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Marjory: A trip like this would just not be possible without a guide, and that's partly because the 

Tarahumara Indians are actually fairly shy and quiet. Generally they like to keep to 
themselves, but I'm good friends with this man in the big, white hat here, named David 
Holladay. About 20 years ago some Tarahumara Indians were running in a foot race in 
Tucson, Arizona, which happens to be Dave Holladay's hometown. Dave happened to be 
visiting his mom at the same time. When he heard about the Tarahumara Indians, he 
managed to hook up with them while they were in Tucson. Dave hit it off so well with 
them that the Tarahumaras said, "Hey, Dave, why don't you come down and visit with 
us?" 
 

 I don't know if the Tarahumara actually expected Dave to show up or not, because they 
do live in incredibly remote and primitive conditions, but for most of Dave's life he's 
made a living by leading groups into wilderness areas. He's also one of the world's most 
foremost educators on Stone Age living skills. In fact, Hollywood producers regularly 
consult with Dave for movies, such as [Cast Away, Survivorman, or Man vs. Wild, those 
kind of things. So, with only half an idea of where he was going, because you don't really 
exactly have addresses out in the Copper Canyons, Dave headed down there. He 
managed to connect up with his friends and, of course, make a whole bunch more new 
friends when he was there. For the past 20 years, he's just been pretty much going back 
every year, sometimes 2 or 3 times a year. 
 

 At the end of this interview, I've got an interview where Dave talks about how he met 
Bernadino, which was one of his first Tarahumara friends, and then also Dave tells the 
story of how another Tarahumara Indian, Juancensio, actually saved his life, saved a 
whole group of them. Man, it was a bad situation. Without Juancensio, some or all of 
them would have died. I'd also like to mention that the Grow Network's video producer, 
Anthony [Tomaio 00:02:06], came with me on this trip, and that's the reason that this 
video footage is so absolutely stunning, really. Anthony does an amazing job. 
 

 Anyway, just before we got into the preparation for tamales and tortillas, I wanted to 
spend a moment talking about the main ingredient. Hi. This is Marjory Wildcraft, and 
today I'm in the Barrancas del Cobre, which is known as the Copper Canyons. It's some 
of the most rugged and remote country in the Americas, actually, very beautiful. It was 
an incredible journey just to get to where I am right here. You aren't going to believe. It 
was at least a whole day of flying on 3 different airlines, another whole day of a long 
train ride, a half a day on a Mexican bus ride ... Yes, that is actually just as bad as it 
sounds ... and then another half a day of hiking through some incredibly rough terrain. 
I'm not even sure how we managed that, but we're here and we're still alive. 
 

 The reason for all of this travel is to come to spend time with a group of people known 
as the Tarahumara Indians. These people live completely off-grid, they grow all of their 
own food and medicine, and they also happen to me the world's best ultra-athletes. I've 
been spending time with the Tarahumara and talking to them, and they absolutely 
understand that their incredible athleticism is directly and integrally related to the fact 
that they grow their own food and medicine. One of the basic staple crops for almost 
everything that they do is corn. 
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 I wanted to show you some of the different kinds of corn. I've been learning a lot about 

corn here, and I'll show you some of the different kinds of corn that they grow and their 
uses. What I have in my hand here is a white corn. This is a very, very soft corn; it's a 
flour corn. The Tarahumara say the main use for this is to make a drink that they call 
'pinole,' which is almost like a milk, a corn milk. This corn ... People often think of Indian 
corn as red corn ... is a beautiful, beautiful red corn. Here's a fantastic specimen, and 
this color is just gorgeous. This is also a flour corn. It's a very soft corn, and they 
primarily use this just for making tortillas. In fact, most of the red corns in the 
indigenous world is just for making tortillas; it's a flour corn. 
 

 Another corn that's actually probably even more useful is this yellow corn. The yellow 
corn has lots of different purposes. They make pinole; they make tamales; they make 
tortillas out of this. It's really much more useful. It's also still a flour corn and a little bit 
soft. This yellow corn that is the one that they grew the most and is the one used in the 
3 preparations that I'll be showing you here on how to make tortillas, pinole, and 
tamales ... For all of the foods made with corn, the very first step is to go to the corn crib 
and to get some corn out of storage. Now, in the companion video to this one, I show 
you how the corn was grown, and how to actually grow the corn and get it into the cob, 
but this is a video about the preparation and that one was about the growing. 
 

 A couple of cats actually protect the corn from rodents, and a couple of dogs also 
protect the corn and other livestock from bigger predators. These corn cobs, as you can 
see, although they're pretty solid; they're not really predator-proof. The first thing we 
do is, after we got that out of the corn crib, we shell it off the cob. I'd like to take a 
minute to point out that this videoing actually didn't interrupt daily Tarahumara life that 
much at all, because this was the thing that they do every day anyway. Us tagging along 
and videoing just only slowed them up a little bit, but it was something that they were 
going to do. 
 

