The Grass on
the Hill Grows
Green

A Memoir in English and Spanish

El pasto en la colina crece
verde

Memorias en inglés y espafiol

Tom Cole



You are gone forevermore
Yet the sun shines as before
And the grass on the hill grows green...
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Introduccion

En mi libro Parece que fuera ayer escribo:

He terminado por fin este, mi libro nimero diez
y tengo que confesar que de vez en cuando no ha
sido tarea facil. No sé por qué, pero muy a menudo
me parecia que cuanto mas escribia menos paginas
me quedaban. Afortunadamente, un dia al escribir el
capitulo treinta y dos, me senti contento y supe que
habia terminado mi libro mas pequefio.

Bueno, ya no es mi libro mas pequefio; este
lo es y este libro era més facil de escribir
porque me senti contento al escribir el capitulo
veinticuatro en lugar del treinta y tres, pero tal
vez no estuviera totalmente contento ya que
mas tarde afiadi cinco capitulos.

Diré lo que siempre digo al escribir la
introduccién de un libro bilingilie en espafol e
inglés de esta serie: que lo escribi para
entretenerme, para guardar mis experiencias
para la posteridad, y mds importante para
mejorar mi espafiol.

Se da por sentado que también espero que a
los lectores (si hay lectores) les guste este, mi
libr6 nimero once. Regalé Parece que fuera
ayer a dos amigos y me alegré al enterarme de
que a la semana siguiente los dos ya lo habian
leido y al oir que les gustaban las historias.

Espero que a ellos (y a usted) también les
gusten las historias de este libro.
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Introduction

In the introduction to my book, It Seems like
Only Yesterday 1 write:

I have at last finished this, my tenth book, and I
have to confess that wasn't always an easy task. I
don't know why, but it often seemed that the more I
wrote, the less I had down on paper. Fortunately, one
day upon having finished chapter thirty-three, [ was
content and knew that I had completed my shortest
book.

Well, it's no longer my shortest book—this
one is, and this one was easier to write because
I was content when I'd finished only twenty-
three chapters instead of thirty-three but not
entirely so as I later added five more.

I'll now say what I always say when I write
the introduction to one of the bilingual books in
this series: that I wrote it for fun, to save my
experiences for posterity, and most importantly
to improve my Spanish.

It goes without saying that I would also hope
that readers (if there are any) will enjoy this,
my eleventh book. I gave It Seems like Only
Yesterday to two friends and I was glad to learn
that both of them had finished the book by the
end of the week and that they said they liked
the stories.

I hope that they (and you) will like the
stories in this book as well.

i1



1. El Rio Verde del Este

Durante el verano de 1958 los siete
miembros de mi familia acampamos por diez
dias debajo de un puente sobre el rio Verde del
Este en Arizona. La casa que mis padres habian
comprado todavia se estaba construyendo y
teniamos que esperar antes de mudarnos.

Nuestra casa en construccion en 1958

Nadabamos en el rio todos los dias y mis
hermanos y yo nombramos todas las piedras en
el agua. "La Pefia del Camello" es el nico de
esos nombres del que me acuerdo hoy.

Recuerdo también que pescabamos todos los
dias y que me gustaba usar como cebo trozos de
una clase de queso suizo. A mi hermana le
gustaba ese queso y recuerdo haberle oido
decir:

—iNo es de extrafar que a los peces les
guste ese queso!



1. The East Verde River

In the summer of 1958 the seven members
of my family camped out for ten days beneath a
bridge on the East Verde River in Arizona. The
house that my parents had bought was still
being built and we needed to wait before we
moved in.

Our house under construction in1958

We swam in the river every day and my
brothers and sisters and I named all of the rocks
in the water. "Camel Rock" is the only one of
those names that I remember now.

I also remember that we went fishing every
day and that I liked to use a kind of swiss
cheese as bait. My sister was fond of that
cheese and I remember having heard her say, "I
don't blame those fish for liking that cheese!"



Es cierto que nos gustaron mucho esos dias
acampando a orillas de rio, pero estdbamos
extasiados al empezar nuestra nueva vida en esa
casa arizonense lejos de los cielos sombrios de
Kentucky.

La casa era de color turquesa. Tengo un
recuerdo vivo de mi mismo andando locamente
en bicicleta y acercandome a la casa mientras
gritaba:

—iAlli esta nuestra bellisima casa!

Respecto a la casa habia otra cosa: tenia
piedras en el tejado. Piedras blancas. Nadie en
la familia nunca habia oido de tal cosa pero asi
era el tejado de la casa. En esta parte de
Arizona habia 300 dias de sol al afio y 150 dias
podia pasar sin lluvia, pero cuando llovia las
piedras tendian a caerse del techo y teniamos
que echarlas arriba de nuevo.

