to be haunted by the sound of water at night.

    I grew up in the Río Puerco valley southeast of the famous Chaco Canyon in New Mexico, where the legend of La Llorona took on a different slant from the versions told in other parts of the state and the American Southwest. Although to many people she was more mythical than real, some old-timers in my valley insisted that the wailing sounds came not from La Llorona in search of her lost children but from various local animals whose cries resembled those of a woman.

    “La Llorona Was Not a Woman” is my own creation. The creepy tale is intended for anyone ages six to ninety-six, which is also true of the remaining five stories in this collection.

    La Llorona Was Not a Woman

    I grew up near Ojo del Padre (also called Guadalupe), a small village that is now a ghost town in the Río Puerco valley. It is located southeast of Chaco Canyon, where the Ancestral Puebloans lived hundreds of years ago. My family and I lived along the Río Puerco about two miles from the village.

    As a small boy, I heard all kinds of stories about witchcraft, superstitions, and the supernatural. Among these stories was that of La Llorona.

    Some old-timers in my valley were convinced that the weeping mother at one time walked the banks of the Río Puerco, crisscrossed deep arroyos, visited lagoons, or went to aguajes (watering places) at night in search of her children, whom she drowned in a fleeting moment of rage. But a group of men from the Río Puerco valley were also convinced that La Llorona was not a real woman at all. They thought she was an animal, and they were prepared to prove it. These are their stories.

    One evening in late October, some gentlemen came to Grandpa Lolo’s house (Lolo is what we grandchildren called him) in La Cañada del Camino, south of Cabezón Peak. They were there to discuss the next election because Grandpa Lolo was a political patrón, or boss, in my village. Among those present were Bonifacio Valdez, Catalino Jaramillo, Hilario Molina, and José Juan Valencia. Except for don José Juan, who joined them later, they all arrived on beautiful horses with their bedrolls tied behind their saddles, ready to stay overnight if necessary.

    When Grandma Lale (that’s what we grandchildren called her) was gone, I usually spent a night or two with Grandpa Lolo. That night, she was away in Albuquerque, so I would be spending the night at Grandpa’s house. I already had set up my special nook in the kitchen near the potbelly stove.

    I was really excited, although listening to these men talk politicswhich I had done once beforewas more than a seven-year-old could understand. When they finished their discussion and had consumed at least a couple pots of coffee that I had brewed, one of them said he was tired and wanted to retire for the night. That’s when the fun began.
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    Arroyo de la Tapia, where a goat-turned-llorona drowned.

    “Good grief! There’s my compadre Bonifacio, going to bed with the chickens,” mocked don Hilario, whom I had met at Grandpa Lolo’s last political meeting. Don Hilario was the comedian in the group. “How about a little story before you go to bed?” he added.

    “Yeah. How about something really spooky, so we can get up in the middle of the night and walk in our sleep?” don Catalino interjected. “How about witches in flight? Better yet, tell us one of your favorite tales of La Llorona.”

    It was not difficult to convince don Bonifacio. Grandma Lale had told me that he was a good storyteller. I was about to find out why.

    Don Bonifacio came from Ojo del Padre. He was known more for being a roving musician than for being a politician. He and his violin were inseparable. On weekends don Bonifacio went from village to village with his violin tucked under his right arm, ready to play at dances if people were willing to give him a few nickels. That was his way of earning money to buy strings for his violin or to purchase a small flask of wine to warm up his blood on cold nights while on the road. A guitarist would join him from time to time. And if not, don Bonifacio played alone, but the mood never failed to be festive.

    Don Bonifacio had his share of witchcraft stories to tell, but no story seemed to appeal more to his friendsincluding those at Grandpa Lolo’s housethan that of La Llorona.

    “She’s no more a woman than I am,” don Bonifacio said. “She’s no more a bruja, a witch, than I am a brujo. She’s a female mountain goat! I have seen her with my own eyes, and I have heard her lament numerous times in the dead of night and in the wee hours of the morning. I saw her one time by El Arroyo de la Tapia near the Enchanted Mesa when I was on my way home from a dance in Casa Salazar. Often I have listened to the goat’s mournful cries, stifled by the roaring waters as she gasped for air and flailed her front legs, struggling to swim but only sinking underwater, never to come back up again. Those are the cries people hearnot the ones of a weeping woman.”