 If you're curious about a lot of behind-the-scenes-type info on this trip, like how much 
we paid them, or what arrangements we made for trade, and where we were sleeping, 
or what we ate, be sure to go over to the grownetwork.org blog site, where I've written 
out the whole series of blog posts on the trip. It's titled Extreme Agri-Tourism. Oh, my 
gosh. That was an adventure of a lifetime. Check it out. 
 

 The food preparation for Tarahumara were mostly women's work, but all of the men 
knew how to do it, and they definitely occasionally pitched a hand in to help. The first 
process that we'll go through was how they make tortillas. Lola showed me how to do 
this process, and here's a photo of Lola with her family. We shelled approximately 8-10 
cups of corn and we put that in with about 1/2 cup of lime into a pot and filled it with 
water. Lola told me that she had bought the lime from the store, and she showed me a 
50-pound bag of it, but it was not that long ago that they actually used to dig lime rock 
from the ground. Apparently there's a process for processing the lime rock with fire 
before it's good to use as lime to cook with the corn. I really wanted to see that process 
for making lime, but it just wasn't going to be able to fit into our schedule on this trip. 
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 Lola put a pot of corn and lime on the water to boil on her wood-burning stove, which 
was really, as you can see, a 55-gallon drum that had been cut up a little bit and a pipe 
added. She let the corn cook semi-simmering, boiling, on the stove for a little over an 
hour, maybe an hour and a half. She stirred it occasionally, and then she said she'd let it 
cool for about an hour. She told me that you knew it had cooked enough ... You see the 
kernels get all swollen there, and also the skins come off easily. When that happens, 
then you know it's time to let it cool. After it's cooled, Lola would take the pot to a 
nearby stream and then she washed the corn. The work is normally done early in the 
morning, and often it's done by one of the daughters. At about 8 or 9 years of age, they 
are fully capable of doing this whole process. 
 

 Lola told me that this bowl that we were making would be good to feed about 4 or 5 
people for one day. Now, I will say this is a major staple for them, and there were big 
stacks of tortillas. They were the main feature of every meal. After the corn was 
washed, we took it to the grinder, these old-style stone grinders, which last forever. 
There was always one at every household. They're just great standbys. It did simplify the 
work from when they used to just grind the whole thing with a mano and matate. Those 
are just basically made out of the local stone. I ended up spending quite a bit of time 
getting familiar with this corn grinder during the trip. 
 

 Once the corn was ground, it was massaged a bit and then finished off a little bit with 
the matate and the stone grinder. Then the dough that was formed was basically made 
into a ball and then patted into the shape of a pancake, and these were pretty thick. 
They were about 1/4-inch thick. The tortilla was then place on the top of the wood-
burning stove, which was hot, and it just cooked for a minute or two on each side. Lola 
showed me that there were just a few black marks, like this, that was a good sign that it 
was ready and cooked well on that side. Then you'd flip it over. 
 

 I will say that these tortillas were absolutely delicious. I had never eaten anything quite 
like it before. They were think, and hearty, and you could just tell they were deeply 
nutritious. I never tired of eating them, and we had them at least 3 times a day. To be 
honest with you, I'm looking forward to growing my own corn, because I want to start 
making my own. Now, as I've mentioned, with every meal we had a big stack of tortillas. 
If all the tortillas were not eaten during the meal, then that was no problem. They'd just 
be left on the table, and maybe covered with a cloth, and they'd be available for 
anybody to snack on at any time, or they would just be heated up and served again at 
the next meal. They did that because there was no refrigeration. 
 

 The next process I'd like to show you is how they make a drink called 'pinole.' Anthony 
and I were always being handed big mugs of pinole everywhere we went. That was the 
first thing that anybody did when they met you and you came into their house: they'd 
hand you a mug of pinole. I started to nickname this drink 'The Tarahumara energy 
drink,' because it really did keep me jazzed up, alert, and awake. It's just really made 
from corn, and I honestly don't know why it would have that effect on me, but it did. 
Apparently it also has that effect on the Tarahumara Indians also. This pinole is a key 
part of the extremely long distance races that the Tarahumara like to run for fun. The 
Tarahumara told me that every 10 kilometers or so it would be kind of like a runner's aid 
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station, and a family member or a friend would have a mug of pinole for the runner to 
refresh themselves with. 
 

 To make the pinole, as before, you go to the corn crib and then you shell some corn into 
a bowl. Then they pop the corn using a clay pot and a small fire behind the house. Pretty 
much every house had this little fire pit behind it. No oil, because they didn't have much 
oil. Oils and fats are very difficult to come by. They use sand in the bottom of the pot to 
help the popping process. The grains of sand used in the pot are of a very particular size. 
They definitely pointed that out to me. The same sand is used over and over again; but, 
if it needs replenishing or replacing, all of the women knew the places in the local 
stream beds where the exact-size grains of sand were. 
 

 As the corn popped, they used this scoop that you see here to tease the popcorn out 
and leave the sand behind. Sometimes the scoops were clearly forged at some 
households and a little bit fancier, and they were forged out of metal just for that 
purpose. Some of them were made from tin cans that had just been found, like this one 
here. Once all the corn has been popped, it was ground with a stone grinder, and 
actually ground a couple of times to get it really light and fluffy. 
 