Yo (a la izquierda) y mi hermano gemelo Steve
en el tejado con las piedras en 1958
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It's true that we enjoyed those days camping
on the banks of the river, but we were ecstatic
over beginning our new life in that Arizona
house far from the gloomy skies of Kentucky.

The house was turquoise and I have a vivid
recollection of myself wildly riding my bike
towards i1t while I shouted, "There's our
beautiful house!"

There was another thing about the house: It
had rocks on the roof. White rocks. No one in
the family had ever heard of such a thing but
that's how the roof of the house was. In that part
of Arizona, there are 300 days of sunshine and
150 can go by without rain, but when it did rain
the rocks tended to fall off of the roof and we
had to throw them back up there.

Me (on the left) and my twin brother Steve
on the roof with the rocks

4



Guardé algunas de esas piedras del tejado
por décadas e incluso
hice un pisapapeles de =
una de ellas por pegar un
poquito de fieltro verde
en la base de ella.

A propdsito de
piedras, habia dos que
encontramos durante aquellos diez dias en el
rio. Una es un pedazo de
obsidiana nada usual que
yo encontré. Ha sido una
piedra favorita mia desde
entonces y se ve aqui con
una

moneda de un centavo
para mostrarle su
tamano. La otra la
encontr0 mi hermano
menor, Jeff. Es de color
gris y tiene el aspecto y
sensacion en la mano de jade.
Hace poco me enteré de algo inquieto (de
hecho aterrador) en cuanto a esa area bonita de
rio Verde del Este. Si ha leido las otras
memorias mias sabra que dos amigos mios por
separado desaparecieron sin dejar rastro. El otro
dia mientras hablabamos de esas
desapariciones, Jeff me dijo que un conocido
suyo de la secundaria también habia

5



I saved some of those roof rocks for decades
and I even made a paperweight out of one of
them by gluing a piece
of green felt under it. A .

Speaking of rocks,
there were two that we
found during those ten
days on the river. One is
a strange piece of
obsidian that I found. It's been a favorite rock of
mine ever since and you
see it here with a penny
next to it to show its size.
The other my younger
brother Jeff found. It's gray
in color and has the look
and

feel of jade.

Not long ago I
discovered something
unsettling (in fact,
terrifying) regarding
that pretty area by the
East Verde. If you've read
my other memoirs, you'll know that two friends
of mine separately disappeared without a trace.
The other day, while Jeff and I were talking
about these disappearances, he told me that an
acquaintance of his from high school also had
vanished in 1978. When I looked him up online
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desaparecido en 1978. Al buscar por internet su
nombre me di cuenta de que se encontrd su
coche en las orillas de rio, en concreto en esa
misma area de acampar donde nos habiamos
quedado hace tantas décadas. Habia sido dejado
sin cerrar con las llaves en el contacto.

Hace dos dias yo fui en auto a Flagstaff,
Arizona para preparar la casa familiar para el
invierno. Al emprender la vuelta me decidi a ir
por la carretera que pasa por el puente sobre el
rio Verde del Este. Conduje al area de acampar,
par¢ y tomé fotos.




I learned that his car had been discovered on
the banks of the river—specifically in that very
same camping area where we had stayed so
many decades ago. It had been left unlocked
with the keys still in the ignition.

Two days ago, I drove to Flagstaff, Arizona
to winterize the family house. When [ started
back, I decided to go down the highway that
passes the bridge over the East Verde. I drove to
the camping area, stopped, and took pictures.




2. El nifiero

—¢Eres Tommy? me pregunt6 la voz de una
bruja vieja.

Yo me daba una ducha y contesté desde el
bafio:

—¢Quién es usted?

—Yo soy la nifiera —contestd la voz
rasgada.

Luego oi la voz de mi padre. Le dije
desesperado que habia una bruja vieja en la
casa y que me habia dicho que era la nifiera.

—iNo quiero una nifiera! —dije con
desesperacion.

—Si te sientes asi Tommy, no te preocupes
—me dijo—. Le diré a la nifiera que se vaya.

iQué alivio!

No sé cuando me di cuenta de que me habia
estado tomando el pelo mi padre; por supuesto
fue ¢l el que habia hablado en esa voz rara. Es
curioso, pero no creo que me hubiera enterado
de esto de inmediato.

No me acuerdo de otras nifieras que
tuvimos. Por otra parte, bien recuerdo un nifiero
que mis hermanos y yo teniamos una noche
alrededor del afio 1960, el afio en el que se
lanzo la pelicula Psycho antagonizado por Tony
Perkins. Menciono Psycho por una razon y
antes de hablar sobre el nifiero quisiera decir
algunas cosas sobre las peliculas en esos dias.

9



2. The Baby Sitter

"Are you Tommy?" the voice of an old
crone asked me.

I was taking a shower and I answered from
the bathroom, "Who are you?"

"I'm the baby sitter," rasped the voice.

