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In April 1960, my wife and I drove from Chandler, Arizona, to check out the little town of San Ramon in Chiricahua County. We drove south on Casa Grande highway and turned north to San Ramon just east of Picacho. The farms of the San Gabriel Valley were beaming with alfalfa, safflower, cotton, and maize crops. We passed over some railroad tracks to see a sign: Long’s feedlot and slaughter house. We were six miles south of the small Arizona town of San Ramon.

It seemed like the closer we got to San Ramon, the more we sensed a peculiar warm and comfortable mood. A few seconds after passing the feed lot, we saw a sign that read:


See the 8th Wonder of the World for yourself! Lorenzo the Talking Rooster Only $0.50 per person Three Miles Ahead!



We slowed down to see if we’d read the sign correctly. After learning we had, we had a good laugh, then continued our journey north. Around a minute later, we saw another sign that read:


See for yourself! The 8th Wonder of the World Visit the Astonishing Lorenzo, the Talking Rooster of Chiricahua County - Only $0.50 per person Two Miles Ahead!



The sight of this sign gave us a great belly laugh and roused our curiosity. We kept going north and soon saw a third sign that read:
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100 yards ahead, turn right - Only $0.50 See for yourself, the amazing Lorenzo, the Talking Rooster of Chiricahua County ¡El Gallo Hable Espanol Tambien!



IT WAS TOO MUCH TO resist. We had no choice but to stop and see this rooster that could supposedly talk! We turned on the small dirt driveway that led to a quaint farmhouse with cute outbuildings and a painted red barn. An old lady was walking across the barnyard toward her house.

“Is this where Lorenzo lives?” I asked.

The old woman turned toward to me with a nasty scowl. “Who’s asking?” answered the old woman.

Her response was surprising. “Excuse me? Why is that important?”

The old gal gave me another snarky glare. “Because you’re on my property and you’re asking to see my rooster.”

I grinned and thought, ‘This must be the Twilight Zone.’ Suffice to say, I didn’t make a good first impression.

“What’s so funny,” asked the old woman.

Thank God my wife took over. “We just saw your signs down the road. We thought it would be neat to meet Lorenzo. Here’s a dollar. Is that the correct amount?”

She grabbed the dollar bill and clenched it in her hand. “Go just beyond the barn and follow the signs. Don’t stay longer than thirty minutes. If you do, you’ll have to pay. Don’t you dare cheat, I’ll be watching.”

We did what the old woman demanded. My wife wasn’t the least bit concerned as we followed the path to the yard where Lorenzo lived. I couldn’t stop thinking we were going to come across a pile of dead bodies. There was no telling what ghoulish things that the old woman could do. I don’t mind saying it: I didn’t have that warm and comfortable feeling any more.

“Which one of you is Lorenzo?” asked my wife. One hen managed to look up at us, then looked back at the other hens. None of them spoke a word of English or Spanish.

“Sweetheart, I think that old woman screwed us out of a dollar. Let’s cut our losses and get out of here. This place is creeping me out.”

Just then, a big red rooster jumped on the fence and looked at us. I have to admit; the bird was beautiful. He was an enormous bird. He had a bright red thingy on top of his head and another bright red thingy under his peak. The feathers on his neck were light brown to dark red. His tail feathers were a dark umber color with highlights of a tan streak. After a few uncomfortable seconds, the rooster spoke. “You two look familiar. Have we met before?”

My wife stood there, unable to utter a single word, her eyes wide with disbelief. “Did you hear that?”

“Yeah, I sure did. Sweetheart, you realize that roosters can’t talk. Chickens don’t have the muscle structure to create words, not to mention they have a pea-sized brain. This is some kind of gimmick.”

Lorenzo ignored my comment. “I trust you met Ola, the
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