CHAPTER VI

The ROAD and Communications
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Rigors of “Trapiche Hill”

- from “Pioneering in Costa Rica”
- by Cecil F. Rockwell

By May 10th the deal seemed far enough along so that Hubert and I started with the two jeeps with Howard Jr., Wilford, David, Ted, my father and a man by the name of Henry Quick (who wanted to see the land and possibly stay).  We left at 2 A.M. with enough supplies to camp for a few days and begin to layout boundaries of the land.  It took all day to make the trip to Cerro Plano.  By removing boulders that were too high for the jeeps to go over and general road building we were finally able to get up the mountain trail to our destination by late evening, the first motor vehicles to ever get within 12 miles of that area.  It was very difficult to make these last 12 miles passable even for a jeep as the trail had only been used for oxcarts and pack-horses or saddle-horses.  We had to dig out some of the rocks and boulders in the trail to allow the jeeps to get by and some of the hills were very steep.  It was interesting to see the reaction of the people we passed. …  On the third day David & Ted stayed and the rest of us returned to our families.  Henry Quick left after we got back and we never heard anything more from him.  I guess it was a little too rough for him. … (May 17th) the jeeps and trailers left at 2 A.M. with Hubert, Roy, Leonard, Lawrence, Marvin, Eston and myself.  It was now getting into the rainy season and even by starting so early in the morning the afternoon rain started before we were very far above Guacimal. My trailer was just too big and heavy for this bad road so we left it by the side of the road and continued with the two jeeps and one trailer. Even so it was very difficult with tire chains on all four wheels of the jeeps and sometimes the two jeeps together with the one trailer were needed to get through some of the extra bad places.  The next morning I came back down the mountain to get the load off of my trailer.  

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

- by Lawrence & Betty Osborne

I will spin a little yarn of life on the Monteverde oxcart trail (AKA road) in the early days.

As you all may well remember Monteverde was "discovered" near the beginning of the rainy season. Of course the heavy rains rendered the road nearly impassable by motor vehicle, but undaunted we proceeded to move everyone and their goods up the mountain to our new home. On my first trip to Monteverde I was on the road three days before finally arriving. We were attempting to get two jeeps up the mountain. Cecil Rockwell's jeep was pulling a heavily loaded trailer. We left the lowlands and had gone only a short distance before realizing the trailer was too much for the jeep with the other load it had aboard. We unhitched the trailer in the middle of the road and drew straws to determine who would stay with the trailer while the jeeps proceeded to Monteverde and would then return for the goods aboard the trailer. Marvin Rockwell and I drew the short straws and so stayed with the trailer. The next day the jeeps returned and we loaded the goods from the trailer into them. I don't remember all the details, but however it was Roy Butgereit and I rode up the mountain with Hubert Mendenhall in his Land Rover. Progress was slow in the axle deep mud, and it transpired that about midnight we were still several miles from Monteverde. Our progress came to a complete halt when we came upon a boulder in the road that we could neither drive over nor around.  We got out of the jeep, surveyed the situation and discussed what we could do to overcome the obstacle and proceed to our destination. There didn't seem to be any solution as there was no room to dig around it and it was far too large for the three of us to handle. Finally Hubert suggested that we dig a hole beside the boulder and roll it in. That sounded feasible so we set to work and finally had a pit dug deep enough to bury the rock. Using pry bars we rolled it into the pit and covered it with the dirt we had dug out. We were soon on the way again to Monteverde.

About one year later we (Betty, Donnie and I) had another memorable experience on the Monteverde road. We had gone to San Jose for the birth of our first child, and when he was about ten days old we decided we were ready to go home. Marvin Rockwell was in San Jose with his vehicle loaded and ready to return to Monteverde. We convinced him to take us with him, so we started out and again made good time through the lowlands. It was raining and very muddy. We hadn't gone too far up the mountain until we came to our impassable hill (“Coffee Hill” – MR) and could proceed no farther. Marvin left us there parked in the mud on a steep angle and proceeded on foot to Monteverde for help. Donnie was comfortable in his basket and Mommy was able to feed him so he lacked nothing. Betty and I made ourselves as comfortable as possible and slept fitfully that night. The next morning a family who lived next to where we were brought us hot coffee for which we were grateful. Later in the morning a crew of volunteer road builders arrived from Monteverde, and before evening of that day we arrived home--very thankful to be there I might add!

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

A Tale of Travail on the Road to Monteverde

- by Mildred Mendenhall

The incredible physical aspect that impacted the very most on our new life and the one that became as renowned as the cloud forest itself was the phenomenal Road to Monteverde. Painting word pictures of wooded slopes, valleys, streams, the beauty along the forest trails presented no problem, the road on the other hand was indescribable; the only way to know it was to experience it first hand.  

What had originally been a path used by people on foot or on horseback had overtime become a trail widened by the use of oxen pulling carts. They were laden with the meager possessions of the first settlers coming into this remote area and, in time, transporting to market the produce they had been able to grow over and above that needed for home needs: beans, onions, garlic, coffee beans, and the fresh uncured type of cheese they made.

Accompanied by Ingo Kalinosky, Hubert, Howard, and John were the first to make the trip to Monteverde (then Cerro Plano). Having come as far as Guacimal in the Land Rover they set out the next morning on horseback guiding the pony size caballos over rough and rocky spots, up the many steep stretches at a slow, tedious pace concluding that in the end they would have faired better physically and psychologically to have walked. This was a historic day: April 19, 1951. It was a day of discovery.  

A month later with the land transaction underway two vehicles set out, Cecil's Willys and our Land Rover, filled with men full of zeal for the task ahead and fortified with picks, shovels, axes, and of course machetes of which each was now the proud owner. They "came to conquer" determined to spend as long as it took to render that primitive trail passable for the first motor driven vehicles ever to attempt that route.  

Where it passed through narrow washed out gullies they widened the road bed as best they could by cutting back the high banks. Where boulders were too large to move they filled around them in order to improve the traction around these obstacles.  

To everyone's surprise they arrived at Ruben Ugalde's house that same evening, received a warm welcome and were treated to a hot meal prepared by Dona Carmen. It was a weary crew prepared to stretch out for the night just anywhere. Anywhere turned out to be the overhead loft of a shed housing the sawmill and as it turned out was home to the bull who, not as weary and relaxed as his neighbors overhead, rubbed himself off and on during the night on the poles supporting the second floor causing a sensation of earthquake and after shocks. The next day the men erected a tent in a pasture near the Ugalde homestead, which provided shelter for sleeping and eating during the next three days.

Unlike the Juan Gonzales family who asked if they might stay on until they could find a place to their liking to move to in the vicinity of Grecia where they had relatives, the Ugalde's were prepared to leave immediately for their new home at La Guaria, about halfway to Guacimal. The Zamoras could not leave as long as the mother survived since she was very ill with terminal cancer.

Rather than move his livestock, Ruben offered to sell his cows, four horses, a pig, the chickens, and a yoke of oxen including the oxcart. Ted and David volunteered to stay on to milk the cows and look after the other animals when the rest returned to San Jose to prepare for the next trip. They moved into the vacated house prepared to camp there.  

The first contingent of Monteverdians who came to stay was Arthur and Clara along with David, Lawrence, and Roy. Their housekeeping needs comprised part of the cargo when the two Jeeps made the trip each with a loaded trailer in tow. The Land Rover with the smaller light weight 2-wheeler made it all the way but the heavier tandem axled one that Cecil pulled behind his jeep had to be abandoned part way up the mountain.

This meant Hubert had to turn around and go back down to retrieve as much of the cargo as possible with Roy to help out. Unfortunately the afternoon rains caused the uphill grades to become slippery and thus impassable.  Hubert and Roy had no choice but to spend the night with the hope of traveling on the next morning after the sun had dried off the road surface. They were able to stave off starvation with the "staff of life", Schmidts whole wheat ("lead") bread supplemented with some of the contents of a gallon jar of honey, though unfortunately lacked anything to drink.  

The following day the process was repeated and this time three men spent the night along the road attempting to keep dry and get some sleep cramped into the Land Rover.

Even before we moved to Monteverde I had begun to feel widowed by that road which took my husband away for days at a time and with no means of communication I had no way of knowing for what reason he did not return when expected. I was inclined to imagine the worst possible scenarios.

The first such experience was after Hubert along with others had gone back to Monteverde to check up on the surveyors progress and to hopefully begin sawing lumber for tent construction. We expected him back in three or four days but five days went by, then six and still no Daddy. And then he came hardly recognizable with nearly a weeks growth of beard, clothes grubby and grimy. Getting the freight relayed up the mountain had taken considerable time as had getting a little lumber coaxed from the saw mill. But the good news was that he had been able to build the floor and partial walls for our tent. It was standing ready to receive us very close to the spot where we would in the future build our house on land that would be our farm home for almost two decades.

We bought the Land Rover as soon as we arrived in Costa Rica. Manufactured in England it was a novel experience to be driving a foreign made vehicle. Both Willys Overland and Land Rover had developed 4-wheel drive vehicles for army use, all of them painted the customary drab olive green. Schofield, an Englishman himself, imported the Rovers with only the prime coat of paint on them then gave them a new look applying dark shades of blue and green. In 1950 they all came with canvas tops.  Huberts only complaint was that it lacked the power needed to more easily pull the little trailer. However with only the two afore mentioned vehicles nine families along with their worldly possessions were miraculously, and by the hardest work, moved up the mountain road over a period of six months time, an incredible struggle of man and machine against the elements.