 This pinole is the drink that Chris McDougall was describing in his book Born to Run. 
Chris described a corn powder that the runners would carry in small pouch on their 
waistband. When they took a short break, they would put this powder into some water 
and they would enjoy it. Here, you can see, to get that fineness needed, the corn 
needed to be ground with 2 or 3 passes to get that light, almost fluffy, consistency. 
Making the drink is really simple. Here she is using a spoon; but, honestly, most of the 
time they would just dig their hand in and get 3 or 4 big pinches, or almost handfuls, of 
the powder corn, and put it in a mug, and add water to where you have, like, a thick 
slurry. The water could either be hot or cold. 
 

 If you bought a mug of pinole from a vendor in town, then they would jazz it up with 
chocolate, or cinnamon, and sugar, but the rural Tarahumara shun that practice. They 
really prided themselves on their love for straight and plain pinole. I have to say it was 
very delicious, really a nice drink. The Tarahumara consume pinole in large quantities, 
almost as much as they do tamales and tortillas. It looked to me like they processed big 
batches of it every few days. The powdered pinole was stored in a clean plastic bucket 
with a tight-fitting lid. 
 

 One of the most simplest foods to prepare are tamales. Like the process for making 
tortillas, you shell the corn, and you put it in a pot with water, and add lime. You let it 
boil for about an hour and a half. After it has cooled for a bit, then you wash the swollen 
corn to remove the excess lime and to remove as many of the skins from the corn as 
possible. Next here is Margarita and Lucia showing us you get some corn husks and 
moisten them, wash them and make sure they're thoroughly wet. 
 

 I have to interrupt here just for a minute. Margarita and Lucia and I just hit it off from 
the first moment we met. We were always laughing together, even though we didn't 
speak a whole lot of each other's language. Dave actually came in one time. He said, 
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"Marjory, why are you and Margarita laughing so much?" I told Dave, "Well, I don't 
know exactly, but at the moment I think Margarita is laughing because she has some 
crazy gringo American woman grinding her corn for her, and she doesn't have to work 
that much today." So, while they were washing the husks and getting them moistened, I 
was doing more time on the grinder. 
 

 Anyway, after the [inaudible 00:15:23] corn was ground in the grinder, it was finished 
off with a pass or two on the stone matate. I do remember one time when I was working 
with the stone Juancensio walked by, Margarita's husband, and suggested I not use so 
much force. "It will add stones to the corn," he said. So, the guys definitely knew how to 
do all the processes. Next Margarita then kneaded the bowl of corn I had ground, and 
sometimes she'd add just a touch of water until it made it the right doughy consistency 
that you can see there. Then she took a corn husk and plopped a chunk of the corn 
dough onto it and folded it up. Usually she used 2 husks for 1 tamale. Now, personally, I 
was hoping that she would have put something into the centers of those tamales, like 
maybe the raisins we had brought, or the pecans, or perhaps we could have butchered a 
chicken and put some meat in there, but no such luck. 
 

 The Tarahumara really do like to eat meat. I could go into a lot more detail why they 
don't, but I do in the whole blog post series that I wrote up over at the 
grownetwork.org, so check out that about this whole trip. Again, it's called Extreme 
Agri-Tourism. Essentially, meat is too expensive. Think of the animals. You think of them 
as capital, or assets. You generally don't want to eat your savings, so they only ate meat 
when the chickens weren't laying anymore or when the herd needed to be thinned. So, 
these were going to be plain tamales. 
 

 After each lump of dough had been wrapped up, they were tied using a strip of corn 
husk at the ends, made real pretty here. Then they were all put in a pot of water to boil 
on the stove for a while. Now, how long is a while? Well, I'm not sure, but I'm guessing 
about 2 hours. It might have been longer. Even without a filling, they were delicious. I've 
got to tell you, this homegrown corn is just nothing like the stuff sold in stores. 
 

 What I want to get onto next is that interview with David Holladay that I promised you. 
Here it is. Dave, how did you meet Bernadino? 
 

Dave: We were looking for a way to hike down into the Urique River. I mentioned what we 
wanted to do, and he said he loved to hike, and would like to go with us to show us the 
place. 
 

Marjory: About how many years ago was that? 
 

Dave: About, oh, maybe 20, 19 years ago, right in there, a while back. 
 

Marjory: You were leading a ... 
 

Dave: A bunch of friends. We wanted to go see the wild country. You could tell he was really 
interested in us. He told us later that when he was growing up he lived in a cave down 
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on that river with his mom, and dad, and grandpa, and that he had met 2 people from 
our country before when he was young that were living in tents in a big cypress grove 
down on the river not to far from his cave. He said ever since he'd met those people he 
was interested in people from other places; so, he's not a normal [Raramuri 00:18:48]. 
He's more of an anthropologist who's interested in other people's culture, and how they 
live, and what they believe in, very interested in everything. 
 

