CHAPTER VII

Building and Developing
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Front row: Mary James, Walter James, Arthur Rockwell, Clara Rockwell and Ruth Mendenhall.  

Second row: Howard Rockwell Sr., Dorothy Rockwell, Eric Rockwell, Howard Rockwell Jr., Phyllis Rockwell.

HISTORY OF MONTEVERDE MEETING OF FRIENDS (from their discipline)

        
During the years following the close of the World War II when each country would have been making every effort to establish peace among nations, the United States was, instead, becoming one of the most militarized countries in the world  The heavy direct taxes and hidden taxes for war purposes and preparation for war made it impossible for one to make a living without supporting the war effort and accepting the profits due to a war economy.

        
Several Friends of Fairhope Monthly Meeting of Friends, Fairhope, Alabama, and some others, came to feel very uncomfortable under this economy. They came to feel that they could best do their individual part toward building for a peaceful world by seeking environment as free as possible from militarism and materialism in which to live and rear their children.  Their feeling that they should move was strengthened when several of their young men, Wilford Guindon, Marvin Rockwell, Howard Rocwell Jr., Leonard Rockwell and Eston Rockwell from Iowa were sentenced to serve prison terms for refusing to register for the draft because they felt that doing so would be the first step toward directly supporting the military machine. 

        
Therefore, when they learned of the peaceful, friendly little republic devoting her efforts and resources toward the betterment of her people, three members of the Meeting visited the country. On their return, following their favorable report several families made their decisions to move there. It was indeed a soul searching prayerful time. They had to try to know for a certainty 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. Their friendly reception by the officials of Costa Rica. and by many others, and by the opportunity to establish homes where a man could be with his wife and children or free to pursue his lifes callings instead of in military service or prison, made them. feel they had been right in selecting Costa Rica. This feeling grew as others from various parts of the world felt led for similar reasons to join them here.

        
On 11-4-1950 (Nov. 4), 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. At the end of three months those who had reached Costa Rica numbered forty.  After about six months search, they located the tract of land now called Monteverde. and began establishing permanent homes.
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On arriving in Costa Rica, the families began holding Friends Meeting for worship on First-days, and it was not long before mid-week meeting was then being held.  After the permanent location was reached, steps were taken to organize a meeting for business. The difficulty of transacting business at such a distance with a meeting in the United States, the improbability of members attending Quarterly and Yearly Meetings, and the fact that this meeting could be of little or no real help to them were some of the factors which led to the feeling that an independent meeting in Monteverde would be most satisfactory.  Since the growing membership is made up of persons from various Yearly Meetings and some who have joined Friends here, and attempt has been made to form a new discipline to suit the needs here.  We wish  to acknowledge our indebtedness to the Yearly Meetings from whose disciplines we have selected material.

       
The first meeting for business of Monteverde Monthly Meeting of Friends was held 2-6-1952 at Monteverde. Costa Rica.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

By Mildred Mendenhall

Though days were filled from dawn to dusk with the tasks at hand we felt a need to come together twice a week for meetings for worship. These gatherings were held in the former home of a previous landholder. Memorable for those in attendance was the very first Friends meeting to be held in Monteverde, when those gathered there were joined by a little speckled hen who settled herself in the spot of her choosing, a cot in one corner of the room. At the appointed time she rose, hopped to the floor, and delivering a message of joy and accomplishment, made her way toward the open door as she passed through the circle of quiet but bemused worshipers.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

BOMBA

Dorothy was sitting quietly in meeting in the old Rubén house when something dropped on her head.  She quietly brushed the lizard off and continued in silence.

from old letters by Lucky Guindon

8th Mo. 6, 1955

  
Wolf is one of the three that were appointed to work on the discipline for our meeting.  So a lot of his time  has been consumed lately on reading various things and  trying to get collected some ideas for it.  The section he is working on right now is worship and ministry,  He is trying to get something from more recent writings that speak to our time more and are easy for us to understand.  Doesn't have an awful lot yet but a good start.  He seems to enjoy the work which is a big help.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++

MONTEVERDE FRIENDS MEETlNG

By Lucky Guindon

      
Although we held meetings for worship right from the very beginning, then twice weekly when we became settled in Monteverde, as time went on, there became a change in our attendance, which is natural any place.  With this meeting it was, more, the advent of the Reserve first and the area advertisement, second, bringing a lot of tourists into the zone.  The majority of these, most of us never see, even though they pass through the middle of our community.  But many do make it to our meetings for worship.  It was Mildred Hoge who first voiced the concern to have a sign out by the road welcoming people to join us for worship.  It took awhile to actually get the sign made but has been appreciated by many since.  Wider area residents still may not realize we amended the sign to read 9:OOAM Weds, so that sometimes people arrive from hotels as we are leaving, to their chagrin. It also is amazing how many Friends from around the world manage to find us.  Their fellowship has been very much appreciated.

      
Sometimes we have questioned ourselves—what are we doing in outreach as a meeting.  And we have found it is to .just be here, holding a meeting for worship open to all.  Yes, many do come out of curiosity, and a few may leave in the middle of the silence, but more often we find people who express their deep appreciation being welcomed to join us.  Often it is their first time to attend a Quaker Meeting, and they may have originally come out of curiosity, but their expressions of appreciation for the profound silence  they felt are heart-warming.  They often express a. desire to look up a Friends Meeting near them, where they live. We know of a number of people who have joined other Meetings after first attending here.

     
There was one instance several years ago which was a good lesson for me.  This very heavy woman came into our Meeting, wearing bright colors, heavily made-up and loaded with necklaces and jewelry.  I inwardly blinked and thought. What is she doing here??  But she remained and at the end of Meeting arose and spoke.  With tears in her eyes and a tremulous voice, she said, "I come from New York City and have never experienced silence.  This was the most beautiful experience I've ever had."  And she thanked us warmly.  No, we don't know from the outside what is needed on the inside.  We do know this Meeting fills a need for many people who are out there.  We know for we hear it, over and over.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

BOMBA

Carol went with the younger children to the lower class room for “Children’s Meeting”.  Those in the main meeting room heard some scuffling but thought nothing of it.  During “After Thoughts” Carol reported that there had been a snake in the classroom and it took them a while to get it out to the woods.  Then the children drew pictures of snakes as part of their activities.

- by Cecil Rockwell

We had set aside a piece of land in more or less the center of the community for a Meeting House, School House and Burying Ground.  When good lumber was available we constructed a two-room School House and Meeting House that was added on to later with a larger Meeting Room.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

BOMBA

Meeting’s silence was broken by a PLOP!  Wilford got up and quietly picked up the snake and took it out and released it in the woods.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Monteverde Friends US

At the Monteverde Monthly Meeting of Friends held 9th month 2nd, 1998 at Monteverde, Costa Rica

Approval was given for the School Committee to further explore the possibility of establishing a tax-exempt status for the Monthly Meeting to receive funds for contributions for an endowment for the school to be administered in the States, for the School, Meeting and Library in the form of a 501C3 Tax-exempt organization. In a few months our ability to receive tax-exempt contributions through FWCC will end. The possibility of donations being made through the Monteverde Institute will also be explored.

At the Monteverde Monthly Meeting of Friends held 11th month 4th 1998:

A report was given by a special committee of the Meeting on the proposal to establish a tax exempt status to collect funds for the school and the Meeting.  Finding another organization to receive funds for us has proven to be complicated.

To establish our own tax exempt corporation requires a minimum of 3 people in the United States to serve on  a board of directors, and we feel 4 would be preferable.  Gail Scovell has graciously volunteered to help us extablish the corporation in New York State.


The Meeting approves proceeding with the establishment of our own 501C3 tax excempt entity to receive funds for the Meeting and all of its projects.


The initial board of directors of Monteverde Friends US included Sue Trostle, Marian Howard, Barbara Merle-Smith, Gail Scovell and Os Cresson.  


The IRS approved the tax excempt status in November 2000.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

from EL MENSAJERO

Wilfords moved into their own tent on their own land 6th Mo, 19th.  Alberto celebrated his 1st birthday, 8th Mo, 17th, the same day as his father's birthday. 

Abner's moved into their new house 9th mo. l8th.  Abner & Irma were entertained on their silver wedding anniversary 8th mo. 24th, although their real anniversary was the day before.  A community dinner was held in their honor.  Ruth Mendenhall brought a "wishing well" cake.  In the well on top of the cake was a book of coupons from the men of MV, each worth a days work on Abners new house.  

Our Costa Rican friends and neighbors for miles around came to a square dance during vacation.  Coffee and cookies were served during intermission.  Some of the Costa Ricans sang and played their guitars. Some of them tried a square dance. It was lots of fun.

11th Mo, 7th,1952.

     
Eston and Glen left last night to go down to the highway to see about getting jobs.  They went on horses and Abner went with them until they came to dry road, where Abner turned around and brought back the horses.  Eston and Glen were to walk on from there to Guacimal where they would take a bus on to the highway.  While Eston is away Doris is staying with Mary and Emily. Roy went down to the road camp last week.

A committee has been laying out a road lately in Monteverde.  It is to have a 12% grade or less.  It will take much work and many people will have it cutting thru their land and changing their boundaries.  Later the committee will plan a road over to the airport site.  The new roads will be a great help.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Story of The Monteverde Quakers

By Rex R. Benson

Courtesy of Tico Times (1957)

Three or four years ago the mention of the 'Quaker Colony at  Monteverde  caused, a  surprised lifting  of eyebrows and a startled "Quakers? in Costa Rica?  But that time is past. Now, even the people in the market place are .thoroughly conversant with "Los. Quakeros".. 

"Ah si! Las gentes que hacen los deliciosos quesos, que  todos hemos saboreado".

And that seems as good a place as any to start the story of the colony because it is their cheese as much as their personal qualities that has made them welcome additions to the population of Costa Rica. But the cheese, in commercial quantities, is relatively new on  the market, and is but the crowning touch to a long story.

The story began seven years ago in the country around Fairhope, Alabama. It is a fantastic story from the North American point of view because it is founded, on the idea of "emigration". A strange word that, a word not often used and a thought seldom held by residents of the north. "Immigration", yes; the United States was founded by  immigrants from countries less blessed with opportunity,  and has grown rich and powerful by their blood and labor. But the reverse trend in travel, the story of a whole group of people, many of them of substantial "means, voluntarily  leaving  their  native land for what they earnestly expressed as "conscience's  sake"  requires explanation.