Then I heard my dad's voice. I told him in
desperation that there was an old crone in the
house and that she had told me she was the
baby sitter. "I don't want a baby sitter!" I cried
desperately.

"If you feel that way, Tommy," he told me.
"Don't worry; I'll tell the baby sitter to go
home."

What a relief!

I don't know when it came to me that he'd
been pulling my leg; of course it was he who
had been talking in that strange voice. It's odd,
but I don't think I realized that immediately.

I don't recall any other female baby sitters.
On the other hand, I remember well the male
baby sitter that my brothers and I had one
evening around 1960, the year that the movie
Psycho, starring Tony Perkins, debuted. I
mention Psycho for a reason and before I talk
about the baby sitter, I'd like to say a few things
about movies back then.

In the fifties, sixties, and possibly even a
couple of years in the seventies, there was a
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En los afios cincuenta, sesenta y
posiblemente unos de los afios setenta habia un
programa el la television que se llamaba "El
teatro chocante." El nombre se veia en la
pantalla los sdbados a medianoche y al lado
estaba un dibujo de lo que parecia ser algin
tipo de monstruo aunque yo nunca podia estar
completamente seguro de lo que era ya que
habia sido dibujado sin mucho cuidado y era
casi una mancha mas que un dibujo de un
monstruo.

De todos modos, siendo joven no importaba
como lo intentara no tenia la capacidad de ver
el programa. Sencillamente no podia quedarme
despierto hasta esa hora. Rogaba a mis padres
que me despertaran para verlo pero cada vez en
la manana siguiente me decian:

—Tommy, tratamos de despertarte pero no
pudimos. Estabas profundamente dormido y no
podiamos moverte.

Asi que me perdi peliculas como La gente
topo y otras.

En aquel entonces estdbamos totalmente
enamorados de peliculas de ciencia ficcion! y
de horror. Habia un teatro que todavia esta el la
Avenida Mill que se llama The Valley Art. Fue
establecido por Dwight “Red” Harkins que
también fundo la cadena nacional de Harkins
Cinemas. Fue alli donde vi The Blob'y

! {Cémo habriamos querido Star Wars!
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program on TV called Shock Theater. You saw
that name on the screen at midnight next to a
drawing of some kind of monster although I
never could be completely sure of what it was
because it had been drawn so carelessly and
was more of a smudge than a picture of a
monster.

At any rate, being young, no matter how
hard I tried I wasn't able to watch the program.
I simply couldn't stay awake that late. I begged
my parents to wake me up to see it but every
time on the following morning they'd say,
"Tommy, we tried to wake you up, but we
couldn't. You were sound asleep and we
couldn't budge you!"

And so I missed movies like The Mole
People and others.

Back then were were completely obsessed
with science fiction? and horror movies. There
was a theater that is still there on Mill Avenue
called the Valley Art. It was established by
Dwight “Red” Harkins who also founded the
national chain of Harkins Cinemas. It was there
that 1 saw The Blob and many many other
movies including The Mummy's Curse. That
one was so terrifying that I had to sleep with
my parents that night. When I went into

2 How we would have loved Star Wars!
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muchisimas otras peliculas incluyendo La
maldicion de la momia. Esta era tan aterradora
que tenia que dormir con mis
padres esa noche. Al entrar en
su recamara, me acuerdo de
haber visto a mi hermano
gemelo Steve acostado alli con
ellos.

—¢Es la momia también? —
me preguntd mi madre.

Habia otra pelicula que nos
aterrorizd terriblemente. Se
llamaba E! primer hombre en el espacio. No
tiene mucho sentido, pero el personaje principal
choca con un cimulo de estrellas y regresa a la
tierra cubierto de un plateado polvo que chispea
mientras ¢l anda estrangulando a una persona
tras otra. Un dia construi una nave espacial con
un palo de escoba (Tal vez pudiera llamarla un
caballito espacial) a la que yo habia atado dos
frascos llenos de agua en lugar de combustible
para cohetes. Mi nave espacial también contaba
con una "mecha" de cuerda de la cometa y al
encenderla con una cerilla mi hermano me
aviso:

—Si ves un cimulo de estrellas jemprende
la vuelta!

Bueno, dije que iba a hablar sobre el nifiero
y por eso ahora lo haré, o mejor permita que mi
hermano empiece a hacerlo con las palabras

BURND FURY!  STALKING TO LIFT
PTHI OF DOOM
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BURNED FURY!  STALKING TO LIFE

their bedroom [ remember
seeing my twin brother Steve
lying there with them.

"Is it the mummy too?" my
mom asked me.

