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CHAPTER 9:
WEAVER' S NEEDLE

Al berto thought he knew where he was. He knew where
he had to go at the very |least. He was naking his way
towards Weaver’'s Needle. But he was in bad shape and the
spire was at |least ten mles away, through sone of God’' s
nost hostile and punishing terrain, especially in sumrer.

He had no food or water, either, and he was stil
delirious with blood | oss. He was covered head to toe in
open gashes and wounds. Bl ood bubbled in a thick burbling
crinmson on his back and chest. Scabs turned bright scarab-
black in the sun. He staggered southward. Al he had on
his person was the vial of Pulquito in his pocket.

The kokopelli was talking to himin a nonstop stream
now. The being was working in overdrive to keep Al berto’s
body and fractured mnd together. Al berto was conpletely
inured to pain. He stunbled in a species of subline

ecst asy.



Hi s destiny, long latent, forsaking its control to the
social artifices of will and intellect, had now taken over.
Al berto’'s very legs felt as if they were being notored by
alien agency in the direction of the tall spire.

But first Alberto had a stop to make. Couldn’t go to
the old nountain conpletely unarned. The old master had
left hima gift. Vick’s Achilles Heel, in fact. A weapon.
A weapon Vick had once carried. A weapon which had drawn
Vick to the mask in the first place. But he'd lost it.

And the master had found it.

Al berto’ s light body had been conpletely opened. He
scanned the surrounding hills for markers of the secret
cache he was | ooking for. He renenbered the clues. Waltz
had |l eft maps and witten | egends for uncovering his buried
m neshaft. Every tourist and aspiring treasure hunter and
gold mner in the entire country was likely famliar with
t hese instructions.

But this mne was just the beginning. There was a | ot
nore of value than just mere gold in this treacherous rock-
graveyard.

That evening, Al berto rested for a few hours. In the
dinple of a large rock, he found a brackish nmud puddl e from

whi ch he drank. Hi's body was red-singed by the sun. His



hair was wavy and dried out. H's face was gaunt and
emaciated. His normally portly frame | ean and baggy.

He | aughed to hinself. He was cl ose.

He had only cone a few mles south after a whol e day
of zonbie-like shuffling. H's body had been so weakened
with heat and run-down with fatigue and enaci ati on

He still had a mle or so to go this night.

The cache was off a side-canyon fromthe main north-
sout h canyon which led to the | ower slopes of Waver’s
Needl e.

Under the noon he made his way to the entrance of the
side canyon. Day was breaking over the ridge as he nade
his way up the slope and into the narrow saddle. But here
his menory failed him The clues didn’t add up. He could
see Four Peaks to the north and the Needle to the south
like it nmentioned in the instructions he’'d nenorized. He
could see the mlitary trail, but he couldn’t seemthe
boul der nor the prom sed tunnel.

Al berto now took out the vial of pulquito. It no
| onger glowed |ight green but fluorescently instead,
shinmrering wwth nulti-faceted spl endor.

Al berto paused nonentarily then inpetuously gul ped the
Pul que 231. It hit imediately, affecting his cortex like

a donkey punch. The colors of norning light hitting



agai nst the rock took on a soft dull colorful sheen in
Al berto’ s perception. Alnost as if soft pixels of the
surroundi ng rocks were dilating in his eyes and

bl oodstream

Power and know edge coursed through his being, further
opening his light body. He |ooked around the sl ope now
wi th new eyes. New things |eapt out at him The shrubs
seened to be vibrating in the forns of desert aninals, as
if they were living simulacra.

Waves of spontaneous natural intelligence and the
geni us of design washed over his frail nortal
conprehension. He was having a “Lizard King” nmonent. A
feeling of himdenmandi ng benevol ence fromthe harsh
forbidding natural world with suprenme and unshakabl e
confi dence.

However, there was still a small note of discord in
the feeling, which soon rose in pitch to dom nate the whol e
experience. Alberto' s crazed eyes shuddered, then
refocused in hyperal ertness.

Hi s gaze was drawn to a peculiar stone a few yards
away. It wasn't really upsetting, just different. He
wal ked over to the stone which seemed precariously
posi ti oned agai nst another |arger rock. This rock had

anot her energy, another aura. It stood apart starkly from



the naturally occurring formati ons of geologic tinme and
space. Alberto realized that the stone possessed
artificiality—+t had been placed there by man at sone
poi nt .

Next to this out of place rock was a flat stone with a
few other flat stones stacked onto it. A subtly created
cairn. He was definitely on the right trail. Artificial
features in the | andscape. He pushed the small rock out of
the way. There was an arrow underneath nmade of smaller
stones arranged to point toward the larger rock. Alberto
gave it a push. It noved slightly. He |ooked down the
valley. Tine to give it a push.

Underneath were several rotted boards and beyond that
a narrow tunnel. Alberto crawl ed through.

At the end of the tunnel he enmerged in a small cavern
hardly tall enough to stand up in. Geat chests of gold
wer e stacked against one wall, but this held no interest
for Alberto anynore. He gravitated to a small | ockbox
buri ed under the by now very famliar sign of the Mask of
Quet zal coatl, which was traced into the soft clay of the
cavern fl oor.

I nside the | ockbox was the weapon which the kokopelli
had been crowi ng to hi mabout.