Probably it could not have happened among any other group of old line Americans. And that is exactly what these people are.  They are Quakers, the Plain People, whose forefathers came over the seas with William Penn and those of like belief who followed him, seeking a new land and escape from the persecution and tyranny that prevented them living their lives in the way their faith decreed.

At the time of their departure from the United States in search of a new home, a spokesman for the group gave many interviews to U.S. newspapers.  In their statements they emphasized the tenets of their faith which forbade war or any act of violence. They were averse to paying taxes which were largely for a military establishment; their consciences bothered them for making a profit on production based on a war economy. Contrary to what they considered as right in a country of complete religious freedom, they saw their sons imprisoned for failure to register for 'the draft. So, as their ancestors had done before them, they left the United States to find a home where they could live according to the dictates of their hearts and their belief.

April 19 is now "Monteverde Day" in the colony, celebrated each year as the anniversary of the day when the first members of the group, one of several committees which had been scouting every part of Costa Rica, slugged their way up the final grade onto what the natives had erroneously describe as  "Cerro Plano".  That name is the misstatement of the year.  There is no  "level hill” within sight.  But it does slant off enough from the perpendicular to be habitable. And to the weary would-be colonists, who had searched from the Panamanian border up the length of the republic and around over the Nicoya peninsula for land suitable to their needs, it looked good,

Negotiations took time but eventually the group  secured title to 1800 manzanas,  about 3000 acres, by paying the land company price and then buying out the numerous squatters who had burned down the forest to make their small fincas.

Monteverde, as the area is now known, the name having been given to it by the colonists themselves, lies In the northwest corner of Puntarenas province, with the Guacimal River flowing  through  it. The road branches off from the Inter-American Highway 150 kilometers west of San Jose. From that point to the town of Guacimal is theoretically an all-weather jeep road. But the accent is on theory. Heavy rainfall can make even that 14 kilometers of comparatively good road into a series of ditches and slides.

Compared to what comes later however, the description of "good" is quite valid for that part. Taking a jeep or 4-wheel drive truck... and nothing else will make it... over the remaining 19 kilometers really separates the men from the boys. Seasoned highway drivers scoff at the existence of 30 and 40 percent grades. So they have not yet seen the Monteverde road.

That first scouting group for the colonists were not using trucks.  They made it on  foot and horseback.   But the first sight of the wooded hills, marching upward step on step and clothed in a virgin forest that betokened rich soil, the plentiful water that promised good pastures and  the cool climate for healthful living, told them they had found what they sought, and soon thereafter exhaust - smoke was mingling with the mountains mists.

Two jeeps and one small trailer took in the nucleus of the colony, some forty persons comprising nine  households. Often it was necessary to hook both jeeps to the trailer. Many times yokes of oxen from the Costa Rican farmers along the way were the only salvation when the cars bogged  down to  the beds.  And here the friendly in spirit of their new neighbors warmed the hearts of the strangers in a new land. Whole families turned out to push and pull, offer the use of their oxen or provide a dry place for the worn out drivers to sleep.

The central portion of the tract bought by  the colonists, land comprising what might now be called the village of Monteverde, were several small clearings with somewhat ramshackle houses. The largest of these was taken over as a storehouse, bachelor quarters, and Meeting House for religious services.  The first families pitched tents and settled into the task of clearing land and planting gardens.

One, of the more enterprising of the squatters had a small and badly dilapidated saw mill and wheezed its way through logs to turn out boards  for floors and siding to make the tent homes more comfortable.

Being farmers by heritage and dairymen   by choice, the first thought  of the  men was to get at the   land. Soil tests showed that the black volcanic earth contained enough sand to make it loose for working and held sufficient of all the vital elements except phosphate which is  the one  thing   lacking  over most of Costa Rica. But, with the exception of the few small patches which had been cleared... and ruinously cleared, by the burning method. ..  the mountain sides were   covered with heavy virgin timber and almost impenetrable undergrowth.

Noting the impoverished condition of the soil where the practice of burning off the timber had destroyed centuries of accumulated humus, the, first rule laid down by these practical colonists was "No burning".  As a matter of fact, no such rule was necessary for to these people love of the land is almost as strong as their inherent Quaker faith. Willful destruction of the life of the soil is to them an unpardonable crime.  So, they began their clearing the sensible way...  Which is also the hard way, with axe, machete and brush hook.

To get an idea of what such land clearing operations entail, one must understand something of the geography of Monteverde. Lying at 4600 feet elevation, the center of the village straddles the upper   reaches  of the Guacimal river, here not much more than a brook. From that point the   mountains rise upward in more or less steep slopes and precipitous hogbacks.  Due to the ridges which form protected valleys reaching down to the lowlands,  the flora of Monteverde is a mixture of the tropic and the subtropic, with a strong tinge of the cloud forest caused  by the  constant  mist drifting over from the Atlantic side. Such conditions are conducive to extremely luxuriant growth and the  difficulty of clearing increases accordingly.

With their first thoughts directed toward farms on a subsistence level, the first clearings were planted to vegetables. Some experimenting was necessary to determine the proper times for planting but with the advice and help of the friendly Costa Rican neighbors there was soon an abundance of fresh garden truck to supplement the dry staples brought in from the low land markets.

 
The next step was putting in pastures for their first cattle.  With their dairying background the colonists had already decided that the production of milk products would be their main industry. But pastures for milk cows run to larger tracts of land than to home gardens so the axe gave way to gasoline-driven chain saws for faster tree felling.  Even then the task was arduous for Monteverde trees are no saplings; they grow to six and eight feet in diameter and tower upward 150 feet or  more, with their tops laced together by a spider web of  lianas  and the ubiquitous 'bush rope' which may be any size up to that of a ship's hawser and strong 'as steel cable.

Before the felling of the trees, however, the underbrush on each tract was cleared with machetes and the ground seeded to selected strains of grass, either directly by seed or by transplanting of clumps from older pastures. Then the trees were felled on top of the planting, piling up in a tangle of gigantic match sticks. This method of agriculture would horrify landowners in the States but in the tropics it is the accepted and sensible way. Climate, rain and sun rapidly disintegrate the leaves and smaller branches, insects  and bacteria break down the  tougher fibers and return them to the soil. In a short time nothing remains but the trunks and stumps of the large trees through which the cattle wander to browse on the sprouting grass. Time, and a judicious use of the chain saws to  further dismember the fallen trunks to allow the elements to get at their hearts, gradually causes them to decompose into the rich humus that gave them birth.

With kitchen gardens growing, with larger tracts planted to corn, bananas, potatoes and yams, along with the native yucca, - ñampí and artichokes and with their first cows producing milk and butter, the colonists began to feel their  first sense of security and cast their thoughts toward further development of their settlement.  

Monteverde Quaker Colony Forges Ahead

The people of Monteverde do not regard themselves as being true pioneers.  They are not accustomed to moaning over hardships or exaggerating difficulties encountered in their new homes.  

                Mostly this casual acceptance of the status quo stems from their traditional background.  They come from a long line of ancestors who were never quite content with a too easy and strictly patterned life. When they emigrated from the United States in 1950—for reasons which rightly or wrongly, but at least sincerely from their point of view, they described as "for conscience' sake"—their action was nothing new in their family histories. Their forefathers had been restless men, strong individualists who resented the cramping bonds and regulations of an over-ordered life.   During the past century and a half their blood lines had wandered from the eastern seaboard across the continent and back as the Quaker People sought the freedom they desired. 'The tales of their struggles on new frontiers are family legends now and make their modern descendants a little wary of that word "pioneers" as applied to their own venture in Costa Rica.

The land, which in the beginning had been bought by a committee appointed to consummate the purchase and attend to the necessary legal details, has been subdivided into individual fincas according to the choice and financial ability of the settlers.  Before staking out their private holdings however, the colonists with the foresight of born farmers, set aside approximately 1000 acres along  the watershed to be held in virgin timber as a safeguard to their continued water supply. A site was also laid out for a community Meeting House which would likewise be used as a school.  This building is now complete and in use.

Outside of a few small clearings made by squatters and three or four ramshackle houses of cabin dimensions, the land was a  solid  reach of  virgin  forest with  towering,  high-branched trees, their arms so heavily laden with epiphytes, orchids and air plants as to shut out the sun and make dim cathedral aisles of the narrow spaces between their boles.

Those trees had to come down. Grass was the important thing; grass, the basic food of all life and the imperative need for a colony that must make its income for present needs and the basis of its future life on dairy products. Those first months were rugged. Not "pioneering" perish the presumptive ego that dared to voice such a thought when he had a tent that kept out part of the driving rain and there was a hospital only eighteen hours away—but hard, incessant work.

Along with the pasture seeding there, were other needs, needs that applied to the whole colony. Lumber was a necessity, lumber of a quality and in quantity that the broken-down native mill could not supply.  Sugar was a constant need, both costly and heavy to transport from San Jose. Electric power for a light plant and for power tools would be a God-send. A shop for making doors and window sashes and necessary furniture would add to the comfort of life.  And there was urgent demand for a store, a shop where the simple necessities and comforts of life could be obtained without waiting for the infrequent trips to San José.

This is the point where individual enterprise and economic level of the various settlers came in. Hubert Mendenhall, one of the leaders of the exodus from Fairhope, Alabama, and who was basing his hopes of the future on the success of the colony, installed a new and larger saw mill with a planer large enough to turn out finished sheathing and flooring. This mill was driven by a Pelton wheel taking its water from a ditch and pipeline from the Guacimal river on the bank of which it stood. But the first dry season proved that the water power was not sufficient for the purpose and he put in a Diesel engine.  Driving a generator, this  same  engine furnished electricity for the household lights in the community.

With the saw mill and power plant established to fulfill certain primary needs, other and diversified accomplishments were made possible. To list the major ones necessarily telescopes the time element up to the present moment and presents a picture of Monteverde as it stands today.

By far the biggest and most important factor in the life of the colony was the establishment of the cheese factory. Run by a vertical boiler steam engine and with auxiliary power from the Diesel plant, it is now processing about two hundred gallons of milk daily. Four types of cheese are made under the supervision of Oscar Montien, a professional dairy products man with long experience in Germany, Japan and the United States.  The quality of the cheese and its growing popularity in Costa Rica are attested to by the fact that the market cannot be supplied. Some 4,000 pounds of it are brought down each month to Puntarenas and San Jose but the merchants are always clamoring for more.  The cheese plant while technically a stock company, is practically a cooperative for, with few exceptions, the colonists are all  dairy men  and hold  shares in   the company.  Milk checks from the plant are substantial and in most cases supply the only cash income received.