Marjory: Most of the time are very shy. 
 

Dave: Pretty shy, pretty shy, and don't speak a lot of Spanish. He was also called the [foreign 
language 00:19:05], or 'The Light One,' by his people, so he liked to meet people that 
were kind of closer to what he was being called. He was just curious and wasn't afraid of 
us. He loved to go hiking all the time, and he told me one time that his favorite thing to 
do was wait till the darkest night, in the middle of the night, and then go hiking. He says 
things are beautiful and different in the dark. I thought, "Well, that's my kind of guy. 
He's not afraid of much and he's interested." It's hard to meet Tarahumaras who 
actually like you. They'll tolerate you or be around you for about an hour. Then you can 
tell they're kind of ready to go. [crosstalk 00:19:44] 
 

 He actually got more interested in what our culture was like and who we were as 
people, and we became friends. So, mostly we met because we were on our way to 
wilder country with wilder people, and he was somebody that made us feel safe, and 
happy, and liked us. Finding somebody that actually liked us for who we were, I guess 
anytime in life that's a blessing; but, especially in this country, it's kind of neat to meet 
people who like you. 
 

Marjory: You were telling me a story once ... a long time, about that same period 20 years ago ... 
that you walked into a Tarahumara village, and there was actually a woman saw you. 
 

Dave: Oh, yeah. Well, we weren't quite to the village yet. It's a tradition in this culture, way 
back when, to believe that people with light skin and blue or gray eyes are the seed of 
the devil and that life was good until we showed up, meaning all of the Europeans, and 
that we brought the evil that has brought harm to the people. Anytime ... 
 

Marjory: You showed up in a village ... 
 

Dave: ... you showed up in a village, there were still elders 20 years ago who were in their 80s 
who believed that. I've still met people who still shun us, like you would get shunned if 
you'd go to a traditional Mennonite or Amish place. They would turn their backs to us 
and wouldn't communicate with us. They would literally turn their backs. This lady ... 
The first time I knew we were really the devils ... she ran off as fast as she could. She 
looked like she was about 80 years old, and she ran like a little girl, screaming that the 
'Chabochis, Chabochis, Chabochis,' which means the 'spider people,' or the 'hairy spider 
people,' are coming. 
 

 I learned later that the first Spaniards to come around here were on horseback, and 
they looked like it was all one animal. With their metal breastplates and all their stuff 
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on, the horse, which they had never seen before, and the Spaniards, the dark, hairy 
people they'd never seen before, looked like all one animal, and so they called them the 
Chabochis. Now it's kind of a joke, but there are still people who still spit and get angry 
when they use that word. There's a lot of racism involved in that and classicism. It's the 
open-minded ones who get outside of their old ways that look at us as, maybe, 
individuals rather than a whole culture of bad people. 
 

Marjory: Bernadino is also pretty unique in that he's not ... Like, a lot of Tarahumara are going 
into the town, and he's still holding onto the old ways. Even as open as he is to us 
Westerners, he's still ... 
 

Dave: Exactly. He likes us as people and he's interested in our inventions, and our cars, and all 
that nonsense, but his personal life is still based on planting corns, beans, squash, and 
anything else that'll grow. He's more interested in seeds, and prayer, and his faith than 
he is in stuff, so that makes him a traditional Tarahumara in the sense that it's his land, 
and his faith, and his family that counts the most, not how much stuff he can acquire or 
how modern he can get. He also doesn't like to get drunk ... That makes him a little bit 
different from the average person in some parts of Mexico ... but he does still 
appreciate ceremony and tradition, which means that he still will participate, but he just 
won't be in that part of that old boys' club where you drink, and carouse, and cause 
trouble. 
 

 So, he's actually more traditional in lots of ways, even though he doesn't wear the 
clothing. He lives in a part of the Tarahumara Sierra where they've been sort of 
conquered in many ways over and over again by different religions and other things, and 
so it's easier, a lot of them say, to just wear whatever the easiest, cheapest cloth is, 
which is throwaway clothing from the United States. He doesn't put on his church 
clothes very often for ceremony or otherwise. Because he lives off the land completely, 
pretty much completely, from his plantings, that makes him a very traditional man. Plus 
he knows his language very well. So, he's a great asset. 
 

 Everybody I know that's met him that I've brought down has just found him to be a very 
loving and open, happy person who likes people. 
 

Marjory: I'll say that. His family was just awesome. 
 

Dave: Yeah. All his children are the same way. 
 

Marjory: Yeah, the girls. 
 

Dave: They were very shy not too long ago. This is the first time that I've ever been around 
them where they all talked to me. Most of the time they stand way behind in the back 
of a tree, or way far out, and they don't get anywhere close to you, so things have 
changed in their life, too, since the last 5 or 6 years. They've grown up. They've gotten 
to know us as people that like to come see them for who they are and don't want 
anything. Most people that show up, government or otherwise, are looking for 
something, and all we are is maintaining friendship. What we're doing is maintaining 
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friendships, and when we do ask for something, it's about how they make a living, 
which, generally speaking, people come and try to get them to quit doing what they're 
doing and become modernized. So, when they meet somebody who's interested in what 
they're doing, it makes them feel good about what they're doing and good to meet the 
people that are doing that. 
 