    “But were you drunk when you saw and heard this goat?” don Catalino asked, implying that don Bonifacio was making things up. Aside from don Hilario, he was the most humorous of the bunch.

    “What does it matter?” don Bonifacio answered, as I listened to the give-and-take. “When a goat starts off with her baaah, baaaah, and then it turns into the ayyyyyyyy, ayyyyy, ayyy of a woman, what does it matter?”

    He was trying his best to convince his companions that La Llorona was nothing more than a female goat in distress.

    “Well, well,” don Catalino clucked. “If you want to talk about the goat making noises like a woman, how about a rabbit?”

    “Yeah, what about it?” don Bonifacio shot back, as though trying to get even with him for doubting his story.

    “Well, as I started to say before my good friend Boni stuck his spoon in my atole,1” don Catalino said playfully while everyone offered a laugh, “one night, a long time ago, I joined this Basque sheepherder, who was a cuate, a buddy of mine, who came to New Mexico from northern Spain. In case you didn’t know, many Basques have come to New Mexico as sheepherders.

    “Anyway, my friend’s name was Edur, but some ranchers and farmers called him Eduardo. He was herding his flock of sheep west of Cabezón Peak in an area known for its good, tall grass called zacatón. I wish he were alive, so you could hear this story right from the horse’s mouth, but he died several years ago. I was a young boy at the time, and he invited me to spend a night at his campsite. I went there with my mom’s blessings because my dad was away working for the government.

    “The night was hot, and the summer winds weren’t blowing down from El Cerro de las Yeguas to the west the way they normally did. At times they would whip down into El Cañón de los Mesteños like all get out and then rise and travel east across the plains before they hit and bounced back off Cabezón Peak. According to Edur, that night was fairly calm compared to other nights. The full moon that brightened the landscape looked like one of my mom’s huge balls of homemade cheese.

    “Edur had pitched a small tent, and he and I sat around the campfire and chatted about things popular in his Basque country. One of them was the evil eye, a superstition that was also common in New Mexico. He loved to connect cultural dots between Spain and his adopted land, New Mexico, the Land of Enchantment.

    “Since the sun had long disappeared behind El Cerro de las Yeguas, and the stars had begun twinkling, Edur got up to survey the flock before we went to bed. His two sheep dogs were also all eyes. Each dog rested quietly on the ground with his head between his front paws on the lookout for any unusual movements and for coyotes. Everything was calm until Edur and I climbed inside the tent to go to sleep.

    “Suddenly, it felt like the ground was beginning to shake. The sheep moved restlessly. Edur crawled from the tent, and I followed him. He noticed a coyote by one of the junipers. We had heard coyotes howling earlier, but Edur didn’t pay much attention to them because they sounded far from the campsite. The sheep continued acting nervous as the dogs circled them to ensure that they did not scatter.

    “All of a sudden, there was a quick rustling noise by the juniper. Then there was a loud shriek that sounded like a crying baby. The crying lasted only seconds, but the louder the lament, the more it sounded like a woman crying. Then the scary howling came to an abrupt stop.

    “A tingling sensation ran up my spine. I was scared and speechless. The brief moments of silence felt like an eternity. ‘Don’t worry, Catalino. There’s nothing to fear. The sheep are okay,’ Edur said. ‘I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking that what you just heard is La Llorona. Some sheepherders have told me about her. But don’t be afraid. I know better. A coyote just caught his supper. Did you know that when a rabbit is in trouble and gets caught by a coyote, it makes a wailing noise just like a woman?’

    “I asked Edur how he knew it was a rabbit, and he told me that as a shepherd he had witnessed this nighttime scene more than once. ‘But look,’ Edur said, ‘in the morning we’ll search for the evidence. You’ll see. You don’t have to take my word for it. For now, let’s go to bed.’