Other business enterprises, to supply the basic needs and growing demands of the Monteverdians, have  come along in rapid succession. In addition to operating the saw mill and light plant, Hubert Mendenhall has also invested in a tractor and trucks  for road  building  and freighting, a logging cart for getting out timber and a jeep which makes emergency ambulance trips for both Monteverde and its Costa Rican neighbors. 

Howard Rockwell, a dairyman of long experience, in addition to his 16 stanchion cow house with machine milkers, has built a woodworking and. furniture factory  with modern power machinery. In this he and his son, Leonard turn out handsome furniture as well as doors and windows for new homes. He has also established a three-vat sugar mill where cane produced by the settlers, is converted into the brown loaf sugar preferred by most of the families and all of the Costa Ricans on the near by farms.

Marvin Rockwell, a veteran of the Army Medical Corps during the Second World War, has rendered valuable service as a first-aid man and is constantly on call both for the colonists and the neighboring Costa Ricans.    He also carries passengers and light freight between Monteverde and the capital in his Land Rover. 

A store for supplying the settlement's daily needs was a basic necessity and this was established by Cecil Rockwell.  Known in the Costa Rican way as the "pulpería", it carries everything from drugs and food stuffs, fresh fruits and vegetables, to dress goods, fish hooks and machetes.

One of the more interesting projects of the community is an experimental agricultural farm being carried on by Mr. and Mrs. Lewis Walmsley, a retired couple from San Diego, California.  Mr. Walmsley is a commercial gardener with many years of experience and his colorful acres are a riot of plants both useful and ornamental. His main interest at present is the growing and improving of new fruits and vegetables which will be successful in the high lands, and to that end he is constantly bringing in seeds and cuttings from the Meseta Central and from the subtropical regions of other countries.        

These Quaker people are not content to live as 'hard-pan' farmers and do without the good things of life. They lived in comfortable, modern surroundings in their former homes and they are determined to have them in Monteverde. For the things they want, more machines and the power to run them is a must. That want will soon be fulfilled.   On the Guacimal river, some distance below the colony, Reuben Rockwell is installing a hydroelectric plant. Run by a Pelton wheel, which he is building himself, a 150 HP motor will turn a 75 watt generator with capacity for all Monteverde's presently contemplated needs. Erecting a plant of this size, mostly by hand labor and the building of transmission lines for several miles is a big task. But it will be completed in a few months  and greatly speed up the growth of the colony.

One thing the mountain inhabitants have most desired is some system of fast transportation in case of emergency. To that end they laid out a small air strip on one of the few bits of suitable ground. But so far no plane has landed. Bad cross winds and the difficulty of getting into a restricted field encircled by rugged mountains have discouraged the few planes which have circled the strip. 

But the group is not completely isolated in so far as communication is concerned. Lawrence and Betty Osborn, who live on of the higher-level fincas, have a short-wave radio station with which they make daily contact with San Jose, keeping their friends in the capital informed of daily happenings in Monteverde and attending to urgent business matters with their agents  there.  

Lodging and food for the many visitors to Monteverde have also been taken care of by the opening of a pension, run by Abner and Irma Rockwell in their comfortable farm home. 

To explain the preponderance of Rockwell names in this account it must be understood that the majority of the original immigrants to Monteverde were made up of members of two distantly related families of that name. With the Mendenhall family, which is also well-represented in the colony, they made up the nucleus of nine families who came down from the States in 1950. 

Most of the eighty-odd settlers in the colony are now living in plain but substantial houses and in modest comfort. Lumber has come from the trees felled in the land clearing. Each family has built its own house but, in the cooperative spirit common to the Plain People,  there is always a "house raising bee” for the setting of the foundations and raising the heavy frame work. Some of the homes are finished to the point of entirely modern living, with complete furnishings, including electric light and power for washing machines, electric irons and kitchen gadget's, bath rooms and both wood and kerosene cook stoves. Others are still in the "first unit" stage, and a few of the families continue in the patched-up native houses that were on the land when they bought it. But in every case there are stacks of lumber seasoning in the yards and in the evenings the kitchen tables are likely to be covered with house plans, ruler and pencil following the dictates of dream-filled eyes.

Not Only A Place On The Map …

But Also A Way of Life

To understand and properly assess the growth and present status of the Quaker Colony at Monteverde it is necessary to grasp the motivating reason for its establishment. This can best be done by reading the statement prepared by them for mailing to interested inquirers. It is as follows:

MONTEVERDE'S STATEMENT OF AIMS AND IDEALS

“Monteverde was started by families from the United States whose desire was to leave behind the constant worry of war and free ourselves from our increasing involvement in militarism and government control in all phases of our lives. In contrast, we hope to discover through Divine guidance. a way of life which would seek the good of each member of the community and live in a way that will naturally lead to peace in the World rather than war. We do not believe Monteverde is a place in which to become wealthy but we do expect to make an adequate living which is all that we desire.

“Our community is made up of privately owned homes and businesses. We cooperate in work of mutual interest such as road maintenance. The success of the community depends on the members understanding one another, sharing common interests and needs, and seeking solutions together. For this reason we feel it is important that anyone considering moving to Monteverde should, for the sake of their own happiness as well as the good of the community, share our ideals and desire to work toward their realization.


"This is a religiously-motivated community, founded on the belief that every person must seek to carry out in everyday life Jesus’. teachings of the way of love and non-violence. We do not feel that anyone would be happy here who does not share our conscientious objections to war or to being part of a military system.

    
"The only non-Catholic church here is a Friends Meeting which is the center of the community.  It is an unprogrammed meeting based on the silent personal communion with God, and each individual has the responsibility and privilege to speak if he has been given a message for others. However, it seems necessary too, that all community members respect the sincere religious beliefs of other people.

  
"Anyone coming to Monteverde should truly enjoy nature and rural living. We are in a remote mountain district with an unbelievably poor road, so that it is often a year or more between visits to towns or cities for those of us who do not have urgent business there.  At present farming is done by hand and anyone who holds any feelings that manual labor is inferior or insignificant, and is not willing to identify himself with the working people of the community, should look elsewhere for a location. Similarly, any feeling of race or national superiority would be a drawback. We hope as speedily as possible, to fit ourselves into the life of Costa Rica so that we will no longer be "foreigners". 

Although Monteverde is in the tropics, we are at a high altitude which keeps the weather cool. We are above the malaria and yellow fever zone. At present there is no doctor in the district, though first-aid treatment and some drugs are available.

Farming is the basic means of livelihood here.  A new dairy plant, cooperatively operated, is receiving milk from the farmers in the community, which includes our Costa Rican neighbors, and making a high quality cheese which sells readily in San Jose and Puntarenas.  A privately owned sugar mill has been built, making brown sugar from the cane growing on our farms. A furniture factory is being built. Besides furniture they will make doors, window sash and cabinets for new houses. A sawmill, 25 kw generator, guest house, drug store and general store are also owned and operated by other members of the community.

We believe all business should be conducted honestly and generously, being careful not to exploit or take advantage of anyone.  There should be an attitude of cooperation for the common good of the larger community of Costa Ricans.  This includes conservation rather than exploitation of land, timber and other natural resources.

We believe that our bodies are temples of God's spirit and that they should be kept healthy without hindrance from tobacco or other narcotics or alcoholic drinks.

We believe we should try to create an atmosphere for our children in which real values, as we see them, are given first plaice. As part of this a school is maintained in which we try to help our children grow strong spiritually and physically as well as mentally. We know  we have a long way to go to attain these goals and we welcome those who wish to help in this undertaking."

The mere reading of such a statement of their ideals might give the idea that the Monteverdians are a stern and dour people, at odds with the rest of the world and doomed to an isolated future. Nothing could be further from the facts. It is true that the religious teaching of their faith is a strong factor in their lives. But it is not paraded.  There are from one to a half-dozen well-thumbed bibles in every home and the twice a week religious services in the Meeting House are attended by every man, woman and child who is physically capable of being there. But the hour of silent, personal immersion in their faith, although a strong and visible influence upon their lives, is in no way a  limiting bond on the realities of living or their relations with their neighbors.

From the time when the first colonists struggled up the mountain trail and pitched their tents on the tracts they had purchased there has been the most cordial and friendly spirit between them and the Costa Rican farmers and villagers who inhabit the neighboring lands.  The Costa Ricans, with the innate courtesy of all Latins, were quick to proffer their assistance to get the newcomers settled and teach them the art of existence where language, food and methods were all strange. And the friendly Quakers, whose belief acknowledges no barriers of race, creed or nationality, returned the gift with sorely needed medicines and nursing, with example and teaching from their wider knowledge of better ways of living and farming.   

In the beginning, the language barrier made both social and economic exchange, difficult. But that is rapidly disappearing as more and more of the colonists learn Spanish, and complete integration of the two cultures is but a matter of time.

 
With the establishment of the cheese plant in Monteverde and the quick success of its production the market, the entire economic level of the district was raised.  The Costa Rican farmers who had been tilling the soil on a subsistence level, as their ancestors had done before them, were quick to see the value of a cash income from a source they had been unable to utilize.  They eagerly adopted the methods taught them of producing milk under the strict sanitary standards demanded by the dairymen and today they are supplying about two-thirds of the two hundred gallons a day the plant is using. Their Criolla cows do not produce the quantity or high butter-fat quality of milk that the Guernsey cattle of the colonists do, but that, too, is but a matter of time needed for enough of the pure-blood breeding stock to become available.

The results from this one modern enterprise upon the economic level of this corner of the republic are readily apparent. During the six years since Monteverde was founded, land values in the surrounding district have doubled. Even from the road, as one grinds up the mountain in a jeep, a new air of prosperity can be seen. Perhaps the most striking sign, comes from the roofs of the houses. Before the colonists built their homes, grass thatch or heavy, hand-hewn shingles were the rule. They were the only thing available and  —if one did not count the heavy physical labor involved — they were cheap. But they were neither efficient, sanitary nor long lasting.  Today, following the precept of the Monteverdians and with the lowered freight rates which their powerful trucks provide, both new and old houses for miles around are sporting roofs of corrugated aluminum. In most cases, cream checks from the cheese plant, or wages from work connected with the colony, have paid for those new roofs, and the whole region shows visible proof of new stimulus.  

In Monteverde itself life is not all hard work. True, the multitude of tasks is never finished; there are not enough hours in the day to do them all. Almost, every man has cows to tend and milk, corn, cane, potatoes, bananas and other field crops to sow or harvest, and the beginnings of a coffee finca to set out and care for.  Back of everything is the driving necessity to get those trees cut down and more pastures seeded to feed more cows.