Marjory: They show that what they're doing is amazing. 
 

Dave: The biggest difference between us and a lot of other people that come is we aren't 
trying to get them to quit being Tarahumaras. We're trying to ask them, "How could we 
also benefit from the knowledge they have?" That's the difference. That's another 
reason why Bernadino really likes us, is we're interested in the same things he's 
interested in. He certainly is genuinely interested in how his ancestors made a living. If 
he finds an artifact in the ground, he ponders it for a long time and wonders what life 
was like, kind of like we would if we found something from our own culture. He's an 
interesting guy that likes to learn. Every time I've been around him we just get happier 
and happier the longer we hang out. 
 

Marjory: Nice. 
 

 We're visiting the farm of Juancensio, Dave, and you've known Juancensio for how many 
years? 
 

Dave: It seems like I met Juancensio maybe in the late '90s. 
 

Marjory: He actually saved your life, didn't he? 
 

Dave: Yeah. One really good friend and a bunch of his friends from Tucson, a man named Brad 
Lancaster and a bunch of his buddies ... 
 

Marjory: Oh, yeah. Brad ... 
 

Dave: Yeah. They'd heard so many stories about this place from me and other people and they 
thought they've got to go see this place. Tucson isn't that far away. That's where we 
were when we first started talking about it. That's where Brad's from. We all got in a 
little dinky car, and put our packs in there, and drove here from Tucson. It was quite an 
adventure. I'd met people already down in the village of Humira, and I thought, 
"Wouldn't it be neat to hike from Humira to Batopilas, back country?" We didn't know 
how to do that. We'd kind of met a lot of people in other villages down in the canyon, 
like Huimaibo and [inaudible 00:27:55], but we'd never hiked from the high country 
down into the bottom, and I thought, "That's the way to go." 
 

 It was wintertime. We asked Bernadino and them if they wanted to come, and nobody 
wanted to go; even got advice not to do it. We were strong, young, knuckleheads, and 
so we went. We're hiking along, coming up out of the Rio Urique, and we get lost. It 
starts to get dark. It's just about evening. The wind starts to blow. It starts to get really 
cold. I'm looking for a place to hide out of the wind and a big pine tree to get the pine 
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needles all stacked up so we can make soft beds and build a fire and eat something, 
when we come into this valley right here. We don't come in on any trail. We come in 
right over the tops of those hills over there. We somehow ended up in a draw over that 
way about 1/2 mile, and came up over this way, and ended up coming right through the 
corn field over there. 
 

 I see smoke and I see people doing something. I'm like, "Oh, boy. I hope we're not 
bothering somebody that doesn't want to see us." We start looking for a place to hide 
out of the wind, and I see a woman with a handmade, homemade wheelbarrow, 
wandering through the fields and looking at us. She goes back over to her house and 
starts the fire. You could see the smoke coming out. I thought to myself, "I wonder if 
these people would think it was okay if somebody asked them if they would make them 
tortillas." Sometimes you could pay them to make tortillas. They're making a little bit of 
a living and you're getting fed better food. 
 

 It's dark already and we're tired, so I tell everybody to sit down under the trees out 
there away from the wind. I walk over here and ask. This woman doesn't speak any 
Spanish at all. Back then Margarita did not have any clue what I was saying, but she 
knew what 'tortilla' meant, a couple of words. What I do get is they give us hand signals 
that they want us to sleep way over there, away from the house, and I find out why. We 
walk into a little dell over there, and there's not a bit of wind: big, huge pine trees and 
duff as deep as your ankles. 
 

Marjory: "Where am I supposed to sleep?" 
 

Dave: I'm like, "Okay. This is the place." We start [inaudible 00:30:17] up as much as we can 
with sticks and our hands, and we make a huge mound bed for all ten of us, or 
whatever. We sleep pretty good. We're starting to, anyway, but we build a big fire, we 
think. Then Juancensio shows up. What we see is this man coming to us with a 
wheelbarrow and a torch in one hand ... I don't know how he's doing that ... but he's got 
a big, huge piece of oak in there. He says, "You're going to need a fire that lasts all night" 
in broken Spanish; so, he dumps this big, huge chopped oak log on our fire. Then he's 
watching us and then he walks off. His wife comes over and stares at us with her torch, 
and then they go back, and then it gets darker and darker. 
 

 Finally, we're just all sitting around the fire, eating our food we brought, and a young 
man comes and sits down with us. He's completely inebriated, and he doesn't know that 
we aren't Tarahumaras. He is so out of it that he's just chatting away with us, and 
slobbering on himself, and telling us that he just got beat up in the nearest big 
community. A lot of times the Tarahumara will just build a big fire someplace out in the 
middle of nowhere, and they'll just drink, drink nice, big pots of [foreign language 
00:31:36]. He thought that some people of his culture were drinking out in the forest, so 
he was sitting there talking to us for a long time. All of a sudden he just looked at us 
with his broken Spanish and realized that we weren't Mexicans and we weren't 
Tarahumaras. We weren't anything that he'd ever seen in his life. 
 

