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CHAPTER 3:

THE SANTA FE TRAI L

They descended into El Aeroporto de Distrito Federal
de Santa Fe on Lesdents’s Gulfstream After depl aning,
they were picked up by a cab and ferried over to the main
pi azza.

There was still a hint of that late winter chill in
the high. Through the brisk norningtide air and the m sty
w ndowpanes of the cab noving slowy through the cl ogged
streets of the piazza, Mateo | ocked eyes with the decrepit
formof a man huddl ed at the end of a shopping arcade in
front of the nouth of an alley, a rug full of turquoise
mar ket wares spread before him The man unaccountably sent
an atavistic shudder through Mateo, and his | ong gaze

appeared to take himin body and soul. It all seened very
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witchy and famliar all of a sudden, and it wasn't a
pl easant sensati on.

The cab deposited them at the door of M ssion San
M guel , established 1626, off the main piazza.

Their tour guide inside, a Jesuit by the nanme of
Sanmuel , | ed them across the narrow nave. “Under Mexican
rule,” he said, “Wen an abbot left or died, often the
m ssion was run by lay clergy. |In fact, during the Pope
rebellion, for fifty years this church was run by an
illiterate shaman and they prayed to a chi cken- headed
idol.”

He now took theminto the little chapel where there
hung many oil and wood portraits.

“You see sone of those | aypeoples’ portraits here in
our gallery.”

Lesdents kicked Mateo in the shin, and said in a

hushed eager voice, “It has to be him De N za. Look it’

the sane man in the different portraits. There he has a

nmoust ache, and there an eyepatch. Longlived nen tend to

adopt innunerable disguises. Hell, I'’ve only been gay the

last thirty-five years.”
The tour guide caught nothing except for this |ast

sni ppet of conversation. H's nood becane noticeably nore
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grave, but he held his tongue because Lesdents was payi ng
handsonely for this executive tour.

“Shall we go to the crypt now? Were our padres are
ent onbed?”

“Yes,” said Lesdents. “That sounds very interesting.”

They descended a stone staircase and left the red
adobe wal I s behind. This underground cataconbs appeared to
have been hand-carved out of the hard ochre rock.

“Now this roomis nost curious,” said their guide.

“For here, in the nobst prom nent sarcophagus is not a great
abbot at all, nor a | ayperson nor even a functionary of the
church, except in the | oosest sense of that term This
tonb, the nost promnent, is actually for the mssion's
handyman, Harry Childs, deceased May 8'", 1836.”

Lesdents’s eyes wi dened. He approached the tonb
curiously.

“And that is not the only interesting tale regarding
this tonb. It was fanously robbed fifty years later. In
1884, our padre cane across the opened tonmb. According to
sone of the local characters, the old padre cane across
sonet hi ng al t oget her unhol y.

M. Childs was i mol ated shortly after his body was
found desecrated. M theory is that the body was nutil ated

in sonme msguided Masonic ritual or sonething. Awfully big
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inthat tinme. Now, would you like to see anything el se?
The dormtory in our semnary is quite well-known?”

“Not right now,” said Lesdents, “Thank you.”

np—_—

They wal ked across the plaza now. Again Mateo caught
the eye of the Indian sitting in the shadows with his
turquoi se artifacts spread out before him

This time Mateo felt conpelled to go over

He quickly realized the old brown Indian was blind.

The Zuni sensed hi m standing there, though. He passed
a murky iris over Mateo head to toe, as if he were keenly
observing him sniffing himout with his defunct eye.

“You don’t think | see you, but | do.”

The Zuni spoke with a curiously famliar stoogelike
par r ot speech.

Lesdents and Reggi e had al ready wal ked on across the
pl aza.

Ti me seened to sl ow down around Mateo and the old man.
As if the Indian’s gravity was pulling Mateo in and show ng
himdowmn. It was a very eerie feeling.

“You're wapped up in all this, aren’t you?” said the
old man, fingering a turquoi se and feather dreanctatcher in
his fingers.

“I don’t know,” said Mateo.
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“You’ ve been having dreans, haven't you?”

“Yes, | have.”

The old Indian’s form had subtly norphed in the soft
glow of the late spring norning. A chill breeze hit
Mateo’'s face like a wall rustling the eagle feathers
interspersed in the Zuni’s thick salt and pepper hair.

“Are you a shaman?” asked WMat eo.

The ol d man chuckl ed. He was bent over at the back,
and at first Mateo had thought it a hunp, but now he
realized it was a pack

Qut of the corner of his eye, Mateo saw Reggi e and
Lesdents had turned around and were returning across the
fl agstones of the plaza, but doing so in a ridiculously
sl ow fashion. They seened m nutes away, even at a di stance
of less than a hundred yards.

Time noved very slowly. The cracked brown |ids of the
Zuni's eyes, sunk into their nystery-housing orbital
sockets, appearing to warp their relative notions.

Then the old man swiftly reached up and grabbed surely
at Mateo’s hand. He appeared to exam ne Mateo's palmfor a
second then traced his fingers through its shall ow grooves.
He hunmed bel ow hi s breath.

Sounded |i ke bu bu bu bu.
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“Are you reading ny fortune?” asked Mateo, a little
al armed as his associ at es approached.

Bu bu bu bu.

The fortunetell er suddenly | ooked up in Lesdents’s
direction.