Right away there began to be calls for emergency trips to Puntarenas, the closest that medical care was to be had. The first case was the day after our family arrived in Monteverde. On the way up Cecil's overloaded trailer had to be left behind and David had offered to stay with it overnight. The next morning upon arrival they found David in dire need of a doctor having gashed his knee open with a machete a half hour before.  Cecil left immediately with him bound for Puntarenas.

The next emergency was one night when the Zamora family let it be known there was urgent need for a morphine prescription to be filled for the Senora in great pain with liver cancer. Accompanied by Jose Luis, a son, Hubert was soon on the way to Puntarenas.  When they got back as far as Guacimal the next morning they found the river too high to ford and were directed by a mine employee over a newly built stretch of road along the other side of the river.

The Howard Rockwell family had driven a new Chevrolet one and a half ton truck to Costa Rica loaded with their belongings, accompanied by Marvin driving Cecil's jeep pulling the trailer, a long and tedious journey and a story in itself.

There was a procedure whereby Howard and Leo would bring a load of goods on the truck from San Jose as far as Guacimal, which was as far as they could maneuver the larger vehicle. There they camped while the jeeps relayed the goods on up the mountain road. Unaware of the existence of a ford across the river they had at the beginning attempted to cross on the old bridge. With the heavily loaded truck it gave way letting the rear end of the truck down and into a precarious position. Before the two jeeps got there for the rescue they were pulled out by a Dodge Power Wagon belonging to the Guacimal Power Company.

Attracted by all the unusual activity, people living along the road would gather to watch with curiosity and disbelief, the antics of the gringos whom they must have judged to be out of their minds. There is one story of the man who, when he heard one of the strange mechanized beasts approaching dropped his sack of beans and ran for cover!  

There were generous offers to help push a mired-down jeep, throw rocks in holes or volunteer their oxen to help pull when all else failed. The señoras offered the weary travelers fruit, cafe con leche, a cooked meal, even a bed for the night on occasion.  
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In June Charlie appeared on the scene along with a tired old D-6 caterpillar tractor belonging to his boss, Edwardo Saxe, to fulfill a road repair agreement (part of the land sale contract). This veteran pair, tractor and driver, had been trucked all the way from Cartago to do the agreed upon five thousand colones worth of road work that was to be done from Guacimal to Santa Elena.

Thus Charlie and his machine acquired the distinction of having applied the first ever mechanized work on that piece of road and although more hours were spent broken down than at work the road was showing improvement little by little.  

One evening after a particularly difficult start up the mountain Hubert began to encounter an unusual and inexplicable amount of loosened rock scattered over the roadbed above Guacimal. Young men on foot bound for the Saturday night dance at the La Guaria school house formed a volunteer rock moving crew thoroughly enjoying themselves with no thought given to any risk to their evening out apparel.  

Growing suspicion of the identity of the rock scattering culprit were confirmed when the old "cat" was spotted parked in front of the school house. A smiling Charlie emerged from within with a cheerful greeting and a proud boast that he had made it all the way there in record time and with only a few broken springs on the crawler. It was past midnight when Hubert crawled into bed that night.

One evening around bedtime neighbors showed up at Cecil's door asking if he would go down the road with his jeep for some obscure reason he could not understand. They were persuaded to come back in the morning which they did at five o'clock along with Eston who understood that the surveyors along with Charlie had been on their way to Monteverde the day before. In heavy fog and drizzle they had driven off the road rolling their jeep down a steep embankment. Eston and Ted rode horses down to the scene of the accident expecting the worst and were relieved to learn that the occupants of the ill-fated jeep had walked away with only minor injuries.

From day one a trip over the road might lead to the establishment of a new landmark along the way. Each had a story of its own, places such as "Coffee Hill" at the foot of which the "lead" bread and honey encampment took place. In later years it was discovered that there was a spring of good water nearby! It was there that Hubert tied up a pair of guernsey heifers for overnight when he realized he could not make it home overloaded as he was.

There was a spot called the "deerslayers" where the patron showed up offering the passersby venison and where nearby banks of gravelly sand provided many loads of material suitable for the dairy plant cement work. There was "roller bearing" hill, a steep grade comprised of small roundish gravel that diminished traction. And there was "white turn", the most fearful of all. A section of the steepest grade of all that tested the limits of a vehicle as a sharp curve in the road was approached. It was at this point that the Walmsleys in a camper pick-up stalled then rolled back out of control stopping just inches from the edge of a several hundred-foot drop off.

"White Turn" was where we missed a shift and our trusty International truck heavily loaded with barrels of blackstrap molasses for the livestock rolled back a few feet as the engine "cranked backwards". I watched with horror as the red paint on the hood began to bubble and melt indicating a fire beneath it on the engine. With the brake miraculously holding (an emergency brake in every sense of the word) Hubert leapt out of the cab, threw off the hood and with the trusty shovel threw dirt on the flames until they were extinguished.

By that time our vehicles were equipped with winches in the hope there would always be a tree, a stump, whatever, to which it could be fastened when needed.

Alongside a level stretch of road traversing a narrow ledge stands "Arnolds Tree", providentially located just where he needed it. He had come off a rise and somehow veered off the road at this point and as the truck started to go over on its side, the tree, not a large one, was there for the vehicle to lean on. Generally speaking trees were at a minimum having been almost entirely stripped off of the hillsides when the land was cleared for pastureland. This was a situation most responsible for the high velocity winds that now blew across the slopes. Where the road traversed a particular hillside a man could hardly stand up in a blast of wind and it was said that small rocks had been seen to be airborne.

Along one narrow but leveler stretch, a driver stopped for a "breather", his passenger stepped out of the jeep and promptly disappeared from view momentarily before hoisting himself back up out of the undergrowth which had camouflaged the steep drop off on that side of the road.

By September we were well into rainy season. The last of the nine families had been moved to Monteverde and twelve visitors had come and gone. By then the road was judged to be impassable for motor driven vehicles and freight was being moved by oxen pulling carts, a slow tedious procedure involving about fifteen hours of plodding through mud and struggling up steep grades. People were either walking or riding horses to and from Guacimal.

During the first five months of its life our trusty little Land Rover had been scuffed, battered and dented by rocks. The canvas top was weathered and it was afflicted with chronic breakage of the main spring leaf, and why not! By December the tires were worn smooth and gouged on the sides resulting in flats. By the middle of January 1952 Rover was completely laid up with the front wheel bearings ground up because during servicing improper lubrication had been used. That February we bade it a sad farewell when in desperation Hubert traded it to the Willys Overland agency for a new Willys pickup, perhaps the most unwise car trade he ever made in his life but the best that could be done at the time. On the same day Cecil brought home a new Willys panel truck having traded off his old jeep which was not only a survivor of the Monteverde road but had come over the Pan American highway as well, pulling a trailer from Alabama to Costa Rica.

Without these two veteran vehicles the settlement of a community in an inaccessible isolated location would have been impossible. At no time was a vehicle obliged to make an empty run on a trip out because besides passengers, loads of produce bound for Puntarenas or elsewhere grew in quantity. Our neighbors with hand tools and by the sweat of their brows grew beans, onions, garlic, cabbage, and chayotes. Those who had small cafetales sent bags of coffee beans and the lecheros who had several cows took 12" x 12" blocks of fresh uncured white cheese to market. The owner of the produce usually went along to attend to the marketing. Soon there were return loads of metal roofing, barbed wire, and little iron cook stones bound for the homes of these enterprising farmers.  We took a measure of satisfaction in being able to help them out in this way.

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

- from “A Brief History of Monteverde”

- by Marvin E. Rockwell

There was one place which we called "white turn" where I had to back toward the cliff edge with my Fargo Power Wagon in order to negotiate the turn and continue up the hill.  Sometimes when the road was very slippery I would ask the passengers to get out and walk up around the turn so that if the truck went over the edge only the driver would be in it.  Fortunately that never happened.   

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

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

- by Arnold Hoge:

 
"One happening I'll never forget—One night after square dance, a young man from Sta. Elena said his wife was sick and needed to be taken to the hospital. (I don't remember his name.)  Mildred and I went home to get traveling clothes and blankets etc.  We had a stretched-out Land Rover Diesel with winch in front.   We got to Sta. Elena, put the wife on the floor on blankets, and with the husband started out for Puntarenas.  This was about midnight.  Part way down the mountain I dropped the right front wheel into a deep hole in the road which neither Mildred nor I saw.   Not knowing what might happen, we unloaded the sick woman on to the road.  Luckily there was a tree on the left side of the road to which I could fasten the winch cable.  We then pulled the front of the jeep back onto the road, loaded everybody in and went on, getting to the hospital about daylight.  Then Mildred and I went back home.   We learned later that the mother delivered a dead baby.  Mother okay, which might not have been the case had we taken her to the hospital much later.
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Winching up “Coffee Hill”

Another time I was going down the mountain with a load of cheese heading for San Jose.   I had two flat tires within a few miles of each other.   Luckily a farmer with a jeep was within walking distance.  So I went and asked him if he would take me to Puntarenas, about 50 miles, to get some tires, which he did for a fee.  I got to San Jose with the cheese late that day.

Soon after we got to Monteverde, Hubert Mendenhall introduced me to a Costa Rican by the name of Victor Hugo Brenes.  We hired him.  He was a super man with a large family of ten children—some born after they were working for us.  We could go to the States and he and his family would take care of things as well as if I were there.  Of course Len and Olivia were there to check on things.  They worked for us for 19 years.