And the women, with the innumerable demands of housekeeping, cooking (contriving wholesome satisfying meals where meat is almost non-existent requires work and imagination), baking, sewing, washing, canning fruit and vegetables, and usually tending the gardens and chickens, are equally as hard working as the men. But there is recreation, too. Twice a month there is folk dancing in the school house. There are "singing fests", a -revival of that delightful old custom now so rare in more sophisticated groups. A monthly event is "Family Night" an evening when various members present songs,  recitations or skits of their own contriving. Picnics and campfire get-togethers are standard procedure. A group of the senior members meet to discuss world happenings, philosophical or psychological questions. Every home has books and magazines and there is a "Great Books" club with a growing membership. Visitors' to the colony have been many, and they are usually persuaded to talk upon whatever subject they know or are interested in. None of these social affairs are staid or formal.  The friendly smile and the cordial handclasp are as natural to the Quakers as they are to the Costa Rican.

Roots Planted By Faith And Work

Are Producing An Economic Assc
Besides these group activities almost every adult in Monteverde has some personal interest or activity to which they devote the few hours that can be garnered from the necessary work. The women are enthusiastic flower growers and every home is surrounded by a riot of color. "Orchid Logs" —the slowly decaying trunks of trees that have been felled in the clearing and festooned with orchids gathered from the surrounding forest— are a favorite outdoor decoration.  Monteverde is an orchid heaven and unquestionably many rare or completely new species will be found there. The designing and building of furniture and the contriving of household appliances gives free rein to individual ideas.

One recently started project in the colony might possibly have a far-reaching effect. Mrs. Arthur Rockwell acquired from the States a home-size hand-loom. Of modern design and all metal construction, the loom is capable of turning out an infinite variety of woven goods. Although intended purely as a diversionary project, Mrs. Rockwell had had such success with it that her mind is busy with other ideas. Carpet warp has already been ordered from the States and the colony women will be urged to come in and make rugs and carpets for their new homes. It is also hoped that the beautiful products from the machine will stimulate the Costa Rican natives into a revival of their own interesting and intricate woven craft of years ago.

Looking toward the future, even from the time the first settlers arrived, Monteverde established its own school for the growing number of children.  With Miss Mary Mendenhall, and her assistants Mildred Hoge and Molly Figuerola as teachers the school now has about twenty pupils ranging from the first grade through high school.  Absenteeism is practically unknown in this school, for, besides the fact that the youngsters really enjoy it, their obvious robust good health makes figuring out a pain that would be a legitimate excuse for staying home pretty difficult.  

Casting up the sum, it would seem even at this early date that Monteverde is a success.  Seven years is not a long time when you figure the colony was started from scratch in a virgin wilderness. It is true that a few of them had some financial means when they came here and that smoothed the road, although in no case have bank notes substituted for hard personal effort.  Others had to borrow money to get started; and these are canny people who do not like debt.  Where unstinting labor and doing without could reduce the cash outlay they have tightened their belts and dug in. They are still doing it, and will continue to for some time to come.  But now there are bright rifts in the clouds. The felling of the forest that lets the sun through to stimulate the grass in the new pastures also lets light fall on their economic problem. Some of the settlers are well set, with both feet firmly planted.  And the others have a good toehold and know where they are going. 
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Monteverde is a good land to be building in, and a good place for dreaming dreams of more building. A pleasant land with a cool climate that ranges from a low of 55 to a high of 80 through the year. An average rainfall of 100 inches insures good crops and green pastures.  Fruits and vegetables of a wide variety grow well.  Delicious wild blackberries abound over the region. There are the usual insect pests in the field crops but flies and mosquitoes are practically unknown. In a group whose ages run from toddlers up to elders in their eighties there have been no deaths in the seven years since the colony's   founding, a fact which speaks volumes for the healthful climate.

There is no wealth in Monteverde; there may never be. But with dairy cows paying of on the investment at the rate of ¢100 each per month, there is promise of a secure future. The recently built homes, and the building sites already picked out for others, are on rising slopes of the mountain sides with magnificent views of the gulf and Nicoya peninsula, with the far-off lights of Puntarenas dancing a counter-point at night with the myriad fireflies in the surrounding clearings.  The people are happy, healthy and contented, and that means more to them than wealth.

As to that other basic stone in the foundation of the colony, the emigrants professed reason for leaving the United States, their “ .. hope to discover through Divine guidance a way of life which would seek the good of each member of the community and live in a way that will naturally lead to peace in the would rather than war.  The feelings of the settlers on this point are expressed by Arthur Rockwell, senior member of that family:

“No, we do not feel that our gesture in coming here was a striking blow against war or that, in itself, will  it have any great effect toward  bringing universal peace among men.  But every wave on the ocean has its beginning in a tiny ripple somewhere, and perhaps our action will be that ripple which starts others to thinking and acting so that eventually the wave of public opinion will attain the desired end”.

That is Monteverde. Geographically, it is a place on the map of Costa Rica. Economically, it is a growing success and an asset to the Republic. Psychologically, it is a state of mind, a way of life, a traditionally conditioned reflex of the friendly Quaker people.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Water Ditch & Saw Mill

By Mildred Mendenhall

       
By the end of May 1951 we were all feeling a sense of urgency to begin moving families to Monteverde, a procedure that depended on getting lumber sawed on Ruben's antiquated saw mill for the flooring and partial siding up of eight tents. This undertaking, though approached with optimistic determination and patience was almost the undoing of those involved. One of two logs purchased from Ruben was put on the carrier, then with much coaxing and nudging past a less than perfect saw blade the rough outside slabs were cut off along with a few boards. By then it seemed the old mill had put forth a last dying effort and it was obvious "heroic measures" would have to be taken for its survival. Ultimately it would be Rafael Arguedes who served as the specialist in the matter.

        
Fortunately Ted, an experienced machinist, was on hand to weld more cups onto the water-driven "pelton wheel" (turbine). Then he set to work chiseling out hardwood (Danta) wedges in an attempt to take the wobble out of the saw blade shaft. They were soon worn however, and a Babbitt-type bearing was made whereby a special lead material was melted and poured around the shaft.

        
Meanwhile the wooden water trough at the upgraded end of the water ditch had been partially destroyed by heavy rains and needed repairing. Water was conducted down the hill to the mill through two hollow logs and with increased water pressure they split, one of them beyond repair.

        
One afternoon when the mill seemed to be grinding to a halt Rafael appeared on the scene, picked up a small tool no one had found any use for, and holding it against each tooth of the saw in turn, pounded against them an amount to his liking. After doing some alignment adjustment on the log carriage and other tinkering, the "pelton wheel" was set in motion and magically we were sawing again. Rafael had experience with his own mill besides having worked with machinery in the Guacimal mine, an engineer in his own right.

        
In looking toward the future it wasn't hard to visualize the stacks of lumber the community would be needing in order to house (and barn) everyone; the conclusion reached was that we must put in a new mill and greatly improve the water ditch.

        
In October Luis Antonio squared up the first of two logs that were on the ground near our tent, a procedure that made logs more manageable in size for the oxen to drag to the saw mill plus they were less apt to roll and injure them. I could hardly bear to watch that barefooted kid standing atop the log chopping away the sides with a very sharp axe. Being of a hard durable variety of wood the lumber would be used for the new waterway construction.

        
Rafael wanted the old mill, and as soon as possible since he had thirty logs he wanted to get sawed before December when his water supply would be diminished. In a week's time we must be finished with it. Because of a delay in getting the dimensions of the timber for the new Farquar mill Hubert had ordered, Rafael would need to saw them for us.  

        
The Stetzal parents had come to Monteverde to visit the Harkey and Campbell families and before they returned to the States saw to it that Ted and John had a new chain saw to take back to Monteverde with them. Here was a machine that greatly facilitated getting saw logs cut to length not to mention blocks for firewood. The ten colones an hour Ted figured would cover costs seemed a reasonable charge for a machine that could cut through big logs like a hot knife though butter. Awesome!

        
From above the site of Eston and Mary's tent near the banks of the river Hubert did a rough survey with a small hand-held level in order to determine the best location for the new waterway, commencing along an eight-foot waterfall. He estimated a thirty foot additional fall could be gained from up on the hill down to the pelton wheel and guessed the project would require from forty to a hundred and fifty man-hour days of digging. By the middle of November work had begun preparatory to the actual digging. An enormous boulder was pried loose which when it rolled into the riverbed almost dammed up the water. Some extra help was hired on, then the crew ran into a veritable garden of buried rocks and boulders.  Dynamite was of some help in breaking them into maneuverable pieces but progress seemed hopelessly slow when it proved impossible to blast out the ditch itself because of the looseness of the soil

        
Much of the time Hubert had to be away on San Jose trips or with road-working crews. Then he was hit with infectious hepatitis and was laid up for several weeks, part of the time hospitalized in San Jose. That was when the ditch-crew quit, asking for higher wages. If it hadn't been for Ken
 who providentially arrived in Monteverde about this time we would just about have thrown up our hands and given up in despair.

        
Just before Christmas 1951, Sidney Wilcox visited the community with the thought that he might want to purchase land next to us. He was a genial, likeable person who had met Franziska Glienke in El Salvador, he was working there for the U.S. Bureau of Labor Statistics.  There was a possibility his son Kenneth would come from Venezuela, which he did in early March, riding up from Guacimal via horseback. Almost from the day he arrived he became a part of the almost daily road work crews, then filled in as truck driver when neither Cecil nor Hubert were able to be on the road for almost a month's time. Available manpower steadily diminished with the progression of the hepatitis epidemic.

        
After grinding to a halt, the ditch diggers were again back at work and by mid-June had reached the trail above our tent, at which point however, it was discovered to be too high on the slope, several lost days of digging. July found them moving across the hill and it seemed it would never reach completion before the new pipe and pelton were installed though by mid-October Ted and Hubert had progressed with the assembly on the new mill.

        
Then the ditch situation took a turn for the worse. Where a steep cut had been made the whole hillside broke out into seeping springs due to the heavy rainfall. It was obvious this section would have to be bridged across with a wooden trough, impossible 'til the mill was in operation.

        
Hubert and Ted worked at painting the twelve-inch diameter lengths of steel pipe with asphalt along with the construction of asphalt gaskets to seal the flanged joints in the pipe. By the first of December, the last pipe was in the ground and attention turned back to clearing the ditch again where a fresh bevy of rock had filled it.

