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Summer 1977 

On the way to New Mexico 

Notes from the diary 

 

We cross the United States in our new Toyota, visiting friends and colleagues along the way and 

making a stop at New Glaris, a little town in Wisconsin founded in the mid-19th century by young 

Swiss settlers from the canton of Glaris. When their mountain canton was shaken by a crisis in the 

weaving industry, all the families in one valley were robbed of their livelihood. This prompted the 

cantonal government to send a group of young men to America armed with 50,000 Swiss francs and 

a mission: to buy farmland where the unemployed families could build a new life. Having grown up in 

Glaris myself – my father’s forbears, the Gallatis, fought against the Hapsburgs in the historic battle of 

Näfels in 1388 – I am curious to have a look at New Glaris and its people. The entrance to the town is 

dominated by a proud gate, and immediately behind it the imposing mountains of Glaris on a huge 

fresco. To my not inconsiderable surprise, I hear the descendants of the former immigrants speaking a 

dialect so old that I have difficulty understanding certain words and expressions. I feel as if I were 

looking through a magic lens into vanished times and places. 

 

In New Mexico 

We finally arrive in Taos, New Mexico, where we rent a little shack from a Chippewa Indian woman . 

It proves too cramped and dark to work in during the day and too hot to sleep in at night, so we go 

out in search of a new place to stay. On our quest we meet Martha and Godi Schütz and their 80-

year-old mother. They left the Kerenzerberg region of canton Glaris in the 1950s to settle in New Glaris 

and have since emigrated to Taos. Son Godi is meanwhile the proud owner of Casa Cordoba, a 

renowned restaurant outside Taos, and daughter Martha runs her own hairdressing salon. 

 

We spend many a cosy evening at Casa Cordoba, eating delicious Mexican specialities and juicy T-

bone steaks. Mother Schütz, whom everyone calls Mama Schütz, is the patron saint of Casa 

Cordoba. A matron of considerable girth, she sits at a small table at the entrance to the restaurant, 

giving every guest a warm, hearty greeting. Her heavily Swiss-accented English is part of Casa 

Cordoba’s special ambiance. At the end Mama Schütz quickly adds up the bill on a tiny pocket 

calculator and accepts the guests’ payment. But as she doesn’t really trust the modern gadget, she 

regularly adds up the figures a second time, using pencil and paper, to make sure the calculator 

hasn’t made a mistake. What a character! On her own at the age of fifty, she had had the courage 

to leave Switzerland and emigrate to the United States, although she didn’t know a word of English. 

Her courage paid off. She radiates the appreciative contentment of a person who has successfully 

mastered an existential crisis. 