I had an International tractor.  Besides working on our farm, I did some custom work for the Costa Ricans.  One day I was plowing for a neighbor on some pretty steep land.  I tipped the thing over.  But for that tree I probably wouldn't be here today.

I think our farm was the only one where the milk went to the cheese plant in an ox cart pulled by two Holstein steers, as oxen.  Victor was good with the oxen.  I never learned to drive them.

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

BOMBA

Teacher: “Because of their sins Adam and Eve were driven out of the Garden of Eden.

Steven Smith: “I dint know dey had cars in dem days.”

- from letters by Eston Rockwell

Oct. 1st 1951  The sheriff was here this afternoon and said he wanted some guys from here over at Sta. Elena at 6 o'clock to help with some road work of some kind.  We're to take either picks or shovels.   Looks like we've been drafted?  But road building is always a worthy cause....Sat. the 7th  The morning we worked on the road ..we found it wasn't clear to Sta Elena..a few fellows were working on it when we got there... What they were doing was building a road around the side of a hill instead of up over the top of it, to lessen the grade.  It was a bad hill that the jeeps have trouble on when it rains—in fact so do horses—so it was a, noble work to get it improved.  The work consisted of digging a road out of the side of the hill with picks, .and shovels.  It looked like a 2 or 3 day job when we began but went surprisingly fast. There were about 15 fellows altogether … and we had the job finished in about 3 hours.

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

- from old letter by Lucky Guindon

3rd Mo. 13, 1954 –

Chase Conover is back and for good this time.  We all enjoy having him.  Glenn decided to not go back to the States and took Marvin's truck route.  But after one trip he decided that wasn't for him—about made him sick, I guess.  So it seems he is still going back to the States.  Eston is now driving the truck and Marvin is on vacation.  Don't know if Eston will continue after or not.  Guess he likes it real well, but his wife doesn't!  

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

THERE’S A LONG LONG TRAIL A-WINDING

By Lucky Guindon

   There are many road stories from the early years—and continue to be.  But people today who complain about the road don't know what they're missing.  The most common subject brought up at every town meeting was ROADS.  It was a never-ending problem, yet since the road was essential to haul out our cheese, and to bring in supplies, it became the work of our men to do road maintenance.

       
I remember one trip when Arny was ready to haul a load of cheese out but there was a wash-out at one of the streams above Guacimal.  So a crew of men went the day before to try and put in a culvert to make it passable. I remember of there being Rocky, Howard Jr, Wolf, and some others.  Norm and Mary Purinton were visiting Arny and Mildred, and I went out with them in the back of the cheese truck, to go to San Jose.  But when we reached the bad spot they were not yet ready for us. Although it was on a fairly level stretch, the small stream bed was pretty wide and deep.  So the men put down some planks across the gap and the passengers walked to the other side.  Then Rocky guided the driver, Arny, in his truck across on the planks, while we nervously watched.  Arny slowly edged it out onto the planks, but when he got out on the middle, one plank gave, the truck tipped sideways, Mildred screamed, and Arny gunned it across.  Another close call.  Now when we cross that spot, one can't imagine there having been any difficulty occurring there.

     
Another episode coming home from San Jose in the back of Marvin's vehicle, with the car packed with people. It was at night and on one of those corners coming up the mountain with the high bank on the left side and the drop off to the right, we came upon a land slide and part of the road was gone—right on the curve.  Marvin had us all get out there, in the dark, sized up the situation, got back in and backed up.  Then with all the momentum he could get, revved up the motor and flew over the gap.  Made it!  We all piled back in, went on our way, and accepted it as part of the trip, almost as if it had never happened.  But Wolf and I, after that night, called that corner, "Marvin's Leap".

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

by Lucky Guindon

The beginning years held a lot of hard work but also sharing of labor.  There were meetings for worship and frequent town meetings to discuss many things from whether to buy a new broom for the school to land purchase, and always, roads.  Until tourists became the new concern, roads always held the floor.  In the beginning the road was an ox-cart trail winding up and down the many hills—not to conserve on distance but of digging a road by hand.  Then Hubert purchased a caterpillar crawler tractor which made it possible to shorten distances around the hills, not over.  Chains, four wheel drives and winches were stil1 necessary but new stretches helped a lot in time and in wear on the vehicles. It was customary to require 8 hours for a trip to San Jose & this was usually begun  at 1 AM in order to pass thru lowlands before the heat of the day.  We often left San Jose after lunch and stayed overnight at La Pita. in Chalo's house sleeping on a wooden bench with no mattress or cover in the front room, paying for a night’s lodging plus a delicious gallo pinto breakfast with tortillas, and black coffee with sugar. They were always welcoming, hospitable, and jolly.  Our children were a little leery of the ever present setting hen in the privy, jealously guarding her eggs.  Then we would continue our journey in the morn with the bright sun drying out the roads.  It was customary to carry an extra  axle as a broken one was often the consequence of overloaded vehicles straining on uneven grades.  Handy trees or fence-posts to winch to in key places became harder and harder to find as they got pulled out from mired down vehicles using them as anchors.  But oh, what miracles they were, and how many hands were sore from loose wires on fraying winch cables.  There are many stories to tell of the roads and many hair-raising memories of experiences obtained on the road to Monteverde – memories of axle-deep mud on Coffee hill, or White Turn where you couldn’t quite make the turn and had to back towards the edge before making it – of gullied out roads, land-slides etc etc.   And people think the roads are bad today!  How little do they know.

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

BOMBA

There was the time when Eston was taking the cheese out in Hubert’s big truck, when in the lowlands, the truck bed broke loose from the chassis and fell off!  Fortunately the only passenger he was carrying in the back was a monkey of Marvin and Clara’s – headed for the zoo.  When Eston got out to survey the disaster, there was the monkey sitting on top of the truck-bed!  At least that’s the way I heard it.

From old letters by Lucky Guindon

June 24, 1958

Helena and I are supposed to leave with Marvin for San Jose at 3 AM, which means I have to get up at two.  I don't enjoy the prospects of lugging my bags down to Marvin’s in the muddy dark with Helena in tow. Today I canned 16 qts of mangos, and have my hands nicely stained!  Had to bake bread to leave for the family & make grape-nuts cereal —plus ironing & packing, and mending,  Then my husband ran off & left me—but it was for a worthy cause.  So I had to pack all off (but Helena) onto several neighbors.  There's a very bad place in the road which Wolf went down to look at, near Guacimal, and they thought no loaded truck could make it over unless some work was done.  So Rocky, Eston and Wolf went down to stay overnight and work on it tomorrow.  Hope we can get across it in the morning.

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

THE ROAD HOME     

              - by Ruth Mendenhall

- from “Back In The Woods”

     It was three o'clock and we were homeward bound from San. Jose.  There were five of us riding in the back of the truck, perched on cheese boxes and bags of flour and sugar.  I found a high seat on a box in the corner where I could see the countryside over the high sides of the truck.  The wind made by the speeding truck rushed through my hair and heat against my face.

    
The landscape was beautiful.  The coffee on both sides of the road was green and well kept, with tall shade trees scattered through it.  The towns were numerous, nestled in the fertile valleys.  Rolling ominously on the distant mountain range ahead were black heaps of rain clouds.  Spreading out above them the sky was dark.  Faintly now and then we could hear thunder above the truck's noise. 

     
On down the road we rolled.  We stopped and bought some big pineapples at a man's house.  He had pineapples strung up over his porch and a big pile to choose from.

     
A while later it began to sprinkle in big drops.  I didn't think it would really pour, so I stayed where I was.  The others scrambled around and fixed the dry-season-size tarp over themselves and the load.  Daddy stopped and came around to see about us and the flour and sugar.  We said we thought we were all keeping dry; so on we went.  It began to rain harder, and I was forced to climb down under the tarp with the rest.  They were eating bread and passed some to me.  It was fresh and good and made something interesting to do when there was nothing to see but the rain water trickling down the sides of the truck.  Suddenly it became dimmer as we pulled into a gas station with a roof over the pumps.  We all piled out, all fairly dry except me.  I had stayed out in the sprinkles long enough to get quite bedraggled.  The rain poured down in torrents while we got our gas and stretched.  By the time we were ready to go it was nearly stopped, and only the wet pavement and clean, washed air were left of the rain.  I got back on my high box and on we rode.

     
It was dark and time for supper, so we stopped at a restaurant in San Ramon.  The whole town was in an uproar of gay fiesta, but there seemed to be just room left for our hungry group.  Two tables were pushed together, and chairs were shoved up, and we sat down.  It seemed good to sit down in a stable chair in a lighted room with hot food before me after riding so long in the cool dark.
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When we were finished, we paid our bill, situated ourselves in the back, and started down, down into the lowlands from San Ramon.  For entertainment we all sang.  It is always so much easier and more fun to sing outside!

     
In Barranca, where we drove in to pick up mail, it was still very warm from the midday heat.  It was a relief to start again so we could have the breeze from the moving truck.

     
At last we were at Yomalé where the truck tanked up on gas and we on "refrescos"—to quench our thirst, which they didn't.

     
As we bumped off the highway onto our turn-off the big yellow moon was just coming up over the distant hills.  I stood up to rest my back and so I could see around me better.  The night was warm, and as we were traveling slowly over our rough and rocky road, I could feel the light breeze against my cheek.  The hills, trees, and palms were silhouetted against the yellow moon as we rounded curves and changed directions.  All around it was moonlight.

      
A long ways on up the mountain we stopped and all sleepily clambered out to have a small lunch.  While the rest of us had just been bouncing along, Daddy had been driving, and needed some refreshment.  We made sandwiches with liquid, warm butter, bread and ham; shared the thermos of coffee, and ate cookies.  We were all surprised how much better we felt as we started on.