        
February 1953: we discovered the last section of the ditch was too high. In trying to gain every inch possible of drop to the mill, a miscalculation was made. A community-wide bee arrived on the scene to dig deeper, followed by a bountiful picnic potluck, the ladies' contribution. Progress was made but more was left to do.

        
Finally, on the 7th of March the strainer and housing were in place and at 3:00 p.m. when the gate at the upper end was raised water flowed all the way down the ditch as people standing by cheered. Ted opened the valve down below and the "pelton wheel" began to turn. All was in readiness to begin to saw lumber IF we could figure out how to get the big logs to the mill!

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

· from old letter by Lucky Guindon

9th Mo. 12, 1954 

Wolf has surely been enjoying his chain saw!  He is real pleased the teeth don't need sharpening any more than they do, and that they are so easy to sharpen.  He could keep busy with steady sawing for other people if he had the time.  Of course that is the way he helps pay for the saw.  Everyone has surely been surprised at the racket that little thing makes!  You can hear it for miles around when the wind is right.  He has tried ripping some logs but doesn't think it is as much fun.  Jose Maria Villegas can do it about as well and cheaper with homemade black powder.  When Wolf and Hubert got together with chain saw and caterpillar tractor on our house site, they could really make things move!

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

HOMESTEADING

- by Wilford "Wolf" Guindon

From the very first I wanted to have a forested property that I could clear and turn into a productive family farm.  By coming to what was called an "undeveloped" country I saw this as a way to contribute to its development, converting forest jungle into pasture. Agricultural crops was a slow process, requiring lots of work.

     
The first year I contracted a Costa Rican to do most of the tree felling.  Humberto Solano was a good axeman while I would just spread the grass runners.  Later I had the good fortune to be financed for the purchase of a portable chain saw.  I chose Homelite mainly because my father-in-law had a Homelite and had introduced me to the versatility of a chain saw.  I chose the larger model 5-30 (5 hp 30 lbs dry).  It was the first model with a diaphragm carburetor but still was belt driven.  Later models were gear driven and still later there were direct drive which were lighter weight. 

      
The one man saw speeded up tree felling and was essential for cutting up logs, blocks for firewood, plus clearing off tree tops for crop planting.  Even though we never cleared off all trees, it was always discouraging how little bare ground there was when we finished the tree felling.  Only after the first year the pasture grass (kikuyu) began to be significant.

      
I must admit that I got a thrill when felling a big one and learned to call out "Timber" or "Al Suelo", the Spanish version, when they were toppling over!

      
I did some chain sawing for neighbors to earn cash and soon Costa Rican neighbors were asking how they could purchase a saw.  I contacted the export agent and found that I could import direct and receive a 30% discount.  But getting the saw was not all.  The person buying the saw had no knowledge of a two cycle engine or how to maintain a saw.  So for each saw sold I went to the homestead of the buyer and worked with them for two days to teach them the basics.  I learned from them the tree species and their uses and lots of folk lore plus becoming acquainted with the "back" areas of Rio Negro, San Gerardo, and Peñas Blancas as they were in the mid '50's and early '60's.

      
As we cleared our homestead for pasture and plantings we were able to furnish lumber for buildings in the community and at one time I counted nine that had at least one tree of ours in their structure.  All logs then, were drug out to the mill by Hubert's tractor and in the process he built all the service trails that our place has today.  Thus ironically I became the first chain saw agent in Costa Rica 
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It was a whole different story working with a power saw.  You no longer had to build a pole "platform" on trees that had big buttresses so they could be cut on the round trunk.  With a saw you could just cut a chunk of the "fin" (brace) so that the saw would reach into the trunk.  I remember two trees that took Humberto two 6 hr.  days to fell. Also the species that had a milky sap would often chip an axe blade—nispero, and vine trees were the worst.  These were said to have "sand" in the sap.  The sap didn't seem to dull the chain saw but nispero could not be sawed on a cirlular saw because it dulled the saw.  Of course the tree felling with a chain saw had its dangers because it cut so fast and the noise prevented monitoring progress of the cut.  While each person had their stories of close calls none of my clients had a serious cut or fatality.

For all my roaming the woods trails alone day and night since those days, and all the threats made by a Peñas Blancas neighbor who didn't want to be reported for illegal tree cutting, I still believe that the years of working with chain saws were the most dangerous, on numerous occasions I saw a big limb break off of a tree, split, and land "where I recently had been!"  This saying comes from a family story related to Quaker honesty.  A Quaker man was selling his mule and the client asked, "Have you ever been kicked by this mule?".  After some thought the man replied, "No, I haven't, but he sometimes kicks where I recently had been:"

We built our present house and barn from the lumber we harvested from the land clearing process, plus the previous ones and we still have about 1/3 of our property in forest.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

from old letters by Lucky Guindon

July 19. 1956 

(Arnold Hoge’s, Robert Osborn's, Glen Rockwell and John Rockwell arrive, driving down from US)  Glen came surprising all, especially his folks.  John is so different from when he left— He wasn't very big then but 6'2" now and a deep voice.  Has to duck for all the beams in Howard's house.  I tell Dorothy maybe she'll get her new house now!  They tore down two of their buildings to have roofing and lumber for Howard Jr's and Phyl's house.—it wasn't but a couple days and Arnie's were moved into their house (shack) on their land—and were soon settled.  Still cooking on their camp stove tho'.

Feb  9,  1957—

Humberto (Solano)  stopped in with his wife to be and her sister the other day.   He's  our hired man's  brother  (and working for John C.).   They've been living in our old house (tent-house) and have fixed it up nice for family quarters.  She seemed real nice and I'll enjoy having her for a neighbor.  Alejandro will live with them.  The two brothers are about as nice a  people  as  you'll  find  around  here.

     
Robert O. and Lawrence work most days on Elwood's house which is nearing completion.  They're anxious to move in.  Elwood hasn't been as well lately. Been trying to get lumber ready to start on new schoolhouse but is slow going.  Have to be quick work to get done by school which starts in March!   Will have lots of windows—a real windy place to have it...but a pretty view out the windows, which... counts more with many people.

Mar. 9, 1957  --

Sunday, had Miguel & Molly to a chicken dinner.  He doesn't speak English so all talking was alternating back & forth between two languages.  An enjoyable visit.  Went down later to visit the newlyweds, Humberto & Cristina.  Good Afternoon.

Tuesday  was  a  bee  on  the  new  schoolhouse  so  of  course  everyone  brought  dinner  and  got lots of work done. It's really coming along with alot of windows to be put in and walls to board up yet.

Friday I was scheduled to visit Gertrud Mengel in the afternoon.   Had lots of fun, with her little English and my little German we hit it off fine.  She had fixed things up real fancy with coffee and all—we were the first they'd invited so felt honored.  They're looking forward to having their own house.  Wilfried works on it steadily.

May 1, 1957

There have been bees and more bees on the schoolhouse until it was done enough to move into and start school.  It was a couple weeks late in starting—plenty of windows one side of the building. Two rooms, one big one, one smaller.  We  have   meeting  there  and   it   surely   is   nice   to   be  able  to  wiggle   let   alone  breathe.  And  so  much  cheerier. ... There  was  a bee  on  Wilfried  Mengel's  house  with  traditional pot-luck.  His house is different than most here.  Is way on top of a hill, and instead of digging out the hill for the house, he built the house on different levels.  This  Sat.  they  plan  to  move  in.    EIwood's  are  moving  into  their  house  then  too,  tho' it isn't, clear finished inside.  But much more than any of the rest of ours when we made the move.  ...we had a camp supper at Howard's to celebrate "Monteverde Day".  Had sandwiches, cookies, and drinks.  Afterwards singing with wonderful accompaniment of guitar.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Monteverde History

by Dorothy Rockwell

From:  Family Album Vol. 6, 1961

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

When school was opened, at the finca near Heredia, there were seven pupils.  Seven pre-schoolers were in the group.

We had at least 32 visitors while still looking for land, some came more than once.  Of the more than a dozen families who came, during the ten years, to visit in regard to the possibilities of making Monteverde their homes, half have moved here to reside while the others did not find what they were looking for.  Two families of the early settlers have moved back to the States.  At present there are seventeen families living in the Community with the prospect of another within a month, actually returning after living and working away for a few years.

There have been two weddings at Monteverde, one in the first year and the other in 1956.  They with three other young married couples and two single men made up a group that has participated in “Retreats” at various times.  Two of the original five single men journeyed back to the States, and married, one returned with his wife.

Sixteen babies have been born at Monteverde.  There are three graves in the cemetery.  Three Costa Rican children have been adopted into homes with much satisfaction.

Through the ten years of Monteverde living, at least 341 visitors have been entertained, among these are 22 Work Campers, mostly from El Salvador.  Other people have visited the Lechería or come on business for only a few minutes or hours, more or less.  The two years of 1958 and 1959 were top years for visitors, being about 60 each year.  The local Pension has over 175 names registered.  Some relatives and friends have visited two or more times.  One much enjoyed friend has been here five different times in as many years.

At present 15 children and young people are attending Monteverde School from the Community and 7 Costa Ricans are part time students with one full time, making a total of 23.

There are 11 preschool children.  Forty-nine young people have at one time or another attended the School.  Five students have graduated from the High School.

June 1, 1961 the population of the Monteverde Community is 64 persons between the ages of 2 months and 82 years with 5 over 75.  The seven families, January 1, 1951 with those living with them consisted of 30 persons.  About the time of the move up to Monteverde of June 1, 1951 there were 38 besides 7 people visiting at the time.  January 1, 1961 the 64 does not include members of Monteverde families working in the States.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

COMMUNITY PROGRESS

- from FAMILY ALBUM, 1958

- by Abner Rockwell

     
April 19, 1951 was a great day for the future settlement of Monteverde, for that was the day that a Jeep, the first motor Vehicle to make the grade, had arrived on the scene of the future home of the "Quaqueros"
.  It had taken much Friendly and perhaps unfriendly persuasion to get the Jeep up the long steep ox-cart trail—but it did make it with its load of four or five passengers who did almost as much to get the Jeep here as the Jeep did to bring them
.  Now the large trucks, every four weeks or less, make their trips over the wider, smoother, better highway, and we have, mas o menos ¢20,000 waiting to be used to make the roads even better; and there is even a report that the Governor of Puntarenas province is sending a D-8 tractor to build a freeway-—or at least we'll hope some of it is free.

      
Other aspects of Monteverde life have changed too. The pulpería, started as a hole-in-the-wall project, (or more accurately a room in the old schoolhouse), has grown into a department store providing our needs from avocados to zinc.

