A Brief History of Monteverde

by Marvin E. Rockwell




Cover: ARTHUR’S BRIDGE

It was designed by Arthur Rockwell and built with

the help of the entire community of Monteverde.
I dedicate this book to my family who have been very tolerant of my long hours spent writing it, and to the members of the community who have given me information and help in correcting errors.

Marvin E. Rockwell was born at Fairhope Alabama on November 15, 1922.  His ancestors were Quakers at least to his great grandparents on all branches.  He attended school in the one room Friends' School in Fairhope through the 8th grade.  He went two years to the public school in Fairhope and the last two years of high school at Olney Friends Boarding School in Barnesville Ohio, graduating in 1940.  He clerked in a grocery and feed store, worked in a baby chick hatchery, drove trucks including semis delivering petroleum products, was a postal clerk in the Fairhope Post Office, then was drafted into the army.  He would not carry a rifle so he was trained as a Surgical Technician in the Army Medical Department.  He was assigned to the Transportation Corps and served on ships, making one trip to Europe and several to Puerto Rico, Trinidad and Panama.  He completed one year at William Penn College in Oscaloosa Iowa.  He refused to register for the 1948 Universal Military Training Act and was sentenced to one year and one day in prison, serving four months and one day in prison then released on parole for the balance.  Marvin was one of the group moving to Costa Rica in 1950, making the trip by land.
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CHAPTER ONE

(THE BEGINNINGS)


After the World War II when each country should have been making every effort to establish peace among nations, the United States was becoming one of the most militarized countries in the world.  The heavy direct taxes and hidden taxes for war purposes made it impossible to work without supporting the war effort and accepting the profits of a war economy.  As Quakers we searched and struggled to find an appropriate response to this unacceptable situation.


My nephew, Howard, and I attended William Penn College in Oskaloosa Iowa the 1947-1948 school year.  We were involved in the anti-military atmosphere on campus, and heard speakers from the Fellowship Of Reconciliation, Friends' Committee for National Legislation, etc.  Many of the students were opposed to the military system and were advocating non-violent resistance.


We brought some of this fervor back to Alabama and shared it with a young people's discussion group.  Other members of this group shared their experiences such as Civilian Public Service camps during World War II.  Several Friends of Fairhope Monthly Meeting and some others, began to feel increasingly uncomfortable in the ever expanding war driven economy.  They decided that the best way to build a peaceful world would be to live and raise their families in an environment with minimal militarism and materialism.  Their continuing inclination to leave the United States was strengthened  when  four of their young men were sentenced to serve prison terms.


When the Universal Military Training Act of 1948 was passed and became law four of us in the Fairhope Meeting of Friends decided not to comply with it in any way.  We were: Wilford Guindon, Howard Rockwell, Leonard Rockwell and I, Marvin Rockwell.  I had accepted service in the Medical Corps in the Second World War but felt that I could not with clear conscience take the first step of registration in 1948.  We wrote letters to the local Draft Board in Bay Minette explaining our reasons for refusing to register.  The following is a copy of the letter I wrote:  





Fairhope, Ala.    





Aug. 26, 1948    

Local Draft Board  

Foley, Alabama     

Dear Sirs:   


This is to inform you of my noncompliance with the Draft Law of 1948 in that I refuse to register on religious grounds.


Although I registered in the last draft and served as a noncombatant in the Army Medical Department, I cannot do the same again or have any thing to do with the military machine of this or any other nation or cause.  I am a member of the Religious Society of Friends which has held a peace testimony for hundreds of years.  In the last few years my religious convictions have deepened to the place where I cannot support or use external or physical force of any kind and still live the Christian way of life.  Jesus Christ taught and exemplified a way of life which removed the causes of wars, and I believe that I must follow His example to the best of my abilities to deserve to be called a Christian.


To register would be to endorse the use of arms as a legitimate endeavor.  That, I feel is against the teachings of Christ.


I have taken the step of non registration with full knowledge of the penalties of such action and am prepared to accept them.




Sincerely yours,





Marvin E. Rockwell


Peer pressure among the members of the Discussion Group may have influenced to some extent the decision of some of us to refuse to register.  I think we had the support of all or nearly all of the members of the Friends Meeting.


We were arrested in December of 1948 and brought to trial October 25th 1949.  We prepared statements which we presented at the trial and some excerpts were published in the Mobile Register newspaper along with a short account of the trial.  We made a plea of nolo contendere (no formal defense).  Here are some excerpts from the court register:  

"Hubert Mendenhall: '... I live in the same neighborhood as these boys.  I am a dairy farmer in Fairhope and Clerk of the Fairhope Meeting of Friends. ... I came here, your honor, to try to point out that the conclusion to not register which these boys have reached is the result of their church and home training.  It has been the testimony of our religious group for some three hundred years to take no part whatsoever in war or preparation for war.'  

Judge McDuffie:  'You cannot even work in the shipyards at high wages?'

Mr. Mendenhall:  'No, sir, that is part of the system. ...'

Mr. Marvin Edward Rockwell:  'Your Honor, I was in the army in the last war, in the medical department, I was in Europe.  I went down to the Caribbean.  I saw what terrible things war can do and the way war is carried on how it got to the place where there is no victory, and I feel that it is my duty to try to show as many people as possible how wrong war is and to show a way through love of combating this wrong which we have.'

Judge McDuffie:  'That is a beautiful idea. ... I cannot quite tune in with the thought that you will not go far enough to register, ...'

Mr. Marvin Edward Rockwell:  'I felt that in registering I was indirectly sanctioning war and I did not wish to do that,  because I do not sanction war.'  ...

Judge McDuffie:  '... Do you pay income tax?'

Mr. Marvin Edward Rockwell:  'Well, my income has been low enough so that I have not had to.'

Judge McDuffie:  'Well, some of your church members pay income taxes, don't they?'

Mr. Mendenhall:  'Your Honor, some of our church members do not take this stand with us.  In our church, it is left as an individual matter.'

Judge McDuffie:  '... Your pamphlet says that you believe in government so long as it is an instrument of God.  That leaves to you, according to your faith, the privilege of saying whether it is an instrument of God.  If they use tax money to buy war equipment, you should not pay taxes.'

Mr. Mendenhall:  'I agree, your honor.'

Judge McDuffie:  '... this is a government of laws and not of men, and so long as you live here, you should abide by the laws of the land.  ...  those who oppose the laws of this country and this form of government, even when it goes to war, should get out of this country and stay out. ...'

Judge McDuffie:  'I am wondering if you believe that people should pay income taxes when some of those are devoted to war?'

Mr. Mendenhall:  'I personally do not.  ... I do pay taxes.  I do not pay that part which is definitely set aside for martial purposes.'  ...

Judge McDuffie:  ' ... I will ask you before I sentence you if you have anything to say further why this court should not pass sentence on you'

Mr. Marvin Edward Rockwell:  'We have some statements prepared.'

Judge McDuffie:  'This seems to be short one.  Read it, Mr. Clerk.'

Mr. John Foscue, Clerk of Court:  'Statement of Marvin Edward Rockwell.  Through the Christian teaching of the Society of Friends, of which I am a member, I learned that all wars are wrong.  During World War II I registered as a conscientious objector and served in the Army Medical Department.  Since that time my religious convictions have deepened until now I can take no part whatsoever in preparation for war, or sanction militarism by cooperation with the law designed for preparation for war.  To be a Christian I believe I must live as nearly as I am able the kind of life Christ would live.  To do this I ask myself when making a decision, "What would Christ do?"  In doing this, in connection with the draft law of 1948, I find I cannot imagine Christ in a military uniform taking training in the art of murder.  I do not believe He would give His support to a program which forced the cream of young manhood to learn to take part in war.  Therefore, I feel I cannot cooperate with this law as my first allegiance is to God, then to our democratic government.'   

Judge McDuffie:  ' ... Now I am wondering  what some of you would do, if you were sitting in my place, having sworn to administer the law.  There is nothing in the world I can do but sentence you.  It is the sentence of this court that each of you be confined to the custody of the attorney general for a period of one year and one day.  On your good behavior, and I am sure that you will all behave yourselves well, you may be eligible for parole at the end of one-third of that time, at the end of four months.  I certainly would have no objection to your being paroled.  I have done my duty by my dim lights. ...'"  


Excerpt from a note in the Fairhope Courier of October 27, 1949:

"... four Fairhope boys who are having a hearing in Federal Court in Mobile for refusing to register for peacetime conscription, for conscientious reasons.  In their statements they made it clear that they considered registering for service as a step to encourage military preparation for war and a direct violation of the dictates of their conscience.  Some fifty interested people, representing various religious churches, schools and neighbors awaited in the courtroom from 10 A. M. till late this evening to hear the outcome.  Judge McDuffy appeared to be plenty lenient to prisoners charged with a variety of crimes and liquor violations but showed no signs of leniency to the C. O.(Conscientious Objector) boys." 


 Caleb Foote from Philadelphia, executive secretary of the Central Committee of Conscientious Objectors said about 90 men have been arrested throughout the country for refusing to register.  He said 55 were sent to prison for terms ranging from three months to three years.


We were taken to the county jail in Mobile where we were held a couple of days.  Conditions in the jail were pretty bad.   From there we were taken to the Federal Correctional Institution in Tallahassee Florida.  This was a minimum security prison.  I believe that there were no prisoners there with sentences of more than five years.  Every prisoner was assigned a job.  I was assigned to teach Third Grade to other prisoners.  Howard was assigned  to work in the office.  Wilford and Leonard were assigned to work on the farm.  Leonard worked pretty hard chopping & grubbing trees & brush.  Wilford worked in the dairy since he had experience in that kind of work.  It was about the first of November 1949 when we were sent to the prison.  There were articles printed in some of the Friends publications about us.  As prisoners we were allowed to have six correspondents.  But at Christmas time we were allowed to receive greetings from anyone.  Because of articles published in Friends' publications we received Christmas Greetings from people in many countries.


We were in prison four months and one day.  Then we were released on parole.  The Warden of the prison signed our draft registration cards.  Howard Rockwell Sr. drove to Tallahassee on February 27th 1950 and brought the four of us back to Fairhope.  When I got home my mother had prepared an oyster supper as that was one of the things I missed while in prison.
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The Friends’ Meetinghouse and Schoolhouse in Fairhope.

We rejoined the Discussion Group and maybe the judge's comments when he sentenced us, stimulated our thinking.  We began seriously to consider the possibility of leaving the United States.


We initially thought about moving to Canada.  Many young fellows were going there to avoid the draft.  Since we lived very close to the Gulf of Mexico in a warm climate, we did not like the idea of going to the cold climate of Canada.  Other places we also considered were English speaking countries such as Australia and New Zealand.  But both of these are so far away that it would be very difficult and expensive to return to the United States to visit friends and relatives and for them to visit us.  Closer possibilities were Mexico and Central America, but we immediately discarded Mexico because of restrictions on land ownership.  We then turned our attention to Central America.  


A tour sponsored by International House was being organized in New Orleans to visit Central America in June 1950 and see its agriculture.  Hubert and Mildred Mendenhall decided to go on that tour.  In each country the tour group  had an interview with the Minister of Agriculture of the country and then went out to see the farming activities. When Hubert and Mildred returned, they told us that Costa Rica was much more suited to our needs than any of the other Central American countries.  The government was more stable.  The economy seemed sound.  The poor were not as poor and the rich were not as rich and there was a large middle class population.  And to top it off the people were very friendly.  As an added attraction, Costa Rica had abolished its army following a revolution in 1948.





Hubert Mendenhall, Howard Rockwell Sr. and Cecil Rockwell then made a trip in July 1950 specifically to Costa Rica to get a better feel for the country.  When they returned, they were in agreement with Hubert and Mildred that it seemed to be a very good destination.  After a lot of soul searching, several families decided to make the move.  They had to try to know for certain that it was right for them to make the move. Before leaving their Friends Meeting and beloved friends and relatives in a country which they held dear.  They felt secure in selecting Costa Rica because  of the friendly reception given by government officials and by many others.  There it would be possible to establish homes where a man could be with his wife and children or free to pursue his life's callings instead of serving time in the military or in prison.  This feeling grew as others from various parts of the world felt led for similar reasons to join them.


 During this time of searching my mother Clara Rockwell wrote in her diary: "If Howard's, Cecil's and the Mendenhall's all go to Costa Rica we will probably go too, as we feel like we could be of more help there than any where else and we certainly want to do what is right and be in our proper place."  Another entry in her diary in August tells "Went to see about getting Passports, got blanks for birth affidavits and pictures taken, etc.  Marvin got his application for Passport all fixed up.  But Arthur brought his blank home to get Martha to sign it.
  Howard was there too and got his birth affidavit fixed up with Arthur signing it." because neither Arthur or Howard had birth certificates.  In September Clara wrote in her diary "Arthur went up to Hubert's this afternoon to meet with the other men expecting to go to Costa Rica to consider buying Caterpillar tractor etc.  Decided to buy one in company."  The area in Costa Rica which the three who went to see Costa Rica thought we would locate was near the Panamanian border.  The area was called Cañas Gordas.   


The Mobile Register published an article in October 1950.

25 Quakers Of Baldwin County Plan Mass Move to Costa Rica Because Of U.S. War Economy

Spokesman Says Group Is Seeking To Be Free Of Military Effort

Alabama Farms To Be Sold As Pacifists Pull Up Stakes For Beliefs

By C. E. Mathews, Register Staff Write
FAIRHOPE, ALA.  – 
Approximately 25 Baldwin County Quakers shortly will move to Costa Rica, where they hope to be free from military service and from the necessity of making their living in a war economy.


This was made known publicly Tuesday by Hubert Mendenhall, 33-year-old father of three children, who said he had resided in Baldwin ' since he was a boy of five.

Tells His Views

The handsome, tall member of the Society of Friends stood on the green lawn of the attractive farm home he acquired through years of hard work and said:


"I am a pacifist by religious belief and it seems to me our economy here has become so involved with military effort throughout the world that a person can hardly make a living here without being a part of that system.


"I think we've been given the example of the only way to have peace in the world.  This example was given by Jesus Christ.



Feels Responsibility


"I feel that to take human life is morally wrong under any circumstances.  I would not be willing to carry a gun at the battlefront and I've come to feel that I'm just as responsible if I pay taxes to buy guns or if I accept profits that come from a war economy."


Watching a fine herd of dairy cows stroll to the milking shed, Mendenhall admitted he will be leaving much that is dear to him when he pulls up "lock, stock and barrel" from Fairhope.  He will be leaving many friends and a 145-acre well kept farm.


Returning to his reasons for leaving, he declared:


"Right now, my first responsibility seems to be to my family and since I would not be willing to co-operate with war regulations.  I would not be left at home to care for my family.  Even If I were, I am doubtful if in the surroundings and atmosphere I would be able to bring up my children as I would like to."

