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 “Bless Me Ultima”

Rudolfo Anaya Landscape Park

Reynaldo Sonny Rivera’s monumental bas-relief captures the spirit of Bless Me, Ultima and the History of Santa Rosa.   Ultima Blesses Antonio ….On the Llano an old shepherd cares for his flock as Antelope graze near by.They were the  original settlers of the land, the railroad symbolizes and new era of development , below the railroad bridge  flows the Pecos River and in the waters swim the magical golden carp.
“Hojas “or pages with passages from the book “Bless Me, Ultima” line the sidewalk and lead the viewer from the bas-relief to the bronze statue depicting Rudolfo at works sitting on the stump of a tree signifying his roots to the area.  

Her hand touched my forehead and her last words were, “I bless you in the Name of all that is good and strong and beautiful. Antonio, always have the strength to live.”
“It is because good is always stronger than evil.  Always remember that, Antonio.” 

“The smallest bit of good can stand against all the powers of evil in the world and it will emerge triumphant.”

“A Curandera cannot give away her secrets but if a person really wants to know, then he will listen, he will see and be patient. Knowledge comes slowly.”

She took my hand and I felt the power of a whirlwind sweep around me her eyes swept the surrounding hill and through them I saw for the first time the wild beauty of our hills and the magic of the green river.

And I was busy at school driven by the desire to make mine the magic of letters and numbers.

I struggled and stumbled but with the help of Ms. Maestas I began to unravel the mystery of the letters.

And with Ultima came the owl I heard it that night for the first in the juniper tree outside of Ultima’s window.

She taught me to listen to the mystery of the groaning earth to feel complete the fulfillment of time my soul grew under her careful guidance. 

Every autumn we made a pilgrimage to el Puerto where my grandfather and uncles lived there we helped gather the harvest and brought my mother’s share with us.

When Ultima came the beauty of the llano unfolded before my eyes and the gurgling waters of the river sang to the hum of the turning earth.

In the mornings before it was too hot Ultima and I walked in the hills of the llano gathering the wild herbs and roots for her medicines.

My father had been a vaquero all of his life a calling as ancient as the coming of the Spaniard to Nuevo Mexico. My mother was not a woman of the llano. She was the daughter of a farmer.
For more information, contact Richard R. Delgado, 575-472-3763 or richroute66@gmail.com
Mike Stauffer, Communications Director, New Mexico Tourism Department

505-827-7379, mike.stauffer@state.nm.us
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