      
In 1952 there was a pig pen near the old schoolhouse,  but  it has  been forgotten, for in its place stands the modern dairy plant where we are making 7500 pounds per month of the world's best cheese—well, anyway, we are making cheese—and have plans for still more expansion.

      
Speaking of the old schoolhouse—-its hard to realize that the present modern, light, clean and airy school building is only in its second year of use, and that previously, school was held in one or two rooms and the porch of the old Ruben

Ugalde house.

      
Ruben's house,  it really saved the day for early Monteverde. Besides housing the pulpería, the school, the meeting, and serving as a community social center, many early settlers and visitors found shelter there before putting up their tents,  or finding other temporary homes.  But look at the Monteverde homes today, modern structures with doors and windows, electric lights and other electrical appliances, running water, telephones and other conveniences hardly thought of -back then.

      
Oftentimes it has seemed like progress was slow, but the original small generator was changed for a 25 KW plant, which served the community very well for awhile, but with more families, more refrigerators, more stoves and hot plates we graduated to the present 75 KW  plant  located  lower down on the Guacimal  river in Lindora so as to have a larger volume of water for power..  Besides serving the needs of our own immediate community, the electric line (and even the telephone line) is being carried farther out to benefit some of the larger community.

      
When we first started Monteverde, the Costa Ricans moved away, after their interest in the land had been sold to us.  However, some who lived as far away as Santa Elena were hired to help with work that we did not have time to do or that they could do better than we could.  Now, several native Costa Rican families are living in Monteverde on farms where they are regularly employed by the farm owner or by a neighbor.  This arrangement makes for closer relationships between the two groups.

Not all in Monteverde is work and the making of money.   Facilities for recreation were very limited at first, so we had to play without playgrounds and music

without musical instruments.  We did have Fun Nights, Community dinners, softball, and later square dance and Family Nites as means of furnishing ourselves with our own entertainment.  Gradually other things have been added, so that now we have volley ball and tennis courts, a temporary ball diamond and many musical instruments to supplement the earlier recreation facilities.  Quite often, too, there is a regular Costa Rican fiesta, offering a change in our regular routine.

And so we see as we look back over the past six years, that there have been a great many changes, most of which we would probably classify as progress.  It may be better to look forward than to look backward, but it is  interesting and sometimes more encouraging to look back at what we have already accomplished than to always see only those things that we haven't yet been able to get done.  In this way, we may gain new courage to follow the advice of the poet who said, "Let us then be up & doing with a heart for any fate; stil1 achieving, still pursuing. Learn to labor and to wait.”

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Resume of 1975

– by Jan Lowther

Ron gave a perfect answer to the question,  “What do you do in Monteverde?".  Ron said, "LOVE IT".  Maybe we've had trouble loving the potholes in the road and the mud slides between the holes but the birds sing and the sun sets spectacularly and we remember that love doesn't stop at rough spots.  Anyway, that rain gauge of John C's did overtime duty.  The rains managed to break John's 20 year record.  However more than rain happened in Monteverde in 1975 - so much in fact, that we are sure we haven't recorded everything,

               JANUARY started off happily with a reception for Ruthie and Nono, after their San Jose wedding.  Also, Jan and David threw a party in their galeron for the newly-weds and for the to-be-weds Martha C and Ovidio.

  
Decorations were by Ron and -Bill K, with extra attention when the wind disastrously rearranged the festooning.  Dancing was hilarious and fun with Wolf calling square dances and Sue supplementing Spanish instructions with pantomime.  Pancakes had luscious toppings but the air became odoriferous when Gary, Dick and Ann arrived.  They had lost a confrontation with a skunk.  Myrtle and Osborne started vacation-time English classes for Spanish speaking young people, including one aspirant who faithfully walked all the way from Santa Elena for each class.

              In FEBRUARY the Campbells provided another festive occasion, with the marriage of Martha and Ovidio (Feb. 24), at the Meeting House...the first wedding of the year...but not the last.  The new chairman of Town Meeting, Len introduced an idea that resulted in the "Puffers" (Betty's name for it).  Instead of a committee to consider preparation for retirement, it developed into a community service committee.  Betty's name for it still sticks because those who attend Puffer's meetings always seem to arrive puffing.  We rush around so busily in Monteverde.               

MARCH began with the quetzals graciously choosing a feeding tree near the road in Mata’s, to the great enjoyment of visitors and Monteverdians alike.  With the urging of the Costa Rican government a Asociacion de Desarrollo Integral was formed.  Marvin was elected President.  When the post of Treasurer came up the voters decided to do it the easy way and Elias was elected unanimously.  The GREAT DEPARTURES began with Jan's travels.  She joined David in Luxemburg and toured Germany, Switzerland and France. On March 25th The Library that was started by a gift from Arthur & Clara was officially opened.  Everybody’s work in construction, getting the books cataloged is really appreciated.

In APRIL there was a house blessing at Irma's and Oliver's, before they left for Iowa.  They breakfasted at the newly opened Flor-Mar Soda the day they went "out".  Dorothy also departed for USA - to attend her 50th class reunion at Olney School.  She traipsed over half the United States, catching up with family and friends and didn't come back until July.

It was MAY when Martha M and JohnT and Sue began bustling about getting ready to leave for Nan's and Richie's graduations, at the Meeting School.   We got Martha back rather quickly but John and Sue dawdled until August.  A crowd attended the official "Inauguration" of the Clinic.  The plumbing misbehaved but Wolf got it straightened out in time; the stove wasn't connected but all attenders were bountifully fed; one speaker barely made it up the mountain in time for his speech but we all basked in the admiration and praise for the Clinic.

JUNE was when the Puffers arranged a 1st Aid and Health course under the able direction of Connie Campbell, a Peace Corps nurse who took a week of vacation time to give the course at Monteverde.  After Connie's demonstration, some of the bandages Monteverdians wound were more exceptional than professional but Connie did a remarkable job with the talents that were available.  Students came from Limon to visit our school.  Bless their hearts, they brought gifts of BANANAS.

By JULY Myrtle had obtained permission to teach English classes in the Cerro Plano and Santa Elena schools, as a volunteer.  She swept Dan Boehme and Martha M into the program.  They discovered that "This is the way we knead the bread" is confusing.  More realistic is, "This is the way we pat tortillas".  John C and Doris were models of Grandparental pride when Ruth Andrea, Ruthie's and Nono's daughter arrived. We don't have to be persuaded, but readily agree that she's a beautiful baby.

AUGUST 24th was reserved for Tomás' and Lindi's wedding. The weather cleared so the day was fine and the wedding cake was very special, having been made by Lindi and Tomas.  Emily did the icing and decorations,

SEPTEMBER had scarcely begun when Marlene (Martha's and Ovidio's daughter decided that she wanted to attend her own baby shower so she surprised everyone by arriving early in the morning of the day set for the shower.  To allow Marlene to adjust to this world, the shower was postponed for a week and then she slept in Clara's arms during the whole party, being looked at, talked about and admired.  Then Kris and Mike came to settle into Edith Peckham's house.  They will know all their students before school begins in March.  Earlham College prepared them well for Monteverde.  They know how to share their busy schedules and arrive at the right place, on the correct day, at the proper time.  Would that we all did that.  This has been "the Year of Weddings". Lorna and Don were married in the flower decked Meeting House.  It rained, as September will, and Dog-Sammy ate the cake decorations, the morning of the wedding, but Lorna's dress and Don's shirt, with designs by Ron and embroidery by numerous nimble fingers were beautiful, new cake decorations were baked and iced in time and the sun came out before the reception was over.

It was OCTOBER when, close to midnight, a car stopped and two lost souls asked the way to the Pension.  Sally stepped forward and preceded to give definitive directions.  The Pension guests looked startled, slightly horrified and drew back.  Sally's Hallowe'en face was painted stark.white with blue designs- not quite what the weary wanderers expected to see in the Quaker Community of Monteverde.  John Dunning lured Tomás away to Ecuador.  They expect to spend a month chasing birds.

Os was sent to Mexico City to represent Costa Rican Friends in planning Latin American participation in the 1977 Western Hemisphere conference of Friends in Wichita, Kansas.  Monteverde and all the other groups of Latin American Quakers will be invited to send representatives to this gathering.      

NOVEMBER was when the community celebrated Clara's 90th birthday.  There was a party at Dorothy's and Clara's house where Monteverdians wrote their names on the lampshade of Clara's birthday lamp.  This was a very joyful celebration.  A Junta de Vecinos was formed with Monteverde represented by Myrtle, Tino, Os and Marta who were elected as officers.  Ronnie Maxson was the only senior graduating from Monteverde Friends School.  Helena, Martha M, Sue and John T attended the Meeting School graduation in June, Monteverde was inspired to try planning a graduation ceremony based on a Meeting for Business with the students in charge.  It was a very happy innovation.  Soon after graduation Ronnie, Arna, Sherry, Dottie and Bobbie departed for USA so the community suddenly shrank in numbers and height.

DECEMBER means possible consultations, borrowings, groans and laughter while Christmas gifts are being made.  It brings carol singing and a special candlelight sing at Sue's and John's house.  Molly and Lucky are depended upon to remember all the tunes to all the carols.  Last year Kenny's were frantically busy moving into their new house; this year they are just as frantic and just as busy preparing for Meg's and Richard's Christmas visit.  For vacation Clara, Dorothy and Marvins crossed on the ferry to Nicoya Peninsula where they pitched their tents on the Pacific shore and cooked over a driftwood fire.  Who but Clara would go camping after her 90th birthday!  Miguel and Virginia Rodriguez (and the community) welcomed Juan Carlos who is as much a king in his home as that Juan Carlos in Spain.  Another departure took the Brenes family to thexr own finca near San Carlos, The Teodoro Méndez have come to help Arnie and Len.

There have been many things happening in Monteverde, that don't fall into a monthly chronicle,  Bill P worked hard during many months to develop gym equipment for the school and he and Steve Abbott (on a visit from Canada) demonstrated many new muscle building techniques.  One Question- Do the real monkeys swing on the parallel bars when our blond and brunette monkeys go home?  There is a lovely, darkhaired Leprechaun who keeps the Meeting room clean and ready for Meetings for Worship.  She's very unusual since she doesn't guard a treasure - she-is one.  The Discussion group that was started when Ferner Nuhn was here, continues; Yoga draws in new people; additional square and country dances have been learned; and recorders still tootle.  Wednesday options have been particularly interesting, with adults and children in both teaching and learning situations.   Emilce has stayed out of San Jose hospitals.  We are glad she didn't become too fond of them.  Gail and Lucky T spent a busy year growing teeth, hair, height and the ability to walk - talking is coming along too but its neither Spanish nor English at this point.

