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School had ended, and my grandmother was
using the summer to get ready for winter. She
was sewing a quilt out of many different
pieces. Sometimes she would let me sew too.
Cholo and Vato were always with me when I
had that special time with my grandmother.

I was always very curious and wanted to know
more about everything. So one day, I asked
her, “Abuelita, do you know where we came
from? Who are our people? Who am I?”
Immediately, she replied, “See these patches
that I am sewing? Each one is different but
all the pieces go together, like people of all
different colors fit together.” So my abuelita
began her story.

La escuela habia terminado y mi abuela
pasaba el verano preparandose para el
invierno. Cosia una cobija de muchas piezas
diferentes. A veces me dejaba coser a mi
también. Cholo y Vato siempre estaban
conmigo durante esos ratos especiales con mi
abuela.

Yo era siempre muy curioso y queria saber
mas sobre todas las cosas. Entonces, un dia le
pregunté, “¢Abuelita, td sabes de doénde
somos? ¢(Quién es nuestra gente? ¢(Quién
soy yo?” De inmediato ella respondi6, “¢Ves
estos parches que estoy cosiendo? Cada uno es
diferente, pero juntos forman una sola unidad,
asi como toda la gente de distintos colores
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encaja perfectamente.” Y asi mi abuelita

empez6 a contarme su historia.



“Remember when you and your cousins got

together at your Uncle Louie’s house?”

I answered, “You mean when we all played in the
patio — me, Henerieta, Emily Jean, Pancha, and
Little Louie?”

“And don’t forget Cholo and Vato! Yes, those
times. Do you know why some of you speak
Spanish and have Spanish names? Spanish came
from Spain. A long time ago the Spaniards came to
New Mexico, Colorado and many other places.
They married some of our Mexican and Indian
families who already lived here. We are those
people.”

“¢Recuerdas cuando td y tus primos se reunian en
casa de tu tio Luis?”

Yo respondi, “¢Te refieres a cuando todos
jugabamos en el patio - yo, Henrieta, Emily Jean,
Pancha y Luisito?”

“1Y no olvides a Cholo y a Vato! Si, esas veces.
¢Sabes por qué algunos de ustedes hablan espafol
y tienen nombres espafioles? El espafiol es de
Espafia. Hace mucho tiempo los espafoles
llegaron a Nuevo México, a Colorado y a muchos
otros lugares. Se casaron con mujeres de las
familias mexicanas e indigenas que ya vivian aqui.
Nosotros somos de esa gente.”



“You learn who you are from your family,”
Buelita said. “Can you remember any other
times when you learned about yourself from

your family?”

“One time I was with Cholo and Vato visiting
my Aunt Mary in Pecos. I helped her build a fire
in the oven that she had outside. She called it an
‘horno.” The wood that I picked for her got the
bricks inside the oven very hot. The bread that
she baked in that oven was the best bread I ever
tasted.”

“We built the horno ourselves out of mud and
straw,” she said. “We still use it because that is
the way of our people.”

“ De su familia uno aprende quién es,” dijo
Buelita. “¢Recuerdas alguna otra vez que tu
familia te ensen6 algo de ti mismo?”

“Una vez yo estaba de visita con Cholo y Vato en
casa de mi Tia Maria en Pecos. Le ayudé a
encender el fuego en el horno que tenia afuera.
La lefia que recogi para ella puso los ladrillos
dentro del horno bien calientes. El pan que ella
coci6 en ese horno fue el mejor que he probado.”

“Nosotros mismos construimos el horno con
barro y paja,” me dijo. “Todavia lo usamos
porque es costumbre de nuestra gente.”



“Grandma, you used to make tortillas on your
wood stove. We ate the tortillas with beans,
squash, and potatoes. Sometimes you would
give Cholo and Vato pieces of a tortilla.”

“Food is part of who you are,” said my
Buelita. “Different people eat different foods.”

“Abuela, ta hacias tortillas en tu estufa de
lefia. Comiamos las tortillas con frijoles,
calabaza y papas. A veces les dabas pedacitos
de tortilla a Cholo y Vato.”

“La comida es una parte de quién eres,” dijo
mi Buelita. “Gente diferente come cosas
diferentes.”



I started remembering all the fun I had when I
visited my aunts and uncles in New Mexico.
Since we did not have chickens in our back
yard in the city, I used to love feeding them
every morning. When the sun went down, they
always came back to the chicken coop where
Cholo and Vato were waiting for them.