We delivered our passengers at their homes, and at past one o'clock A.M. we were home.  The fresh air felt cold after the lowland warmth,and we shivered as we waited for Daddy to dig the suit cases out of the load.  Mama fixed us hot chocolate, and then we all went to bed.  A smooth bed felt cool and quiet after the long, rough road from the city to "home sweet home."

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

- from Family Album, Vol. V

“The heavily loaded truck slowly grinds it way up the narrow mountain road.  Rain falls steadily.  The road becomes more and more difficult.  Now it approaches a stretch where the perpendicular cliff rises on the one side, and falls away just as steeply on the other.  It almost seems as if the road slopes a little toward the outer edge.  There is no way around.  The driver carefully urges the truck ahead.  He is thankful for the good deep ruts that hold the truck from slipping.  Now, at last, he is through the worst and can relax a little as he continues on his way home."  

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

Monteverde Roads and Trucking

by Eston L. Rockwell

From:  Family Album Vol. 2, 1956

As everyone who has been over the road to Monteverde knows, the road, or lack of it, is one of the biggest problems we face.

The first “prospectors” to see Monteverde rode in on horseback over what amounted to a crude ox cart trail.  The next trip was made by jeep, by carrying picks and shovels and building road where the Jeep wouldn’t pass without doing so.  Soon afterward, the jeeps began pulling trailer loads of cargo up the road.  The first trips went quite slowly while more pick and shovel work was done along the way.  In the meantime, a tired tractor was at work (at intervals when it wasn’t undergoing repairs) widening and smoothing the road which helped a great deal, at least for the first year.  Even with that, it was necessary for a crew of fellows to go down once or twice a month (usually on horseback) to make necessary repairs – dig off landslides, fill holes with rock, etc.

After about two and a half years of using the old trail from Guacimal, some of our neighbors began to get enthusiastic about a new route hooking up with a road between Las Juntas and El Dos de Cañas.  We, after looking over the possibilities and believing them to be an improvement over what we were using at the time, contributed money to the cause and in due time the big yellow caterpillar came huffing and puffing right up to our Guacimal river crossing, by which time the money was gone and he turned around and left.  It might be stated in passing that along the route he left some very disappointing stretches of road, for since there was no engineer on the job, the road was laid out pretty much hit or miss, and it often missed the mark very far, especially when the road should have gone where the particular land owner in question didn’t want it to go – and the land owner always won the decision.  Even at that, the road was a delight to travel over during those last few weeks of dry season, being so much smoother than our old “San Jose Trail”, even though it was a few kilometers longer.  Some of the fastest trips to town in the history of Monteverde were made during that short interval before the rains came.  But then – the rains came!  And it might suffice to say that after that, some of the slowest trips in the history of Monteverde were made.  There was never more winching done than the trip coming in when the axles were broken on two different Power Wagons, and the one that finally limped in with one chain lost and the other three hung together with wire, had only made it by winching practically every hill at a cost of over 30 gallons of gasoline and more than 24 hours in traversing a distance of less than 30 kilometers.  It shouldn’t be difficult to imagine why we abandoned that road, which all turned to mud when it rained, and went back to the old one before the rainy season had progressed half-way . . . But not before we had hauled many truck loads of rock to fill in a few bottom-less holes, and pulled out most of the small trees along the worst hills in the process of winching.

The next dry season we were still optimistic enough about that road to smooth it up with a tractor and continue using it.  And again, it was reasonably nice during dry season, -- but when rainy season came, it brought more water pouring from the skys than we had seen in our almost five years of residence in Costa Rica.  It reached the point where for two months, no vehicle left Monteverde; however a few supplies were brought in by horseback.  When the deluge was over, and Monteverdians began thinking about fixing up a road to drive out on, two and two were put together and it added up to the fact that the Las Juntas road would never be any good for rainy season, and as maintaining two roads is an impossibility, we’d just go back to the Guacimal trail – permanently.  So the beginning of dry season, 1956, saw the tractor filling up the washes, leveling and smoothing up our original road for use once more.  So far it has remained passable, although the worst of rainy season is yet to come.

Before leaving the subject of roads and transportation past and present, something should be said about the type of vehicle traveling up and down our roads since the original Jeeps and trailers mentioned previously.  After the first rainy season, when every one of the ten families and their possessions were moved up, it became clear that Jeeps wouldn’t take care of the transportation and a change was made to a Willys four-wheel drive pick-up and a panel truck of the same make.  These were used to haul many tons of supplies up the road, but also proved inadequate for the job.  They were then traded for Dodge Power Wagons.  These were equipped with winches which some of the other vehicles had had and which proved indispensable in many situations.  With the Power Wagons it was determined about 3500 pounds of freight could be handled in rainy season by winching in the worst spots – of course with all four wheels equipped with heavy chains to increase traction.  The Power Wagons stood up for several months and took a lot of the punishment; but they also had the weaknesses, such as their readiness to break rear axles.  Their frames were not built strong enough to stand the twisting and strain on our bad road and finally one of them broke entirely in two in the middle and had to be welded together and reinforced.

Finally the Power Wagons went out, and to take their places have come the International 140 4x4’s, of which there are two within the community at the present time.  They are too new yet to predict with accuracy whether they’ll stand the treatment, but so far they look good.  Although load is pretty much limited by the traction surface on the ground and the Internationals only have four wheels as did the Power Wagons, it still appears they’ll bring at least 500 pounds more load up the same road with no more effort or strain.  And in dry season they will haul three tons without taxing their strength.  Of course our road hasn’t changed, while our vehicles have.  As the trucks get wider and longer, and the loads heavier, the question could be raised as to whether it’s safe to drive them on the road.  It might be noted, however, that the only accident so far has been with a Jeep which some surveyors were driving up during the first months of our settlement here.  The vehicle ran off the road on a very narrow spot and rolled over down the precipice a couple of times before catching in some trees and brush.  We blame that on their carelessness, of course.  There were no fatalities – just minor bruises and scratches.  The Jeep was hauled back onto the road and driven back down the mountain.

As for the future of the roads and transportation, it can look either bleak or hopeful, depending on whether one is an optimist or a pessimist.  For instance there have been rumors of government aid to build a new road through Guacimal, ever since we arrived here, and they even went so far as to survey the route.  It is said that the grade on the surveyed route doesn’t exceed eight or ten per cent, which would be a great improvement over the present one of 30 and 40 per cent.  However, after years of promises with no action, there has been a little apprehension as to whether anything will come of it.  The latest hope is that of the government’s furnishing a tractor for which we will buy fuel and furnish the driver – and since the governor of the province of Puntarenas recently bought a farm in this region and is exerting his political pressure toward seeing an improved road, it may not be unreasonable to expect that something along that line will be done within the next five years.  Just recently two tractors put in five hundred hours improving the stretch of road between the Pan-American Highway and Guacimal, and efforts are being made to get that much rocked immediately.  Of course, once our new road is built and rocked all the way to Monteverde, I predict great things for the region.  There will then be daily or twice weekly bus service, and freight will be hauled in and out on ordinary two-wheel drive trucks which will haul five-ton loads.  Not to mention the automobiles and sports cars that will blossom out over the countryside among the milk producers who don’t know what else to do with their high incomes.  Of course I shouldn’t also forget to mention the air strip that is sure to come within the next five years when more spare cash is available to put it in shape.  When that comes to pass no doubt there will be several Jeeps traded in on Pipers or maybe even a simple Bonanza. 

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

Woes of the Road, Ongoing

- by Mildred Mendenhall

Following an uneventful trip when the cargo consisted of a full load of fruit trees for people in the community (mango, avocado, and citrus varieties), Hubert, returning from San Jose, the next time found the road actually dry as was typical for December and with a full load on the truck and heifers in the trailer he began the ascent, then before he had even gotten to Guacimal even, he was hearing ominous signs of the rear transmission giving out.

By unloading the freight at the bottom of the steepest hills he was able to pull the trailer to the top. Then in the intense heat he proceeded to carry the bags of cement, 100 pounds each, and the flour 50 pounds a sack (nearly a 1000 pounds altogether) back up to the Willys for reloading. Proceeding on front wheel drive alone he finally reached Santa Elena where in December, typically, prevailing winds from over the mountains brought with it enough mist and rain to prevent the road from drying up. There in a mud hole in front of Buena Ventura’s home the truck mired down completely, the rear transmission of no use at all. Herding the heifers ahead of him Hubert arrived home at three in the morning soaking wet.

Once the Christmas and New Years holidays were over he and Cecil guided two tired Willy's jeeps back down the road. Arriving at Guacimal Hubert repaired Cecil's trailer and replaced the worn out tires before traveling on, Cecil being ill with an infection.

The agency replaced the differential on our jeep claiming it was one they had taken from a new vehicle though after a few trips it began to show wear due to faulty adjustment and "Willy" was back in "hospital" again with a relapse of its former ailment.

The purchase of this vehicle turned out to be a trial-and-error procedure.  After only a one-month trial it proved to be a major error. After two months of tedious pleading and prodding it was finally repaired thanks to coincidental happenstance. Hubert happened to be at the shop when the Willys-Overland regional director from Mexico arrived. After listening to the sad story of the unsatisfactory service we had had this man voluntarily gave Hubert a contract in writing stating that a new differential complete with housing would be shipped for installation as soon as possible. On a Friday night Hubert was able to drive away by eleven o'clock having stood by all day as the mechanic worked on it and the jeep was back on the road for about a year.

