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This memoir is an unusual story about a young ten-year-old girl on a three-month family road
tour through Mexico. Back then, the girl knew little about Mexico. By her mother’s instruction, she
kept a detailed journal of all the wonders of the trip. Would she discover anything new and
exciting?The journey was eye-opening. She wrote candidly about the family’s adventures - from
being stranded in a remote mountain region, to getting lost in enormous Mexico City, to
attending summer school in Guadalajara and living with a Mexican family with 3 boys. She
couldn’t believe how Mexico was so different yet so close to home.Themes: History, Travelogue,
Special social encounters, Cuisine, Customs, People, Education, Geography

A Rolfingsmeier: The author flawlessly recaptures herself at 10 years old with her non-
judgmental wonder at being an American child visiting her first foreign country. Set in 1965, she
recounts the car trip she made with her parents and older sister from their home in Dallas, Texas
to Guadalajara, Mexico for their mother to attend the University there. She marvels over the
breadth of history woven into every mile and stop, as the '60s' political disquiet ("Ordaz for
President!) goes unnoticed, except by her parents. She sees and tells about the inequity
between her life in Texas and the lives of most children in Mexico. With guileless humor and
observation (where are all the playgrounds and sombreros; panning for gold and being dwarfed
by El Pipila and the buildings of Queretero University), the author also relates gratifying incidents
about selfless and gracious Mexicans she meets, despite the great divide between pounding
poverty and lavish prosperity. This memoir may chronicle a travel trip between Texas and
Mexico, but it is ultimately an uplifting exploration of the people of both countries. From the
AuthorDuring the trip to Mexico with my family in 1965, I was ten years old and I kept a diary of
all that we did and saw each day. I still have the diary - it's dogeared, split paged and soiled, but
all the important souvenirs - hotel soap, hotel sugar, brochures, napkins, chocolate bar
wrappings, photographs, broken glass and more - are still there. This diary gave me the
opportunity to look back decades later and see what my family and I were like back in 1965.Join
in on the 1965 Mexican trip with Ellen Lopez and her family. Exciting adventures and historical
places await you - from being stranded in a remote mountainous region, to getting lost in Mexico
City, to attending summer school and living with a Mexican family in Guadalajara, Mexico. And
so much more! About the AuthorEllen Lopez, Author:I enjoy writing books for young people -
especially for their recreation and growth. Thus, I decided to open the "book boutique" for the
books that I author. Only interesting and fun books will be included in Ellen's Book Boutique. I
was born and raised in Dallas, Texas, spent most of my "growing up" years practicing ballet,
playing neighborhood sports and dreaming about faraway places like the Netherlands ("the
Lowlands"), Norway ("the Land of the Midnight Sun") and New York City ("the Big Apple"). I



enjoyed going to school and graduated from Southern Methodist University with a Master's
degree in Liberal Arts (1993) and from the University of Texas (Austin) with a Bachelor's degree
in Mathematics (1976). I also have taken creative writing courses at Queen's University of
Charlotte.Recently, I completed a successful 30-year career in Information Technology, first as a
developer, then as a project manager. During this time, I had the opportunity to visit my favorite
places - including Mexico. I live in Charlotte, NC with my husband, write every day and continue
to travel several times a year.Read more
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memoirProduced in the United States of AmericaPrologueAt the beginning of our family trip, I
had complained about having to go to Mexico, especially for an entire summer. And going to
summer school? No way. Why would anyone want to go to school and drive hundreds of miles to
get there? Summertime was for sleeping late, eating lots and swimming, you name it, anything
but school. I didn’t want to learn about a whole new country.Back then, in 1965, I knew nothing
about Mexico. What would I discover? What would occur there? Would I even like it there?But
something happened to me on this trip. I surprised myself at how much I enjoyed discovering
Mexico’s amazing history, its art, rural life, schools, the beautiful mountains and its kind people. I
felt comfortable in Mexico. I could be myself.What was my favorite recollection from the whole
trip? I couldn’t say, because every city, town and experience were new and exciting highlights.I
enjoyed visiting Northern Mexico’s Zapata school with the kids running all about and Saltillo’s
famous Santiago Cathedral. I treasured La Pardita ejidal for the hard work of its community. I
liked being at the Villa Hidalgo street market and speaking Spanish with the vendors. San Luis
Potosí reminded me of ranching and cowboys, not to mention bullfights.Dolores Hidalgo stood
proud with its War of Independence history. Guanajuato, San Miguel de Allende and Querétaro
each held their own unique beauty spots.Mexico City held the prize for all of Mexico. I learned
about Mexico’s history — the earliest Indians and Aztecs, Father Hidalgo and Emiliano Zapata
— by visiting the city’s Govt Palace, Metropolitan Cathedral and the ancient pyramids.And,
finally, Guadalajara, which offered me a rare glimpse into a slice of daily Mexican life. I learned
what it was like to live with three boys and depend on two housekeepers. I discovered interesting
but disturbing country club rules. I enjoyed going to summer school, mainly to the Mexican
dance classes. I found out how considerate Mexicans can be, especially the riders on Bus
15.After three days on the road, Dad spotted Pegasus, the flying red horse, atop the Dallas
skyline. We were home!I’m glad my mother handed me a blank journal for our trip. She
apparently knew that writing every day would give me the rare opportunity to glance back and
see who I was back then when I was young. If I had an occasion to do the trip again, I would
gladly give up an entire summer and go to Mexico.Northern MexicoMonterrey“Look, there’s
Mexico!” I shouted as we crossed the Rio Grande from the border town of Laredo, Texas. The
car vibrated and whirred over the grooves of the International Bridge. I looked outside into the
river valley below.My parents, sister and I traveled from Dallas, Texas to Guadalajara, Mexico in
our old, two-toned, olive-green, Desoto.“What a big river,” my sister, Marianne said. “The water is
a sparkly green.”Marianne, aged fourteen, had short, chestnut-colored hair, hazel eyes and soft,
ivory skin. She was pretty, smart and artistic. She had just started experimenting with make-up
and, in my opinion, used too much blush.As for me, aged twelve, I had curly brown hair with dark