There was another movie that
terrorized us a great deal. It
was called The First Man in
Space. It doesn't make a lot of
sense, but the main character crashes into a star
cluster and returns to earth covered with a
silvery dust that glitters as he goes around
strangling one person after another. One day, I
built a spaceship from a broomstick (Perhaps
you could call it a hobbyhorse spaceship.) to
which I attached two jars full of water instead
of rocket fuel. My spaceship also had a "fuse"
made out of kite string and upon seeing me
light it, my brother said, "If you see a star
cluster, turn back!"

Okay, I said 1 was going to tell about the
baby sitter and so now I will—or better yet, let
my brother start to do so with the words he so
often used after that night when he talked about
him.

"He said that horror movies didn't scare him
at all," my brother always recounted. "He
always knew that the monster was nothing but a
man dressed up in a suit. He also knew exactly
what fabric they had used to make it and could

14



que usaba tan a menudo después de aquella
noche al hablar sobre el nifiero:

—Dijo que no le espantaban las peliculas de
horror para nada —mi hermano contaba—.
Siempre sabia que el monstruo era nada mas
que un hombre vestido con un traje. Sabia
también exactamente que tela habian usado
para fabricarlo e incluso podria ver donde
habian ocultado la cremallera. En cambio,
Psycho, dijo, era diferente. Psycho jte podria
dar un susto de muerte!

Desde luego, el nifiero y nosotros
hablabamos de cosas ademas de peliculas. Parte
de la conversacion trataba de la cuestion de lo
que hariamos si nos toparamos con un oso. El
sostenia que preferiria andar por el bosque
llevando debajo de los brazos dos escopetas de
doble cafion. Al enfrentarse con el oso, el
levantaria las escopetas, las apuntaria al rostro
de ély..

—iSe lo daria con los cuatro cafiones!

jBueno, eso es mi nifiero! Mucho mejor que
una bruja vieja jno es asi?

15



even tell where the zipper had been hidden. On
the other hand, Psycho was different. Psycho
could scare you out of your wits!"

Naturally, we didn't just talk about movies.
Part of the conversation dealt with the question
of what we would do if confronted with a bear.
He maintained that he would prefer to be
carrying two double-barrel shotguns under his
arms as he walked through the woods. If he ran
into a bear, he'd raise the both of them, aim at
the bear's face and...

"Let 'im have it with all four barrels!"

Now that's a baby sitter!

Quite a bit better than an old crone, don't
you think?

16



3. Peyote

El otro dia fui al dentista y no sé a quién se
referia, pero dijo:

—FI fumaba peyote.

Yo nunca habia oido que se fumara peyote,
pero yo sabia con certeza que se masticaba y se
lo dije al dentista. Le dije también:

—Mis padres lo masticaban.

Era cierto. Cuando yo estaba en el sexto
curso mi madre me contd lo que le paso al
masticar ese cactus alucinogeno.

—Escuché un disco de una orquesta y si un
musico se movia en su asiento yo lo podia oir.

También le oi decir lo que habia dicho mi
padre al usar la droga:

—iLos colores! —grito—. jLos colores!

Esto sucedi6 antes de que hubiera hippies y
la cultura de las drogas que iban a surgir a los
pocos afnos. A mis padres les interesaba la
antropologia y tenian un amigo, un
antropdlogo, que habia adquirido el cactus que
era sagrado para algunas tribus de indigenas.

Al mencionar esta memoria a mi hermana
me dijo que mi madre le habia dicho que no le
dijera nada sobre esto a nadie. Mi madre no me
avisO asi y por eso contaba lo que ellos habian
hecho varias veces en la escuela. A nadie le
importaba y asi que no pas6 nada. Como dije,
era antes de que apenas hubiera hippies.

17



3. Peyote

The other day, I went to the dentist and I
don't know whom he was referring to but he
said, "He used to smoke peyote."

I'd never heard of anyone smoking peyote,
put I knew very well that people chewed it and
I told him so. I also told him, "My parents used
to chew it."

It was true. When I was in sixth grade my
mom told me what had happened to her when
she chewed the hallucinogenic cactus. "I listen
to a record of an orchestra and if a musician
moved 1in his seat, I could hear it."

I also heard her say what my father said
when he took the drug:

"The colors!" he shouted. "The colors!"

This all happened before there were hippies
and the drug culture that would appear in a few
years. My parents were interested in
anthropology and they had a friend, an
anthropologist, who had acquired the cactus
which was sacred to some Indian tribes.

When I mentioned this recollection to my
sister, she said that my mom had told her not to
tell anyone anything about it. My mom never
gave me a similar warning and so I told the
story about what they had done several times at
school. No one cared and so nothing came of it.

18



Me acuerdo de un programa en la television
que se llamaba Un paso mas alla. Trataba de
fenomenos psiquicos. Nos encantaba el
programa aunque nos espantaba terriblemente.
Bien me acuerdo de la musica al fondo y para
aterrorizarme mis hermanos solamente tenian
que tararear la melodia. El anfitrion, un tal John
Newland, va a México y mastica peyote durante
un episodio en el que un cientifico le da una
prueba para averiguar si la droga puede mejorar
su percepcion extrasensorial. Bueno, siempre
crela que era peyote, pero al buscar ese
episodio por YouTube me enteré de que en
realidad era el "hongo magico" de México. No
importa. Es mas o menos igual; el caso es que
en aquel entonces no habia nada polémico en
ello.

