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Preface
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New Mexico author Peggy Pond Church wrote these seven stories for her boys, Theodore (Ted), who was the original Timothy; Allen, who made pancakes for his parents on lazy Sunday mornings in Los Alamos; and Hugh, who wanted to know where the wind goes.

As it is with many good things, many years have gone into the stories’ creation and development. When Peggy was a young mother at the Los Alamos Ranch School in the late 1920s and early ’30s, the world was a different place: “How young we were; how certain of the happy ending / We planted trees . . . and dreamed of old age under the quiet branches.”* Fathers who went off to business, mothers who wore pretty hats and escaped by riding a merry-go-round, hot water bottles and milk bottles, a dog running free in a field of sheep, and other politically incorrect or anachronistic events were facts of everyday life. “But time split like a dried seed. / The sleeping gods woke; the dead myths came alive; / lightning fell out of heaven and clashed among us.”**

The Manhattan Project closed the Ranch School, and Peggy’s boys grew up. In the 1950s Peggy’s great work The House at Otowi Bridge was published by the University of New Mexico Press, and she began to look at the stories again. Ted’s wife, Elizabeth Comfort Church, drew some illustrations for the stories, but it still wasn’t time. When Peggy died in 1986, the stories came to me among her papers; some of the grandchildren heard them as each of the brothers had copies. Now after This Dancing Ground of Sky, Accidental Magic, Shoes for the Santo Niño, and At Home on the Slopes of Mountains—the Peggy Pond Church biography by Sharon Snyder—now, it is time.

We can become “children with our children / in the space of an afternoon, / fulfilled, filled full of light.”*

—Kathleen D. Church (Hugh’s wife)
Albuquerque, NM

* “Letter to Virginia,” This Dancing Ground of Sky

** “Letter to Virginia”

* “Kites and Petroglyphs,” This Dancing Ground of Sky



The Pancake
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Once upon a time there was a boy named Timothy Taylor whose parents sometimes liked to lie in bed on Sunday mornings and just sleep. Timothy always got hungry the minute the sun came up, so he would put on his bathrobe and go downstairs and begin to cook breakfast.

First he set the table. Then he squeezed the orange juice. Then he made the toast. After a while Timothy’s mother and father would come down still yawning and rubbing their eyes. His father would say in a very sleepy voice, “Timothy, by chance is there some breakfast anywhere in the house?” Timothy would say, “Yes sir! Right this way!” Then his mother and father would sit down at the table and eat the breakfast all up, every bite.

One morning Timothy thought he would make some pancakes. First he put the griddle on the stove and lit the fire under it. He found a big yellow bowl and he broke some eggs into it. Then he put the eggbeater into the bowl and turned the handle. Whirr! Whirr! And the eggs were beaten. Then Timothy put in some melted butter. Next he put in some flour and some salt and some milk. He took a big spoon, almost as big as he was, and he mixed everything all together. Then he started to pour the batter on the griddle. Just then he looked up and saw the baking powder can on the shelf. If it had been a bear it could have bitten him.
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“Oh my goodness!” said Timothy. “I almost forgot something!” He put three spoonfuls of baking powder into the batter and mixed it all up again. Then he poured a lot of batter on the hot griddle. He wanted to make sure his pancake wouldn’t be too small. Pretty soon the pancake began to spread out. It spread out until it took up all the room on the griddle. Then it began to puff up. It puffed and it puffed. Timothy thought he’d better turn it over. He had a hard time not to let the pancake slide off the griddle onto the top of the stove, but finally he managed it.

As soon as the pancake was turned it began to puff some more. It puffed and it puffed until it was almost as big as a sofa pillow.

“Goodness gracious!” said Timothy. “That is going to be a big pancake!” But the pancake had only just begun. It puffed and puffed until it was as high as Timothy. Then it puffed till it was as high as Timothy’s mother. It puffed until it was higher than his father. A few inches more and it would touch the ceiling.

“Oh please, Mr. Pancake!” exclaimed Timothy. “Do stop puffing. I think you’re really quite big enough as you are.” But the pancake kept right on puffing. When it reached the ceiling Timothy thought it couldn’t go any farther, but the pancake wasn’t so sure. It bumped against the ceiling and it bumped against the ceiling, and Timothy heard the furniture rattling around in the room upstairs. He heard a thump on the floor that sounded like his father jumping out of bed. Then he heard another thump not so loud as the first that sounded like his mother. Pretty soon his mother and father came running into the kitchen looking very wide awake indeed for this hour of the morning.