Individual Action


Mendenhall explained that the removal to Costa Rica is not sponsored by this religious organization, but that it is more or less the result of "individual action" on the part of those in the group.  He said that those who intend to take up residence in the Central American country include individuals ranging in ages from two years to 80.  Among them are his father, Thomas Elwood Mendenhall.  They will establish farms. 
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    Ruth & Elwood Mendenhall and Arthur &      

                             Clara Rockwell


The Mendenhalls moved here from Iowa when Hubert was five.  He attended school at Fairhope, finishing his high school course in three years.  At the age of 17 he was graduated and started to work on the farm.


Today, he operates a dairy with a herd of 45 head of cattle.  At present, he has 24 milch cows, and a spotlessly clean dairy.


The Quakers have no paid ministry.  On many occasions they assemble at their place of worship and sit silently in communion with the Creator.

Objectors On Parole


Four young Fairhope objectors to the draft are free on parole following conviction in U. S. District Court in Mobile for refusing to register for military training under the 1948 selective service law.


The quartet was sentenced Oct. 26, 1949, and placed in the federal penitentiary at Tallahassee, Fla.  On Feb. 27, 1950, they were released on parole, which expires Oct. 26, 1950.  The four are: Howard F. Rockwell, Jr., Leonard C. Rockwell, Marvin E. Rockwell and Wilford Francis Guindon. 


At the end of October 1950, after the paroles of the young men who had served prison terms expired, families began to make the move, leaving as fast as they could sell their property and make arrangements.  Elwood Mendenhall,  Hubert Mendenhall, Cecil Rockwell, Howard Rockwell, Arthur Rockwell, John Campbell and Wilford Guindon were the heads of the families that started the move.  Besides these there were a couple of single men who decided to go as well.  These were Roy Butgwright & David Rockwell.  The number of persons was thirty one.  At the end of three months those who had reached Costa Rica numbered forty. 

CHAPTER TWO

LEAVING THE U.S. & TRAVELING TO COSTA RICA


After we decided to move to Costa Rica, we had to sell our various properties in and near Fairhope Alabama.  Some of the ones planning to move to Costa Rica made trips to other parts of the United States for a last visit with relatives and friends before leaving.  Arthur and Clara Rockwell were able to sell their properties relatively soon and in October 1950 made a trip to Iowa to say farewell to Clara's mother and brother and sister and children and grandchildren.  I accompanied them doing the driving.


The four of us who had been in prison wanted to leave the United States as soon as our parole time was up on the 27th of October 1950.  Most of the group packed the household goods they took in boxes and shipped, by truck to New Orleans and by ship from there to Costa Rica.   On the 31st of October We took several boxes of our household goods to Mobile to ship to Costa Rica.  The Howard Rockwell Sr. family bought a 1 1/2 ton Chevrolet truck which they fixed for traveling and for taking most of their household goods.  A 12 by 14 tent was stretched over a frame made of pipe to enclose the truck-bed.  They made the front of wood and covered with aluminum with three windows or windshields. The center one was hinged to open for ventilation and to provide a means to tap the top of the cab for communication.  A  doorway was made on the right front to give access to this part. There they put a mattress as a seat and two mattresses on top of the load with the ends making the back of the seat.  This seat provided a wonderful view ahead.  Dorothy and the girls slept on the mattresses in the truck.  The rest of us slept outside on padded camp cots.  They put a 35 gallon auxiliary gas tank on the truck because in Mexico there were some long distances between filling stations.  We had a two burner gasoline stove which we set on a folding card table for cooking.  On the 4th of November the truck and I in my brother Cecil Rockwell's Jeep and trailer started the trip to Costa Rica by land, through Mexico, Guatemala, El Salvador, Honduras and Nicaragua.  Howard had to remain in Fairhope to finish the sale of their property.  A cousin David Rockwell traveled with us. A friend,  Roy Butgereit,  whose 18th birthday was before we could leave, flew to Monterrey Mexico and we were to pick him up there.  The first day of the trip we traveled 210 miles and camped in Louisiana.  Next morning there was frost on our cots even though we had kept a campfire going all night.


We arrived at the U. S. - Mexico border about noon on the 7th of November.  The U. S. customs officials said that I would have to have an export license to take the jeep out of the country and that it had to come from Washington D.C.  Since Roy was waiting in Monterrey we decided that the truck and the rest of the "gang" should continue and I would stay in Laredo until I could get an export license.  I rented a room in a Motel and stayed until the export license came from Washington.  The travelers in the truck spent that night in the "wilderness" next to the highway 39 miles south of Nuevo Laredo.  Next day they got to Monterrey and found Roy at the Hotel Monterrey suffering from dysentery.  They found a tourist camp on the edge of Monterrey to stay until I could catch up with them.


None of us knew Spanish except a few words.  It sometimes caused some amusing anecdotes and sometimes some difficulty.  David asked the boy at the tourist court: "Como se llama?" (What is your name?).  He answered: "Quien yo?"  David thought he was saying his name so for the rest of the time at the camp he was called "Kenyo".  It was a long time before we realized that the boy had answered "Who me?"  One day while they were waiting for me to catch up with them.  The boys: David, Howard, Leonard and Roy climbed a mountain near Monterrey.  They climbed to 7,000 feet, which is 5,000 feet above the city.


The 11th of November 1950, Arthur and Clara Rockwell, Hubert Mendenhall and John Campbell flew from New Orleans as the vanguard of the group moving to Costa Rica.  They stayed that night in Guatemala City and continued on to Costa Rica on the 12th.  They stayed at the Pensión Canada for some days until they could find a place to rent.  There were some days that my mother stayed alone in the hotel while the men flew with a Mr. Cone to see his farm in the "Valle General" in the southern part of the country.  At the end of the month they rented a house in San Pedro, a suburb east of San José and moved in on the first of December.  An excerpt from Clara's diary:  "We moved out to the house in San Pedro this morning.  After lunch Arthur and I went down to Mr. Smith's office and he went with us to the Custom's house and we got our boxes through customs, they were all nice to us.  Of course opened all the boxes but did not take everything out.  A truck brought them out to the house, everything in good shape."  Mrs. Murray had two maids for the house which they rented but they didn't need both so only one stayed to help with the housework.  The maid knew very little English and my parents knew only a few words of Spanish, so they helped each other to learn a little of the other language.


Finally on November 17 I got the export license and was able to cross into Mexico.  That night I slept a few hours curled up on the seat of the jeep beside the highway.  It was desert with some scrub bushes.  During the night I listened to the howling of the Coyotes and wondered what I had let myself in for.  Next day I found the rest of the "overland travelers to Costa Rica" at the tourist court and we had a happy reunion of the "gang".  Since everybody was getting restless, we started on as soon as we could.  Roy Butgereit usually rode with me in the Jeep.  Howard Jr. did practically all of the driving of the truck with Leonard and David riding in the cab also.  Dorothy and the three younger children rode in the space above and back of the cab.  


A typical entry in Dorothy Rockwell's log of the trip is the following:

"November 20, 1950 - Left camp at 7:00.  Cloudy, but mostly clear by the middle of the forenoon.  We were mountain climbing and descending almost all day.  Drove in second gear a good deal after lunch, came down the mountain into Jacala in first gear.  Stopped about 4:45 just off the paving in a stone quarry going up the mountain from Jacala.  Traveled though some tree covered mountains today, with grass, etc.  So many little huts and farms on the mountain sides.  Howard Jr. has been driving all the time since reaching the mountains.  Drove 184 miles today and 293 miles yesterday.

November 21, 1950 - It began sprinkling about 11 o'clock last night, took down two cots, John slept in the truck and David in the cab.  They put Cecil's small tent one end over the trailer for the other four cots.  It misted during all the time we were preparing and eating breakfast."  


We traveled the 600 miles from Monterrey to Mexico City with as few stops as possible except for a couple of hours at Teotiahuacan.  When we were putting up their cots in the tourist court we discovered that David's bedroll was missing.  On investigation, we found that Roy's green trunk had also disappeared.  This was very surprising as the truck had never been left unattended.  In Mexico City we got Transit visas for Guatemala which allowed us 15 days in the country.   While we were traveling through Mexico, we stopped to fill our gasoline tanks at every service station we came to as they were far apart.


On November 30th we arrived at Oaxaca.  Dorothy Rockwell wrote in her log:  "We reached Oaxaca at 10:15, were we filled the tanks with gasoline while Marvin and Roy, in the jeep, went downtown to the Post Office for mail.  I got two letters from Howard.  Oaxaca is on a plateau, we could see the town from the side of the mountain several miles before reaching it.  We ate dinner just outside of the city limits, then went back into the city to the native market, a very dirty market by the way. I bought four small bowls for one peso, besides getting produce, etc.  The natives bring their own wares to the market, mostly on their backs, some traveling many miles.  After leaving Oaxaca, we drove a few miles off the highway to visit the Mitla Indian ruins.  Our guide could speak a little English.  It was all very interesting, almost unbelievable.  They built with stones carried over two miles from the quarry, a few weighing as much as two and a half tons each.  The beautiful designs in the walls were formed by fitting carved stones together without cement.  People figure the temples were built by a tribe of short Indians 1000 years ago, and destroyed by the Spaniards when they came over.  We drove 106 miles today, and made camp south of Oaxaca, in another sheltered spot."




Our camp in a gravel pit

We found out that Guatemala did not have a road connecting with the Mexican part of the Pan American Highway.  Guatemala had a road to the Mexico-Guatemala border near the Pacific coast but Mexico did not have a road, only a railroad to Tapachula.  We were told that we could put the vehicles on flatcars and ship on the narrow-gauge railroad from Arriaga to Tapachula, a distance of about 200 miles.  The road from the Pan American Highway to Arriaga was very steep and rough and we thought it very bad until w encountered worse further on in the trip.  We arrived in Arriaga on the Saturday evening and found that the train was due to leave Sunday morning.  We camped at the edge of town and were back at the station by 7 o'clock Sunday morning.  They charged us 600 pesos which was equivalent to about $70.oo.  Only the drivers could ride in the vehicles so the rest rode in a rickety, dirty, "1st class" coach.  It took us 15 hours to travel the 200 miles arriving Monday morning   When we were ready to get off the flatcars, they wouldn't let us off until we paid an additional 320 pesos for the "freight" on the truck.  The unloading ramp was at the end of the siding which was on a curve.  I had to back the jeep and trailer over 7 flatcars on the curve to get to the unloading ramp and get off the train.  Finally w got off the train and bought groceries, gasoline and distilled water for drinking and headed for the border.  At the border the Mexican customs officials wanted us to unload everything for inspection, but they finally relented.  When we entered Mexico at Laredo the officials there had listed five tires on the truck papers.  We did not catch the error at the time.  When we were ready to leave the country the truck had 7 tires as the wheels on the back were duals.  Another hassle before they would let us go.  One of the tires on the trailer had blown out along the way.  Fortunately I had cut out the serial number of the tire to prove that I had not sold the tire in Mexico.


Dorothy wrote a short summary, or observation of Mexico.


"We found many contrasting customs in different parts of Mexico depending largely on geographic and climatic conditions.  In some sections there was a total lack of growing things, which gives one a very lonely feeling; then perhaps on the other side of the mountain we would come to trees and other green things.  There would be sections where the soil supported only cactus, some used for shade.  They chopped some varieties for feeding livestock. (I wonder about the stickers) - of course some seemed to b spineless.  We were told cactus juice makes very intoxicating drinks.  In the poorer sections men were their own burden-bearers, and as the farming conditions grew better, they could afford burrow, then horses, mules or oxen, and in two or three fertile plateaus they were using tractors.  In a similar way, their houses and other buildings and living conditions changed from a blanket on the ground, then twig walls and thatched roofs to adobe walls and possibly tile roofs.  In many sections, where most of the population is Indian, they still cling to their own native dress.  For example, some of the women wore blanket skirts which reached to their ankles.  It was amazing to see them carrying large heavy baskets on their heads and trotting along with short steps and swinging their arms and hips in rhythm; often a baby was tied on their backs in a blanket.  Others wore long, very full skirts, some with full ruffles on the bottoms of their full skirts.  Many of the women were long black, sort of scarves which were a head covering, cradles for the babies, also as shawls, and for tying burdens on the backs.  We very seldom saw one of these women without a head covering.  In one village the men wore pink striped half-long pants which seemed a very striking change from the usual apparel.  Most of the men wore "serapes" of varying grades.  We had paved roads all through Mexico until we reached the road going down to Arriaga where we loaded onto flat cars and rode from there to Tapachula by rail through low jungle country."


After we left the Mexican customs we crossed the bridge and soon arrived at the Guatemalan customs station.  They wanted us to unload everything to inspect it.  We stalled around and pretended we didn't understand what they wanted.  (partly true)  Finally after about two hours and having unloaded a few things they allowed us to get on our way.  We were tired after driving a little ways on the narrow rough gravel road starting up the mountain.  When we found a ravel pit we stopped and made camp.


Another excerpt from Dorothy's log of out trip:


"December 5, 1950 - We were all very tired last night, but were able to find another gravel pit to camp in by the highway.  We were glad to stop after an hour's drive over rough, narrow gravel roads.  We were released after 5:30 at the Customs so it was soon dark.  Celia was asleep so she missed supper, but feels good this morning.  We got our Mexican money changed into Guatemalan money at the first station inside of the border, received one quetzal for nine pesos, making the Guatemalan quetzal about the same as the U.S. dollar.  This morning we began taking the malaria prevention medicine as we were thoroughly bitten by mosquitoes on the railroad in the low country.  We ate lunch while parked in a creek bed as we were going up a mountain.  We reached San Marcos about 3:30.  We were stopped for "inspection" of our loads and passports, etc., before entering and on leaving the town.  We went through a few more native villages where we were not stopped.  Everything is so terribly dirty in these little villages and the streets are full of holes and extremely narrow.  The roads are slightly better this side of San Marcos.  Another tire gave out on the trailer today.  Drove 50 miles today which really isn't too bad considering the condition of the roads.

"December 6, 1950 - We are in higher altitude again so it is pretty cold at night.  We didn't get ready to leave camp until 8:45, and reached Quetzaltenango (Quetzaltenango) in the forenoon.  We had some difficulty finding our way through the city on the one-way streets.  Officers took license numbers as we entered and on leaving the city as they seem to be in all the large towns.  They don't seem to pay much attention to us in the villages, except that the people stand and stare.  the natives look tired and not much zest for living, particularly those living in the hills or mountains.  We took the route by Lake Atitlán, more sharp turns coming down the mountain into Panajachel, which appears to be rather a resort town.  Lake Atitlán is a beautiful lake surrounded by mountains.  We drove through the town and up the mountain on the other side finding a camping sight beside a stream with a small falls.  The roads have been very rough.  We eat lots of bananas as we all like them and they are cheap.

