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Saltillo 

 

The summer of 1942 was a multiple sort of high point in my life. I won't try to list the 

events in the order of their importance, but they included such things as getting 

accustomed to wearing my engagement ring from Paul, anxiously devouring any news on 

radio or in newspaper concerning the conflict in Europe, and realizing my long-standing 

ambition to go to Mexico.   

 

After having studied the Spanish language all through high school and college, I was 

eager to reinforce my scant speaking knowledge of Spanish with a secure acquaintance of 

the subtleties of conversation. When I discovered a six weeks study of the language and 

culture in Saltillo, sponsored by the Spanish Department of Texas State College for 

Women, I believed that I had found the answer to my wish. A number of women, both 

high school and college graduates, from Dallas, signed up for the school session. The 

Mexican consul to Dallas, a charming man, arranged for a newspaper interview and 

picture of the group from Dallas, giving a few of us a chance to get acquainted before we 

were to meet in Laredo for the bus trip to Saltillo.   

 

 
 



The hotel in Laredo was alive with would-be Spanish speakers when we gathered for 

dinner before our early morning departure for Saltillo. Our trip through the northern part 

of Mexico was an attractive beginning, for the desert landscape had been enlivened by a 

recent rain, with accompanying array of multi-colored flowering plants. When we 

reached Monterrey, we turned west into the looming mountains we had been watching, 

occasionally seeing little haciendas tucked into scrubby groves of mesquite trees or an 

occasional seraped farmer leading a small burro with a load of firewood. Saltillo was still 

a small village which had not yet become the thriving tourist attraction that it is today. 

After a sudden turn in the road, we saw our romantic little town laid out before us, 

dominated by the tall spire of the church. 

 

   
 

As soon as we were assigned our rooms (the five graduates in a spacious bedroom with 

one bath in the hotel where we were to take all our meals and the high school crowd in a 

nearby home) we hastily unpacked, had a light supper, and walked to the town square, 

defined by the cathedral on one side and small businesses on the other sides. We joined in 

the traditional Sunday evening paseo, the girls walking around the square clockwise on 

the inside of the wide sidewalk, while the local boys walked the opposite way. Needless 

to say, the girls were closely supervised by local duennas and the faculty of our little 

summer school. A local band played most of the time, but the music didn't get in the way 

of the passing remarks of the boys as they discovered girls they knew or would like to 

know. At ten o'clock the paseo adjourned with everyone returning to his or her home or, 

in our cases, to our rooms. 

 

    
 

The next morning we began the classes we'd signed up for. I had a class in local literature, 

taught by a handsome lawyer, as well as a class in dancing where we were promised we'd 

learn the jarabe tapitio. Afternoons were free, to wander about the town or to join in the 

customary siesta. Most of us were so excited by the mile-high altitude and accompanying 

pleasant temperatures that we spread about the town seeing as much as we could.   

 



As far as our walking took us, we walked on wide sidewalks bordered on one side by the 

street and on the other by the front walls of the houses. Occasionally, a partially open 

gate would give us tantalizing views of lush patios that formed the yard and center of the 

houses. Our hotel was built on the same plan, with its well-planted patio, but I resolved 

that I would see one of the private homes from the inside, as an invited guest.   

 

   
 

Sure enough, after our evening meal, we went to a local dance where we were formally 

introduced to the local young people. I was delighted to find Maria Rosita, approximately 

my age, who was friendly and agreed that we would take turns practicing our second 

language on each other. Her English was far better than my Spanish and she was very 

gracious helping me practice idiomatic Spanish. As our time in Saltillo went on, I saw a 

great deal of Rosita. (We had agreed to drop the "Mary" from both of our names.) One 

evening she chided that no Mexican lady would talk with her hands and suggested that I 

sit on mine. I found that my vocabulary was initially crippled without my hands, but I did 

improve over the course of our six-weeks' acquaintance and could almost claim to be a 

lady when I told Rosita goodbye. I did get to see the inside of her home, a delightful 

group of rooms all opening onto the carefully gardened patio. Neither of us kept our vow 

to correspond after I returned home: her brother was about to be sent overseas when I left, 

and I was well occupied with planning my wedding and trying to imagine what life 

would be like in Portland, Oregon. 

 

   
 

On Sundays we went to church in the cathedral, a new experience for all of us, even the 

Catholics in our group. The nave had no pews: all the men stood together in the front and 

the women stood in the back. During the week we sometimes saw women climbing the 

stone steps to the church on their knees. I was curious what they might have done to 

deserve such a penance.   



 

My dance class did learn to dance the Jarabe Tapatio, for which we had lovely full-

skirted dresses made. We invited some of the towns people to our entertainment as thanks 

for their hospitality. My roommates and I resolved to speak Spanish exclusively when we 

were in our room, but after a while we discovered that we had to use an unofficial 

mixture of English with our Spanish. I'm proud to say that my speaking ability far 

surpassed that of my roommates, for they didn't have a Rosita to talk to and learn from.   

 

   
 

Looking back, I'm amazed at the great number of memories I treasure from my time in 

Saltillo. I hope to get some of them on paper while I'm still writing memoirs.         

 

   
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 



     
 

   
 

 
 

       
 



   
 

     
 

     
 

   
 

     
 

     



     
 

   
 

 
 

 

 



 