After two weeks of heavy rainfall in June the road was disintegrating again and Hubert returned home around midnight with an empty truck, having done a lot of digging to get home at all. He had no choice but to unload the four heifers, leave them tied at the bottom of the worst hills, then go back down the next morning and drive them home on foot. In all over thirty head of Guernseys were brought to Monteverde and were situated in their new homes around the neighborhood.

Special kudos to those men who toiled many an hour at strenuous fatiguing labor in order to keep the road passable, employing hand tools only & with a jeep for hauling rock.  Of necessity road-bees had to take priority over work at home however urgent needs might be. This was a reality from day one of the inception of our community-in-isolation at the end of a road that had never been laid out with any planning but had instead simply evolved over the decades. Following the path of least resistance for those on foot or an horseback who first used the trail, it ascended steep slopes to a hilltop only to drop down the other side providing a real challenge to wheeled vehicles.

With the rains taking their toll all vehicular traffic would come to a standstill and horses would again become the only means possible for the coming and goings of Monteverdians.

On one occasion the sheriff along with one or two or our Costa Rican neighbors appeared announcing that there would be a get-together the following day to rebuild bad spots in the road on a couple of hills in Cerro Plano. Two weeks later the crews got together again to carve off the inside bank of the road on one of three more hills in need of attention. In November two jeeps and four men supplied with provisions to last two days went to work further down the mountain. Then faced with the ordeal of getting back home both outfits had to dig themselves out of a hopeless, bottomless mud hole near Ruben Ugaldes where a spring had developed in the middle of the road.
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In early June 1952, Marvin returning home from San Jose with Lawrence and Betty and their new baby Donnie, became hopelessly mired down in the mud at the bottom of "Coffee Hill" with no choice but to leave his passengers to spend the night in the truck cocked over at a tipsy angle, while he borrowed a horse and went home for help. With a road repair trip already planned for that morning Hubert, Ted, and Kenneth left a 5:30 a.m. and by 9 o'clock were hauling and filling the hole with rock. Cecil had come along with his jeep to take the Osborn's home. After a twenty-hour day the road crew encountered further difficulties, arriving home at 1:30 in the morning.

Two weeks later Hubert and Ken went again on a rock hauling mission before heading on down to Guacimal for a heavily loaded trailer of pelton wheel, fittings, and pipe.  Lawrence went along and enjoyed his first experience of roadwork, but not his last.

About this time the last four Guernsey heifers bound for Wolf's finca were brought up the mountain along with the good news that a crawler tractor belonging to the lead mine had, beginning below Ugaldes, had graded the road all the way out to the highway. It was obvious that a tractor in the community was a must if we were to keep the road navigable. This was a wish that was not to materialize however until we had weathered two more rainy seasons.

In May 1953 Hubert and Cecil replaced their worn-out and weary "Willies" with new Dodge Power Wagons imbued with high hopes of better days in the freighting business, hopes that were not to be realized sad to say.

With chains on all four wheels, Hubert had an uneventful trip bringing home his "little red wagon". Cecil on the other hand with only two chains only got as far as La Guardia where he sent Gerónimo home on foot to borrow a pair from us. What followed was the most harrying trip he had thus far experienced. With the ground so softened in places by two weeks of rain, the heavy Power Wagon nearly caved off the side of the road in narrow places necessitating five hours of repeated winching to reach home.

Shortly after this, Cecil sold his "wagon" to Marvin who was convinced that the freighting business would be a win-win means of making a living.

With rainy season well under way he was returning home when a broken spring necessitated his leaving the vehicle in Guacimal. Then after hiring a man to go to San Jose by bus for a replacement part he returned home on a borrowed horse.

Marvin's next trip, five days later, held an element of sadness and tragedy.  

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

- by Marvin Rockwell

I was coming home from San José with Doña Dora Rojas, Don Juven Hidalgo’s companion and her twin baby girls and an older daughter.  I knew that I could not get all the way up the mountain with the truck because the “road” was impassable.  When we arrived at Don Pablo Loría’s house near Guacimal in the evening we intended to spend the night there.  One of the twins had been born with a heart defect.  We had been at Don Pablo’s about an hour when the baby with the heart defect died.  Don Pablo let us use three of his horses to come on up the mountain that night.  Doña Dora carried the dead baby and I carried the live baby.  The older girl rode the third horse.  

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

- from Memories from Irma (Rockwell) Hampton

     
Eston built most of the roads around there and even down the mountain aways with a big tractor of Hubert's.  He also drove Hubert's truck when they got enough cheese made and cured to take out and they started out trying to sell in each town on the way to San Jose.  And the roads in rainy season were unbelievable.  I rode down with him one time.  I believe we started like 2 A.M. and to the hi-way it was a "sea" of mud.  I never saw anything like it before or since.  There was no one place better than another.  He just had to put it in the lowest gear and plow thru it with the mud halfway up the wheels the way I remember it!  And it was night when we got to San Ramon so we stayed overnight.  They put me in a room with some other ladies!  I believe in those days they never planned to make it all in one day either way but maybe it was partly because of selling along the way.  But it was treacherous going also, for the drivers never knew when a wheel might drop into an unseen hole and break an axle and then they really were stuck.

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

- from old letters by Lucky Guindon

10thMo 4, '53      John & Doris Campbell are expecting the 1st of May.  She's RH Neg. so plans to go to S.J. I believe.  Perhaps we'll have plane service by then.  Marvin will buy a plane if we can get 2000 ft. of runway for him.  And I think we're going to try anyway.  Hubert has his International 2D6 Crawler tractor now so earth can be moved.  So we have hopes.  Only 40 min. to S.J. by plane compared to a whole day by truck!  And only 10 min. to Puntarenas compared to half a day by truck!

3rd Mo 30. 1954     David and Vance Rockwell got here the other day from Fairhope.  The drive took them only a month.  Northern Costa Rica is really good now.  They made fast time on it— only one day between here (Monteverde) and Nicaragua,  But they had to leave their home-made house trailer down the mountain.  And then their jeep broke down a ways beyond, and they left it and walked the rest of the way up.  Felt quite worn out when they got here too!  It was square dance night,  but they joined in.  He got their jeep the next day, and hopes to get the trailer, if the fellow with the tractor takes a little more off of one hump.  I guess Vance is figuring on staying for a year or so—he's in the seventh grade. 

Yes, we do have a new road—different one anyway.   Several folks seem to think it's pretty nice—a great improvement at least.  A government tractor finally came to do it and everybody pitched in and paid for it (Costa Ricans mostly).   It makes it farther but enough better grades to make up for it.  We shall see how well it stands up in the rainy season. 

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

On the road from San Jose

By  Mary James

On the Monteverde hillside looking westward to the sea,

There my little family's waiting, and I know they think 

of me.

For the wind is in the vinetrees and I think I hear them 

say,

"Come thou back O Eston Rockwell, Come thou back 

from San Jose."

"Come thou back from San José,

That's no proper place to stay,

Can't thee see the puddles sloshing

On the road from San José?"

"On the road from San José

where the white-faced Monkeys play

And the black ones roar like thunder

From the trees along the way."

So with Power Wagon loaded, we headed up the hill

There were five other passengers beside my sister Phyl..

To keep the 'Cops from seeing them as we travelled out 

of town

We heaved them in behind the load and tied the canvas 

down.

Soon the highway turned to mud

And it began to rain a flood--

Tho' the Motor wasn't idle, the wheels spinned where 

they stood

On the road from San José,

Then the Mist was on the Mountain. We traveled awful 

slow

We had to get the cable out and winch to make her go.

There was Mud upon our shoulders, on own hands and 

on our cheek,

All the riders had to hoof it, too out of breath to speak

In the Mud their boots would squeak

As in a sludgy squdgy Creek                                 

And they slogged up hill in silence, too out of breath  to 

speak

On the road from San José.

And we thot of our last dinner

Long ago and far away,   

For there weren't no Cafe's running

On the road from San José.

But we stopped beside a cabin and a Costa Rican tells

"Can you get us all some coffee, we won't ask for 

nothing else   .”

No we don't need nothing else"

But how good that Coffee smells                 

Tho the pig was in the kitchen and the smoke was thick, 

by spells.

On the road from San José.

Then we went on with our journey , moving logs and 

climbing stones

And that Costa Rican drizzle chilled and soaked us to 

the bones.

What's that puddle in the wheel track, dripping down by 

where you  stand?

Oh, that drum of black Molasses, it must have burst a 

band.

It's that ooy gooy black-strap

They feed to Cows, you understand,

Yes, it trickled thru our luggage and dripped down at 

every hand,

On the road from San José,

We were nearing Monteverde, and we hoped we'd seen 

the worst

But we were running out of gasoline and we didn’t get 

there first

So we finished up a walking to the place we’d hoped to 

be

On the Monteverde hillside looking westward to the sea.

On the road from San José

Where the fallen treetops lay

Where we hid beneath the awning

Getting out of San José.

On the road from San José

Where the White-faced Monkeys play

And the black ones roar like thunder

From the trees along the way,

(a Parody On the road from Mandalay)

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

- from “Gleanings” by Phyllis Rockwell

Friday, November 11, 1954, the day I arrived in Monteverde, was the annual meeting of the Dairy Plant in honor of its first year, although actually intake and production were not begun until April, 1954.  A Swiss-steak dinner made the day a momentous one for all, and indeed answered the need of the travelers' gnawing stomachs at the end of our nearly two-day grind up the mountain from San José - having had a minimum of food and having traversed unimaginably rough, rutty, rocky, mud-hole roads, which necessitated driving the truck in low gear more often than not.  The last few miles of the trip required so much winching that we passengers could make as fast time by walking as riding — each time the truck caught up with us, though, we'd hop running boards, riding down hill 'til the deep mud holes or very slick top road dirt (due to falling mist) stopped the vehicle on the next upward grade.