 He just got this biggest surprised look on his face, and then he said, "We've never had 
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your people in our valley in my whole life," and he was 21, he told us. We asked him, 
"Do you know if anybody like us has ever been to this valley?" He said, "No. Nobody 
ever comes here, not even Chabochis," which mostly means Spaniards. So, there we are, 
talking to a guy who's never seen white guys before. He starts talking to us now, 
conscious of who we are, but he's really, really drunk and really boisterous. His mother 
comes along. I don't even know it's his mom until she comes back. She's got a torch and 
she starts saying something in a really brusque, rough voice, and he keeps answering in 
Spanish, "It's okay. I don't care. I don't need to go to bed. Leave me alone. Leave me 
alone." 
 

 I understand that she must be saying, "Leave these poor people alone. Get out of here." 
Because of his answers in Spanish, I know that she's trying to get him to get out of there. 
Then a little while later we invite her, when she comes back to tell him to go away for 
the second or third time, to eat some of our food. Well, she doesn't have any teeth, and 
we were eating peanut butter on really soft crackers and stuff. When she tasted her first 
bite, her whole face just lit up, and she laughed. We started trading food, so she ran 
home and started making us beans and stuff. We started having an exchange, and she 
kept going back and forth with these big, lit pine pitch torches. 
 

 Then we finished our party and everybody goes to bed. First thing early in the morning 
Juancensio's back over there. He's this man we met for the first time the night before. 
He says, "Where are you going?" We explain it to him, and then we show him a map 
that another friend had made in another village. In the little bit of Spanish that I know of 
his ... He used a lot of [explicatives 00:33:58] that basically say that "That SOB has no 
idea where the hell he's going, and whoever made this map is an idiot. This village 
doesn't exist. This village doesn't exist anymore. This one never really did. That's just an 
area of farms. There's no people living here, here, here, or here, where he's told you to 
go. Besides that, you'll never find those places and you'll get lost." He says, "I better take 
you to Huimaibo." 
 

 He goes back and packs a lunch and comes over and says, "Let's go. It's a long hike. We 
better start moving." He takes over automatically, and laughing, and talking, a very 
happy person. He begins to tell us stories about his culture. It turns out that he's one of 
the best trackers I've ever met. I've met a lot of trackers ... 
 

Marjory: Yes, I know. 
 

Dave: ... a lot of people who claim to be the best and a lot of people who are very good, but he 
knew every animal that he passed by. He could mimic the sound, and the shape, and the 
noise of everything he saw. It was very funny. You could tell he was enjoying himself. 
Then the most amazing thing happened. It started to drizzle for about 2 hours, and 
we're getting higher and higher into the back country, going through these outrageous 
passes, and about 70 guacamaya parrots start flying in a circle around us. I ask him, "Are 
these common?" He goes, "No." I said, "Have you ever seen this many together?" He 
said, "Not in my entire life." I said, "How old are you?" He says, "I'm 38." He knew where 
Huimaibo is, and he said he went there when he was 8 years old with his dad to get 
oranges; so, 30 years ago he'd been there. 
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Marjory: And he still knew the trail. 

 
Dave: Well, here's the amazing part. We watched those parrots circling, and all of a sudden 

there was one parrot who wouldn't come out of a tree. I keep thinking it was a she, like 
a grandma. Whenever the rest of them would call, she would call back louder than the 
rest of them. They would just keep circling and circling, like they were doing a 1/2-mile 
track, and they kept going right around us. We stopped and watched, because we were 
seeing something that a local person had never seen in their entire life. Almost there 
was a common response. The big one would yell something, "Yah," and I'd heard that 
noise before, because some of them had been in Tucson for some reason in the park 
near my house back when I was a kid. Some kind of inversion had driven pine nut-eating 
parrots north. 
 

 Anyway, here I was listening to this literally loud sound, and then all these parrots would 
call back really loud. I was seeing something that this man had never seen in his whole 
life. We all began to get teary-eyed, like, "Wow. This is a miracle." All of a sudden the 
one that was in the tree came out of the tree, made a big, loud sound, and flew right 
down the valley right into the main canyon. It turns out we were not too far from the 
main canyon; we were just a little ridge away. We watched her just dive off, and all of 
her family ... I would call them her family ... followed her, making that really loud sound, 
and they disappeared. We heard them go off into some deep canyon. 
 

 Within 15 minutes a whiteout blizzard hit us ... 
 

Marjory: Oh, my gosh. 
 

Dave: ... a really powerful, windy blizzard that was blowing sideways. We couldn't see. We 
knew that if it didn't stop soon, and it went into the night, we were in big trouble. 
Juancensio stopped and started showing us what to do. A lot of us were NOLS 
instructors and Outward Bound instructors and BOSS outdoor survival instructors, and 
just outdoors people that are supposed to know our stuff. 
 