     "December 7, 1950 -


Men came to work in the gravel pit where we were camped before we were ready to leave, but it did not seem to bother them any, they evidently enjoyed taking time off to watch us pack up!  The lake is beautiful.  We followed it for some distance high on the mountainside.  The dust is almost stifling as we have to drive so slowly, we don't leave it behind.  They found one of the jeep trailer tires was going down on account of a nail, about 11 o'clock.  We ate lunch before going on.  In the afternoon we found the roads somewhat wider though still very rough until we came to paving about 18 miles from Guatemala City.  Everyone felt like shouting for joy at the sight of smooth roads!  Found a letter from Howard, also two addressed to Marvin from Papa and Mama at the Post Office as soon as we reached Guatemala City, but no telegram from Howard in answer to the wire I sent from Tapachula.  We investigated tourist courts, and there are none!  The small hotels want 2.50 each per day, but with our gang of nine and no place for the vehicle, we got gas and drove on out No.2 Highway (so called - terribly rough).  We found another gravel pit and put up the tent between the truck and the trailer.  We heated some water and as many as could took baths."


We waited a week in Guatemala City for Howard Rockwell to arrive to continue the trip with us.  After we met him at the airport we started on our way again.  We stopped at a little "one-gas-pump" village in Guatemala for gasoline as both tanks were nearly empty.  The young native boy attendant began filling the truck tank and after putting in about three gallons he stopped, supposing that would be about as much as we would want.  Howard Jr. told him "mas" and after nearly every gallon he would repeat "mas".  He finally finished filling the small tank and seemed to think he was surely through, so when Howard Jr. motioned to the big tank he began to look scared.  With each "mas" he looked more uneasy and by the time the thirty-five gallon tank was filled, he seemed more than a little nervous.  We assumed that he had never sold that much gas at one time before, so he really seemed relieved when we paid him for it.


We arrived at the Guatemala - El Salvador border next day, the 16th of December 1950, at 3:00 P.M.  Had to pay "overtime" fee on the Guatemala side, $4.00 - It's Saturday.  Have paving in El Salvador.  When we arrived at the El Salvador Customs they said the law requires that all cars and trucks be completely unloaded, but we didn't offer any resistance nor seem anxious to do the work of unloading and they didn't want to work very much.  It was also getting late so they filled out some sort of papers and sent us on.  We drove on a few miles, almost dark, and stopped in another gravel pit 9 miles from the border.  Next morning, Sunday, we didn't try to hurry around as we wanted to get our Honduras visas at San Salvador which was only about 50 miles drive from here and the roads were pretty good.  We turned off of the highway soon after leaving Santa Ana onto a rough dusty road down the mountain to Lake Coatepeque where we ate lunch, then drove on a ways to the beach and camped under a tree.  This is a beautiful, round lake, apparently a huge volcanic crater where many have nice homes near the water on the mountainsides.  The lake was smooth during the day so some were on the water with speed boats.  Natives were washing both themselves and their clothes in the clear water at many spots along the beach on the side of the lake away from the resort homes. People passed almost continually. One fellow  seemed to want to attach himself to our gang!  Howard was cutting Howard Jr.'s hair so he took off his hat and I was washing some clothes and this fellow took off his shirt then began talking about "café" (coffee) as Dorothy was cooking supper.  He finally shook hands around and left, but soon returned and sang for us!  At last he wandered on after giving David some "advice" on fishing.  After dark we boys found a lot of big toads on the beach, so by flashlight we had fun having toad races.  The wind rose about bedtime and blew harder as the night progressed.  It seemed to come down the mountainsides all around the lake.  At daybreak the next morning there was a column of spray in the center of the lake.  


There are lots of coffee groves in El Salvador.  We reached San Salvador about the middle of the morning, December 18, 1950.  We went to the Consul's offices in shifts in order not to leave the vehicles unwatched.  There was no delay in getting the transit visas for going through Honduras and Nicaragua, no cost for the Nicaragua visas.  In the afternoon Howard took their truck to the Chevrolet agency to have it checked over.  They had some difficulty in finding their road out of the city.  It was about dark when they reached the country.  We in the jeep were waiting for them by the airport.  We drove on a ways and stopped just off the highway between it and the railroad.  We attracted a number of spectators, as usual!  It was pretty late when we finished supper.  The railroad was a narrow gauge track affair, we watched one train pass.  It was surprising to see the number of small horses and big oxen on the road.  The soil around San Salvador looks to be rich as almost everything had a fresh green appearance!  In fact, most of San Salvador that we saw looked good.  We were told this country is much over-populated.  


The country seemed poorer as we drove southeast toward Honduras.  We crossed a fine suspension toll bridge, toll being one colon.  Most of the pack bags used here were rawhide.  In Guatemala nets made of cord were popular.  Reached El Salvador-Honduras border about 1:30 p.m. 19th of December 1950, were all through customs in a little over an hour - no trouble.  Very poor country, everything looked dried up and the mountains are jagged and rocky.  At a little crossroads, Jicaro Galan, passport holders were asked to sign their names in a book and tell where they were from and where going, etc.  After crossing a ridge, we came to a broad plateau.  We camped somewhere in the wilderness early in the evening.  We didn't see much in Honduras!  Of course, we saw only a small corner of the country, but that is very poor.  Stopped at Choluteca and Howard sent a telegram to Papa telling him we planned to be at the Costa Rican border about Saturday, the 23rd.  The roads through Honduras were crushed rock, some fair and some were poor.  A few miles from the border we reached a stretch of narrow rough steep grades to the border.  We crossed the border around 2 o'clock, the 20th of December 1950 and spent about half an hour on each side getting passports stamped, etc.  We drove about 18 miles into Nicaragua from the border to the little town of Somoto where the Customs were.  There we really hit bad problems!  They said we must unload unless we had instructions from the American Ambassador at Managua to let us though without inspection.  We sent a telegram to the Ambassador and prepared to camp in the corner of the custom's lot.  They held our passports.   Next morning one officer at the Customs who could speak good English, said we could start unloading this morning, but we decided to wait to see if we heard anything from Officials in Managua.  We didn't know the exact weight of the load but guessed it to be between 3 1/2 and 4 tons.  It would have been a huge job to unpack all the boxes and crates for inspection and pack them up again.  At 10:00 A.M. a telegram came from Managua saying to have the load sealed uninspected.  The officer who spoke English was quite cooperative, but he said laws are laws, which of course we knew and appreciated, and he must do as he was told.  They finally sealed the loads until we got to Managua.  Arrived at Managua, Nicaragua at 1:30 p.m. on the 22nd of December, had several miles of paving before getting there.  We passed the airport and wondered if by any chance Cecils were aboard the plane that was just then taking off.  (Just as a note of interest here -  when we reached San José and were comparing notes, we found that Cecil and family were on that plane.)   After the usual rigamarole of being stopped at police and guard stations to give names and license numbers, etc., we went on into the city and found the Customs building.  We were expecting almost anything but after a while Howard, Howard Jr. and I came out and said we were free to go on our way.  The Customs Dept. General asked first thing if we were Quakers.  We had known that information was in some way traveling ahead of us that the Quakers were coming. However we never mentioned the fact that we were Quakers unless asked, as we were anxious not to try to gain favors on that account.  The General wanted to do all he could to help us, and said in case we needed any kind of assistance anywhere in Nicaragua, to be sure to call on him.  Howard Jr. got the truck greased, we bought some groceries and water, then drove on out of the city to find a camping place.  We discovered another good gravel pit out about 4 miles.  The "gravel" this time was volcanic "cinders".  


From our camp in the morning we looked down on Managua.  Dorothy, Howard Jr. and I went back down town for more groceries and water.  I could not find a tire for the trailer.  Managua was a hot place - we were glad to get our shopping done and get out of town.  It was 10:00 by the time we were ready to leave camp.  After starting out we drove for miles climbing mountains, poor country, then we came to a plateau of acres and acres of good-looking coffee and bananas.  We saw our first cocoa and chicle trees about noon.  Lots of bananas and sugar cane.  At one place men were working on the road and we detoured a few miles over a very dusty poor road.  We had 25 or 30 miles of paving from Managua.  Trailer tire blew out after we left the paved road. When we stopped in Rivas we discovered a nail in one of the jeep tires.  South of Rivas we drove on narrow smooth road.  We arrived at the Nicaragua-Costa Rica border soon after 3 o'clock, December 23rd 1950, but there seemed no possible way of driving on because the road stopped at the border.  No bridges and water was high in the river.  We men walked to it.  

Dorothy wrote in her log of the trip:

"December 24, 1950 -


The girls and I walked across the line last night just to say we had been in Costa Rica.  Camped a few miles from the border by Lake Nicaragua, cold and windy.  Wind blew all night.  We didn't hurry around, so didn't leave camp until 9 o'clock going back to Rivas.  Needless to say , we felt a bit heavy-hearted, though we were not too much surprised that the road was impassable now.  We had our first glimpse of scorpions in our camp this morning.  On our way back toward Rivas we came to an "ox cart" road marked to San Juan del Sur, which is the port on the Pacific coast from which we were told to get a ship for Puntarenas.  The road looked to be very rough and not traveled by motor vehicles, so we parked in the middle of the road!  Marvin disconnected the trailer from the jeep, then he, Howard Jr. and Leonard started for the port in the jeep.  David and Roy left for a walk after lunch and came back just before dark.  They said the jeep was down the road about a mile with Leonard waiting in it and Howard Jr. and Marvin had gone on on foot.  The bridges had all been washed out.  They said the trees were full of monkeys.  David went back to stay with Leonard, and soon after 7 o'clock (it was dark), Marvin and Howard Jr. came walking in from the other direction quite exhausted.  San Juan del Sur was much farther away than they had expected, so they rode the train back to Rivas and walked the seven miles to camp!  The map led them astray on two counts today.  Roy and John then walked to the jeep to inform Leonard and David that the other boys were back.  No chance of getting down to the coast here, they think.

"December 25, 1950 - Christmas Day


Everyone felt a bit blue this morning.  The boys struck out after breakfast to get a chicken or something for dinner, they came back a few minutes later with a fine turkey!  They estimated its weight at 15 pounds, all seemed quite pepped up.  Marvin and Howard Jr. had gone to Rivas for water before breakfast so this was their second excursion!  The boys picked the turkey and Howard dressed and cut it up and I cooked part of it in the pressure cooker and part in the covered frying pan, and still had some to cook later in a kettle.  Howard Jr. and Roy pared, cooked and mashed some potatoes.  Our Menu:  turkey and gravy, mashed potatoes, creamed corn, sliced fresh tomatoes, bread, pineapple and fruit cake I bought in Managua as a surprise, also one that Roy's mother  sent to him by Howard.  All felt well-filled and contented as far as food was concerned.  In the middle of the afternoon we packed up and drove back toward Managua about 50 miles, then turned toward the Pacific on a nice paved road.  It was dark by this time. We drove down the mountain about 10 miles and camped beside the highway.  After supper the gang sang Christmas and other songs until bedtime.  We made camp right beside the road as there was not much level space.  The boys used their machetes to clear away weeds, etc., for room to put up their cots and the table."  


Next morning we drove down to the little port of Puerto Somozo.  The ocean is too shallow for ships to dock here, and we were referred to another place on the coast a few miles north of this port.  We drove over extremely rough roads to the next port(?) and found the same situation.  An attendant at the Texaco storage depot who is an American said that they piped their gasoline in two miles from where it was unloaded out in the ocean.  No chance of getting on a boat here but that there was another port north that might be reached by rail from Managua!  It all seems a little discouraging.  We drove all the way back up the mountains to the highway on the ridge, arriving at "our" gravel pit outside of Managua near noon.  We fixed and ate a cold lunch, then we men drove downtown in the jeep.  We found the cost  to go by boat would be too much, high railroad rates to the port, then no assurance of what the cost there would be, and probably no passengers would be allowed as it is strictly a freight boat.  After much considering and debating, we decided that Roy, Howard, Dorothy and the three children should fly to San José and the other four of us, David, Howard Jr., Leonard and I would make another attempt to drive through. Howard, Dorothy and the children had to be all together to enter Costa Rica on the one family residence visa on their passport.  


Next morning Howard Jr. drove the truck and I drove the Jeep without the trailer to the airport, and Howard, Dorothy, John, Kathryn and Celia and Roy Butgeriet took the 10:25 plane to San José.  David had stayed with the trailer and the other stuff at our camp outside the city of Managua to the south.  The camp was in a gravel pit in the side of a hill, where they had been taking volcanic ash for road construction.  After shopping a little and buying two planks 3" X 14" X 12' we returned to camp ate lunch and broke camp and packed things in truck and trailer and Jeep, and were on the road about 2:00 P.M.  Just as we were pulling into Rivas, about 5, I had a flat tire on the trailer.  We found that the supposedly good recap had a break inside and had worn a hole in the tube.  We could not get a boot (Zapato) in Rivas so had to put the new tire on and keep the recap for spare.  We filled gas tanks and bought some bread and continued on our way.  We camped about 6:30 P.M. near Lake Nicaragua.

On December 29, 1950 we got up about daylight, had breakfast of Cream of Wheat, egg sandwiches, and coffee.  We had things washed up and were on the road about 7.  The men at the border were cordial and we crossed into Costa Rica about 8:00 A.M.  We had gone only a few hundred yards when the truck bogged down.  I unhitched the Jeep from the trailer and hitched onto the truck with chain.  After some shoveling etc. we got the truck out.  After that we put the planks down where ever it looked the least bit soft.  We used the planks soon to cross a washed out place.  We filled in a little where it had washed out on the decent into the first creek bed.  We ate lunch of tomato sandwiches, pineapple and bananas, in the creek bed.  A short siesta revived us somewhat and we used pick, shovel and adz to make the road passable.  I had to unhook the trailer and take the Jeep over the steepest part then hitch chain on and pull the trailer up.  After we got the trailer up we hitched onto the truck with chain.  The chain broke once and snapped back and broke a headlight on the truck.  We finally got every thing up.  We drove on a little way until we came to where the "road" was washed out badly.  One of the natives showed us a way to get around it and some more bad road.  It was not on any sort of trail at all, just over grassland and through woods.  Some of the grass was as much as eight feet high.  Twice we ran onto boulders sticking out of the ground but no damage was done.  We found a good camping place on top of a hill soon after we got back on the "road".  It was about 3:00 when we stopped but we were all rather tired.  Our native showed us how to walk down to the river and we all took baths, in shifts of course.  Our native is going to come back in the morning and guide us some more.  We went to bed early as we were tired although we had come only 1.9 miles from the border.