             We began to realise how completely those babies have twined themselves around our hearts, when it seemed we might lose Lucky T - but we didn't lose her so now we can look toward the New Year the way Lucky will- bright eyed, happy and with abounding vigor.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

-from old letter by Lucky Guindon

1st Mo. 25, 1954

Since I last wrote, we've had 2 Guernsey heifers freshen presenting us with two heifer calves.  The 1st one, Margarita, is really a milker—one of the best in the community.  we're trying to sell our Criolle cows now.  It seems rather queer to be milking both morning and evening.

- from old letter by Wolf Guindon

2-13-54

Seems kinda good to be milking cows again, tho its only two and the set-up is far from what we hope to have later.   Our "barn"  consists of four 2X4's  for posts,  8,  3/4X8 boards  for sides and a 8'x 10'  tarp for a roof.   Big enough to put both cows in at the same time.  Hadn't been feeding any bought feed until last week.  Been getting cane from Arthurs just for the hauling since its old cane and needs the cleaning.  Have given the best to the cows and our horse and the older to the pig.  The pig is the smartest—she just chews up the stalk part (chopped into short pieces) extracts the juice then spits out the pith.  But due to short pasture I finally got some black strap and cotton seed meal to help out the cows.  They hadn't dropped in production but had in body weight—and with dry season really taking hold now there's not much hopes for better pasture yet.  Thought we had enough area in pasture to do us but guess its still too near the jungle stage.  After all its only been 6 to 7 months since it was all standing timber so its still part tree tops, logs, etc.  We have been using Ted's harness and broken our horse to pull a sled— been using it to haul the cane, also wood and when we got 5 gal. of whey from John's each day for our pig we used the sled mostly.  Guess when the dairy plant gets to go ing  that  I'll  haul  John's  and  Lawrence's  milk  as  well  as  ours,  since  its  not  much out of my way and neither of them have a horse any more.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

BOMBA

John and Ted had a new two-man chainsaw.  They were trying and trying to start it, but no go.  Then Janice came out with the instruction book and asked, “You have any gas in it?”

- from old letter by Lucky Guindon

2-13-54

Ted has finally completed his cold room and curing set up and butchered his first pig for curing today.  Plans to butcher a beef day after tomorrow and then if all is still going well, plans to start with three pigs per week from then on.  Wolf’s been helping him with the butchering and expects to continue until he finds someone more permanent.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Radio Troubles

By John Campbell

From Family Album Vol. 7

What's the matter with the radio?  In some cases the answer is NOTHING!  One owner of a brand new radio brought it to me because he didn't know how to operate it.  On several occasions the trouble was a battery which had reached the end of its batting!

     
For the majority of the radios, the trouble can range all the way from one broken wire to a recent case where about one fourth of the parts were missing—the owner had purchased it that way from someone who had told him that all it needed was a new resistor!

     
Some radios I have had have been worked on by other "radio tecnicos".  The one at Puntarenas apparently knows the most and charges the most.  Challo, at La Pita, paid a lot to have a radio fixed there and when he got it back the only station it would receive was Puntarenas.  I had a radio once that had been repaired at Tilarán by someone who was at least original-he fixed the broken on-off switch in the filament circuit by soldering a wire across it—a very costly repair for the owner of this battery set.

      
My latest competitor in the service field is someone whom the sadder but wiser set owners refer to simply as the "muchacho".  From the looks of his work he seems to be a student who has decided to earn before he learns!

      
Often the radios in the worst shape are the ones whose owners have tried to repair them themselves.  More than one set of tubes has been burned out that way.  Just recently an owners attempt to jump a burned out fuse in an electric radio resulted in "mucho humo" and a ruined power transformer.

      
Radios have come in with the tuning condensers inoperative because they were clogged with dirt and oil or the plates had been bent and shorted.  One radio was badly rusted because the owner had sprayed it with chlordano mixed in water.  Another was covered all over with creosote from months of having been smoked on a shelf over the stove.  These last two radios are examples of the not always too successful efforts to keep away unwelcome boarders.

     
The "little extras" that come in with the radios would delight the heart of a naturalist—particularly one interested in the various varieties of roaches and their relatives.  Though mud-daubers nests, spiders, scorpions, and mice chewed wires are in the minority, they still add the spice of variety!

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

THE FIRST 20 YEARS IN TROPICAL MONTEVERDE

- by Wilford Guindon

I arrived to live in Monteverde, 21 years old, with a wife and a three month old son, a dairy and crop farm back-ground and a world of enthusiasm for a community and pioneering life style.

We bought two criolla milk cows, six pure-blood Guernsey heifers and a horse so we had to start grass planting (land clearing) immediately.  In the meantime, I put animals on patches of grass on other peoples pastures,   The kikuyu grass was a super quality grass, fast to spread and of high protein,  But alas, the pyrosapia beetle (spittle bug) came along and could completely kill out the stand of grass.  More unfortunately, we have not found a grass of equal quality as kikuyu.  In the search I have tried gigante, gigante hibrido, HI, bermuda mejorado, calenguero, sestrano, and estrella africana, and clovers,  For green chop I used gigante hibrido, imperial, caña, caña japonesa, alfalfa, and banana stalks.

Because our property did not have a stream we had to dig a well but were fortunate that by digging in a dry run-off with a cascajo, sandstone outcrop, we did not need to board up the sides.  We made a windlass to pull up the soil and later the water.  We hit a vein of water at 30 ft. but it dried up in March so we had to dig another 15 ft. to have a permanent water supply.  This served us for many years until we moved to a house-site where we could have piped spring water.

At our first tent-house site we did not have a barn but milked the cows with just a frame with a tarpolin for roof.  When the cheese plant began to receive milk we hauled milk for John C's and Lawrence 0. so I made a simple sled and trained, our horse Sam to pull it.  Over the years we have hauled milk for producers from this end of the community either by tractor, horse cart or, at present, by pickup truck.

My most challenging and enjoyable years were in developing the dairy farm, raising our family and being active on the dairy plant board and on the many community projects.  I never would have believed that I would have given up being my own boss and dedicate so much of my life to the drippy tropical tangle.

When we had a pickup truck, I bought or contracted pigs to take to market in Alajuela.  There was always a big demand for freight to be brought up the mountain.
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Our pig business started when Eston accompanied me out to Villa Bettina near Escazu where I was to operate on Hector MacLean's male piglets.  It so happened there was one male piglet that was very chubby and a bit bigger and so macho-like that we just couldn't bear to deprive him of his opportunity to improve the future generation of the Duroc race.  I decided that my bill for our technical operations would be to receive this attractive piglet as payment and I began plans as to how I could transport it to MV.  I did not have any direct transport and was expecting to go by bus to Puntarenas and then the 2;15 PM bus to Monteverde.  Somehow I felt a bit self-conscious about this pig in a box or in a sack riding with me on a bus from San Jose to Puntarenas and then waiting in the sun until the PM bus to Monteverde.  I knew there was an early morning bus to Managua, Nicaragua and that it would pass Lagartos at about 9:30 AM, and that would give us the day to get to Monteverde.  I also depended on the lady-owner at the Hotel Terminal to be sympathetic and help find a just-right box. and a place to keep my adorable pig for the night.  All went well and I spent the day escorting, sometimes carrying, frequently bathing my piglet that was to be christened "Greasy" and launch me into the "cria de cerdos" business.  Later when pigs were no longer valued for the amount of lard they would produce I brought up Hampshire, Yorkshire, and at the last, a Landrace boar to improve the quality of pigs in the area.

 
Expanding and improving the dairy herd was a slow process.  At the same time there were many community projects and committee meetings.  We also received a lot of help with tasks that we did not have the skill to do.  It was all of the sharing and exchanging of abilities that made Monteverde special and helped to knit the community together.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

                      TRIPS TO THE PIG MARKET

                                - by Benito Guindon

      
When we raised pigs and had a truck,  my father used to make trips out to the meat market -with a load of pigs once or twice a year.  About five or six pigs in the back of our  pickup would make a load, but only one or two of the pigs would be ours.  The rest belonged to other people in the area.  The pickup truck had wooden sides built on, that were high enough to keep the pigs from jumping out (some-times one would get out anyway).  Papa would let my friend, Lesli, and me go with him on a market trip once a year, which I thought was the greatest fun. We would leave at around three in the morning in order to get the pigs to market before the sun got too hot and before too many other people got there with their pig's. Lesli and I liked to ride in the back standing on the wood side where we  could see over the cab and be out of reach of the pigs.  I loved watching the nighthawks that flew along the road in front of the truck, and I kept my eyes peeled in hopes of seeing some other wild animal in the glare of the headlights.  The going was slow, and Papa stopped at the stream crossings to pour water on the pigs so they would keep cool, but one needed to be careful as cold water on a hot pig will kill it instantly.  It was also special to watch the sun slowly color the sky as it crept up over the horizon.  By the time we arrived at the market, around seven, the place would already be a ruckus of squealing pigs, bawling cattle, and dickering men.  These trips were always full of excitement, though sometimes a little frightening, and by the time we arrived home at night, I would be exhausted but content.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

THOUGHTS ON BUILDING A HOUSE

- from John  Campbell’s  Monteverde Memoirs

        
Someone defined genius as 1% inspiration and 99% perspiration. The same definition could be applied to house building with maybe just a bit of blood and tears thrown in for good measure.

        The inspiration for building our house was prompted by necessity— the foundation of our old house was slowly giving way under the load of too many Campbells and their possessions.
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        Several years ago we ran across the floor plan of a house we liked and so we saved it; from time to time other items were added to our file. So far all was peaceful! When it came to actually designing the house certain differences of opinion became apparent. Ten years of marriage haven't made two minds think as one! After numerous discussions and some concessions work was begun.

       The biggest lesson the "do-it-yourself-er" learns while building a house is that it always takes three or four times as long as even the most pessimistic estimate. Many a one man house would probably never had been built if the builder had known beforehand just how long it actually would take.

        In some ways the hardest part of building a house is laying the foundations. If done right it is a slow and tedious job with not much to show for it. Framing is probably the most satisfying stage in building. The house seems to be growing by leaps and bounds, and when the roof is on it looks like the major part of the work is behind. Then comes the let down. Framing and finishing may not sound so different ............. but there is a reason why no house in Monteverde is completely finished!