Esto iba a cambiar. Un dia un visitante dijo a
mi padre:

—Dr. Cole, ;todavia tiene el peyote en el
jardin?

—No, no —respondio—. jMe deshice de él!

John Newland come un hongo magico.
Un paso mas alla (1961)
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As I said, this was before there were even
hippies.

I remember a TV program called One Step
Beyond. It dealt with psychic phenomena. We
loved the program although it terrified us. I
well remember the background music and to
scare me, my brothers and sisters only had to
hum the melody. The host, one John Newland,
went to Mexico and chewed peyote in one
episode in which a scientist gives him a test to
see whether or not the drug might improve his
extrasensory perception. Well, at least I always
thought that it was peyote, put when I looked
up the episode on YouTube I learned that in
reality it was the "magic mushroom" of
Mexico. No matter. It's essentially the same
thing; the point is that in those days there was
nothing controversial about such a thing.

This was to change. One day, a visitor said
to my father, "Dr. Cole, do you still have the
peyote in the garden?"

"No, no," he answered. "I got rid of that!"

John Newland eats a magic mushroom.
One Step Beyond (1961)
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4. Asi piensa alguna gente

Hace seis afios me gustaba tomar cerveza en
un supermercado que contaba con un buen bar
con cerveza artesanal. Un dia empecé a platicar
con un tipo alli. Habldbamos sobre lenguas y ¢l
dijo:

—Por supuesto la palabra espafiola "carro"
es una bastardizacion de la palabra "car" del
inglés.

Le dije que podia ser.

—¢Como que "podia"? —dijo con sorpresa
evidente—. jClaro que es del inglés! jNo hay
duda!

—Bueno —Ile dije—. Yo no sé. Yo tendria
que estudiar eso.

Se puso un poquito picado e insistid6 que
"carro" era una adulteracion de la palabra "car".

Lo dejé pasar.

Un poquito mas tarde declaro:

—FEl inglés proviene del anglosajon, aleman,
y latin.

—No olvides el francés —Ile dije.

—¢Francés? —exclam6—. jNo hay francés
en el inglés!

Le expliqué que no podria ni siquiera
entender el inglés sin el francés dentro de ¢él,
que habia muchos sonidos franceses como ¢l
[3] de la palabra "measure" que €l usaba todos
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4. That's How Some People Think

Six years ago, I liked to drink beer in a
supermarket that had a nice bar with craft
brews. One day, I struck up a conversation with
some guy there. We talked about language and
he said, "Of course, the word 'carro' in Spanish
is a bastardization of the word 'car' in English."

I told him that it very well could be.

"What do you mean 'could be?" he said with
obvious surprise. "Of course it's from English.
There's no doubt!"

"Well," I said. "I don't know. I'd have to look
it up."

He got a little irritated and insisted that
"carro" was an adulteration of the the word
"car."

I let it go.

A little later he proclaimed, "English comes
from Anglo-Saxon, German, and Latin.

"Don't forget French," I said.

"French?" he exclaimed. "There's no French
in English!"

I explained to him that he couldn't even
understand English without the French in it,
that there were lots of French sounds like the
[3] in the word "measure" that he used every
day, and that to make an English teacher smile
all you had to do was utter the number 1066
because that was the year that William the
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los dias y que para hacer sonreir a un maestro
de inglés solamente tenia que decir el nimero
1066 ya que eso era el afio en ¢l que Guillermo
el Conquistador invadio a Inglaterra desde
Francia y cambi0 la lengua para siempre.

A ¢l no le importaba. Habia decidido creer
en lo que ya creia y se negd a aprender otra
cosa.

Al regresar a casa estudi¢ un poquito con
una busqueda de San Google y aprendi que la
palabra "carro" entro en el espafol antes de que
siquiera estuviera la palabra "car" en el inglés y
que las dos palabras provienen del francés.
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Conquerer invaded England from France and
changed the language forever.

He didn't care. He had decided what he
believed and refused to learn another thing.

When I went home, I studied a little with a
Google search and 1 learned that the word
"carro" entered Spanish before "car" was even a
part of the English language and that the two
words came from the French.
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5. Cangrejos de rio

Un dia en los afios 80 al pasar en auto por un
canal al lado del camino me decidi a parar para
hacer algo que no habia hecho por décadas.
Bajé del coche, descendi por la cuneta que me
dirigio a la zanja y me qued¢ un momento alli a
orillas del canal medio seco antes de agacharme
para levantar una piedra. Debajo de ella habia
un cangrejo de rio que levantd sus pinzas para
amenazarme.