    “That night I could hardly sleep because I kept thinking of the coyote capturing the rabbit. It must have been early in the morning when I finally did fall asleep. By the time I woke up, Edur had already lit the campfire and brewed the coffee, and the water for my atole and his oatmeal was already hot. I got up and washed my hands and face from water in a small barrel he had tied to the side of his horse wagon. I was anxious to see the so-called evidence that Edur promised me, so I drank my atole and gobbled down my fried potatoes with scrambled eggs and a tortilla.

    “We finished eating and headed for the juniper. And sure enough, before Edur could say a word, I spotted the rabbit’s head! ‘There you are,’ Edur said, pointing to what was left of the cottontail rabbit. ‘That’s the only thing a coyote will not eat. He’ll even eat the rest of the bones if the rabbit is young and tender. And the distressful sounds of a baby and then a woman crying that you heard last night were indeed those of a rabbit, not those of La Llorona,’” don Catalino concluded.

    I looked around the kitchen table. You could have heard a pin drop. Don Catalino’s story left everyone mesmerized and scratching their heads. Hardly anybody looked tired or sleepy, that’s for surenot even don Bonifacio, who had wanted to go to bed early. As for me, I was fascinated by the story I had just listened to and was prepared for more excitement.

    Suddenly, a loud knock was heard on the screen door. Everybody jumped to their feet.

    “It’s a bruja!” don Hilario bellowed, invoking his joking ways as don José Juan, who was as tall and imposing as a ponderosa pine, appeared at the door.

    “We were just talking about La Llorona. We thought maybe she had captured you,” don Catalino joked.

    “Not a chance,” don José Juan countered, who was from Santa Clara, which was to the north of Ojo del Padre along the Río Puerco. “My horse got sick near El Abra de los Cerros, and I had to turn back to get another one. Now that I’m here, I’d like nothing better than a cup of hot coffee.”

    “Come, hijito,” Grandpa Lolo said to me. “Get my compadre a cup of hot coffee.”

    “Thank you, compadre,” don José Juan said. “Now, tell me. The meeting must be over, right?”

    “Yes,” Grandpa Lolo answered. “We’ve been killing time sharing stories about La Llorona. Since you’re a barber, I’m sure you’ve heard many stories over the years about this woman, isn’t that so?”

    “Do you think La Llorona is really a woman, or some imaginary figure?” don Hilario asked. “Tell us what you think.”

    “I’ve heard it said on numerous occasions that in a moment of anger La Llorona drowned her children in a trough full of water because their father abandoned them. I’ve also been told that she dumped them into an artesian well because she thought they were illegitimate and therefore deserved to be in Hell. One time a gentleman who stopped by to get a quick haircut even told me La Llorona drowned her kids in a tin tub because they weren’t normal, but I don’t believe any of that nonsense. That’s a lot of mumbo jumbo,” don José Juan said. “Here’s what I think. . . .”

    As I looked around the kitchen table with the kerosene lantern flickering in the middle, I was anxious to listen to don José Juan and his tale of La Llorona. The eager look on the men’s faces reflected my feelings as well.

    “The story you’re about to hear happened to me a few years ago,” don José Juan forewarned us. “South of my village of Santa Clara, as you all know, there is a cemetery that sits up against the foothills. I was coming home late one night from visiting the Gallegos family that lived across the river near El Coruco when I heard a rustling noise. My horse got skittish. Next thing I knew there was a bulto, a dark object, right smack in front of me. The figure was indescribable at first, with no apparent face at all, but then I saw what appeared to be a tall, lanky black dog, with white spots and an ugly human face, standing on its hind legs.”

    “What did you do?” I blurted out without realizing that I had just interrupted an elder, something deemed disrespectful.

    “Ah, hijito,” don José Juan said patiently, “you’ll soon find out.” He continued his story as he took a sip of coffee. “My first thought was to invoke the sign of the cross for protection or, if need be, to use it to get rid of the ghostly apparition in case it was a witch, but my instinct told me to reject this idea. I also knew that a Juan2 has the power to catch witches. I rejected that notion as well, even though my middle name is Juan. I considered myself a brave man back then, and I still do, but for better or worse, I wanted to see the drama unfold.”