What a world of difference in the roads during rainy (which that was) and dry seasons!

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

- from “Gleanings” by Phyllis Rockwell


Doris and I boarded Marvin's Land Rover August 1 (1955) at 5 a.m. (a late start in comparison to Hubert's usual departure hour of 2 a.m.) and began the slow descent.  It was fascinating to witness daylight break forth and sunshine cast a glow over the countryside; to see windows and doorways fill with curious children, mothers and babies at the houses we pass;  to meet the boys, each riding or leading a horse loaded with milk cans, destined for the Dairy Plant (Productores de Monteverde);  to observe the shy look of anticipation when a small girl motions for Marvin to stop, hands him her small piece of money and requests a single fruit upon his return;  to see ahead two men sitting beside the road near a pile of filled gunny sacks and stopping to load the garlic and take on one man as passenger — all this and much more.


The road was rough, with varying deep ruts, and slippery after the recent rain; some spots, especially uphill ones, looked impassable but each was conquered until, at 10:30 a.m.  we reached the first recognizable town — Las Juntas.    It was hot then with the progress of the day and being at a much lower altitude, so we were glad to move on.

 
Now that we had reached the highway we traveled 60-80 kilometers per hour (approx. 40-60 miles) — the next thing to flying!  We stopped briefly in Barranca to check on mail, then hurried onto the port of Puntarenas, arriving at 12:30 — good time, considering the time of year — and soon enough for our Costa Rican passenger to see his son at the hospital before visitors hours ended at 1:00 p.m.

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

Monteverde Road

Written & sung by Lars Larsen & Beth Quinn 

at Coffee House

For new folks here, the hours spent 

On the road are of concern 

But when you greet all those you meet 

Just think of all you learn. 

Forget committee meetings, 

And I don’t need no phone. 

All I need is to head on down 

Monteverde road alone. 

CHORUS: 

Yes (We know) it’s true, es la verdad. 

We know it’s true cuz we were told 

On the Monteverde road. 

Have you heard they’ve got big plans 

To pave our rocky road. 

Can¹t resist the tentación 

Of glittering tourist gold. 

They say the work, it will commence 

Almost any day, 

After they fix the railroad tracks 

From Limón to San José. 

We hope the new road doesn’t make 

Our journeys all too fast. 

We would miss all of the dirt 

We shared there in the past. 

CHORUS 

Everyone knows the pig farm woes 

But this will make you proud. 

Their new plan will solve it all 

Who cares that the pigs are loud. 

It seems that those who work there 

Don’t get stung yet they smell so sweet. 

So, they¹re going to make a new product 

That all our needs it will meet. 

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

From Mary K's letter:

Our mountain road is terrible.  Harsh words are said of it:  Dr. Vivien of Philadelphia:  "It cannot be described; you must feel it to understand it." ——William Balderston of Philadelphia:  "We did not have seats in the Land Rover—we had space." ——Rex Benson of San Jose;  "Wherever I went, go and return, it was uphill in both directions."

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

THE LONG LONG ROAD TO ROAD PLAN

from Monteverde Exchange, Aug. 1991

On July 10 a small group of Monteverde residents walked the road from the Rio Máquina to the Reserve in order to  design a Road Plan.  For some time much concern had been expressed regarding safety for pedestrians, but nothing had been done.

   
Because 3 conflicting philosophies had emerged in the course of this walk, a meeting was called on July 30 to find a proposal  that would meet all needs.  The issues that arose were (1)  function transaction of daily business & pedestrian use vs. vehicular traffic,  (2) safety (collision of pedestrians  with  motorized vehicles).  (3) trouble spots, (4) feasibility/practicality, and (5) aesthetics.

   
The first philosophy arising on the first stretch of road walk - between the Rio Máquina and the Meeting House - had been a 7 meter wide road + ditches & warnings.  This improved transportation/vehicular plan  had the advantage  in  speed  and safety  in passing for the motorist in addition to being a  legal road width. The drawbacks were the expense, the tree-cutting, and the danger to pedestrians, esp. children, with the  unimpeded traffic speed.

   
At  the Meeting House the walk had turned into exploration of another philosophy - a 6 meter wide road with ditches & a 2 meter foot path. The advantages to this were pedestrian safety, economy, aesthetics, and practicality (govt. approval combined with volunteerism in the maintenance of foot paths). However, there would still be tree-cutting as well as the difficulties in maintenance and the enforcement of the use of paths, for instance inevitable damage by horses and awkward access to paths.

  
A 3rd philosophy, which received eloquent support at the meeting on July 30,  was a road of 5.5 meters + ditches,  signs & new  impediments - a road no wider than the present one.  Besides being  the cheapest plan,  it would continue the function of  the road as a communication thread,  no easements would be  necessary nor  tree-cutting.  The  idea was that in slowing down  vehicular traffic with the continued deteriorated state, it would be safer.  However,  after much animated discussion of the three  proposals, it  was  concluded  that this plan if inadequately  enforced  and executed  would be the worst.  The observation was made  by  many that  the  speed culprits in Monteverde are local residents  (who know the holes and curves and are unmindful of walkers).

  
The conflict is one of function.  Is the road a place to walk or drive slowly and conduct one's business of the day at  secure leisure? (As it has been and is.) If so,  how to make it safe? If so,  how  to make it acceptable to vehicles?  And if so, how to prevent  MOPT  from  coming in  and  willy nilly,  nolens volens, "improving"  (widening,  smoothing,  flattening) our  "neglected" road?

   
The Monteverde Road Committee is at this moment writing a Road Plan that solves our dilemma - saves the artery of our communal cohesion and the lives of children now in jeopardy.

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

BOMBA

Coming up the mountain in the old bus, Chalo misses a gear and we roll backwards.  As he tries to get it under control, Tonio age 3 or 4 stands up and announces: “I think I want to walk now!”

THE BUS

- by Martha Moss

The story of the road would not be complete without the history of "Chalo's" bus.  The other day I stopped in the kitchen of Sra. Zamora in Santa Elena to ask when the bus service had begun. Danilo Zamora happened to be there and was happy to share the story of the bus.

The company began in 1964 with a 24 passenger bus, named "La Maritza" that gave service from Puntarenas to Lagarto.  Anyone going further up the mountain were taken in a Toyota Jeep truck as far as "Los Cerros".

In 1967 or 1968 the bus came as far as Santa Elena and soon to the Coope in Monteverde.  Depending on the weather the bus would leave Monteverde at 3 am, 4 am, 5 am and now at 6 am.  

BOMBA

Then there was the time when the road washed out in Lindora. Victor, the bus driver would get out of the bus, put planks across the deep chasm and drive the bus across. Jan and Martha M were on the bus, and agreed that they did not want to ride across the planks. Arriving in Lindora when it was time to put down the planks, both Jan and Martha got off of the bus to walk. When the door opened, everyone else got off to walk!

In the 80s, a direct bus to and from San Jose were added. Despite, landslides, floods and other acts of God and man, the Zamora family has continued to give dependable, if erratic service to people in Monteverde. It is appreciated.

BOMBA!

One day driving down the mountain in the Cresson's car we discovered a small leak in the gas line. As we were in front of the bus Os, who was driving stopped the car and suggested that I ask Chalo who was operating the bus for a piece of tape to patch the hole until we could get to a mechanic (these were few and far between). Chalo cheerfully gave me the tape and also handed me a Chicklet - saying “chew the gum first, put it on the hole and then use the tape!” It worked all the way to San Jose.

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

COMMUNICATING FROM MONTEVERDE TO THE REST OF THE WORLD

- from John Campbell’s Monteverde Memoirs
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The road from highway to Monteverde remained a challenge for many years. People would have to have chains on a lot of the time all the way down to La Pita. There they would leave the chains at Chalo Zamora's house and pick them up on the way back from San Jose. Chalo made branding irons for use on the local beef cattle. He would try them out on the side of his building before selling them to the new owners so his house had an original look to say the least! Special mention is to be made of the following most challenging spots on our early road to Monteverde: Ball-Bearing Hill down where Franco Navarro lives now. Coffee Hill and Cuesta del Padre. White Turn hill that was so called because of the white clay, was the last to go. It had a grade of 36%. This was the long hill before the road levels off to Los Llanos. In November 1966 the bypass for this last steep grade was completed making it possible for two wheel vehicles to arrive without help.  Marvin Rockwell's small panel that he used for selling Monteverde's cheese in San José was the first to make it up the mountain but it had to be pushed up some of the steeper grades even though it was dry season. Marvin was bringing it to Monteverde so our local artist Jo Rockwell could paint the logo on the side of the vehicle. The second two wheel drive vehicle to come to Monteverde was Bob Laws V.W. micro-bus. Since it came right after the opening of the by-pass it got here on its own steam.

        
Voice communication with the outside world began in December of 1955 when Lawrence Osborne made contact with Arturo Volio in San Jose and amateur radio station TI8CQ was on the air.

        
For most of us, a trip to San Jose in the early days was a once or twice a year affair and generally meant visits to the dentist and doctor - and the zoo and museum for the children. When conditions were ideal, the journey only took eight hours! As the years went by, first one, and then another stretch of the ridge top trail would be bypassed as bulldozed cuts were made in the hillsides below. By the latter sixties all grades were reduced to the point where 2-wheel drive vehicles could navigate in Dry Season. In 1973 the toll road between San Ramon and Alajuela was opened, which eliminated a dangerously narrow and winding road, and bypassed several small towns. These improvements more then halved the time to the Capital - making direct bus service to San Jose possible.