—iAy, ay, ay! —susurre.

Fue entonces cuando me enteré de por qué
de niflos nos gustaban tanto los cangrejos de
rio. Era por el escaloftio.

En el pueblo donde me cri¢ hay una red de
canales. En mi libro Recuerdo de amnesia usted
puede leer un capitulo entero sobre ella en ¢l
cual escribo: "(Los canales) fueron excavados
hace miles de afios por los indios hohokam y se
dice que eran el sistema de riego mas grande
del mundo antiguo." Buscdbamos cangrejos de
rio en los canales.

Hace anos, al sur de nuestra casa en Arizona,
no habia nada sino algodonales y un
bosquecillo de alamos viejos y grandes a lo
largo de un canal que no era mucho mas que
una zanja de tierra.
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5. Crawdads

One day in the eighties while I was driving
by a canal on the side of the road I decided to
stop to do something I hadn't done for decades.
I got out of the car and descended the bank that
led me to the shore of the half-dry canal and
paused a moment before I leaned down and
turned over a rock. Underneath was a crawdad
that raised its pinchers menacingly.

—iAy, ay, ay! —I breathed.

It was then that I realized why we loved
crawdads as kids. It was because of the thrill.

In the town where I grew up, there's a
network of canals. In my book Memory of
Amnesia you'll find a whole chapter on it in
which 1 write: "The canals were excavated
thousands of years ago by the Hohokam
Indians. It i1s said that they were the biggest
irrigation system of the ancient world." We
looked for crawdads in those canals.

Years ago, to the south of our house in
Arizona, there was nothing but cotton fields and
a grove of cottonwood trees lining the sides of a
canal that was not much more than a dirt ditch.

The trees, of the species Populus fremontii,
are called cottonwoods because the wind
disperses their seeds which look like bits of
cotton. Sometimes in midsummer it seemed as
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Los arboles, de la especie Populus fremontii,
se llaman en inglés cottonwoods porque el
viento dispersa sus semillas que parecen ser
copitos de algodon. De vez en cuando en pleno
verano era como si estuviera nevando al lado
del pequeiio canal alli. Me acuerdo también de
la increiblemente gruesa corteza de esos
arboles. Los arboles, y de hecho ese mismo
lugar, ya no existe y la simple idea de pensar en
eso me pone melancélico. De todas maneras,
alli atrapamos cangrejos de rio usando cafias de
pescar.

El alcance de Populus fremontii

Habiamos oido hablar de quienes comian las
colas de cangrejos de rio. Nos parecia gracioso
ya que (A quién tipo de idiota le gustaria comer
un cangrejo de rio? Un dia, sin embargo,
probamos colas de cangrejo de rio y resultaron
deliciosas. Me quedo con una imagen viva de
mi juventud de un grupo de jovenes en las
orillas de un lago desértico hirviendo cangrejos
de rio en una gran olla de metal.
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though it were snowing along the canals there. I
also remember how incredibly thick the bark of
those big old trees was. The trees, and in fact
the place itself no longer exist and at just the
thought of this I am possessed of a dreary
melancholy. At any rate, we caught crawdads
there using fishing poles.

The Range of Populus fremontii

We had heard of those who ate crawdad
tails. It seemed a little funny to us as what kind
of an idiot would eat a crawdad? One day, just
the same, we tried them, and they turned out to
be delicious. I still have a vivid image of my
childhood in which I see a group of kids on the
shores of a desert lake boiling crawdads in a big
metal pot.

I think it was my dad who recommended me
as a guide for one of the students at the
university who needed crawdads for a study of
his. I directed him to my favorite canal in
Tempe. Unfortunately, it was full of running
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Creo que era mi padre el que me recomendé
de guia para uno de los estudiantes de biologia
de la universidad que necesitaba cangrejos de
rio para un estudio suyo. Yo lo dirigi a mi canal
favorito en Tempe. Desafortunadamente estaba
lleno de agua y no podiamos alcanzar las
piedras en el fondo para escoger cangrejos. Le
dije que habia oido que se podia atrapar
cangrejos de rio rascando con una red los lados
del canal debajo de las algas. El tenia tal red y
para sorpresa mia logrd atrapar muchos de esa
manera.

Después me llevo a A&W donde me comprd
una gran jarra de cerveza de raiz.

El mismo canal hoy exactamente donde
el estudiante atrapo los cangrejos del mar
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water and we couldn't get to the rocks on the
bottom to look for crawdads. I told him that I
had heard you could catch crawdads by
scraping the sides of the canal beneath the algae
with a net. He had such a net and to my surprise
managed to catch quite of few of them that way.

Afterwards, he took me to A&W, where he
bought me a big mug of root beer.