Empecé a recordar lo mucho que me divertia
cuando visitaba a mis tios en Nuevo México.
Como no teniamos gallinas en nuestro patio en
la ciudad, me encantaba darles de comer cada
mafana. Cuando se ponia el sol siempre
regresaban al gallinero, donde Cholo y Vato
las esperaban.



“The land also is part of who you are. It gives
you what you need to eat and play.”

I thought about that and remembered when I
used to pick chokecherries. I did not eat them.
They did not taste very good. Even Cholo and
Vato would not eat them. I picked them
because my aunt would make jelly out of them.
They tasted great with our homemade bread
from the horno.

“La tierra también es parte de quién eres. Te da
lo que necesitas para comer y jugar.”

Me puse a pensar en eso y me acordé de
cuando recogia capulin. Yo no los comia. No
tenian buen sabor. Ni siquiera Cholo ni Vato
los comian. Los recogia porque mi tia los usaba
para hacer jalea. Sabian bien rico con el pan
casero recién sacado del horno.




I thought about the days that I went fishing
with my Uncle Louie. Cholo and Vato would

bark each time I got a nibble on my fishing line.
We caught so many trout one day that Uncle
Louie had to give some away.

Recordaba los dias en que iba a pescar con mi
Tio Luis. Cholo y Vato se ponian a ladrar cada
vez que yo sentia una mordida en mi sedal. Un
dia pescamos tantas truchas que Tio Luis tuvo
que regalar algunas.



The Pecos River was also good for
swimming. There were shallow parts where
we could swim safely. Pancho and Jerry
would always come with me. Cholo and
Vato were great swimmers too!

El Rio Pecos también era bueno para nadar.
Habia partes no muy profundas donde
podiamos nadar sin peligro. Pancho y Jerry
siempre iban conmigo. jCholo y Vato
también eran buenos nadadores!



“Do you know how we kept that Valley
alive?” asked Buelita. “We built ditches that
brought the water for everyone from the river.
That was the way that we watered the beans,
alfalfa, and corn. No one owned the water. It
belonged to all the people who needed it.”

“Oh, I remember! One time Cholo, Vato, and
I helped Uncle Louie clean the ditch so that the
water could flow better.”

“¢Sabes como mantuvimos vivo ese valle?” me
pregunt6 Buelita. “Construimos acequias que
llevaban agua del rio a toda la gente. De esa
manera regamos los frijoles, la alfalfa y el
maiz. Nadie era duefo del agua. Pertenecia a
toda la gente que la necesitaba.”

“iAh, ya recuerdo! Una vez Cholo, Vato y yo
le ayudamos al Tio Luis a limpiar la acequia
para que el agua corriera mejor.”
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I loved visiting my uncles and aunts. Their
yard was full of all kinds of strange animals.
One time we found two horned toads. Cholo
and Vato were afraid of them and stayed far
away, but I got very close. They never bit me.

Me encantaba visitar a mis tios. Su patio
estaba lleno de toda clase de animales raros.
Una vez encontramos dos camaleones.
Cholo y Vato les tenfan miedo y no se les
acercaron, pero yo me acerqué bastante.
Nunca me mordieron.




Before I left New Mexico, my uncle would take
me to Chimayo. There was a church there that
was called a “santuario”. It had some special
dirt that many people said could make miracles
happen. My uncle said that it helped an old
man with crutches walk again. I always put
some in a jar to take back home with me.

Antes de irme de Nuevo México, mi tio me
llevaba a Chimay6. Alli habia una iglesia que
llamaban santuario. Mucha gente decia que la
tierra de ahi era milagrosa. Mi tio me dijo que
a un viejo en muletas le ayud6 a caminar otra
vez. Yo puse un poco de esa tierra en un tarro
para llevarme a casa.
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“So see,” my Buelita said, “You are part of the

history of a special land where Indians,
Mexicans, and Spaniards lived. These were your
ancestors. They were your family. That is who
you are.”

That summer I learned so many things about
myself. I am sure that Cholo and Vato learned
some new things too.

“Pues, ya ves,” dijo mi Buelita. “Tt eres parte de
la historia de una tierra especial donde vivieron
indigenas, mexicanos y espaioles. Ellos son tus
antepasados. Son tu familia. Eso es quien eres.”

Ese verano aprendi mucho de mi historia. Estoy
seguro de que Cholo y Vato aprendieron algunas
cosas nuevas también.
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