“Oh my goodness, Timothy, did you feel the earthquake?” they asked him.

“Why Timothy Taylor, what on earth is that?” asked his father.

“It’s not on earth,” said Timothy in a very small voice. “It’s on the stove. And it’s a pancake.”

“It looks like a rather big pancake,” said Timothy’s mother, opening her eyes wider and wider.

“It is a big pancake,” said Timothy.

[image: image]

“I think we had better start eating it quickly before it gets any bigger,” said Timothy’s father. He was a man who always had practical ideas.

“Do we start at the top or at the bottom?” asked Timothy’s mother. She was trying to have a practical idea, too.

“We can’t very well start at the top,” said Timothy’s father, “because the top is too far away. So we will start at the bottom.”

He took a very large knife, the biggest one he could find in the kitchen, and he started to cut a slice off the bottom of the pancake. But as soon as the tip of the knife went into the pancake, the pancake began to collapse. It came down from the ceiling very slowly with a whistling noise. In a few minutes it was about as high as Timothy’s father. In another minute it was only as high as Timothy’s mother. Soon it was no higher than Timothy. It kept shrinking and shrinking until pretty soon it was only as big as a sofa pillow. At last it was no bigger than a very big pancake, and it lay quietly on the griddle as a well-behaved pancake should.

“Timothy,” his mother asked, looking just the least little bit suspicious, “how much baking powder did you put in that pancake?”

“I put in three spoonfuls,” said Timothy, “just exactly what the book said.”

“What spoon did you use?” asked Timothy’s mother.

“The big one,” said Timothy. “The one I stirred the pancakes with.”

“Well, no wonder!” said Timothy’s mother.

Then they put butter and syrup on the pancake, and they divided it into three pieces, and they ate it all up. It turned out to be a very good pancake in spite of everything.



El panqueque

[image: image]

Había una vez un niño llamado Timoteo Taylor. Algunas mañanas, a sus padres les gustaba simplemente quedarse en cama y dormir. A Timoteo siempre le daba hambre justo cuando salía el sol, así que se ponía la bata, bajaba las escaleras, y empezaba a buscar algo de desayunar.

Primero, ponía la mesa. Luego, exprimía las naranjas para el jugo. Luego tostaba el pan. Después de un rato, bajaban la mamá y el papá de Timoteo, todavía bostezando y frotando los ojos. Su papá le decía con voz soñolienta, “Timoteo, por casualidad, ¿hay algo que desayunar en esta casa?” Timoteo decía, “¡Sí Señor! ¡Pase por aquí!” Luego su mamá y su papá se sentaban en la mesa y comían todo el desayuno—hasta la última miga.

Una mañana, Timoteo tuvo la idea de hacer unos panqueques. Primero, puso la plancha para cocinar en la estufa y le prendió fuego por debajo. Consiguió un tazón amarillo y le rompió un huevo allí adentro. Luego, le metió la batidora y dio vueltas con la palanquita. ¡Zumm, zumm! Y los huevos quedaron batidos. Luego, Timoteo le agregó un poco de mantequilla derretida. Seguía con la harina, la sal, y algo de leche. Agarró un cucharón, casi el mismo tamaño que él, y mezcló todos los ingredientes. Empezó a vaciar la masa sobre la plancha. En ese momento levantó la vista y vio en el estante la lata de polvo para hornear. Si hubiera sido un oso, le habría mordido.

“¡Dios mío!” dijo Timoteo. “¡Casi olvido algo!” Le echó tres cucharadas de polvo para hornear en la masa y volvió a mezclar. Luego, vació mucha masa sobre la plancha. Quiso asegurar que el panqueque no fuera demasiado pequeño. Pronto, el panqueque empezó a estirarse. Se estiró tanto que ocupó todo el espacio en la plancha. Luego, empezó a esponjarse. Se esponjó y se esponjó. Timoteo pensó que sería mejor que le diera la vuelta. Le costó mucho trabajo evitar que el panqueque se deslizara por toda la estufa, pero al final lo logró.

En el momento en que se volteó el panqueque, empezó a esponjarse más. Se esponjó y se esponjó hasta que se quedó el tamaño de un cojín del sofá.

“¡Qué barbaridad!” dijo Timoteo. “¡Esto sí que va a ser un panqueque grande!” Pero el panqueque apenas había empezado. Se esponjó y se esponjó hasta que alcanzó a Timoteo. Luego, se esponjó hasta la altura de su mamá. Siguió esponjándose y rebasando la altura del papá. Por unas cuantas pulgadas tocaba el techo.
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