        
The more or less weekly arrival of the mail was a special event. Letters came to a post office box, or Apartado, in San Jose and were picked up by whoever was returning to Monteverde. Here it was sorted into pockets of what looked like a very large shoe bag by our first Postmistress, Clara Rockwell. Later, Clara's daughter Dorothy filled this position for many, many years. In the early days, small packages (less than one kilo) were exempted from Custom. Now only books and printed matter escape the Horrifying Red Tape of the Aduana Postal, and then only when plainly marked! In 1994 the Post Office decided that too much mail was coming to the San Jose Apartado, so now our mail is routed to Santa Elena, via Lagartos - where the Monteverde road branches off from the Pan American Highway. People could choose to rent a box in Santa Elena or have their mail directly delivered to the house.

       
Flying to the States for a visit and then driving a second hand truck back was done by a number of individuals and families. Driving overland lost its allure after fighting broke out in Central America, and is only recently, being tried again by the more venturesome.

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

A NEW BRIDGE FOR THE GUACIMAL RIVER

- by Jose Luis Vargas L.

- from Family Album of the 40th
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"Watch where you step when you cross the bridge. I noticed another loose board when I crossed it today.  The foot bridge is in no better condition!"  That was a comment heard often in the Monteverde community during the late seventies and early eighties. Some people were happy to see that the bridge became a restriction for big buses to come roaring up toward the reserve.  Others were upset because it meant lines of noisy people walking up and often not making it to the reserve, instead, ending up in any nice "potrero" that offered nice possibilities for a "touristy" picnic,  Guindon's and Campbell's farms were commonly chosen.  Others arrived at Bertalia's and Jose Luis' house asking, "Is this the information center?" "Where do the nature trails start?"

   
Some years ago work was started with the goal of building a new bridge.  Clearing along the sides of the river and even some dynamiting was done before it was stopped.  Common rumors told that people thought that the dynamiting caused the 1973 earthquake in the area.  Others simply said that the job was stopped due to the worry that a new bridge would mean more tourists up in the area or a greater possibility for lumber extraction from the Peñas Blancas region.

   
The bridge was becoming a dangerous spot for the road, not only for vehicles, but also for horses and people.  The steep hills on each side were a problem to consider, too.  It was a community dilemma.  Should a new bridge be built?  After many years of thinking, after lots of Town Meetings, after many loose boards and holes on the floor, after lots of squeaking when cars rode over it and after lots of water went under it, it was arrived at the conclusion that the job should be done.

   
The size and complexity of the project was such that it was decided to request the government's help.   Not only for building materials but also for experienced people for the design and construction of the bridge.  It was probably the first time that a government institution would get invited in a Monteverde community project.

   
After several months of dialogues with the Ministerio de Obras Publicas Transportas (MOPT), different engineers came on different occasions and finally the project was approved.  A crew of 7 to 10 MOPT workers, along with some community help began working March 1987.  The government helped a lot by supplying workers, engineers, inspection, hundreds of sacks of cement and some other materials.  Also they covered most of the cost of the bulldozing and the rocking of the road.  Still it was a big challenge for the community to provide over ¢300,000 in other materials and labor.  Donations were requested from all neighborhoods and institutions.  A "Historic Pie Social" was held.  No pie social before had provided more money!  About ¢32,000.oo—that was a lot of money in 1982! (Approximately ¢85.000.oo of 1991 colones) 

The four major parts of the project were;

        1. Obtaining MOPT's official approval to help the  

community and the beginning of the work.

        2. Finding the proper iron beams to hold the 

bridge's cement floor.                           

        3. The bulldozing work and rock dynamiting.

        4. The final road rocking.

   
Two nice events were held in relation to the bridge construction.  The first was an afternoon coffee when neighbors brought cake and cookies and we all met with the building crew that worked here from March to September 1982.  They surely appreciated this "Thank you event".  The second event was the "Official  Community bridge inauguration" with a picnic lunch held on July 7th, 1985 with lots of flowers, balloons, food, and smiling faces.

   
The whole community helped in the project, but Eston Rockwell's contributions should be specially mentioned.  They were with the power wagon moving the heavy iron beams, moving the huge cement mixer from one place to another, lots of welding hours, rock dynamiting and lots of hours working with the old grader.

   
The bridge is now over eight years old.  It's still solid and strong, like the first month, even though heavy trucks and big buses and huge bulldozers have driven over it.  We all hope it will last one hundred years or more!!

+++++++

   
Jose Luis, himself, was most important.  He spent many, many hours before and during the building of the bridge arranging for and coordinating the work and material.
    —The Editors.

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

Electricity

by Reuben Rockwell

From:  Family Album, 1957


Yes dreams do come true.  Four years ago the electric plant at Lindora was only a dream.  At first we hoped to have a small plant for our own use then we found the generator which is now at Lindora.  But in order to use it to supply current for the community it would be necessary to have transformers – many of them – and transformers are expensive.  Then came a phone call – did I want to buy about 30 transformers for a small fraction of their original cost.  Of course they would require some repair and some parts.  Of course I did.

After getting all this repaired and shipped to Monteverde the big problem was where to put it.  There was not enough water power available in Monteverde to drive this size plant properly.  After months of searching we decided on Lindora as the best place to put the plant and have plenty of water power.

With the help of Hubert’s tractor we built a road to the plant site and made about 2500 feet of ditch. When the generator finally ran and produced current for us and our neighbors it seemed more like a dream than a reality.

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

- from letter by Wolf Guindon

Aug. 23, 1955
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.Yes, Reuben has finally gotten all his generator, wire, transformers and other plant accessories up the hill.  Also he brought a complete set of tools, and equipment to do metal work and repair. He has several things set up temporarily as emergency repairs have required but as yet his shop  looks a long way off-what with house, barn and electric plant to come first. He has a second hand 60 K.W.  generator which mounts on the same shaft as the pelton, which of course is water powered.  Guesses run from 1 to 2 years before he will get the project completed and I personally favor the 2 years.

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

ELECTRICITY AT MONTEVERDE

- from John Campbell’s Monteverde Memoirs

        
Ruben Ugalde had a small DC generator which he ran at night when his pelton wheel was not used for the sawmill. The belting was such that the generator ran at less then rated speed. The output voltage was low so the 2 or 3 electric bulbs gave only a dim light which lifted the gloom but not enough for reading but did dispel the gloom better then candles would have done.

        
I fixed up for us a homemade powered electric system in May 1956.

        
Hubert began to immediately upgrade the pelton wheel and sawmill, the original water power system then he bought a 3 phase Kato generator (20 KVA) which furnished electricity for his house, meeting house, Cecils, Howard Sr. and the Cheese Plant. The hill on the way to his house has what looks like terracing. Those were the different ditches that were made to carry water for his electric system. The one the lowest down was Ruben's original one.

        
One of the early projects was improving the sawmill and getting more water to the Pelton Wheel. A 25 KW generator was added and, when sawing was not in progress, a limited amount of electricity was available for the Cheese Plant and nearby houses.

        
Electricity for the rest of the community would have to wait until Rueben Rockwell completed his plant down in the valley at Lindora. Reuben Rockwell first started thinking of a light plant in the fall of 1951, but it took another 6 years to find a site; dig a flume; design a pelton wheel and hydraulic governor; (the pelton wheel and hydraulic governor were shipped by boat to Puntarenas) construct a penstock in Monteverde of sheet iron which was formed and welded in Reuben's shop. Many parts and tools were hauled from the States in a succession of overland trips. Rueben not only did the designing but made most of the parts himself, including the special buckets for the Pelton Wheel and a governor to keep the speed constant. Skilled with a welding torch, he also made the sheet iron penstock.

        
There wasn't enough water power available in Monteverde so a site for a plant had been selected on the banks of the Guacimal river a number of kilometers by road or 1000 plus feet down a very steep hill below the outer end of the "airstrip". With the help of Hubert's tractor they built a road to the plant site and made about 2500 feet of ditch.  Penstock pipes were constructed here of sheet iron - but the gauge was light and they rusted out in the first few years.

        
Poles for the line were cut from any handy trees and galvanized steel wire was used for the highline wire. His son "Rocky" put up the electrical distribution system, and in 1957 we became electrified.

        
Hubert's generator continued to furnish standby current for a number of years for the plant and the houses mentioned before. Up to this time plant operation had been powered by Hubert's generator - which continued to furnish emergency power for a number of years after this.

        
Rocky rigged up a Rural Telephone System: a single wire party line with each phone having its own Morse code ring. One long ring, we called a general ring, was the signal for everyone to pick up their receivers for a community wide message; a series of short rings announced the arrival of the weekly mail. The single wire picked up both hum.from the power lines and an occasional strike of lightning. Luckily only a little dog was in one house when a bolt exploded a lightning arrester by the phone. Casualty: one deaf pet!

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

BOMBA

There was the time that the generator at the Lindora plant went bad.  The lights went out on Christmas Eve and came back in March! Stella had great barbeques as the meat in her freezer began to get soft.

LINDORA BRILLA DURANTE EL ECLIPSE PERO...