December 30, 1950 -


About 6:00 A.M. we woke up and decided we might as well be up and at it again.  We had pancakes, oatmeal and coffee.  We broke camp and got on the road about 8:15 A.M.  We drove along a little way without too much trouble.  then we came to a rather boggy place and had to put the planks down.  we got across the planks alright but the mud squeezed up between the planks.  After much scouting around we found a way around the place on higher ground.  I got part way up the hill and had to stop to let them move a log.  Then could not get traction to start on up the hill so had to back all the way down and get a run for it and made it that time.  we hardly got back on the road again before we had to leave it again to get past another boggy dip.  This time we detoured down hill a little way through tall grass.  We cut small trees to put in the stream bed where we crossed it.  I got the Jeep and trailer through alright but the truck stuck.  I pulled the trailer on along the road to a level stretch and unhitched.  With the Jeep hooked onto the truck with chains and some digging we got the truck out.  We drove another little way along the "road" until we came to some shade and then stopped for dinner.  It was twelve  o'clock and we had come less than a mile.  This afternoon we had some more hard going.  One long stretch was in jungle and we had to cut it back.  Then we came to a stream bed with rocky bottom but the hill on the other side was boggy so we cut down the brush to bypass the bog.  We shoveled the bank down some and put a plank down too.  I drove the Jeep and trailer through the stream bed and got pretty well up the hill before it started slipping.  We were at a loss as to how to get it the rest of the way up until someone thought of putting the block and tackle on the front of the Jeep and on a tree ahead.  The inch rope, which we had along, would not got through the block so we used the rope we got from the railroad trip in Mexico.  David spliced some of the pieces together.  After many tries we got the Jeep and trailer up the hill by it pulling and the other three fellows pulling on the block and tackle.  The truck stopped just about the same place on the hill.  I pulled the trailer to the top of the hill and unhitched and backed down and chained the jeep to the truck and together got the truck up the hill.  It was about 4:00 when we made camp and we had only come 1.4 miles.  Ticks the size of pinheads are bothering us quite a little.  We went to bed about 9. 

December 31, 1950 -


It rained only a little last night so we did not get up and move our cots under cover.  A couple of men on a horse stopped at our camp about 6:30 A.M. and woke us up.  For breakfast we had French toast, fried eggs, coffee, tea and oatmeal.  We broke camp about 8:30 A.M.   We came over some boggy places fairly early.  I got through alright but the wheels sunk in a little so we cut poles and laid in for the duals of the truck to run on.  But we did not get them spaced right so the truck got stuck.  After much work and pulling with the jeep we got it out.  Then we came over some rough but solid road to a little creek with a bad approach on the coming out side.  There were two monkeys in the big trees overhead.  They were interesting to watch when we took time to look up.  We filled the 10 gallon can from the creek and put rocks and dirt on the road.  I had very little trouble going through and up the hill but the truck started slipping because the tires were wet from coming through the creek.  We let them dry a while and then hitched the jeep on and we came on up.  We ate lunch before tackling the very bad hill ahead.  I spent more than half an hour cleaning the grass off the drive shafts.  As soon as we thought we had the road ready I tried to come up but started slipping before I hardly got started.  I backed back down and this time the other three fellows got on the front end, I got about half way up and stopped.  We blocked the trailer and unhitched.  I drove the Jeep to the top and put all the chains and the one inch rope on and pulled the trailer to the top.  The truck stopped about the same place the jeep did the first time.  We wrapped the small chains around the outside tires of the duals.  I backed the jeep down and hitched on with the big chains and we came right on up the hill.  It took us the whole afternoon to come up that one hill, so we only made 0.4 miles today.  There was no place to pull off the "road" to camp so we camped right on the "road".  


Ted Harkey arrived in Costa Rica by air from Arkansas on the 19th of November.  He joined the group looking for potential home sites.  Eston and Mary Rockwell and Wilford and Lucille Guindon joined the group in Costa Rica on the 22nd of November.  Eston knew some Spanish which was quite a help.  With more people in the group looking for land, my mother was not left alone in San José while the men went to inspect properties.  A few of the men went to the Cañas Gordas area near Panama which was one of the places seriously considered by the three men who came to look around earlier in the year.  They flew from San José to Golfito which was the port in the southern part of the country where the fruit company exported large quantities of bananas.  From there they went by narrow gauge banana company railroad to Villa Nely.  Then by jeep up into the mountains.  They finished the trip to the land by horseback.  They were disappointed when they finally saw the land because it was so rough with deep ravines and narrow ridges with hardly any land suitable for farming especially with machinery.  As a result they eliminated it as a place to settle.  Three of the group went to look at land in the San Carlos district in the northern part of Costa Rica.


A Dr. Reese called on the group in San José one day.  He was a Physician from Boston.  His oldest son was killed in the Second World War, so he brought his 4 younger boys down here because he felt war was wrong.  We were not the only ones searching for a more peaceful place to live and raise our families.


On December 9th 1950, Hubert Mendenhall, John Campbell and Ted Harkey returned to the United States to get their families and bring them to Costa Rica.  That left my parents, Arthur and Clara Rockwell, Eston and Mary Rockwell and Wilford and Lucille Guindon living in the house in San Pedro.  Customarily on Sunday mornings they had Bible reading and a small Friends' Meeting.


Mary Mendenhall was among the group that moved from Fairhope Alabama to Costa Rica.  She was the teacher in our little Friends' School in Fairhope, so when the group arrived in Costa Rica, it was only natural that she would continue to teach the children.  When school was opened, at the finca near Heredia, there were seven pupils.  Eston Rockwell also helped by giving Spanish lessons.  There were seven pre-school children in the group as well.  

Dorothy wrote in her diary:

"December 28, 1950 -


All up and around early - we had breakfast over by 6:30.  Kathryn, Marvin and Howard Jr. prepared the breakfast while I did some last minute packing.  The boys plan to shift some of the load in the truck before starting on.  David stayed with the trailer and other stuff while Marvin, Howard Jr. and Leonard brought the rest of us to the Airport which is six miles out the other side of Managua from the campsite.  The plane was a little late leaving.  I disliked leaving the boys but think they will be all right.  They plan to leave for Peña Blanca soon after noon.  They want to purchase more supplies in Managua on their way back to the camp.  I enjoyed the ride on the plane, part of the time we were above the clouds, which gave us an odd feeling of being shut off from the world.  No one to meet us when we landed in San José.  We had no way of knowing if the Folks received our wire, so we hired a taxi and by going to the Mission School home, we found where to find the Folks, we did not have their address other than General Delivery.  We found they had received the telegram o.k., and Hubert took them to meet the 12:30 plane, and we had come in on the one an hour earlier.  Everyone is well, including Uncle Elwoods, Cecils, Huberts, Estons and Wilfords, who have all reached San José safely."  


By New Years of 1951 seven families had arrived in San José, Costa Rica from Iowa and Alabama, ranging in age from 2 to 80 years.  This included 5 single, adult men.  Soon two more families and one single man joined the group.  Two or three other families also visited to learn whether or not they wished to stay permanently.


After bringing the account of the rest of the group up to January 1951, I will continue with the account of our trip by land as I wrote it in my journal.

"January 1, 1951 - 


It rained during the night and got our top blankets wet so they had to dry out in the sunshine.  After breakfast David and I walked up ahead on the road for quite a ways.  It is very discouraging.  David cut a tree to be used to bridge the next stream while Howard and Leonard were gone.  When they returned we went into conference and decided to rent a couple of horses and ride to La Cruz to see what the "road" was like and to buy fruit.  David, Howard and Leonard worked at making the bridge.  I stayed to watch things at camp.  They felled tree to get a log for the bridge and a couple of natives came by and we engaged one of them to bring a couple of horses tomorrow.  Another fellow came and sold us ten bananas.  David and I walked to a large stream ahead and bathed and washed some clothes.  David killed an iguana and using it for bait caught one fish about 10 inches long.  But he couldn't catch any more.  It was time to get supper by the time we returned.  We had soup, pears, coffee, tea, and fish.  We did not accomplish much today.  Perhaps things won't seem so bad in the morning but I'm discouraged tonight.

"January 2, 1951 -


It rained again last night and a little this morning.  We had breakfast and had everything finished up by 8:00 A.M. when we thought we had horses engaged to be here.  Howard and Leonard with the ten gallon can went back to the last creek we crossed and got water.  David and I got dressed to go to La Cruz.  When 9:00 A.M. came and still no horses we walked to the house about a quarter of a mile from here but could get no horses there.  We then walked back along the road hunting for a trail that would lead us to a house that we could see but could find no trail.  We came back and after a conference Howard and David decided to take lunch and blankets and walk to La Cruz.  They left about 10:30 A.M. with bananas, bread, jam and water as lunch.  We boiled some water for drinking and read magazines and played solitaire most of the afternoon.  A spider monkey came through the trees right beside the camp today.  A pair of little parrots perched in a tree almost over the camp for quite a while.  This evening a little pink humming bird came to some flowers at the edge of the camp.  Leonard told of seeing a snake on a fence.  The snake was about four feet long but no larger around than his little finger.  We are all well but much irritated by insect bites which keep us scratching a large part of the time.  There is very little traffic on this "road".  I think only one person passed our camp all day today.

"January 3, 1951 -


We boiled some more water for drinking this morning.  Howard and David got back from La Cruz about noon.  


"We left here about 10:30 after not being able to get horses.  We crossed four little steams.  We tried for two horses but after waiting for forty-five minutes we couldn't get them.  We went on about a mile and went up to a shack on top of a hill and asked the man for two horses to take to La Cruz.  After some dickering we made a bargain for two horses for fifteen Cordobas.  He caught two horses and saddled one.  After saddling one he had to go to another house on the road toward La Cruz to get a saddle for the other one.  Howard riding on the saddled horse and I on the bareback, and the Costa Rican walking.  We went up a steep hill to the house where the saddle was.  While the Costa Rican was putting the saddle on, a lady brought out a faun to show us.  Howard asked how much she wanted for it, she said she wanted twenty pesos.  The fawn was about a foot high and had pretty fawn spots.  With the Costa Rican leading on foot we went up a steep mountain and found that the vehicles could not make it.  With that verdict we proceeded to La Cruz to send a telegram and get groceries.  Upon reaching La Cruz the Costa Rican took the horses and returned to his home.  After getting groceries and sending the telegram it was beginning to get dark, so we headed back for a stream to fix supper.  We opened two cans of Vienna Sausages and divided a loaf of bread, while our fire was boiling water.  After supper was over we went back toward La Cruz to get on top of a hill to sleep.  The ticks were bad but we slept pretty good.  In the morning we went back to the creek to fix breakfast.  Cooked breakfast of oatmeal and had boiled eggs.  After breakfast we walked back to camp getting there just at noon."  The above was related by David.  


"We got packed up and broke camp at 2:30 P.M.  We came back across the first creek with no trouble what-so-ever.  We put the planks down to cross the next creek bed and got over it alright.  Then we came to the last detour we made and where Howard was stuck going out.   Here we filled in the holes with dirt and we came through alright but when I tried to get back on the road it was steep and the tall grass was slick and I couldn't make it.  Howard drove the truck up past the jeep and trailer onto the "road" then we hitched the truck on to the front of the jeep with chain and pulled the jeep and trailer up onto the road.  The next detour was uphill and I knew the jeep and trailer would never make it.  Howard tried to take the truck over but the motor just wouldn't make it, so we hitched the jeep without the trailer onto the truck and together we made it.  Then I took the jeep back and hitched onto the trailer and drove as far straight across the slough as I could then Howard backed the truck back to the slough on the other side and hitched onto the jeep with chains and rope.  He pulled me right on though even though the mud came up over the wheel hubs.  We drove on back to where we camped the first night across the border.  We camped there about 5:30, having made as much in three hours as we made in two days going out. 
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"January 4, 1951 -


We got packed up and started on the road by 8:00 A.M.  We got along fine until we came to the creek where we traveled along the creek bed a ways.  I got almost out on the side and started slipping so we blocked the trailer and unhitched the jeep and went to the top of the slope and hitched on with chains and pulled the trailer up.  I hitched the jeep direct to trailer again and started up the next slope but the jeep soon started slipping again so we unhitched and repeated the chain performance.  Howard got the truck up the first slope but stalled on the second.  I hitched the jeep onto the truck and together they came up.  It was easy the rest of the way back to the border, got there about 10:00 A.M.  It took about a half hour to get our papers in order.  When we got back to the road to San Juan del Sur we found it had been graded.  We drove down it to the place where we left the jeep the other time we went and found that they were building a bridge and we would not be able to pass for another two weeks.  We turned around and stopped to eat lunch.  After lunch we drove to Rivas to catch a train to San Juan del Sur.  On the way we stopped and took baths at a windmill in a pasture.  Upon reaching Rivas we found the last train today had already left.  We did some shopping and came back out of town a little ways and made camp.  

"January 5, 1951 -


We got up about 5:50 A.M. this morning,  had breakfast and Howard and I walked into Rivas and took the 7:10 A.M. train to San Juan del Sur.  In San Juan del Sur we went to see the Grace Lines agent.  We found out the next ship will stop there on the 8th of this month.  The road to San Juan del Sur will not be open for two weeks and so we cannot get on the ship on the 8th and after that one he did not know when the next ship would come.  To load here we would have to unload the truck as the crane on the dock can only lift three tons.  The Grace Lines agent in San Juan del Sur is also the Costa Rican Consul.  He told us that they open the road to Peña Blanca every year.  Last year it was the 15th of January. Upon further questioning we found we had been on the wrong road and that the place the border officials showed us the first time we were down there is the road we should take.  So we have decided to go back down there and wait for them to open the road.  We came back on the afternoon train after checking at the telegraph office for any message from San José.  We rode from Rivas to our camp in a horse drawn cab.   It rained nearly all day so our bedrolls were damp.  We put up the tent this evening so it won't rain on us in the night tonight like it did last night.

"January 7, 1951 -


We got up early this morning.  About 6:30 A.M. Howard, Leonard and David walked to Rivas to catch the train to San Juan del Sur.  Howard wanted to see if there was any message from San José before we head for the woods again.  I stayed with the vehicles to watch things.  A boy stopped and watched me for quite a while and we tried to talk but could not do much.  

"January 8, 1951 - 


We broke camp about 8:30 A.M. and drove into Rivas to buy some more provisions and Howard got some more gasoline.  I saw a little parrot in the market and decided to buy it.  I gave five Cordobas for it.  We fixed a perch in the jeep.  I got some leather to try to make a bolo.  We left Rivas about 10:30 A.M.  We arrived at the border about 11:30 A.M.  We made arrangements for three horses to go ahead and look at the road, then we ate a little lunch.  Right after lunch Howard, David and I got the horses and rode down and across the river and up the other side along a trail.  We went what we judged to be half way to La Cruz.  We talked a little bit with some men on horseback.  They told us that a truck and jeep could not pass that way to La Cruz.  They also told us that men were going to start grading the road from La Cruz to Peña Blanca in eight days.  As best we could understand the road they are going to grade is the one we were on the first time.  It was about 4:30 P.M. when we got back and took the vehicles across the border.  The officials were very nice about it.  We came about a quarter of a mile and the truck got stuck.  We tried a while to get it out but didn't, so we camped right there for the night.

"January 9, 1951 -


After a breakfast, we got the truck out by using chains on the wheels, a plank and rocks and digging with pick and shovel, pulling with the jeep.  When we got it out we packed up and drove on down beside the river.  We parked on a bluff about twenty-five feet high.  The river is about five feet deep here.  The slope is rather steep down to the river but there is a good path.  There are a row of large trees and the wind blows most of the time so it is quite nice.  We set up the tent and did some washing and went swimming.  If it is wasn't for the ticks we would be well fixed.  It was a long time after we went to bed before I went to sleep as the ticks are very bad and they bite and it itches and I scratch and it itches more.  It is really rough.