The same canal today exactly where
the student caught the crawdads.
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6. Recuerdo de Audubon

Le dije a mi padre unos cuantos afios antes
de su muerte:

—¢(Sabes una cosa? Se me acaba de ocurrir
algo que pasé hace mas de cuarenta anos. Tu y
yo estdbamos en el sofa en la casa en la Calle
Sierra Vista repasando tu libro de John James
Audubon, Pdjaros de América. Yo doblé una
pagina. Siendo joven y descuidado, al hacerlo
la rasgué. Te miré preocupado porque creia que
te ibas a enfadar ya que era un libro predilecto
tuyo que habias tenido por mucho tiempo.
(Sabes lo que me dijiste?

—No —contesto—. Dime.

—NMe dijiste, "Esta bien. Me gustas mas que
el libro."

—iOh! Qué bueno —respondié felizmente
—. jHice algo bueno!

En noviembre de 2016 yo estaba en nuestra
casa en Flagstaff preparandola para el invierno
cuando de nuevo me vino a la memoria lo que
habia pasado hace tantos afios. Entonces fue
cuando me di cuenta de que el libro de
Audubon estaba en un estante de la biblioteca
familiar. Lo encontré y al abrirlo pronto vi la
pagina rasgada.

Aparentemente habiamos estado mirando un
tordo, el zorzal maculado cuando rasgué la
pagina. Yo dafié, desde luego, la siguiente
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6. Audubon Memory

I told my father a few years before his
passing, "You know what? I've just
remembered something that happened better
than forty years ago. You and I were on the sofa
in the Sierra Vista house looking through your
John James Audubon, Birds of America book. 1
turned a page, and being young and careless I
ripped it. I looked at you worried that you'd be
mad because it was a favorite book of yours
that you'd had for a long time. Do you know
what you said?"

"No," he answered. "Tell me."

"You said, 'That's all right. I like you better
than the book."

"Oh, that's nice," he responded happily. "I
did something good!"

In November of 2016 I was in our house in
Flagstaff preparing it for the winter when once
again I thought of what had happened so many
years before. It was then that I realized that the
Audubon book was on a shelf in the family
library. I got it and quickly found the torn page.

Apparently we had been looking at the wood
thrush when I tore it. I damaged the next page
as well, of course. It was the indigo bunting
page.

I saw that my father had written his name,
Gerald A. Cole with the year 1939 on the title
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pagina también. Era la pagina del azulejo
indigo.

Vi que mi padre habia escrito su nombre
Gerald A. Cole con el afio 1939 en la portada
interior. Ya que nacio el 25 de diciembre de
1917 ¢l debia de tener solamente 21 afios
cuando consigui6 el libro.

De la siguiente foto, Ud. puede ver que no
fue buena idea usar cinta adhesiva para reparar
la pagina rasgada.

La pagina rasgada con el zorzal maculado
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page. Since he was born on December 25,
1917, he must have been just twenty-one when
he got the book.

From the following photo, you can see that
it wasn't that wise a choice to use Scotch tape to
repair the page.

The torn page with the wood thrush
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7. Carta del nieto del guardabosques
11 septiembre 2016
Hola Tom:

Ud. no me conoce (por lo menos no creo que
si), pero aparentemente jUd. conocia a mi
abuelo, Jack Beckman! He estado repasando la
pagina web sobre ¢l que usted hizo y estoy
totalmente asombrado de que alguien haya
tomado su tiempo para contar algunas de las
cosas que mi abuelo hizo en el pozo y incluir un
capitulo entero sobre mi Papa en su
autobiografia.

Mi familia vivia en California, pero dos
veces al ano haciamos un viaje a Rimrock,
Arizona para visitar a los abuelos. Pasé tantas
horas en el pozo con Papa. Nosotros ibamos
con ¢l a la salida de agua donde le gustaba
sentarse. Mi hermana y yo nadabamos en la
salida. El nos hacia botes de la corteza de
sicomoro grandote que crecia alli mismo al fin
de la senda. La senda moteada por la luz del
sol, el aire fresco, el sonido susurrante de
Beaver Creek, el paseo callado de visitantes
viniendo y saliendo, tantas memorias queridas
de mis viajes a Arizona de mi juventud se
quedan alli en este lugar magico.
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7. Letter from the Forest Ranger's
Grandson

September 11, 2016
Hi Tom,

You don't know me, (at least I think) but
apparently, you knew my grandfather Jack
Beckman! I've been looking over the webpage
you made of him and I'm really just amazed
that someone took the time to make a site in
order to chronicle some of the things he did at
the Well and include a whole chapter about my
Papa in his memoir!