Marjory: Pretty knowledgeable. 
 

Dave: Pretty knowledgeable, according to us. We knew we were in trouble. A lot of us thought 
that since we were going to Mexico and trying to learn from the Tarahumaras that our 
tire sandals and our skimpy clothing was going to make us tough and be like them. Next 
thing you know we know that if we don't get a big fire going and get our shelters up that 
we're going to be in big trouble, so we start building the tightest shelters we can make 
out of all our junk. Nobody brought a tent; we were all going to go simple. Sure enough, 
it starts to show that we're in big trouble. Juancensio starts grabbing huge logs and 
lighting them up with his lighter. All he brought with him was his wool blanket, a lighter, 
a metal cup stuffed with beans, and a hatchet. 
 

 He took his little hatchet and started cutting up pitch pine logs, making a big fire, and 
then he built a huge, non-regulation-size fire that pissed off and offended all of the 
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nature freaks, especially from NOLS and Outward Bound: "This is not proper." 
 

Marjory: Right, because the first thing you learn is "Don't waste the resources." 
 

Dave: Right. [inaudible 00:38:52] smaller and "Don't do anything that hurts the forest." I'm 
like, "That's really cool, and you guys are great, but I'm going to let this local show us a 
few things. Maybe he knows something, but don't get too quick to judge." Sure enough, 
by about 2 in the morning, when everybody was about to freeze to death, and their 
bags were all wet, because ... 
 

Marjory: Snow. 
 

Dave: ... the snow was super-heavy, and wet, and knocked the shelter down, and people were 
sleeping in puddles, and everybody was in trouble, Juancensio had found this nice little 
spot in his blanket, was sound asleep. We had to wake him up. We looked outside, and 
that bonfire he built was gone. There was a quarter-size coal, so coal the size of a 
quarter, left on the bottom of a log that had burned out into a dome shape so that it 
made its own umbrella. That's all that was left of our fire. Our shelter had fallen down, 
because the snow had actually pushed it onto our heads. I woke up, with the shelter 
touching my nose, in my blanket and I said, "You guys, we're in trouble. We'd better 
start doing something now." 
 

 Everybody got to work trying to push the snow off. We looked out and the snow was 
deeper and we didn't know what to do, so we woke Juancensio up. We knew what to 
do, but we didn't have the stuff. All of us had our knives, but we didn't have an ax or a 
machete. We made a lot of dumb mistakes. I had given my machete away to Bernadino 
two days before that. There I was, unprepared, with all these people, and Juancensio 
wakes up smiling. He's looking at us all. It's the first time he's ever been on the trail and 
sleeping next to all these wild men, a lot of big, Viking-looking hippies. He just kind of 
smiled and said, "Isn't this great? We haven't had snow like this for ages. This is how it 
always snowed when I was a kid." He was just happy. That automatically took the edge 
off our concerns. 
 

 With his big smile, he handed me his lighter and went back to sleep, so I copied his 
behavior. I went over and found the biggest pitch pine log I could, cracked it in half with 
his hatchet, built a gigantic fire, and the fire began to melt all of the snow on the huge 
pines around us and drop it right on us; so, we sat in a dripping wet fire, but we didn't 
freeze. Basically, we got the heck out of the shelter and sat by a gigantic fire the rest of 
the night until sunrise. Then the fog rolled in. 
 

 We don't know where we came from, and we don't' know how to get anywhere from 
there, and we can't see more than about maybe 50 feet ... deep fog and deep snow. He 
wakes up happy, packs his stuff, looks at all of us, and says, "We better drink some 
pinole and go." We drink some of his pinole, we eat our snacks, and he starts marching 
off where there's no trails anymore. There's no trails anywhere. It's all just pine trees 
and fog, and it's really low visibility. We're talking traveling with radar only, no sight. You 
can't see the mountains; you can't see the terrain; you can't see anything. He walks 
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about every 2 hours in his sandals in the snow and stops and lights up a standing pitch 
pine trunk of some old dead tree that burns into this gigantic flame, and goes 30 feet 
into the sky, and heats up a circle, and melts all the snow around it. 
 

 Then he says, "Okay. We've warmed up. Let's go," and he just walks off with these 
things burning. The NOLS people are looking around like, "Well, I guess the snow's deep 
enough and everything's wet enough from this deep, heavy, wet snow that I guess it's 
safe," but it's just against everything they'd ever learned. They say, "Well, how did he 
know you're supposed to stop every 2 hours to prevent frostbite?" as if, if you haven't 
read the manual, you don't know it. This guy just knew about the time to stop and get 
everybody rested and warm before we'd head on. 
 

 So, we would walk off into the fog again with no visible landmarks anywhere. Twice he 
would tell us to all stop walking and to stay there, and he would come back out of the 
fog and say, "This isn't the place." We would backtrack, usually not more than about 100 
yards, and then he'd make some just slight variation, and you couldn't tell why, because 
you couldn't see why. We'd travel in that condition of deep fog and deep snow for 
about the next 2 days, completely unable to see where we're going. 
 