"January 10, 1951 -


This morning Howard and I walked to Peña Blanca left some letters there which they said they would mail Saturday. As soon as we got back to camp David and I started out looking for bamboo.  We found some on the other side of the river and about a quarter of a mile up the river from camp.  We took off our shoes and crossed the river on big stones in the rapids.  We brought back about all we could carry to use for one thing and another.  This afternoon I fished a little and worked on my bolo a little and started work on a cage for my parrot.

"January 11, 1951 - 


After breakfast David and Leonard went to see whether they caught anything in the dove trap David made yesterday.  As soon as they returned (with empty hands) David and Howard went up the river looking for bait and to do some fishing.  They returned also empty handed.  This afternoon we saw an iguana that must have been two feet long on the bank directly across the river from camp.  We made some gigs for bamboo and took flashlights and went along the bank.  David gigged a crab, and a fish.  I was walking on a ways ahead of Leonard and David when I heard a commotion behind me.  I went back and found they had killed a yard long diamond head snake that had been coiled up on the path I had just come over.  Leonard had nearly stepped on it before he saw it.

"January 12, 1951 -


After breakfast Howard and David went to check the dove trap.  they didn't get any dove but they found a couple of big iguanas.  David stayed to watch them and Howard came back and made a wire noose on the end of a piece of bamboo.  He took this and they got the noose around the tail of the iguana when he was in a hole in a fallen tree.  It was noon by the time they got the two of them skinned.  After a lunch Howard and I went across the river and got some more bamboo.  When we got back with the bamboo I took a bath in the river.  David and Howard fixed up another stick with a noose on the end and went up the river to the crossing and down the other side until they were on the bank opposite our camp.  We had been watching a couple of lizards over there that made the two they caught in the morning look small, and they were about two feet long.  But before they could get close enough to put the noose on, the iguanas dove into the river and hid in the brush along the bank.  They fixed a noose over a tree trunk that the iguanas crawl up, and a small rope attached and I swam out from this bank with more small rope and David threw the other end of the noose rope out to me and I tied them together in the middle.  So then we could tighten the noose from this side of the river.  For supper we had iguana with potatoes and onion, biscuits baked in a cracker box, pears, coffee and tea.  The iguana tastes a lot like chicken.

"January 13, 1951 -


We got up about 8:00 A.M. this morning after a bad night with the ticks.  It also rained a little during the night.  Just as we were finishing breakfast, Howard was still at the stove, Leonard was on his cot, I was on my cot, and David was on his cot.  All of a sudden David let out an exclamation, jumped up and ran out of the tent.  He had been looking in Leonard's direction so I looked under Leonard's cot and followed David out.  As I came around the corner of the tent I saw David had a big piece of bamboo and there were three big snakes right beside the tent.  They were boas of from five to six feet long.  David skinned them and stretched them to dry.  After lunch I walked along the river bank to the crossing and back past a lemon tree that is growing on our hill.  I got a stick with a hook on the end to pull a couple of lemons from high in the tree.  The lemons are not sour but they don't have very much flavor at all.

"January 15, 1951 - Monday


This evening while we were eating supper our friends from the border brought an American to see us.  He has a Chevrolet panel body and is waiting for them to open the road.  He is from Arizona and has been in Costa Rica quite a lot, in fact he has written books about Costa Rica.  He told us his name but none of us got it.  He speaks Spanish fluently and through him we found out there is a variety of shark in the river and lake.  They are dangerous so we will not go swimming any more in the river.  The administrator of Customs offered us a room and the use of showers and toilet in the customs building.  We told him we liked it here and guess we will stay here.  He then told us we could use the showers to take baths in.  We thanked him and accepted.  The American said he would come back tomorrow and teach us some Spanish.

"January 16, 1951 - Tuesday


I spent the most restful night since we have been camped here.  This forenoon our American friend came to help us with our Spanish.  For about the first hour he told us about how much Somosa had done for Nicaragua and how he got into power and necessity of using force sometimes and that Ulate, the president of Costa Rica was a good man except he will not keep a large enough army.  Finally he got around to teaching us a little Spanish.  But he had only begun when a couple of men from Costa Rican side of the border came.  They brought us some cheese.  We sat around and talked until 2:30.  As soon as they left we ate lunch.  We had some of the cheese which is pretty good, something like cottage cheese.

"January 17, 1951 - Wednesday


After breakfast Howard and I walked to Peña Blanca to see if we could get horses to go to La Cruz.  They did not have any to rent so we walked to the ranch across the river but they did not have any to rent either .  It was about 9:30 A.M. when we got back to the camp.  We had only been back a little while when a jeep drove into camp.  It was the Resguardia Fiscal de Costa Rica from La Cruz.  They told us that they had the road open and they had come to help us through to La Cruz.  They told us to be ready by 6:00 A.M. in the morning.  At 12:45 P.M., just as we were finishing lunch they sent word by a man on a horse to be ready to go at 1:00 P.M., only 15 minutes away and we had to break camp.  Although it was quite a little after one we were still ready before they were.  After minor difficulties along the way we got as far as we had been on our first trip out.  Then the truck got stuck in the next slough.  We could not get it out this evening.  The Resguardia went to a house nearby for supper and the night.  Arizona went with them.  We worked until about 11:00 P.M., then went to bed.

"January 18, 1951 - Thursday


After breakfast we partially unloaded the truck and with two Jeeps hooked on we got it out.  We came on down the road about half a mile and the truck got stuck again.  After some work we tried to pull it out with two Jeeps but couldn't.  Arizona started to back his panel truck up to help and a valve key broke and let the valve down into the cylinder.  The captain, the lieutenant, Arizona, and I went in the Resguardia Jeep to La Cruz.  The road is so bad to La Cruz that twice we had to get out and push the Jeep up hills.  We left the vehicles just before noon and it was the middle of the afternoon when we got to La Cruz.  La Cruz consists of about forty houses and a church.  The little store where we stopped rented us a room for three colones per night.  Arizona sent a telegram to Liberia for parts and the captain and he are going to Liberia in the morning.  The parts will be shipped from San José by plane.  We gave the woman in the store an order for groceries as we were almost out.  The captain and the lieutenant came over to our room from the Resguardia station and talked quite a while this evening.

"January 19, 1951 - Friday


It rained some during the night and this morning making the roads even worse than they were before.  Arizona got up at 4:00 to go to Liberia.  After breakfast I walked over to the Resguardia with the lieutenant who can speak a little English and had  a pretty good visit.  From the Resguardia I could look down on the Pacific Ocean.   I loafed most of the day.  Just about dark they returned from Liberia.  It was so late that they decided not to go out to the vehicles until in the morning.

"January 20, 1951 - Saturday


It rained more last night so it took us three and a half hours to come back to the vehicles.  The Jeep had chains but we had to help it up a couple of hills anyway.  When we got here there was a Jeep from Venezuela fixing a place to pass the truck.  We got them to help so we had three Jeeps pulling on the truck but it still didn't come out.  The Venezuela Jeep got past and went on and we unloaded nearly everything out of the truck and pried up the wheel that was down most and put logs under it then with two Jeeps we got it out.  The Resguardia men helped get the heavy boxes back then they all left for La Cruz.  The lieutenant will come back Monday with five new men.  We got the truck all loaded and put up the tent then fixed supper.  The lantern doesn't work so after supper we went to bed at about 7:30 P.M.  This has been a hard day but the truck is on hard ground so we all feel better.

"January 21, 1951 - Sunday


It rained more during the night so the roads are getting no better.  We slept late this morning.  Drove the jeep to the river and got a can of water for cooking.

"January 22, 1951 - Monday


It rained a little during the night, but not much.

"January 23, 1951 - Tuesday


After breakfast Howard, Leonard, Arizona and I walked ahead on the road and fixed a few places that were bad.

"January 24, 1951 - Wednesday


We loafed most of the morning.  Right after lunch Leonard, David, Arizona and I started for La Cruz.  We had only gotten about a mile when we met a soldier from La Cruz with the "casquillos" for Arizona's panel truck so he got out and walked back with them and he and Howard put the panel back in shape while we went on to La Cruz and got groceries.  On the way back we tried to estimate how long it will take us to get to La Cruz. We estimated it would take us from two to three weeks.  It was after five in the evening when we got back to camp.  We got partly packed up before we went to bed.

"January 25, 1951 - Thursday


About 1:00 A.M. a Jeep and empty trailer came up to our camp.  There were three missionaries from San José going to Guatemala.  They spread a canvas on the ground and spent the rest of the night with us.  We all got up early and we took down the tent and moved the Jeep and they went on their way.  About 8:00 we got under way.  We went fine until we got to the river.  I stopped the Jeep in the river and I filled up the water can.  Then I drove on up onto a little peninsula and down into the river over some big rocks in the river and out on the other side without any trouble at all. Arizona came next but could not get out of the river the first time so I unhitched and went back and pulled him up and then went on across again.  Going down into the river again he hung up because the bank was so steep.  So I hitched onto him again and got him through the river and let him go on up.  Howard stopped the same places Arizona did.  The second however was not because he got hung up but because he couldn't get the truck to make the turn in the river.  With the Jeep attached we had not trouble.  From there on I went first then the truck then Arizona.  We went through the river again but only Arizona had any trouble.  Howard hooked on and pulled him out.  We came across the place we fixed a couple of day ago without a bit of trouble.  Then we came to a steep hill and had to unhook the trailer part way up and drive the Jeep on and we came up OK.  I then took the Jeep back and brought Arizona up another hill.  Then we came to a washout.  I got the Jeep and trailer past then we put a plank across for the truck which he crossed without difficulty.  We loaded the plank and went on.  On another hill where there was a curve at the top I had to put the block and tackle on the trailer to pull it up to the top.  Then I took the Jeep back to help the truck and panel up.  The Costa Ricans had built a bridge off to one side so we had to dig a stump out before the truck could make the turn back.  About 4:00 P.M. as we came over a little hill we let out a whoop for there was Cecil on a horse and another fellow on another horse.  He had ridden from San José to La Cruz on a freight truck the day and night before and had come by horse the rest of the way. We came to a couple of creeks that had to be worked on so we stopped on the hill before going down to the creeks.  We set up cots right in the road.

"January 26, 1951 - Friday


After an early breakfast we started working on the "bridges" over the creeks.  We soon crossed the first one.  About mid-morning Howard tried to cross the second one with the Jeep on ahead, but the logs were rotten and he got stuck.  We spent the rest of the day trying to get out.  Finally he backed all the way out so we could get a fresh start at building a bridge.

"January 27, 1951 - Saturday


We got an early start this morning cutting trees for timbers for the bridge.  We finished the bridge in about three hours.  With the Jeep hitched on the front of the truck it went up without any trouble the bridge held together fine and Howard got up enough speed to take the truck to the top of the hill up from the bridge.  Cecil then brought the Jeep back and hitched onto the trailer and went across the bridge and about a third of the way up the hill before it stopped for lack of traction.  We put the rope between the Jeep and the truck at the top of the hill and with the truck pulling the Jeep came on up the hill.  The Jeep then went back and brought the panel up.  In building the bridge we used the planks for part of the planking so the Jeep went back and pulled the planks to the truck on top of the hill.  We buzzed along until we came to the river.  In coming up the hill out of the river we used our regular routine for steep hills.  We came up one hill which had a curve part way up.  We used the block and tackle on the truck with the Jeep pulling the tackle.  Then in bringing the Jeep and trailer up he hitched the tackle on the Jeep and with Man power pulled it up to where the truck at the top could get a straight pull.  Then the Jeep and panel came up.  After other minor difficulties we stopped on top of a hill about 4:00 P.M.  At the bottom of the hill is a bog that must be worked on.  We had bought a couple of fryers from a woman about noon and dressed them then so we had chicken, potatoes and onion stew for supper.  It sure was good.  We went to bed about 9:00 P.M.

"January 28, 1951 - Sunday


It started raining about 11:00 last night.  It drizzled some more this morning so the road was slick and we decided to put up the tent.  We used the last of our flour for pancakes this morning so Howard, Leonard and I hiked to La Cruz for some groceries.  We started about 9:30 A.M.  We got to La Cruz about 11:30.  We figured it was about seven miles.   I bought some paper and envelopes and stamps and then we ordered our dinner.  while we were waiting for them to serve it, I wrote a letter to the folks.  We had a very good dinner of rice, beans, scrambled eggs with onions, small frank steaks, and tortillas.  After we had eaten all we wanted we did our shopping.  Howard bought a pair of shoes and I bought groceries.  We put the groceries into cloth bags which we had brought with us.  We started back about 2:00.  We had come about a mile or two when a Jeepful of men past us.  We found out later that they were on their way to a ranch near Peña Blanca to buy cattle.  The men were out and worked on the bridge ahead of us this morning but they quit at noon.  So the men in the jeep had to cut some saplings and put down so they could cross.  That slowed them up so much that they past our camp only a little before we got back.  Although it rained this morning the road was drier this evening than yesterday.

"January 29, 1951 -  Monday


While Cecil and I were washing the breakfast dishes the rest went ahead and worked on the road a little.  Then we got everything put away and ready to go.  The Jeep went ahead to help the truck when it got stuck in the slough at the bottom of the hill.  Then when the truck could not make the hill on the other side, even with the Jeep to help, we put the block and tackle on and pulled it with Jeep for a ways up the hill, then the Jeep was hitched direct to the truck with the long rope.  After we got the truck to the top we used our regular steep hill routine.  We came quite a ways then built a little bridge of logs and used our steep hill routine once.  Then we came to the bridge the men were working on.  We ate lunch then helped them build the bridge until about 3:00 P.M.  They finished the bridge about 4:00.  We drove across and past a house then struggled up a very bad hill using block and tackle and chains and everything else. When we got to the top we set up camp as the next slough and hill are worse than the one we just came through.

"January 30, 1951 - Tuesday


It rained during the night so we got up late this morning.  We just sat around most of the morning then went down and cut small trees to put in the slough and put branches on the muddy hill.  The road workers came and helped us this afternoon.  

"January 31, 1951 - Wednesday


 It rained a little bit during the night but not much.  About 10:00 we decided to try to make it.  The Jeep and trailer went first.  We had to pull it from almost the bottom of the hill with the block and tackle by hand.  After we got the Jeep and trailer up and on down the road to a level spot we unhitched the trailer and I started fixing lunch while the rest went back and got Arizona and the truck up the hill.  After lunch we came on to La Cruz with a little trouble on some steep hills.  We arrived in La Cruz about 6:00 P.M. and parked the vehicles in an open space across from the Resguardia building.  Then we went to the general store, hotel, shoe factory, restaurant etc. and had supper.  It was good and plenty of it.  We loafed around a little while then went to bed."


We had been trying to officially enter Costa Rica for more than a month.  Part of that time was spent retracing our route.