From Monteverde Exchange-Aug. 1991

     
En la  semana del  eclipse, las luces de "Lindora" todavía estarán brillando.  Sinembargo la semana siguiente   "Lindora" sera "eclipsada" por el  ICE.   Después de 35 años de alumbrado constante, 2 aumentos de tarifas, unos pocos apagonazos por reparación, o por  baja corriente en el rio, o por rayarías durante tormentas, y a pesar del retiro de Santa Elena y Cerro Plano (Julio 1980). la Fabrica de quesos  y la  Flor Mar, nuestra planta  eléctrica de  la comunidad  no podrá continuar llenando las necesidades de una metrópolis de montana que crece.

     
Esta edición de Monteverde Exchange /Intercambio rinde tributo a la familia Rockwell.  Quienes nos han provisto de electricidad durante los últimos 22 años.

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

LINDORA SHINES THROUGH ECLIPSE BUT

From Monteverde Exchange-Aug. 1991

In the week of the eclipse, Lindora lights are still glowing. Next week, however, Lindora will itself be eclipsed by ICE. After 35 years of faithful illumination, 2 rate hikes, a few shut-downs, brown-outs,  enlightening  disconnectings,  and  in spite  of  the subtraction  of  Santa Elena Cerro Plano(July 1980),  the  Cheese Plant (1986) and the Flor Mar (1987),  our community power source can  no  longer  service the needs of  our  mushrooming  mountain metropolis and galloping growth.

   
This issue of the Monteverde Exchange /Intercanbia pays tribute to the Rockwell family who have provided us with illumination for the last 22 years.

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

POWER PLAY

- by Marcy Lawton

- from Monteverde Exchange, Julio 1991

    
"All I want is a hot bath," I told myself, descending the last hill to the house below the old pension.   

    
What I got was a surprise. An unpleasant surprise. It had been a long day,  one in which I'd chased back and forth between Brown Jay  nests  from 4:30 a.m.  Now it was nearly dark and the last   1 hour had been filled with fantasies of hot water and an early bed.

    
As I arrived at the porch and stooped to take off my boots, I noticed a small piece of paper taped to the door.  Pulling off my filthy socks and straightening up with a groan, I pulled the note from the door and unfolded it.

    
"Notification of Power Interruption" the paper was headed.  It went on to tell me that my electricity had been turned  off  for non-payment of my bill.

    
"What  bill!" I fumed.  For months I had been begging Eston to leave my bill under the door or in my mailbox.  Bob and I were both doing field work,  I'd explained, and were never around when Eston came to read the meter.

    
"I  don't leave bills," Eston had told me repeatedly.   Why  he didn't  leave  bills was left to the imagination, and two or  more  months  might  go by before Eston came to tell us what  we  owed.  Whenever that occurred,  we had simply paid what we owed for  the interval  between that day and the last time Eston had  delivered his reckoning. Until today this had not seemed to bother Eston.

    
But it had clearly bothered him today.

    
"I   don't believe it!" I shouted to the mute bananas  ripening on  the  porch.  I couldn't believe Eston had cut us off  without even leaving us a bill or a warning.

    
"I'm  going to kill him," I thought,  all Friendly  principles temporarily suspended.  In a rage,  I put my dank socks and  muddy boots back on and headed up the hill once more.

    
"That  man is lucky I don't have a gun," I told myself,  nursing my grievance all the way to the Flor Mar.  My feet hurt,  my back hurt,  I  was  three months pregnant and feeling very  sorry  for myself.  It never occurred to me to consider how Eston might have been feeling.

    
I must have looked murderous,  stomping down the road in  the fading  light.  Certainly my mood conveyed itself clearly to  Jan Lowther as she rounded a dusty curve, her horse at a trot.

    
"Power troubles?" she inquired, reining her glossy mount.

    
"Power troubles,"  I grunted in assent.  Then, looking sharply at Jan, I asked, "How did you know?"

    
"I've had them myself," Jan replied.  Apparently Eston had had enough. People were not paying their bills on time and people were just going to have be taught the hard way.

    
"Here,  sweetie," said Jan,  dismounting. "Take Condessa." The full  extent  of Jan's compassion was not lost on me.  Not  just anyone was permitted to ride her splendid bay.

    
"Oh  Jan,  thank you so much," I panted,  nearly weeping  with gratitude. I loved riding, and this was the most glorious time of day to ride along the bluff to the Rockwell farm.

   
By the time I arrived,  the red-gold of sunset had soothed  my temper and, as I reined Condessa to a halt for a final glimpse of alpen-glow  on  the sunlit hills,  I hit upon a solution  to  the problem of how to pay the bill when the creditor won't leave you a copy.

    
"Eston," I said sweetly, after I'd paid him the 128 colones I owed,  "I  understand that you can't leave me a bill." (This  was true,  although  -for the life of me I could not comprehend WHY it was true.)  "But if you can't leave me a bill,  would you consider leaving me a NOTE, telling me how much I owe?"

Eston  pondered this idea soberly for a long  moment.  Then, slowly nodding his head, he smiled at me and said, "Well, I could probably do that, leave you a note."

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

1957, La electricidad en Monteverde

- from Voz del Pacifico

     
Abrazaba el final del año 1956 y llegaba el año nuevo de 1957, que traería a la Colonia Cuáquera y a los vecinos aledaños un paso trascendental. La electrificación en estas remotas montañas de Monteverde; y que se encontraba alejado de todo centro urbano y con muy malas vías de comunicación. La magnífica ¡dea de la creación de una planta eléctrica en la región, fue de David y su padre Reuben Rockwell.  Importaron maquinaria apropiada e iniciaron los duros trabajos de colocación de postres y distribución del tendido eléctrico.

       
Y allá en la Lindera, unjoven trabajador valiente y humilde: Eston Rockwell; tenía la responsabilidad de dirigir la construcción de la paja de agua. Con un pequeña tractor hizo grandes excavaciones; afrontando serios problemas por derrumbes, que por poco acaban con su vida. Sus labores las inicio en enero de 1957 y las concluyó en abril del mismo año.  El sueño era por fin una realidad. A la nueva empresa la denominaron "LINDORA POWER COMPANY" nombre que fue puesto por iniciativa de sus fundadores David y Reuben Rockwell.

        
En 1969, la compañia de .electrificación quedó en manos de aquel joven que había iniciado como tractorista en la paja. Y Eston Rockweil con su familia, tomo el timón y lo llevó con grandes sacrificios y dificultades, hasta llegar a tener alrededor de 155 usuarios de electricidad de las comunidades de MonteVerde, Cerro Plano y Santa Elena.

        
En el año 1981 el Instituto Costarricense de Electricidad abasteció las comunidades de Santa Elena y Cerro Plano, pagándole una suma simbólica a el artificie de la electrificación en la región, Eston Rockwell.

       
Actualmente dicha empresa solo brinda sus servicios a la Colonia Cuáquera, y a la Reserva Biologica de Monteverde.


(I.C.E. asumió la distribución de electricidad en Monteverde alredador de año 1991.)

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

The beginnings of Communications with outside

- by Cecil Rockwell

For the first few year we had no way of communicating to and from San Jose, with no radio or telephone.  Lawrence Osborn was able to acquire a short-wave radio transmitter and receiver from his brother in the States.  Whenever any of us were in San Jose, we were able to communicate with Monteverde from the office of our good friend and lawyer, Arturo Volio or the office of Max Cone, the man who had the farm in the General Valley that we had looked at before locating Monteverde.  Later we got a pair of Heathkit transmitter-receiver kits and I assembled them and John Campbell checked them out and adjusted them.  By this time my brother Marvin had an apartment in San Jose for headquarters and had one of the radios there.  They served pretty well, depending on weather conditions and other radio interference.  This arrangement served for many years until telephone service came to the area.

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

MAIL

- by Dorothy Rockwell

When we first came up the mountain to Monteverde our mail came through Guacimal and was brought up by anyone coming from there.  One year there were five weeks between mails.

The first mail “boxes” were made of used tent canvas, and placed in Cecil Rockwell’s pulpería (store).  Then it was decided to have mail go through Puntarenas and picked up in Barranca.  Mail “boxes” were then moved to the home of Arthur and Clara Rockwell.  Later the decision was made to rent a box in the San José Post Office.  After a few years there were too many keys in too many hands so on October 1, 1969 the change of box 3960 to box 10169 was made.  On December 12, 1969 the decision was made to have mail left at the Dairy Plant and Dorothy Rockwell to sort it.  This was in the office down stairs next to the work room.  After the upstairs office was built in the addition in 1972, it was later moved to another location.  Before the salesroom down stairs was finished, new boxes were made for that location, 64 boxes in one unit.  When the large renovation was done in 1989 this unit was moved to the new sales room downstairs.
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For many years the mail was brought up in Monteverde cheese trucks in locked bags.  After sorting it I made a “mail ring” of a series of short rings on the community phone system.  After I resigned sorting the mail, several other women in the community took turns.


In 1994 the post office in San José informed the cheese plant that not more than three parties could use a single box.  So all the mail then was sent to Santa Elena, with some families renting boxes and others getting their mail delivered.  For many years our “buzón” for outgoing mail was a large barrel on legs, attractively painted.  Then a new more official locked mail box was installed for outgoing mail.  

BOMBA


While Dorothy sorted mail and put in the boxes in the Dairy Plant’s salesroom, she was often approached by visitors with questions.  One woman asked, “Where do the Quakers live?”  “Oh, around.” Was Dorothy’s reply.  “Well, I think I saw one!” … And Dorothy kept her Quakerly silence!

The old boxes are still used for local notices & “mail”.  The Friends Meeting and the Friends School, along with the Cheese Plant continue with the San José box 10165. 

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