My family lived in California, but twice a
year, we would make the trek to Rimrock, AZ
to visit the grandparents. | spent so many hours
at the Well with Papa. We would go down to the
outlet with him where he liked to sit. My sister
and I would swim in the outlet and he would
make us boats out of the bark from the giant
sycamore that grows right there at the end of
the trail. The dappled sunlight, the cool air, the
rushing sound of beaver creek nearby, the
gentle flow of visitors coming and going; so
many fond memories of my childhood trips to
AZ are held there in that magic place.
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Salida de agua del pozo

Como Ud. lo recuerda, yo lo recuerdo.
Siempre tenia lo que llamaba sus "pedazos de
bolsillo".? Lagrimas de los apache y ojos de
tigre para regalar a la gente y constantemente
cantaba. Le encantaba cantar y lo hacia muy a
menudo en la casa en Rimrock o mientras
deambulaba en el camino de tierra rumbo al
pozo en su GMC viejo y por supuesto en la
salida de abajo.

Jack Beckman cantando en la salida
del pozo el 19 de junio de 1999

Cuando lo conocia durante su apogeo yo
solo era un muchacho. Cuando tenia la edad
suficiente para entenderle como adulto, ya

3 Matthew se esta referiendo a mi autobiografia. Digo que
Jack llevaba piedras finas para regalar a los jovenes.
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Well Outlet

As you remember him, I remember him. He
always had what he called his "pocket pieces."
Apache tears and tiger eyes to give away to
people. And he was constantly singing. He
loved to sing and did so often up at the house in
Rimrock or rambling along the dirt road to the
well in his old GMC and, of course, down at the
outlet.

Jack Beckman singing at the well's outlet on June 19, 1999
When I knew him in his prime, I was just a
boy. By the time I was old enough to

understand him as an adult, he was already

4 Matthew is referring to the chapter in my memoir in which
I tell about how his grandfather used to carry semi-precious
stones to give to youngsters.
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estaba débil. Se me habia olvidado por
completo que habia un libro que ¢l habia escrito
sobre el pozo.

Recordé el libro al verlo en su pagina web,
pero no antes. Tampoco sabia que habia un
banco dedicado a ¢l. Supongo que yo lo
conocia solamente de Papa y que Papa
trabajaba en el pozo. No entendia como nifio el
conocimiento e interés que tenia en el lugar.

Veo que Ud. ha ido al pozo recientemente.
No me parece que haya cambiado mucho.
Personalmente, no he ido alli por casi veinte
afos. Ha sido gran cosa haberle oido cantar y
ver las fotos del pozo. He aprendido y re-
aprendido algunas cosas sobre ¢l por Ud.
Gracias por haberme ayudado a ir mas despacio
y re-despertar algunas memorias grandes. Ud.
lo ha conmemorado de una manera grande y ha
agregado un elemento nuevo respecto a como
pienso de "Papa Jack".

Sinceramente,
Matthew Beckman

Respaldo del banco que rinde tributo al Sr. Beckman
"El mundo entero, con la belleza de su naturaleza también nos
rodea aqui en el Pozo de Moctezuma."
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feeble. I had totally forgotten that there was a
book he wrote about the well.

I remembered it once I saw it on your page,
but not before. And I never knew that there was
a park bench dedicated to him. I guess I just
knew him as Papa and Papa worked at the Well.
I didn't understand as a child how much
knowledge and interest he really had in the
place.

I see that you have been to the well quite
recently. Doesn't look like much has changed. 1
myself haven't been in nearly 20 years. I don't
often think of those times anymore. Too busy
with life I guess. Its been great seeing the video
of him sing and seeing the pictures of the Well.
I've learned and re-learned some things about
him from you. Thanks for helping me slow
down and re-awaken some great memories.
You've memorialized him in a great way and
added a new element to the way I think of
"Papa Jack".

Sincerely,
Matthew Beckman
S - T A T R R S T

“The entire world. with its
also surrounds
NPS Ve

— — T o M
Back of the bench honoring Jack Beckman
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11 septiembre 2016
Matthew:

Me alegra mucho que me ha enviado el
correo electronico. He pensado en su abuelo
muchas veces aunque yo lo vi solamente dos o
tres veces. La idea de que alguien pueda
enamorarse de un lugar y luego se decida a
hacerlo su hogar es una inspiraciéon. Una vida
bien vivida. jEsto a pesar de los 98 afos!

Yo soy cantante y guitarrista y me gustaba la
cancion de Hammerstein que cant6 en ese
video. Al hacer un busqueda en Itunes escuché
a muchas personas que la cantaban pero de
veras creo que me gusta mas la version de Jack
Beckman. Todavia no estoy seguro de que deba
ser parte de mi repertorio.

El Pozo de Moctezuma

Usted vera en la pagina inicial de mi sitio
web que tengo muchas paginas sobre personas.
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September 11, 2016
Matthew:

I’'m so glad you sent me the email. I have
thought of your grandfather many times even
though I met him only once or twice or thrice.
The idea that someone could fall in love with a
place and then set out to make it his own is an
inspiration. A life well lived—not excluding the
98