February 1, 1951 - Thursday


Last night a Nicaraguan lieutenant who was drunk aimed a pistol at our camp and the Tico lieutenant knocked it up just as he fired.  So the bullet whizzed through the air over our camp.  We had gone to bed as it was quite late.  The lieutenants were standing on the porch of the Resguardia building across the street.  


We had hardly finished breakfast when the men at the customs came over and told us they were ready for us to go over to the Resguardia building for the customs examination.  They unloaded about half or a little more from the truck and made a list of the articles we are carrying and sealed the boxes for us to take to San José.  They sealed the trailer and made a list of all the articles we have on it and the Jeep.  When they asked for our passports this morning, Howard found that his wallet had been stolen with his passport, truck papers, and list of articles on the truck.  David killed an opossum last night so we had possum stew for lunch.  Also we had fried platanos.  We bought groceries to keep us eating for a while again.  We finally got off about 4:00 P.M.  A man from Argentina had ridden all the way to Mexico from Argentina on a bicycle planning to ride to the United States, but Mexico would not let him enter so he is on his way back.  He put his bicycle in Arizona's panel and rode with him.  We traveled about ten miles in the next two hours and camped where the grass was short in hopes that there would not be any ticks.  After supper we sang songs until about 9:30.  We got Argentina to sing a couple of his native songs.

February 2, 1951 - Friday


We got off to a fairly early start this morning.  The road was very rocky so the going was slow.  we crossed a couple of rivers and came to Liberia.  We were taken to the Comandancia where they took down our passport numbers and license numbers.  Argentina left us there and went on his bicycle.  we camped about seven miles east of Liberia, in a small savanna.  For supper we had stewed iguana which we killed today.  I saw the iguana on the top of a telegraph pole in the scrub country.  We stopped the Jeep  and I got my machete then we waited until the truck caught up with us.  Then all five of us armed with a machete apiece stood in a circle around the pole.  Cecil then threw rocks at him until he jumped off the pole.  A couple of us swung at him but missed.  He climbed a tree in a small clump.  David climbed it and the lizard crossed to a tree adjoining.  I climbed it and the iguana went back into the first tree then jumped out.  Howard swung at it in the air but missed.  As it ran along the ground Howard hit it with his machete and almost cut its head off.  Howard and I skinned it when we got to the next river.
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February 3, 1951 - Saturday


We got up about 5:30, but were slow and did not get underway until 8:00.  We had to cross two deep rivers.  The first we crossed with some difficulty as it was pretty deep.  The Jeep and trailer got across after much slipping and spinning.  Howard in the truck pulled Arizona through.  At the next big river the Jeep stalled in the middle for lack of traction and the big rocks and wet clutch etc.  Howard brought the truck up in front and we hitched on and he pulled the Jeep and trailer with much spinning to the east bank then went back and pulled Arizona across.  We did not have any trouble with rivers after that.  We ate lunch a few miles west of Cañas.  East of Cañas we found the road  was mostly dust covering large rocks.  The dust slops like water and we could not tell where the rocks were.  About 4:00 Howard suggested we drive through to San José without camping. 
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      Marvin, David, Howard Jr. and Leonard

 Rockwell made the whole trip from U.S.A. to

                       Costa Rica by land.


 We stopped by a river (Rio Sardinal) about 5:00 P.M..  We washed dishes, ourselves and fixed supper.  We had soup, steaks and coffee.  It was 7:00 P.M. by the time we got under way again.  We soon got to the Puntarenas road and better roads.  The plug  that Cecil had fixed for the trailer lights shorted and so we had no lights part of the time until we finally located the trouble.  Other than that we had no trouble at all.  About 1:00 A.M. we stopped and ate guayaba sandwiches and bananas.  We then bid "Hasta la vista" to Arizona arranging to meet him at Customs at 10:00 A.M. Monday.  We arrived at the place where Cecils live at 3:00 A.M. of February 4, 1951.  Three months to the day since we left Fairhope.  We took some things out of the Jeep and threw in some bed rolls and came on to San Pedro where Papas and Howards are living.  We arrived there about 4:00 A.M. and talked until 5, then went to bed for a couple of hours sleep.

CHAPTER THREE

(SEARCHING FOR LAND)


When Hubert, Howard and Cecil had flown to Costa Rica on their exploratory trip they were taken by light aircraft over an area close to the Panamanian border called Cañas Gordas.  They felt that it was a good location.  Later the ones who went to see the land had to fly to Golfito, take the train to Villa Nelly, by jeep up into the mountains and then by horseback over very rough terrain to see the land.  My mother, Clara Rockwell, went as far the the jeep could go.  Along the road which they were traveling they came upon a Bushmaster snake in the road, so they stopped.  My mother got out of the jeep to have a better look at it and the Costa Rican men were very concerned for her safety.   We decided that it was too remote.


While we were looking for land some of the group camped in the coffee drying patios of Sr. Challe's hacienda near Heredia.  We often met there Sundays and Wednesdays for Friends' Meeting. 
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       At the Challe Finca for Sunday Meeting


There was some publicity in the newspapers in Costa Rica about this group of Quakers coming to Costa Rica.  As a result people came offering to sell us land.  Two or three of the group went with them to look at land in various parts of Costa Rica, such as Cañas Gordas near the Panamanian border, Los Chiles de San Carlos near the Nicaraguan border and several places between.


In January of 1951, a man took two of the group to look at some land south east of Tilarán.  When they reported to the group, they said that the land seemed to be fertile and the pastures were green, and looked like good crops but there was a lot of wind.  After discussing it, the group decided not to buy where there was so much wind.  This land is only about 20 miles from the property we bought and named Monteverde.   In fact we have nearly as much wind here but we came to look at the land here in April when we have very little wind. 


I was one of the persons to go and look at some land down the valley from San Isidro del General.  We drove to it in Hubert Mendenhall's Land Rover.  The land was quite hilly and had the Rio General as one of the boundries.  It seemed like pretty good land but at a lower elevation than most of the group wanted.  On the way back we stopped at a man's house who lived near there.  He owned quite a bit of land and his house was large and well furnished.  What impressed me was that the house had a rather high peaked roof which was thatched with cane leaves.  Because of the thatched roof the house was cool and airy and I found it very pleasant.


Another of the places I went to see was near La Suisa de Turrialba.  We found the land very steep.  The man who took us to look at it kept saying: "Muy plano, muy plano" (very level, very level).  A lot of the time we had to hang onto tree trunks to keep from falling down the steep hillside.


We had been living in or near San José for up to six months while looking for land when Mr. Kolinowski approached us to offer us land.  He took two fellows to his farm in Guanacaste.  We told him that we were not interested because we wanted to live at a higher elevation.  In flying between Guanacaste and San José he had seen this sort of shelf on the side of the mountain here.  He found out who owned the title2 to the land and obtained an option on a large area of it, then came up and obtained options for some of the larger squatter holdings.  Then he came to us again and on April 19th 1951 he brought John Campbell, Hubert Mendenhall and Howard Rockwell up by horseback from Guacimal where they left his jeep.  They looked around and liked what they saw.  When they reported to the rest of the group on their return,  they described going through the dry brown countryside and then arriving up here near the mountain top where everything was green and fresh.  We decided that it sounded good so we made a deal with him.  

CHAPTER FOUR

(LAND PURCHASE AND THE MOVE)


 On May 7, 1951 we signed a contract for 2,000 manzanas(3400 acres) of land up the mountain from Guacimal for four hundred thousand colones, about forty six thousand five hundred dollars at the exchange at that time.  An excerpt from a letter written by Arthur Rockwell says:


"We have bought about 3,400 acres about         100 miles northwest of San José.  It is about 23 miles east of the Pan American highway and on the Pacific slope of the mountain range.  The elevation is 4,400 feet up to about 5,500.  It is good volcanic soil and mostly covered with virgin timber of high quality.  Squatters have occupied a considerable area of it and made some improvements such as clearing, putting into grass and some other crops.  


A small saw mill and trapiche for making dulce (sugar) are the improvements on one place.  The land owner from whom we are buying has bought out all these squatters so we will have a clear title. The Guacimal River runs through our land and furnishes power for the saw mill and trapiche."


Before we started moving up to our new home, we had baby showers for the Guindons.  The women had one for Lucille and the men had one for Wilford.


There was an oxcart trail from Guacimal to the site and with some work with picks and shovels we were able to take the jeeps up.  On May 10, 1951, two jeeps went with several of the men of the group to the land we had bought to look it over.  Some of them bought horses, cows and a yoke of oxen and oxcart.  Ted Harkey and David Rockwell stayed to take care of the stock which had been purchased.  They were the first to stay on the land after we bought it.  On May 16th the group gathered at the "finca" where part of the group had been staying while we looked for land.  There were various names suggested for our new community and we finally came to a consensus to name it Monteverde. The next day Hubert Mendenhall with his Land Rover and Cecil Rockwell with his Jeep and trailer took four of us young men and some tools and other goods to Monteverde.  Leonard Rockwell later related the following:  "I rode with Hubert up the mountain.  We were driving along one of the narrow stretches of road when the Rover hit a rock and jumped sideways and left one of 

the wheels hanging over the edge.     Hubert was afraid to try to back it onto the road so they jacked up the front end and pushed it back onto the road."  


I remember that Lawrence and I were riding with Cecil in his jeep and pulling his 4-wheel tandem trailer.  About 1 kilometer up the road from the crossing of the Guacimal River the road gets steep and very muddy.  Cecil's jeep could not pull the trailer up that hill, so we unhooked it and transfered some things out of the trailer into the jeep and Cecil went on up to Monteverde leaving Lawrence and I to stay with the trailer until the next day.


Some of the household goods were loaded in the jeeps and trailers and hauled from the San José area to Monteverde.  Some of it was hauled in Howard Rockwell's truck to Guacimal and transferred to the jeeps, trailers and ox carts to finish the trip to Monteverde.  


The following is from my mother, Clara D. Rockwell's diary:


May 29, 1951


"After about 2 hours in bed we got up and made coffee and cooked eggs so were ready to start by 2 o'clock as planned but the folks in the house were 45 minutes late as their alarm clock failed them.  Arthur and I rode in the jeep with Cecil and the dogs.  We got along pretty well till Cecil's fan belt broke.  Hubert unhitched from his trailer 

and went about 2 hours drive to Puntarenas and back for a new belt.  Later Hubert had a flat tire, when we turned off the highway, they put chains on all four wheels of each jeep before going on in to Guacimal which was about 10 miles.  We got that far allright but had considerable difficulty coming on and finally had to leave Cecil's trailer beside the road and David stayed with it,  some of the way the road was soft and some places slippery, other places narrow and rocky, and many steep slopes coming up the mountain, many beautiful views out across the lower land to the Gulf of Nicoya and beyond.  It was near 9:30 P.M. when we finally got to the farm.  Huberts went to their tent which they had already set up on a floor with 2 or 3 foot wall.  We set up cots in a little room in the house.  Marvin and Leonard let us use their cots.  We were very tired riding over rough roads etc."


May 30, 1951


"Hubert and Cecil started out with jeeps and one trailer to get the things off of Cecil's trailer, when they got to it they found David had cut his knee very badly with his machete, so Cecil took him to Puntarenas to a doctor, they took him to the hospital and said he should stay in bed there for 5 days.  In the mean time Hubert and the boys that went with him loaded the things out of Cecil's trailer into Hubert's jeep and trailer and started back but could not make it without the other jeep to help on the steep or bad places, so had to leave the trailer."


May 31, 1951
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"The man with the oxcart left this morning to go to Guacimal to get a load off of the truck which left the finca 24 hours after the jeeps with trailers.  Hubert and some of the boys went with his jeep to get his trailer, unloaded some things into jeep to lighten the trailer.  Cecil came up behind the truck parked for the night about 10 o'clock last night and slept in his jeep then came on with them and helped them through some of the bad places.  They got nearly to Guacimal and were nearly across the bridge over the Guacimal river when the bridge broke in the middle letting the back end of the truck down with the front wheels on the bank, but it went down so easy it did not damage the truck or anything in it.  Hubert knocked the plug off the bottom of the differential on a rock and let the oil out so Lawrence walked home and he and Marvin got on two horses and took oil and gasoline, etc. so altogether it was very late when they got home, 11 or 12 o'clock." 
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One of the best houses on the land we bought was that of Rubén Ugalde which was where the cheese factory is now.  As we moved up many including my parents stayed some nights in this house, until they could move into other accommodations.  A memorable incident occurred when my parents and I arrived and stayed a few days in this house.  One morning when we entered the kitchen we saw a green snake coiled in one corner.  We found later that it was poisonous but quite sluggish therefore not very dangerous.  


Several of us built platforms and put tents on them and lived in them for some months.  After several months of use, these tents began to leak from the heavy rains.  One family decided to put a  mixture of paraffin and kerosene on the tent to make it waterproof for a while longer.  They were heating the mixture on the stove when it caught fire and burned the tent, platform and a lot of their belongings.  Others covered the tents with aluminum roofing when the tents started leaking.   Some of the group moved into the shacks which the squatters had built on their farms.  
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Rubén Ugalde's house


There was a saw mill on our land which we kept busy most of the time sawing out boards for the platforms and later for houses.  The sawmill was run by water power, which was not very strong, and the carriage was moved forward by prying with a bar. We had to go very slowly or by little jerks or it would stall the saw. When that happened we had to take the bar and pry the carriage back to let the saw get started again.  


Don Mott was operating one time and got his hand into the saw.  Later as part of a Literary program he was telling anecdotes and said that just after he cut off a finger in the saw, David came by and asked him what happened.  In explaining how it happened he stuck his hand in again and cut off another finger.  Another anecdote he told was that he and I were having coffee.  He took his and I took mine and put 10 spoons of sugar in it then began to drink it.  He asked me why I didn[t stir it up, and I replied that that would make it too sweet.

One of the best squatter's houses was that of Rubén Ugalde.  It was usually the first place that a family slept in when they were moving up to Monteverde.  It was used for some time as the  Friends' Meeting House.


When we first arrived the principal concern was to get food growing and shelter.  Then we began the process of dividing the land.  We named committees to divide the land into farms and appraise the value of the farms.  Most of the farms were divided either by the boundaries which squatters had established or by natural boundaries.  In setting the value of the farms, the committee inspected the farm and estimated the amount of land which was in forest, the amount cleared, the amount which was level enough to use machinery,  any buildings or permanent crops such as coffee.  Then each family indicated which farm they preferred.  There was only one farm which two families prefered, and one family voluntarily transferred their application to another farm.
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Arthur and Clara Rockwell in front of their first house.


The farm which my father, Arthur Rockwell chose had the best house on any part of the land which we bought,  It was one of the five houses in the whole area which had glass in some of the windows.  The wife and mother of the family had cancer and was not expected to live very long so my father told them that they might stay in the house as long as she lived.