 At the end of the second day, late in the afternoon, we drop out of the fog ... It turns out 
it's a gigantic cloud bank ... and we see down into this canyon that is immense. It 
happens to be right at the top of what's called El Camino Real, the royal trail that 
brought gold up from Batopilas to [inaudible 00:44:09] City back in the 1700s, earlier. It 
happens to be what they call 'la puerta' or 'the dropoff,' into the village we were going 
to. You can see down into the village. I'd been there once climbing up the other 
direction, and I said, "Juancensio, how is it that you knew where to go in the fog?" He 
says, "Well, it felt like it ought to be right here." 
 

Marjory: Wow. That's amazing. 
 

Dave: So, with no landmarks, and no trail ... 
 

Marjory: He took you exactly ... 
 

Dave: ... he took me to the top of that dropoff into Huimaibo. We all just sat there amazed. 
The people that once judged him harshly for not being ecologically sound all started 
pulling out their wallets, and they dumped all their expendable pesos on this guy. He 
looked at how much money came out of everybody's pocket. Everybody knew that he 
had just saved our lives. If he hadn't saved our lives, he saved us from misery and 
frostbite. If any of us had lived through that, we would have had a story to tell about 
who died and who didn't. It was going to be that harsh ... 
 

Marjory: It was. 
 

Dave: ... if we didn't get help. We knew we had been helped greatly or saved completely, 
nowhere on the lighter side of that. He became somebody that I look for ever since and 
realize that the easiest way to go see this land is downhill, not uphill, so I've never tried 
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to hike out of the bottom again. I always walk from the high country to the low country 
to be able to see it and enjoy it. We've still got lots of grunge climbs, and deep canyons, 
and so you're still going to suffer, but not quite the same as continually uphill no matter 
which trail you take. 
 

Marjory: Juancensio basically saved your life. 
 

Dave: Every time we've seen him since he's been really happy to see us, excited that we're 
coming around, wants to know if we're going to go on a hike, and lets us participate in 
everything he does in his life, and knows that we're here to study and learn. He's been 
very accepting of even the weirdest people I'd ever brought to this place. I brought 
some pretty strange human beings from our culture, and he's tolerated them with a 
smile and laughed at them. His wife, for some reason, who doesn't speak much Spanish, 
or at least didn't ... doesn't speak any English ... always knows exactly when it's time to 
laugh. 
 

Marjory: She does. 
 

Dave: Although she's laughing most of the time, she's listening. When she hears us say 
something funny, she starts laughing away right at the same time we start laughing. She 
doesn't wait for us to laugh; she just laughs at something that's funny, not knowing 
what it means. Somehow she knows. She has an inner sixth sense about humor, and 
she's just happy all the time. 
 

Marjory: Nice. 
 

Dave: We've always just been blessed to be their friends and to be welcome into their life. I 
hope that wasn't too long of a story, but the guy's a hero of mine, a living treasure. 
 

Marjory: That was Dave and Dave is actually quite an amazing artist in stone, oil paintings, and 
other mediums. If you click on the button to the right, it'll take you to David Holladay 
Rocks. It's one of those new not-com websites with an extension of .rocks. I'll warn you 
that it's kind of a really rough and simple website. As you can imagine, a guy who 
specializes in Stone Age living skills doesn't do internet very well; but, if you go there, 
you'll get to see his artwork and contact him to make a purchase of a painting or 
perhaps some arrowheads. Dave completely can make all these things out of stone, just 
as they did 50,000 years ago. 
 

 Speaking of age, Dave is now 60 and he's cutting back on how many rough trips he does 
to the back country, but he still does do a bit of guiding; so, if you're interested in that, 
you can also contact him at the website there on the right. I will let you know, it's very 
rough traveling, and he only does it for very small groups. As you can see, we're just 
going to visit people in their houses. You can't show up with big groups. Before you 
think about going on such a trip, although I have to say it's just a highlight; it's a piece of 
my entire life that I'm so grateful that I got to go on the trip; it's just a journey, 
unforgettable, but I would recommend that you read the full series of blog posts just to 
let you know what you're going to be getting into. 



  

 

 

 

2016 Home Grown Food Summit – David Holladay Page 16 of 16 

 

 
 Dave's art is really beautiful and compelling, and he's clearly a man of the desert. He has 

that flair for color like Georgia O'Keeffe. I think those desert people really get it. It's 
really special. 
 

 So, we're wrapping up here, and coming up a few days in this summit is the companion 
video to this one, where I go into the details about how the Tarahumara grow the corn, 
and you'll find out the secret to their fertility, how they keep their fields growing. Most 
of the fields we were in had been farmed for hundreds of years and still producing really 
well. We also have Doug Simons giving detailed step-by-step instructions on how to 
make Tarahumara sandals, actually the sandals that I wore on the trip. Be sure to catch 
that one. There's a whole lot more. I'll catch you at the next presentation. This is 
Marjory Wildcraft, and it's the Homegrown Food Summit. 
 

  
 

 

 