    “Come on, José Juan. Tell us the truth,” don Hilario protested. “I bet you crapped in your pants, didn’t you?”

    “No, but I tell you what. I did wet my pants,” don José Juan answered, and everyone cracked up laughing. Then don José Juan goaded, “Bultos are afraid of men who pee in their underwear. Did you know that, Hilario?”

    “That’s a lot of pee and no caca!” don Hilario exclaimed as if to get even, while everybody laughed aloud. “But don’t mind me. Carry on, amigo.”

    “Yes, let us proceed,” don José Juan declared, and then he continued, “I spurred my horse and galloped down the road that leads to the bottom of the river before I started to cross to get to my home. Just as I reached the current, which was quite strong, I felt something on the rump of my horse. At first I thought it was my saddlebags shifting, but then it dawned on me that I didn’t have any saddlebags. Before I knew it, I sensed pressure around my waistline. I felt something hugging me. I looked down and saw these long, bony hands with protruding fingernails wrapped firmly around my waist.

    “At that very second, I shoved the ugly creature, and it landed on its butt with a loud splash in the water. With the help of the bright moon, I was able to see that it was the black and white dog, but this time, oddly enough, instead of barking, it started talking and whimpering.

    “‘I am deadly afraid of water, so would you, kind gentleman, carry me across the river?’ the throaty voice that was neither male nor female sobbed. It was more like the voice of a talking animal and a frog croaking, all wrapped up into one.

    “This scared the dickens out of me. For the first time in my life, I was truly frightened. Why, I even did wee-wee in my pants, Hilario!” don José Juan remarked. His companions cracked up.

    Don José Juan continued the story: “‘Woe is me! Why me? Poor me! Please, I’m drowning. Water is my enemy. Water is what chills my body and pierces my brain,’ the voice continued.

    “But I knew that La Llorona, a night creature, symbolized death, and so I ignored the creature and tried to continue crossing the river.

    “‘Please, help me, or I’m doomed!’ the ugly creature implored one more time, but I refused to help her. I thought she was some kind of cosa mala, evil spirit. Next thing I knew, she told me to go to Hell.

    “‘You go to Hell!’ I snapped back at her. ‘That’s where you belong for the death of your children!’ I guessed that she might be La Llorona.

    “‘Ah, let’s not be too quick in your judgment. I’m a wandering soul that escapes night after night from the camp of the dead to visit people like you who travel at night with no real purpose in mind. Besides,’ she said, ‘I don’t belong in Hell or in Heaven. I’m neither true black nor pure white. I’m neither good nor evil. I shall live and wander in Purgatory until atonement for my sins has run its course. One day, either my body will descend the steps of Hell or my soul will climb to Heaven using the ladder of good fortune. Even wicked creatures like me deserve redemption. I am the heartless mother, cloaked as a canine, who drowned her two offspring in a tin tub full of artesian water because they were born with tails like the Devil because of my mean and wicked desires.’

    “With her voice failing and her limp arms tired of splashing the water, she gasped for air and pleaded for help one more time as the undercurrent rapidly flipped her over and swept her away. The gurgling of water swallowed up her faint but final moan.

    “Her pronouncement of being La Llorona masked as a dog surprised me, but what stunned me beyond belief was her confession to the gruesome murder of her children.

    “As I reflected on that night’s events in the waters of the Río Puerco a few days later, I realized that within the black-and-white dog there were actually two dogstwo spiritsfighting each other. That, in essence, is the torment that was tearing La Llorona apart. As to whether she went to Heaven or Hell, that’s not for me to judge. Who knows? Perhaps she’s still in Limbo,” don José Juan concluded.

    “Wow! That was quite a story,” don Hilario commented. “That one’s got some zing to it.”

    I glanced around the table once again, and no one was yawning or bored. As for me, I was enjoying every episode and yearned for more. I had never heard so many spooky stories in one night. I was glad Grandma Lale was in Albuquerque!

    “OK, who hasn’t told a story?” don Catalino asked.