On June 18, 1951 some of the men of the group rode horseback to Guacimal and met our lawyer and the men we dealt with who came by jeep from San José.  We finally signed all the papers and paid the squatters for their land (or quote: "improvement" of the land).  It had been more than a month since we had signed the first contract and many of the group had moved onto the land.  It turned out to be quite an eventful day.  The wife of one of the squatters died.  Her husband had accomanied the group to Guacimal, so their son José and I went on our horses to get his father and return.  José's mother had had cancer for quite long time and so it was no surprise when she died.  Then in the afternoon we had an earthquake which made the dishes rattle and the tents and houses shake.  The next day three engineers and their driver coming up by jeep ran off the road and rolled down the mountainside.  Two of them were injured and were taken back to San José and the others came on up and started surveying the land.


Eleven families and four single men, (a total of forty four persons) first came up and founded Monteverde.3  Of these there were four who only stayed some weeks.  Betty Starbuck came in a few weeks and she and Lawrence Osborn were married August 22, 1951.  The first Freinds' marriage in Monteverde.


We started having Town Meeting almost immediately.  Here are excepts from the first one held July 19, 1951:


The first Monteverde Town Meeting convened 7-19-1951.  Arthur Rockwell was appointed president and Mary Mendenhall, secretary.  The first item under discussion was dulce.  It seems that there is cane ready to cut any time now and a rather continuous supply in prospect so it was decided to ... make it as needed ...  Marvin Rockwell was appointed to have charge of the trapiche.  The dulce will be sold through Cecil at the pulpería or at his house.  ...


It was reported that some patches of potatoes have blighted and will have to be dug now.  ...  The original plan was for consumers to pay the community for produce which had been purchased as a cash crop from the squatters such as potatoes, corn and dulce.  ...  Lawrence Osborn is charge of crops, reported that besides potatoes to dig, there is work to be done cleaning cane and corn.  Adan4 is working at this now and it would be good if anyone with any time could help him.


One of the most pressing needs is to keep the sawmill running full time.  Ted Harkey was appointed to have charge of this.


The possibility of having a weekly work chart made so everyone would know where he was needed most and could allot his time more efficiently was discussed.  ...


Responsibility for feeding the oxen and, as far as possible, scheduling them for use, was delegated to Roy Butgereit.


It was decided that Arthur, Ted, and Cecil should divide and purchase three heifers bought by the community and Dorothy will take the chickens.


Zamora's are moving from a house near by, and Lawrence's request to use the house was granted.  It was agreed that Town Meeting be a weekly affair for the present, & we will try having it at 7 P.M. each 4th-day.                 

Meeting adjourned.


We appointed a committee to go over the land and divide it into farms.  The boundries were some as the farms of the squatters and some by natural division as creeks or river.  Since the road was so bad we thought that we should have an airstrip for emergencies and possibly as a means of general transportation.  In dividing the land we set aside a stip of land which we thought would serve as an airstrip.  We also set aside a lot for our schoolhouse and meetinghouse grounds and a cemetery.  There was quite a large tract of land at the headwaters of our little river, which is really the beginnings of the Guacimal River. We decided it should be left in forest as a watershed to insure a good quanity and quality of water in the river.


Then we appointed a committee to evaluate the farms taking into consideration amount of level land which we considered tillable and the amount of clearing which had been done.  We also estimated the buildings and other constructions, such as the sawmill, trapiche etc.






CHAPTER FIVE

(GETTING STARTED)


Soon after arriving in Monteverde the local community found out that I had been in the Army Medical Corps in the Second World War and had received some medical training.  The nearest doctor was 6 or more hours away in Puntarenas.  As a result our neighbors started having me treat their health problems.  I sutured many cuts, treated infection, gave injections, put casts on broken arms etc.  We had met a good doctor in San José and he gave me prescriptions or drugs which I needed to treat people.  A pharmacist signed the neccesary papers for me to get permission to sell pharmaceutical supplies.  I was living with my parents and they let me use a small room in their house as a "Botica" (small drug store).


The first serious cut which I had to sutur occurred when a man came and asked me to acompany him to his home in La Cruz, which is a settlement about 5 miles from Monteverde.  He told me that his son had cut his foot very badluy.  I took suttures, alcohol, cotton, bandages tc. and went with him.  I found that his son was a boy of about 8 years  of age who had cut his foot with an axe.  I did not have an anesthetic and the boy had to bear the pain while I was putting in the stitches.  As I always did when treating people, I asked God for his help.  I was sweating profusely by the time I finishd.  The boy endured the pain without making a sound.  I returned every day for some days to dress the wound and thanks to God's help it healed rapidly.


One day Don Benjamín González, a man who had a farm a few miles down the road from Montverde, brought one of his sons of about 10 years of age.  The boy had fallen and the wheel of the oxcart had run over his arm and broken both bones in two places.  I had two persons hold his arm while I did the best I could to allign the bones and I put a caste on the arm and told Don Benjamín to take his to a doctor.  Time past and then they brought the boy to have the caste taken off.  They had not taken him to a doctor but with God's help the bones had healed straight with no infection.


On one of my trips to San José I drove a short distance from the road to the house of Don Pablo Loría in Guacimal.  When I returned to the road to continue the trip to San José Patricio Sancho stopped me.  His daughter had fallen fromthe porch of his house and fractured her arm during the short time I had been at Don Pablo's house.  Using materials available I put a splint of the arm.  Many years later I stopped at the gasoline station and restuarant at La Irma de Abangares to put gasoline in my car and drink a carbonated bevorage.  The young man who waited on me for a drink kept looking at me for a while then asked if I was "Don Marvin".  I said that I was and then he told me that his mother had told him many times about the time when I had put a splint on her arm.


As we had set aside an "airstrip" we cut the trees on it and I started taking flying lessons.  My instructor was Clarence Martin who lived in Barrance and had an airstip on his farm there.  He also was farming land on the Nicoya peninsula where he raised cotton, so he had airplanes for fumigating etc.  On one of our flights we came up over Monteverde and made a mock approach to the "airstrip", which still had the stumps on it.  We did not approach very close and decided that was enough.  I gave the motor more gas but we continued to lose altitude.   We turned around and left the area, and then analysed what was happening.  The prevailing winds come from the north-east, hit the mountains, are deflected up over the top and then come down.  They would push a plane into the ground.  Also the end of the strip was right at the edge of the cliff.  After that occurance we in Monteverde decided that we could not have an airstrip so we never cleared the stumps of the "strip".  The Geodetic Survey we taking aerial photographs mapping Costa Rica.  I had a chance to see some of those photograpphs and the "airstrip" was very visible and measurable.  As a result the airanautical maps of Costa Rica show an airstip in Monteverde.  At least now it is marked as abandaned, and fortunately no one has ever tried to land on it.


In 1952 my parents went back to the United States  for a visit.  When they returned to Costa Rica in October, which is usually the rainiest month,  they began their trip back to Monteverde in my brother Cecil's 4-wheel drive truck.  Part of the Pan American Highway was still not paved.  When they turned off the Pan American they stopped and put chains on all four wheels.  Even with chains they got stuck but after shovelling mud and putting rocks in the ruts were able to continue.  The road became impassable before they got half way from the highway to Monteverde.  They stopped at Pablo Loría's home near Guacimal.  Cecil started walking up the road toward Monteverde and after a few miles he borrowed a horse from Ruben Ugalde.  Don Ruben was one of the farmers whose land we purchased to form Monteverde.  After a few more miles we met as I was coming down with horses to meet them.  Cecil took his own horse from there and I brought the horse he was riding back and returned it to Don Ruben.  By the time I arrived at Pablo Loría's house it was late at night and everyone had gone to bed.  I laid down to sleep in a hammock on the porch and my neice Kathryn, who had come down from Monteverde with me,  went to sleep in the cab of Cecil's truck.  Next morning we rode horses the 13 miles to Monteverde.  My father was 74 years old and my mother 67 years old at that time.

There was quite a little sugar cane on the land which we purchased to found Monteverde and some of us planted more.  In 1953 the Howard Rockwell family made their first "dulce" (the brown sugar blocks) in their "trapiche" (the pans and furnace for boiling down the sugar cane juice).  I moved my "botica" into a section of Cecil Rockwell's "pulpería" ( a small general store).


Several persons came and were residents of Monteverde for a time, among them were:  Roy Butgreit, 1951/5;  Wayne and Marg Olrich, 1951;  Bert Howard, 1951.  The first marriage in Monteverde was Lawrence Osborn to Betty Starbuck.  Chase Conover and the Don Mott family lived in Monteverde for a time also.  Reuben and Helenbelle Rockwell came while we were looking for land but went back to the United States before moving up, then returned in 1957 and lived here while constructing the hydroelectric plant.
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        Howard Rockwell's Trapiche

CHAPTER SIX

(PRODUCTORES DE MONTEVERDE, S. A.)

We considered what we could produce as the principal source of income for the majority in the community.  Since the road was so bad it had to be something of high value for its weight and not too perishable.  Three of the families had dairy farms in the United States before coming to Costa Rica.  The possiblitiy of making cheese was considered even before we came to Costa Rica and one couple visited a cheese factory in Wisconsin.  Analyzing these factors we decided that cheese would be the product.  With that in mind we purchased 50 purebred Guernsey heifer calves from dairy herds in the Central Valley and brought them up in jeeps and trailers.  These would start producing milk about October or November 1953.  


In July of 1952 the community met to discuss the founding of the entity to manufacture the cheese.  Hubert Mendenhall was in correspondence with Oscar and Margaret Montien who were in Japan where he was managing a milk processing plant for an American company.  They came to Costa Rica by way of the United States where he took a short course in cheese making at Iowa State College.   It was decided to form a cooperative to be called "La Cooperativa de Monteverde" and a board of directors was named.  The board met a few times but in April 1953 because of a shortage of members and the laws regarding cooperatives in Costa Rica they decided to form the company as a corporation.  

On May 15, 1953 the documents were signed to form Productores de Monteverde Sociedad Anonima with a capital of 50,000 colones1 .  Eight persons,  Hubert Mendenhall, John Campbell, Wilford Guindon, Oscar Montien, Lawrence Osborne, Arthur Rockwell, Abner Rockwell and Howard Rockwell M. were the founding shareholders. 
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The cheese factory building under construction.

The leveling of the land and construction of the building for the cheese factory was started in 1953.  My nephew Leonard Rockwell and my father Arthur Rockwell made some drawing for the building.  Later David Campbell prepared the plans and supervised the construction.  The production room had wooden walls, cement floor and galvanized iron roofing.  The cold rooms for aging the cheese had double walls with wood shavings for insulation.  The building also had one small room for a laboratory and another for an office.  Next to the building we placed a wood burning boiler to produce steam. 

This was a constant headache for Oscar because it was not often that he had dry wood to burn in it.  In spite of the problem it was used until 1971 when a diesel burning boiler was installed.  April 7, 1954 was the first day that they received milk and made cheese.  The milk was pasteurized and the cheese made in a 200 gallon vat.  The vat had double walls in order to run steam in to heat the milk in order to pasteurize it, then cold water to cool the milk down to about 100 degrees before introducing the bacterial culture and rennet.  The milk and then the curd was stirred by hand with a wooden paddle.  This stirring had to be nearly constant, so Oscar or a helper were kept busy. they only took occasional breaks to go out and stoke the boiler.  
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The used wood burning boiler 1954.


The first molds were Quaker Oats cans with punched holes and turned wooden disks to press into the cans.  The cheese press was a wooden trough  on an incline with a heavy spiral spring and a house jack to produce the pressure.   The first week's production was 350 pounds.  




The Montverde School children visited on first day of production.  This is the press with Quaker Oats can molds.


In the year 1951, after much pondering and seeking to know the right, Abner Rockwell and family decided to move to the mountains in Costa Rica, following their son, Eston, and wife and several other families who had gone the year before.  Abner worked part time at the dairy plant from the beginning and was a successful manager there the last five years of his life.  It seems quite a coincidence that he found himself in the business of making butter and cheese as his father and grandfather had done in New York state many years before.


During the first months of operation all of the milk was produced by members of the community of Monteverde and the amount was so small that cheese was made every other day.  The reception of our cheese in the markets in San José was good and the demand Exceeded production.  Our neighbors saw the possibility of a market for their milk and a steady income and they began asking the company to buy their milk.  They were accepted if they could meet our standards of cleanliness and milk quality.  After a short time we decided that if our Costa Rican neighbors were selling their milk to the company, they should be given the oportunity to own shares.  Many of them became shareholders.


With the addition of milk from our Costa Rican neighbors production increased rapidly.  By 1960 we were receiving more milk from outside the community than from within the community.    During the rainy season of 1964 the volume of milk received was so great that we had to increase from two to three batches of cheese per day in the 200 gallon vat.
Hubert Mendenhall had the only electrical generator in the area and it was operated by water power.  Since the water power was also used to operate the little saw mill, the generator only operated part of the time.  Because of this it was difficult to keep the proper temperature in the cold rooms where we aged the cheese.  


In 1958 Reuben Rockwell and his son David brought a larger generator from Alabama.  They set it up to be powered by water taken from the river along a ditch on the hillside.  The ditch was at a sufficient distance to provide the required drop to turn a pelton wheel to operate the generator.  They were then able to furnish electrical current for the cheese factory and the rest of Monteverde as well.  This meant that the cheese factory now had electricity 24 hours per day except of course when there was a slide in the ditch or some other problem which occasionally interrupted service.  This plant also supplied electricity to the villages of Santa Elena and Cerro Plano until 1981 and the community of Monteverde until 1991.  When there was no electricity for the cheese factory they had to use a gasoline motor connected by a belt to the water pump of the vat which circulated hot or cold water in the jacket to regulate the temperature of the milk or curd in the process of manufacture of the cheese.  This made a terrible noise in the plant.


During most of the first year I did the marketing.  I had a Fargo Power Wagon in which I transported the cheese.  I gradually established a sort of route and regular customers.  I made trips about once a month.  Then Eston Rockwell did most of the selling of the cheese.  He had to increase the number of trips to about every three weeks.  By 1958 production had increased to the point that this method of selling the cheese was not adequate, conse-quently I sold my farm in Monteverde and contracted with Productores de Monteverde S. A. to distribute the cheese.  
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Marvin's Thames van, first delivery van with Monteverde sign
on the side.  1959.


I rented a garage in Barrio Amon, San José, set up a camp cot and an electric hot plate in the back of the garage and took on the selling of Queso Monteverde full time.  Soon I rented an apartment and then bought Oscar and Margaret Montein's house in Monterrey Montes de Oca, near San José.  I started making trips into the southern zone of Costa Rica selling Monteverde cheese in various places to the Panamanian border including some of the Banana Company commissaries near Golfito.  I also sold cheese to stores in Puerto Limón.  I shipped the cheese on the railroad as there was no road connecting San José and Puerto Limón.  In 1966 I started making trips to Managua, Nicaragua and sold the Monteverde Cheese in Nicaragua as well as in Costa Rica.  There were some outstanding bills for cheese sold in Nicaragua which I was never able to collect, and I had to stand the lose.


When I took my family to the United States and quit selling the cheese.  The Hubert Mendenhall family moved to a farm on the side of Barba Volcano above Coronado. Hubert and Phillip Mendenhall took over the distribution of the cheese the first of October 1967.  They distributed the cheese for a short time.  Then Compañia Madre Selva distributed the cheese until 1972.