“Stay away, Coyote,” he barked at Lesdents. Lesdents
grinned sardonically and he and Reggie retreated to a
near by al cove and | eaned agai nst the shaded stucco wall of
t he adj acent Ceorgia O Keefe nuseum

“You lack faith, Mster Rodriguez, but you have strong
bl ood. Blood of the Toltec priests, Mendoza the
Conqui st ador, and even the Peraltas in fact. The Star
Peopl e are the beings who visit you in your sleep. This is
a great honor, though it will soon bring you many
chal l enges. Keep faith and have a stout heart. Now, go in
peace,” he said in his curious stilting lilting stoogelike
bird vox.

He cleared a strand of long salt and pepper hair from
his brow Part of the spell had been broken, but Mateo’s
hand renmai ned capti ve.

Finally the old man rel eased Mateo’s hand and the
spell ended. Tine regained its established ebb and pul se.
Mat eo qui ckly stood up and noticed a slimclear nearly

i nperceptible tube running fromthe old man’s | eft nostri
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over his shoulder and into his pack. D d he have an oxygen
tank in the pack? wondered Mateo.

The old nan gave Mateo a creased smle, stooped to
gather up his rug of turquoise jewels, and in a hunched
over manner, turned away and scranbled off into the narrow
al |l eyway between storefronts. H's pack or hunp conpletely
obscured by a poncho. In a second he had di sappeared
conpletely fromof sight, and Mateo coul dn’t even renenber
what he had | ooked |ike. Such surprising speed, too, he
noticed, for a blind old hunpback.

“So who's your friend?” asked Lesdents.

“l have no idea,” replied Mateo, quite honestly. He
now noti ced the turquoi se dreantatcher the old nman had been
fingering, sitting there cold in the secret hollow of his
pal m sonmehow spirited there. He kept it hid.

The abbot had referred themto the Route 666 House of
Curious Magick for nore information about Childs. The
proprietor wore a gaudy ten gallon hat and a bolo tie with
a turquoise clasp. “So you're interested in Harry Childs,
| take it. Now ny daddy, Juan Ferm n, founded this nuseum
during a period of weird supernatural occurrences called
the 1960’s. He took a bunch of peyote buttons and wal ked

off a nesa bless his heart.”
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Lesdents and Mateo nodded. WMateo felt, after his
encounter with the fortuneteller, as if he were com ng off
asimlar trip hinself.

“ Anyways, before he died ny daddy opened up this
little museum It was supposed to get the attention of
tourists drivin® down ol’ Route 66. But hell, we ain’'t had
a verified supernatural episode around here since Roswell
in 1947, that | know of anyhow. | daresay when ny daddy
was growi ng up they were everywhere.”

That abbot was right about what he told you, too.

When that padre took off that slab in 1884, he saw an
unholy sight.” Martin shuddered. “G ves ne ni ght mares
just thinkin about it. According to ny pa, Childs s face
was all replaced by little green tentacles, all stil
wiggling, squirmng up to the stars. Gave the old padre a
heart attack.”

The attorney, Enrique, spread Vegenmite over a slice of
toast as Lesdents and Mateo entered, Reggie in tow

He had busts of Cesar Chavez and Van Hel sing on his
gl ossy mahogany table. Their marble necks were bedecked
with garlic clove necklaces. A silver crucifix hung

agai nst the wall above his head. He explained his curious
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fetish. “M uncle Juan was killed by vanpires,” he said,
percei ving Mateo’s and Lesdents’s confusion.

The brass naneplate facing themfromthe desktop read
the same as the cl apboard sign off the plaza: Enrique
Fermn, Esg. Attorney at Law.

On the sign outside, it also read in smaller
| ettering, Se Habla Espanol, and Drop-ins Wl cone.

Enrique produced a flask fromhis inner vest pocket
then filled his teacup with a clear liquid. He now di pped
the two main fingers of his right hand in the cup and made

the sign of the cross on his chest. Finally, he took a

SW g.

“Was that holy water?” blurted out WMateo.

“Nah, it’s vodka, but those bl ood-sucking bastards
don’t know that.” He |ooked around in wary al arm

Then he stood, turned, and drew the blinds cl osed.

“You are not the first men to ask ne of this
recently,” he said in a gruff whisper.

He was staring at Mateo agai n.

Enri que showed themthe will which nentioned Childs’s
crypt, how it had passed down for hundreds of years through
a string of aliases, and the will also nentioned a key
which was to be left with his body at the Mssion. A key

for a safe deposit box at the Bank of Santa Fe.
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At the Mssion they were unwilling to discuss the key,
except to say that it had been stolen recently.

At the 1°' Bank of Santa Fe, Mateo received the sane
searching stares as he had fromthe nuseum proprietor
attorney, and tour guide, but this tinme fromthe teller.

Anot her small brown man had appeared to ask about Box
232.

Box 232 had sat there undi sturbed for al nost two
hundred years and now all of a sudden, two little guys show
up in as many days to get a | ook?

The bank manager took theminto the vault.

“So it’s enpty?”

“Would you like torent it? As you can see, it is
quite large.”

The manager frowned, |ooking inside. “It has
obvi ously not been cl eaned out yet,” he pointed out.

Lesdents | ooked in and began | aughing. “Thank the
lord for small favors.”

In the thick dirt coating the tarnished steel-plated
bottom anongst tattered yell ow paper corners, soneone had
traced a nessage with the butt of their finger.

They all saw the by now fam |iar mask petrol gyph, the

initials “AR’, the date 5/2, and the three-letter code



Lanbrecht / VOIS / 11 of 11

“PHX". Al berto had apparently been there recently and it
seened as if he had been able to trace the mask back to

Phoeni x.

End Third Install nent ...