        In spite of everything I still recommend the "do-it-yourself way to anyone who is at all handy with tools. The creative urge dwells to some extent in all of us. Though building anything as big and complex as a house may tax our skill, and at times, patience; the sense of accomplishment as we look back on what we have done makes us want to go on with the job.

        
We will be building our house for a long time to come, but instead of being discouraged I am looking forward to it. All of life is creation and growth and the broader the range of our expression, the more satisfaction we get out of life.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

WHERE?

'By Mary Rockwell

from Family Album 1961

Here we are;

Up in the hills,

Living on a small patch of earth—

Which we call Monteverde.

A not so different patch

From lots of others;

Perhaps cooler than some,

and warmer than some--

dryer than many

and wetter than some.

But still just a spot on—-

the face of the earth;

which we Inhabit.

I wonder why——

What could be the ultimate plan

For all of us being here?

Or would we fit the plan better

somewhere else?

I have often pondered—-

WHY?

Are we filling our purpose better

in this spot--

than any other?

As long as we do our best

it makes no difference

where we are.

There have been many changes

in our ten years here-

Some that meet the eye;

in the landscape,

in the homes-----

Monteverde would barely

be recognizable

to those who knew us

only right at first;

But how does that affect

the rest of the world?

Or the fate of man?

There have been other changes-.

which don't meet the eye.

Changes within-

in our thoughts,

actions,

reactions,

our desires,

our faith.

We think perhaps

these changes have come

more rapidly

than they would have elsewhere.

But have they?

We find others

in various parts of the earth,

who are changing too-

in much the same ways--

with like thoughts——

So

Maybe Monteverde

Is not so much different

from anywhere else——

Ultimately

the difference

can only lie

IN US

and how we live

with our

Fellow Man—-

It really doesn't matter

Where we are———.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

AN ADVENTURE IN BUILDING

By Leonard Rockwell


When the tract of land that was to be Monteverde was bought, it was divided into land parcels to be bought by various members or families of the group.  I laid claim to a plot, financed by my Grandfather, Arthur.  Which I called “Leo’s Place” as opposed to the more fanciful or poetic names chosen by many of the others.  It took me a year or two of macheteing and chopping to realize that I wasn’t temporarily cut out to be a farmer or a dairyman as noble as that occupation is despite the manure.  I traded my land in to build a woodworking shop in conjunction with my uncle Marvin, who by then had arrived at the similar lifestyle conclusion.  My dad was also somewhat involved.


Marvin and I were to do most of the shop which consisted of the main floor working area and a smaller room for tools, storage and painting.  There was a loft over about two thirds of the area for storing lumber.


When the framing of the building had reached the roof stage, we were placing pairs of rafters with a ridge board on edge between.  The idea was to have one of us, me, under supporting the rafters and jockeying them more or less into position while the other, Marvin was above using a large hammer to make “fine adjustments” in the alignment.


Then I did one of those unthinking, incredibly dumb acts that sometimes occur.  Hearing a short pause in his pounding, I used my forefinger to feel whether he had gotten the ridge board and rafters even.  The problem was that at the same instant he had launched another full force blow.  The fingernail and hammer arrived at the same spot together with the fingernail losing out.  I felt a jolt, but no pain, the blow having deadened the nerves.  Even so, I knew exactly what had happened.  The deadness didn’t last long though.  WOW!


The tribulations of a fungus infection that the antibiotics of the time couldn’t touch  and the intense pain it caused for several weeks and the eventual cure make for another story.  Enough to say I, my finger and it’s nail in a slightly altered state have survived and done well over the years.


I have written this anecdote at the insistence of Marvin who finds it hilariously funny and still reminds me of it from time to time.  I have to admit  that I didn’t see much humor at the time.  But, as most people know, time does mellow memories and people, and I can laugh with him now, nearly fifty years later.


I learned a valuable lesson, indeed, had it forcibly impressed on me, that I have always remembered and lived by:  never, NEVER, stick you finger where there is heavy pounding going on.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

-from “Monteverde”, book by Mildred Mendenhall


Due to the eventual deterioration of the tents caused by the wind and rain and the fact that families were outgrowing the limited space that cabins and tents afforded, we were in time confronted with the need for permanent housing. After the framework was erected and a new house had reached the stage where a crew of carpenters could work efficiently at flooring, siding or roofing, a bee was announced and men and boys arrived, hammer and saw in hand, for a day or more of work and good fellowship ending with the satisfaction of accomplishment. At noon the women and children would join the party, bringing with them a bountiful pot-luck dinner.

          
We followed this same procedure when a new building to house the Meeting and School was erected on an acreage set aside for the purpose.

     
When our house reached the ready-to-move-in stage, one elderly member of the community suggested that a House Blessing be held in the new home.  The regular meeting for worship preceded a short program of word and song appropriate to the occasion, after which everyone stayed for a pot-luck dinner. This was the   beginning of another Monteverde custom that was carried on throughout the ensuing years.

Howard Jr. dipping the hot dulce into the molds in Howard’s Trapiche, with Paul watching.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

- from old letters by Lucky Guindon

Shortage of men at square dance this time because Howards were making their first batch of dulce in their new trapiche and it ran all night.  Just got Hubert ‘s generator rigged up so Howards could run their cane-mill.  They were slow getting started and then were burning wet wood and found they’d gotten their grating too far apart so the coals fell through.  But it can be fixed.  They surely did produce some good quality dulce!

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

The Bridge

By Lucky Guindon

The shortest distance between two points

 Is Arthur's bridge o'er the Guacimal—

 One point being Arthur and Clara's house

 The other, their cousins—Edith and Marian's.

 There was another bridge on the banks below—

 Very picturesque, all built of wood.

 On which Helen Hoge dreamed of being married, 

someday.,

 But it washed away, when the river rose high.

 These "elderly" cousins, oft liked to visit,

 But the path was steep and treacherous.

 So Arthur dreamt—and the dream got stronger—

 It developed into—a suspension bridge!

 He wanted it strong, to be made just right,

 He studied and figured, and drew up his plans.

 And then built a model—exactly to scale;

 Yes, it would work!   And  so it  began.

 The chief engineer gathered materials

 The head engineer called for his men,

 The community's men all congregated

 Together they worked and followed his plan.

 The women came too and brought the refreshments.

 The children were watching (and watched by the crew)

 As the dead men were set and the cables were 

anchored,
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 It slowly took shape—the Dream coming true!
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++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

   Arthur Rockwell, Marian Gooden & Edith Peckham 

Monteverde Masterpiece

                by Mary K. Andrews

Our Guacimal is a narrow stream

       With rocks, and current strong,

Wedged in between precipitous cliffs

       And verdure thick along.

To span this stream was Arthur's dream;

       He wished a safe "across"

For Marian and Edith, too

       With time and strength no loss.

For many weeks he drew up plans

       Accurate to the inch,

(He'd seen a bridge - the prototype

       Of his shrewd plan), no cinch.

With strength of many Monte men,

       The heavy beams were laid;

The cords were swung and fastened tight,

       The swinging bridge was made.

The swinging bridge seventy feet long

       Is buttressed firm and strong

And twenty feet below the bridge

       The river weaves its song.

Though Edith and Marian may

       Have sparked don Arthur's dream

‘Tis all of us who use his bridge

       E'en nights with lights agleam.

Arthur's achievements are of skill,

       And his bridge would seem the crown,

It's beauty of design and use

       Are ours long years adown.

                          - February 1961
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   Bee constructing Arthur’s Bridge
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+++++++++++++++++++++++++++

TIN  BOX

- by Benito Guindon, May, 1985

 
A couple years ago, my sister and I decided we would build our own house,  She was tired of staying in other people's houses (house-sitting while the owners were away) and wanted a. place of her own where she could keep her belongings and be free to do what she wanted.  I just thought it would be nice to have my own place, and I figured that between the two of us we could do it.  And we did.  Most of the work we did by ourselves and without the use of power tools; semiprofessionals were hired to build the cement bases and to saw logs into lumber with a chainsaw.  Our family and friends were of great support in their gifts of materials and labor.  But even so it was a full year before there was enough of a house built for us to move into it.  The slowness with which it went up was mainly due to the fact that often a month or two went by without us getting any work done on it because of lack of materials and/or time.  It is probably the most cheaply built house in the area, and looks  it,  but we had the greatest time building it.   We wouldn't have wanted it to turn out any other way.   It was given the name Tin Box because the walls are made out of flat, galvanized sheets of metal.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Edith House

- by Marvin Rockwell


When Edith Peckham and her sister Marian Gooden moved to Monteverde, they bought a piece of land from Mary Mendenhall across the Guacimal River from their cousin Arthur Rockwell.  They had a house built and lived several years there.  It was centrally located, close to the cheese factory, a short distance to the pulpería and not too far from the Meetinghouse.


Edith was a retired RN and her skills were often called upon.  She enjoyed weaving and taught classes in weaving.  She was proud of the old spinning wheel which had belonged to her mother, and she spun thread on it which she used sometimes in her weaving.


She enjoyed having visitors and her midmorning “Coffees” were attended by many.  The intervisitation of the cousins inspired the construction of “Arthur’s Bridge”.  Arthur also built some stairs behind their house to make it easier for people to cross the bridge and continue up the hill to the meetinghouse.


When Edith left Monteverde, the Meeting bought the house with the help of others.  It has been used for teacher housing or rental for several years.  It is always referred to as the Edith House.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
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FINAL THOUGHTS

From John Campbell’s Monteverde Memoirs

In the beginning we were pioneering. Carrying on an old but dying tradition. Not many are willing to exchange their comforts and comfortable routines for a spartan life which offers little in the way of large material rewards. There were many challenges to be met. A wide range of ages, different capabilities, different educational levels and different financial levels. We were a long way from outside markets and a source of supplies. We were in a different culture and language. We had to experiment with the crops we planted to adjust to different soils and climates. Starting out with little more than the comradeship of shared hardships, we discovered that satisfaction comes with the mastery of new skills, and the "high" that comes with the realization that one's self reliance has unsuspected depths. It was a rare privilege to have had a part in the founding of the community.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

� : Just as suddenly as he'd appeared Ken was gone again by the end of September. Infected by the prospecting-for-gold "bug" he went to Panama where he also purchased a tract of land in a remote area near the Costa Rican border. In November he was back for a brief visit, his father being in Costa Rica at the time, then not seen again until Hubert and Carol came across him in Lima, Peru years later.





� On April 19, 1951, the jeeps only came as far as Guacimal.  From there Hubert, Howard and John came on horses.


� The first trip with jeeps occurred May 10th 1951.
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