Carlos Arias organized the company Caroma Sociedad Anonima and contracted to distribute the cheese in 1972 and has been the principal distributor to the present.
CHAPTER SEVEN
EARLY YEARS


In the 1950s the road sometimes became impassable in the rainy season.  At any time of the year the trip to or from San José was quite a challenge.  I would leave San José in the early hours before daybreak in the hopes of arriving in Monteverde before the afternoon rains.


From the "Family Album, Vol. V" I quote:  "The heavily loaded truck slowly grinds it way up the narrow mountain road.  Rain falls steadily.  The road becomes more and more difficult.  Now it approaches a stretch where the perpendicular cliff rises on the one side, and falls away just as steeply on the other.  It almost seems as if the road slopes a little toward the outer edge.  There is no way around.  The driver carefully urges the truck ahead.  He is thankful for the good deep ruts that hold the truck from slipping.  Now, at last, he is through the worst and can relax a little as he continues on his way home."  There was one place which we called "white turn" where I had to back toward the cliff edge with my Fargo PowerWagon in order to negociate the turn and continue up the hill.  Sometimes when the road was very slippery I would ask the passangers to get out and walk up around the turn so that if the truck went over the edge only the driver would be in it.  Fortunately that never happened.   


One year the rainy season was so hard on the road that for about a month I could not bring the Power Wagon up the mountain even with four-wheel drive, chains on all the wheels and winch.  As a result I had to transport goods up the mountain by horseback.  I borrowed horses from various families in the community and had five or six horses which I drove up the mountain from La Siera de Abangares, a distance of about 20 miles.  One of the horses which I borrowed was called Sam and belonged to Wilford Guindon.  He was stubborn and always walked at the very edge of the road.  On one occasion I had 200 pounds of rice on his pack, one on each side of the saddle frame and covered with a piece of tarp to keep the rain off.  He was walking at the very edge of the road and a barb of the barb-wire fence snagged one of the sacks of rice.  The rice started dribbling out and out of the corner of his eye he saw this white stuff.  He started going in circles trying to get away from it and throwing rice all over the road.  I had to catch him and stuff something in the hole to stop the rice from coming out and continue to Monteverde.  On another occasion I had two sacks of sugar on him.  Just before arriving in Montevrde there was a very steep muddy hill which we called Trapiche Hill.  One side of the road was steep up to the top and the other side steep down to the creek.  Sam was walking along the edge as usual and the dirt gave away and he went rolling down the very steep hillside.  He landed in the creek with his feet in the air and a sack of sugar on each side in the water.  I had to cut the cinch and pull one sack of sugar away enough to allow him to get up.  We managed to salvage quite a bit of the sugar but it was rather syrupy. 


The first marriage in Monteverde under the care of the Monthly Meeting was Lawrence Osborn to Betty Starbuck.  The next year they went to San José for the birth of their first baby.  They were returning to Monteverde with me in my truck when we got stuck in the mud on what we called "Coffee Hill" about 7 miles from Monteverde.  I came on up on foot to get help.  They spent the night in the truck and I came down in the morning with help and got the truck out and on up to Monteverde.


In 1953 the Howard Rockwell family made their first dulce in their trapiche.  Marvin Rockwell moved his botica into a section of Cecil Rockwell's pulpería.


In the early years of Monteverde about half of the residents were descendents of Lorenzo Rockwell and usually on January First we had a Rockwell Reunion.  As a result the rest of the community decided to have their own reunion.  Which they called the Non-Rockwell Reunion.  Their patriarch was Ebanezer Non-Rockwell and everyone in the community had a good time.


In 1956 as Arthur, Clara and Marvin Rockwell were on their way to the United States they met Arnold, Mildred and Leonard Hoge on the road in Guatemala.  Glen and John Rockwell came at the same time and drove Arnold's pickup while Arnold drove his big International truck.  Glen Rockwell was on his way to Monteverde to join his parents Abner and Irma.  John was returning home in Monteverde after attending Olney Friends' Boarding School in Barnesville Ohio.  Arnold & Mildred Hoge were a very valuable part of the community for many years.  For a couple of years Arnold grew wheat and had a threshing machine.

Reuben and David Rockwell brought a second hand generator from Alabama and Reuben did a lot of rebuilding on it.  They installed it in Lindora and started distributing electricity in Monteverde in 1957.  Reuben and Helenbelle returned to the United States and left David to run the plant.
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The Rockwell generator in La Lindora


In 1956 Eston and Mary Rockwell and children went for a year to work on Clarence Martin's cotton plantation on the peninsula of Nicoya.  While they were there the young people of Monteverde held a "retreat" with them.


In 1958 and 1959 Eston worked with Hubert's bulldozer building road around the sides of the hills instead of going over the tops as the original "road" did.  It made the trip down the mountain much easier.
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Friends’ School in Monteverde about 1955

When the group of us moved from Fairhope Alabama to Costa Rica, among the group was Mary Mendenhall who taught the Friends' School in Fairhope.  When we arrived in Costa Rica she continued to teach school to the children of the group in Costa Rica.  We have maintained the Friends' School in Monteverde.  Now many of the studants are Costa Rican because they want for their children to have a bilengual education.


Some of the young folks participated in the Peace Corps  and  American Friends Service Committee Work Camp.  Amongst them were Carol Mendenhall who went to Peru and Leonard Hoge who went to Panama with the Peace Corps.  Ellen Rockwell went to Mexico in January of 1959 and worked in a Friends' Work Camp.  Paul Rockwell who went to Mexico to Friends' Work Camp, as did his sisters Ellen and Jeanette but her time was shortened by sickness at home, where she was needed.  Doris Rockwell, went to Colegio (high school) in Grecia and then completed it at Scattergood School in Iowa.  Ellen Rockwell went on to Nurses' training in San José, after being the Monteverde Friends School's first high school graduate.

CHAPTER EIGHT

GROWTH


When I took on the selling of the cheese full time, it presented a new dimention for Monteverde.  I sold my farm in Monteverde and bought my brother Cecil Rockwell's Fargo Power Wagon.  I rented a garage in Barrio Amon, San José.  It was long enough to hold two cars, so I set up a cot and bought an electric hotplate and sort of camped in the garage.  I lived this way for a few months, then rented an apartment around the corner from the garage.  


Oscar and Margaret Montien had purchased a house in Monterey, Montes de Oca, a suburb of San José when he was working for the Cooperative "Dos Pinos".  When they moved back to Monteverde I bought thier house in Monterey.  It became the center for people in Monteverde when they went to San José.  We installed amateur radio equipment in my house in Monterey and in Monteverde.  I got a licence with the call letters of TICQ and TECQ.  The CQ came from "Colonia Quakero".  We tried to make contact at least once a day.  There were no telephones in or near Monteverde until the 1980s.  Quite often persons from Monteverde would stay at my house when they made the trip to San José.


I had Marco Antonio Hidalgo-Rojas helping me selling the cheese in 1961.  One evening I went to his house to make arrangements for the tips we were to make the following day.  His mother was taking care of a little boy of about one and a half years.  He was undernurished and in need of love and care.  His mother came to see him about once a month.  I asked Doña Dora where his mother worked and went to see her.  She could see the advantages her son would have if I adopted him.  Because she loved him she signed papers allowing me to adopt him.  I then went to the Patronato de Infancia and they sent a social worker out to interview me and see my home.  They approved the adoption.  I took him home and started giving him vitamins and calcium and good diet, because at 18 months his baby teeth were decaying.  The adoption became effective June 1, 1962 with his name then Henry Rockwell-Hall.  I had been taking care of him already about six months. His birthday was May 23, 1960.  I had a panel truck in which I delivered the Monteverde Cheese.  I fixed a little bed behind the driver's seat and Henry accompanied me all the time.


In the late 1950s Lewis and Faye Walmsley moved from La Jolla California to Monteverde.  They purchased a farm in Cerro Plano about half a mile from Monteverde.  He was a horticulturist and planted ornamental plants.  They wanted to adopt a little girl from a very poor family.  I was able to help them some in translating and contacting the  correct authorities.  She became their  daughter Margarita Walmsley.  About 1961 they rented a house behind the International Airport El Coco near Alajuela as a location from which to sell the plants he was raising in Monteverde.  


Faye became very good friends with a girl by the name of Flory Salas who lived the second house down from the one they had rented.  Faye told Flory that she was such a good girl she should have a good husband.  In June 1962 Faye invited Flory and Henry and I to Sunday dinner.  I think it was love at first sight.  With some setbacks our romance developed and we were married January 12, 1963.  We went through the procedure of Flory adopting Henry and he became Henry Rockwell-Salas.  Our second son, Arthur Robert, was born January 25, 1965.  We named him for my father, Arthur Robert Rockwell.  Our third son was born December 29, 1966 and we named him Steven Edward.


Early in 1967 Malcolm Campbell, brother of John Campbell, came to Costa Rica to visit.  He and I had been very close friends when we were boys in Fairhope Alabama.  After visiting some in Monteverde Malcolm went with me selling cheese so he could see more of Costa Rica.  He had married Jean Van Leer.  Mr. Van Leer, his son Ted, his daughter Jean, his daughter-in-law and son-in-law had formed a company, Van Leer Chocolate Corp., and started making chocolate in 1949.  Malcolm happened to mention to me that one of their salesmen was going to retire.  Since Flory did not speak very much English and we were living near San José, the boys were not learning much English.  I decided to apply for the job of chocolate salesman and take the family to the United States so the boys would learn English.  I wrote to Mr. Van Leer and he offered to pay half my air fare to go up for an interview.  I went and he gave me the job.  My territory was from West Virginia to Kansas & Nebraska and from Kentucky & Missouri to the Canadian border.  Indiana was about the center of the territory and my niece Jeanette, my brother Cecil's daughter lived in Mooresville, just outside of Indianapolis, we decided to move there.  Since Jeanette had lived in Monteverde several years and spoke Spanish, Flory would have someone she could communicate with until she learned English.


I turned the selling of the Monteverde cheese over to Hubert and Phillip Mendenhall.  We moved to Indiana in December 1967.


Cecil Rockwell wanted to move to an area near San José so a Cooperative was organized to buy his store in Monteverde.  Its name is Cooperativa Multiple de Santa Elena de Monteverder R. L.  It now has various subdivisions including a craft production and sales group, a coffee processing plant and roaster, three supermarkets, a hardware and farm supply store and a savings and loan.
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Marvin, Flory and son Henry 1963

CHAPTER 9

CONSERVATION


George and Harriet Powell came to Monteverde about 1969.  George wanted to do research for his doctorate in ornithology and Harriet to teach in our Monteverde Friends School.  Some people were going through Monteverde and over the mountain and claiming land and started clearings.  George found such a variety of habitats along the continental divide along the upper edge of Monteverde that were being endangered by the clearings that he along with Wilford Guindon felt the need to establish a nature reserve to protect the environment.   In 1972 they approached the Centro Científico Tropical to see if they would be receptive to this idea.  They accepted the responsibility of organizing and administering such a reserve. 


Up to the time we were considering the passing of the responsibility for guarding the watershed we had set aside to the Centro Cientifico Tropical, the title had been left in Hubert Mendenhall's name.  We had to have a legal entity to do business with the CCT so we organized a corporation to hold the title to the watershed.  On August 16, 1974, Bosqueterno Sociedad Anonimo came into being.  The 10,000 shares were distributed among the original founders of Monteverde according to the amount of land which they had purchased.


With donations from individuals and various organizations such as the World Wild Life Fund and Nature Conservancy they purchased 800 acres (328 hectares) for the beginning of the Reserva Biológica Bosque Nuboso Monteverde. In 1975 Bosqueterno Sociedad Anonima entered into a contract with the Centro Científico Tropical to add the 1,350 acres (554 hectares), which we had set aside in the beginning to be left in forest, to the reserve. 


With the revenues from entrance fees and grants for scientific research and donations by individuals and organizations more land was purchased and at the time of this writing there are more than 25,000 acres (10,500 hectares) in the reserve.


A few years later various members of the community and some of the biologists doing studies in Monteverde joined together and organized the Asociación Conservacionista de Monteverde (Monteverde Conservation League).  The aim was to promote more conservation of the area and to further awareness among the children in the schools of the larger area of the necessity to conserve and better the area in which we live. 


A young biologist, Sharon Kinsman, did research in Monteverde for a time.  After she left she traveled giving lectures and showing slides in various parts of the world.  On one occasion she showed her slides and talked to the students in a school in Sweden.  The students became very concerned about the need to save the rain forests.  They started making things to sell and doing work projects and putting the money into a fund.  Other schools in Sweden started doing the same and adding to the fund.  Through their efforts a sum of $175,000.oo was sent to the Monteverde Conservation League to buy rain forest.  The league bought a tract of land adjoining the back side of the Monteverde Cloud Forest Reserve.  They called it the "Swedish Children's Rainforest".  Very soon children in other countries started doing the same and sending the money to the League and more rain forest was purchased.  Now all of the holdings of the Asociación Conservacionista de Monteverde is called "El Bosque Eterno de los Niños"  (The Children's Eternal Forest).

=========================================================================================

� Since Arthur Rockwell did not have a birth certificate, a  birth affidavit was required signed by someone older who could affirm to his date of birth.  The only one they could think of was his sister Martha Conrow.


2 The title to the land was owned by the Guacimal Land Company.  Between 1900 and 1910 a group of people headed by Minor Keith wanted to build a hidro-electric plant in Guacimal to furnish electricity for the gold mines in Abangares and the town of Puntarenas.  To encourage them to do this the government gave them title to all of the watershed of the Guacimal River.  This river begins in what is now Monteverde.  


	The hidroelctric plant operated until about 1949.  The iron pipes used to conduct the water part of the way to the generators had rusted so much that it was leaking in many places and had been patched many times so they finally decided to abandon it.





3 John & Doris (Stetzel) Campbell and children George & Ruth; Wilford & Lucille (Standing) Guindon;  Theodore & Janice (Stetzel) Harkey and son Theodore Jr.; Elwood & Ruth (Rockwell) Mendenhall and daughter Mary; Hubert & Mildred (Mott) Mendenhall and three children, Carol, Ruth & Phillip;  Wayne & Marge Olerich (only stayed a couple of months); Arthur & Clara (Hall) Rockwell and son Marvin;  Cecil & Elva (Mendenhall) Rockwell and four childrn, Ellen, Jeanette, Floyd & Paul;  Eston & Mary (Chamness) Rockwell;  Howard & Dorothy (Rockwell) Rockwell and five children, Howard Jr., Leonard, Kathryn, John and Celia;  Reuben & Helen Belle (Lucier) Rockwell and son David;  the single men were; Roy Butgereit, Lawrence Osborn, Bert Howard and Frank Laraway; the last two never intended to stay.  


4 Adan was one of the squatters from whom the land was purchasd and he stayed nearby and worked for various ones of the community.


1 At the exchange rate at that time it want equilant to about $6,000.oo.
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