    “Hilario and Teodoro have yet to tell one, but the host comes last, so it’s your turn, Hilario. Let’s see if you can tell us a funny one about the cabrona llorona,” don José Juan said. Everyone burst out laughing.

    But don Hilario’s face turned uncharacteristically serious. I watched both him and each one of his political friends. I wondered what had possessed him to become so somber? We were about to find out.

    “I’ll try to make my story short and to the point because, like a good joke, you must get to the punch line quick if you wish for the joke to be effective and funny. However, what I have to say is not humorous. On the contrary, it’s quite serious. Tonight we have listened to a mixture of stories about La Llorona, and all of them vary somewhat. Mine, I suppose, is no different, but you be the judges.

    “My tale takes us back to the distant past. Bears are no longer seen in these parts, but once upon a time they lived in the nearby mountains and arroyos. Perhaps some of you don’t know, but the bear embodies strength and cruelty, just like you and me. He also stands for evil, which is part of human nature as well. ‘Now, what does that have to do with La Llorona?’ you ask. Lots, my friends, but in a metaphorical way. Let me explain,” don Hilario proposed, and little by little he revealed that he was literate and well read, a rarity among his compatriots. But each one of them already respected this, despite don Hilario’s naughty and playful ways.

    “In some unknown place,” don Hilario continued, “maybe right here in the Río Puerco valley, several kids made fun of La Llorona’s two illegitimate children. Why? Because they were born with deformities and other kids from the valley poked fun at them. The kids were downright cruel. The siblings in turn blamed their mother for their misfortune and taunting. Unable to endure the harassment heaped upon her children, she asked God to turn her and her kids into bears. She promised to nurture them like a good mother, but she broke her promise to God. Instead of caring for them as a mother bear cares for her cubs, she ate them.”

    “Oh no! ¡Cabrona llorona!” don Catalino cried out, repeating don José Juan’s earlier words.

    “Oh yes! And there’s more!” don Hilario asserted, forgetting that his story was to be short. “Every time the mother bear got thirsty, she searched for water, but the moment she took a swallow, the cry of the children erupted from inside her stomach. Unwilling to drink water but desperate to quench her thirst, she wandered the plains restlessly until by chance she came upon a huge waterfall. Unwilling to endure the torment of drinking water, she climbed to the top of the waterfall and leapt to her death.

    “Nowadays, whenever it rains and the water cascades down the waterfall at night, people can hear the painful screams and cries of a woman despite the roaring water. Behind the waterfall, one can also see the image of the mother bear projected in the moonlight.

    “In recent times, ranchers who have come upon the bedrock where she landed have seen the rocks turn bloodred, presumably from the blood of the children. Other folks have returned to verify this so-called vision, but the rocks had returned to their normal state. Today, people not only refer to the spot of the death as Bear’s Waterfall, but they also associate the mother bear with the legend of La Llorona.

    “And that, my friends, is my story about La Llorona. Is there a moral to it? Who knows? All I do is tell the story. The rest I leave to you.”

    Thus don Hilario’s tale ended the same way it beganin a serious tone. After hearing several spellbinding stories about how La Llorona was not a woman, Grandpa Lolo must have sensed that any story he toldif in fact he had one up his sleevewould be anticlimactic.

    “Well, compadre, it’s your turn,” don Bonifacio said to my grandpa. “You’re the only one who hasn’t told us a story.”

    “Yes, you’ve lived practically all of your life in the Río Puerco valley. You surely have some humdingers to tell,” don Catalino added.

    “I do have lots of stories, some based on incidents that happened to me, and others that friends of mine have shared with me over the years. But when it comes to La Llorona, I’m almost at a loss. . . . I tell you what,” Grandpa Lolo said. “It’s getting late, but I do have a short, personal story I can share with you. Perhaps my grandson, who’s here tonight, will enjoy this one.

    “This happened to me years ago, when I was a young cowboy. I was working for a man named Jacobo Miller, who had a general store not far from here in Casa Salazar. Unlike in your stories, my experience with La Llorona occurred at dusk, not at night.

    “I had to deliver a wagonload of merchandise from Señor Miller’s store to a rich cattle owner in the San Mateo Mountains. After I loaded
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