brown eyes, like Dad’s. I was quiet, athletic and loved teasing my sister.“You’re right,” Mom said.
“And this is the actual border between Texas and Mexico.”My mother, a history teacher in Dallas,
had received a Federal Grant for study “overseas”. She had selected Mexico so she could learn
more about Mexico. Mom would take classes on Mexican history and Spanish literature at the
Universidad de Guadalajara.On the bridge’s walkways, large groups of people trudged to and
from Mexico overloaded with satchels, groceries and other belongings.We reached the entrance
gates on the Mexican side, in Nuevo Laredo or New Laredo. “Remember what I told you about
border crossings,” Dad whispered. “Sometimes people encounter problems, like carrying too
much luggage, failing to provide identification or talking too much. Just keep quiet. We want to
get on with our trip.”Mom added, “Just listen to what the border patrol officers say and provide
what they ask, like your name or your belongings, nothing more.”Rattled by all these instructions,
Marianne and I sat with our hands clinched in our laps, mouths clamped shut, only our eyes
moving back and forth.Fortunately, the border crossing was a snap. Dad presented our names,
baggage and identification papers, the officials nodded, and we were on our way.People told me
my dad was extremely handsome with dark brown, curly hair. Dad enjoyed people, fishing,
playing badminton with us girls and leading a band.I noticed that everywhere around us was the
color gray. It was like watching black and white television - gray steel buildings, gray streets, gray
bridges and gray uniforms worn by the officers. I felt as if I really was in another country.We
stopped at Sanborns, the Mexican insurance company and picked up the yellow cardboard
‘dollar-to-peso’ conversion chart. Studying the conversion tables, Dad learned that seven cents
equaled one Mexican “dollar” or peso.During our drive to the south from Nuevo Laredo into
Northern Mexico, I saw a big, dry desert mixed with pink flowering cacti and gray scrub brush.“It
looks like it would be hard to grow vegetables or cotton here,” I said. “See the cactus? This land
is so different from Texas, yet Texas is so close.”“I think you’ll see many interesting things on the
trip,” Mom smiled. “Mexico is a unique country, so try not to expect everything to be the same as
home.”There was hardly any traffic. “Where is everybody?” Marianne asked.Even if we had
wanted to, we couldn’t play the ‘Sign’ game because no billboards or signs existed. I noticed the
landscape ahead had deepened into a blue color, giving way to a large band of purple
mountains.Bending over into the front seat and pointing straight ahead, I asked, “What are
those?”“They’re the Sierra Madre Orientals, a long range of mountains much like the high
Rockies,” Mom said, reaching for the map. “We’ll be seeing these mountains throughout our
whole trip.”My eyes wide open, I didn’t want to miss a thing.Traveling over the last foothill late in
the afternoon, we scanned the wide valley below. The tin rooftops of Monterrey sparkled. A tall,
red-brick chimneystack, off to the left, puffed yellow-white smoke over half the city. “They’re
making steel over there,” Mom said.Asleep behind the city was the Cerro de la Silla (Saddleback
Mountain). I saw a group of purplish-blue peaks, but only one peak looked like a tall saddle.“It
certainly looks like a saddle up at the top,” I said, chuckling. I couldn’t take my eyes off the scene
as Dad drove us closer and closer to Monterrey.“Look at that black and red sign,” Marianne said,
pointed. “It’s a Coca Cola billboard sign. It says Tome Coca Cola.”I couldn’t believe it. “Does



Coke actually exist in Mexico?” I asked. “I thought only the United States had Coca Cola.” I
craned my neck to view the sign for as long as possible.Marianne laughed. “Coke is
everywhere,” she said to me. “It didn’t just pop up in America.” Dad eyed her in his rear-view
mirror, gave her a stern look and shook his head.By nightfall, we arrived in the historic section of
Monterrey. We found our hotel, the Ancira, wedged into a tight corner lot. The bellhop lugged the
suitcases to our hotel rooms for the overnight stay.ZapataThe sun beat down on us the next
morning while we stowed the suitcases in the trunk. “Oh no, the seats are broiling,” Dad groaned
when he climbed into the car. “I should’ve worn slacks instead of shorts.” Then he burned his
fingers on the scorched steering wheel, grimaced and uttered another cry of pain.
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A. Rolfingsmeier, “What I particularly liked was that the author did not editorialize about what ....
This title caught my attention because I, too, spent time in Mexico during the '60s. I was excited
to see if my impressions of an American living in Mexico were similar to the author's. The book
seemed to be more travelogue than memoir. What I particularly liked was that the author did not
editorialize about what she saw. She presented what she saw as she saw it at age 10, and
resisted indulgence in commentary that could only have been from her adult and contemporary
point of view. I would like to have heard more memoir from this author, but it was a quick read
and an enjoyable trip back in time. A. Rolfingsmeier, author of "Full Circle", Chicken Soup for the
Cat Lover's Soul”

The book by Ellen Ward Lopez has a rating of  5 out of 4.0. 1 people have provided feedback.
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