The Gun of Santa Fel



* k%

The trucks energed into an i mensely large shallowy
bored out rotunda-li ke cavern, a huge open space literally
the size of a hundred football fields.

They had been extrenely busy down here for a | ong
time, realized Mateo.

The trucks passed a lifted command center on enornous
treads. It was retractable and reticul ated and functi oned
as a nobile command center

They saw Vick inside the glass, and Katy saw soneone
el se she thought she recogni zed.

Coul dn’t be, she said to herself.

They drove over to a side of the vast cavern and
parked. Bedraggled slaves started unl oading the boxes of
expl osives and drilling equipment fromthe cargo beds.

The sl aves betrayed quite a shock when they saw two
people trying to skirt around the shadows at the edge of
the cave, but they were too weary and indifferent to raise
any al arm

The cavern was nostly enpty except for the command
nodul e and the sl aves unl oading the trucks. They snuck up
closer to the conmand nodule to get a better | ook.

“I't’s him” whispered Katy harshly. *“Look inside.”



Mat eo gasped in alarm “Trent? He's on their side
now. ”
“They probably are forcing him” said Katy. “He’s

extrenely brilliant.”

“All right. Wat do we do now?”

“Let me see if | can get his attention.”

“What about Vick? He's in there too.”

At the other side of the vast cavern, near where the
command nodul e was pl aced was an enornous circular drill-
bored tunnel. This was the point of it all. The tunnel
Vi ck was constructing under the earth. But for what
pur pose?

They had to find out.

“Vick’s comng out. Get down!”

Vick was | eaving the conmand nodul e. He hovered to
the side of the pod then zoonmed Hernes-like into the naw of
the gaping drill-bore.

“He’s going in. Let’s run up to the nodule.”

There were a few deputies inside with Trent, who was
| ooking intently at a screen in front of him This screen
was for the canmera on front of the massive boring machi ne
deep down the tunnel. 12 mles down.

“We can’t get his attention w thout revealing

oursel ves,” said Mateo.



“Only one of us needs to go,” she said | ooking at him
hel pful ly hopeful ly.

But then Mateo had another idea. The world was very
clear to himall of a sudden, even nore than it had been of
| ate.

“Look,” Mateo said pointing at the Portapotty near the
command nodul e.

“He’s got to go to the bathroom sonetinme. W'’IlIl just
wait near it.”

“Ch goody,” said Katy.

Mat eo held the dreanctatcher in his hand. It gl owed
gold effulgently while Mateo used it to hone his
concentrati on.

He was trying to send images to Trent’s mnd. O
rushing rivers, Niagara Falls, every inducenent to urinate
he could nuster. Trent seened i mune to telepathy,
however, |ike he had earlier in the Positsoc |ab. Not
t hese guards, however. Even Katy was squirm ng and
whi npering. It seenmed all the deputies had each used the
facility twice before they finally saw Trent’s famliar
formanbling towards the john.

Katy yi pped at him He junped a good foot in the air
but recovered quickly. He was sinply stunned to see Katy

and Mat eo.



He joined themin the shadows behind the toilet. He
| ooked at Mateo first. “He's got your helnet. |
recognized it. He's very powerful now. What are you two
doi ng here?”

“We have to stop him Can you help us? |Is there
anyway to sabotage this operation? Blow it up or blow him
up sonmehow.”

“He can read thoughts now. He's very powerful and
virtual ly assassin-proof at this point. Besides, you nmay
not need to do anything. W’re pretty well stunped. W
can’'t get into the Vault. W can't drill in. The vault is
surrounded by a substance harder than any dianond and it’s
a seam ess shell. W haven't yet reached the front door
but we’'re already running into sone wild phenonena. It’s
spooky and from what we’ve seen in the sonography, it |ooks
i ke sone sort of door. And it would appear to be | ocked.”

“I's there anywhere around here we can hi de?”

Trent thought for a nonent.

“I won’t be able to hide you guys fromhim |’'m
telling you this telepathy is so advanced, and we’'re so
close to the source of his power, that he’ s gonna know
you’ re here soon anyways, if he doesn’'t already.”

“Where are you sleeping? W’Il hide there and we can

talk later. Help us think up a plan.”



“We work around the clock down here. | catch a few
hours here and there but | don’'t even have a bunk.”

Vi ck came scream ng out of the bore-hole now. Trent
junped to attention and sprinted into the potty letting the
green plastic door slam behind him

He wal ked back to the nodule mnutes |ater w thout one
scant look in their direction.

“W’re screwed,” said Mateo.

They wat ched Trent’ s body | anguage t hrough the w ndow
of the lifter command nodul e. He | ooked nervous. Vick was
sniffing around him reading thoughts, snelling pherenones.
He was truly terrifying now in his power.

It was only a matter of tine. There was a snal
village of sleeping rolls and tents in one corner of the
massive vault. Mateo and Katy nade their way there
stealthily.

There was no one else there—+t seened |ike nore of a
pl ace to crash than anything el se. But there were water
t hernoses and sonme protein bars, and they drank their fill
and tanmed their stomachs.

Then the two of themcurled up in the filthy sl eeping
rolls in a shadowy disused corner and tried to pretend to
be sone of the workers. They were joined by Trent after a

coupl e of hours.



“He was too preoccupied with this vault at the end of
the tunnel. Vault of the Aztecs, he calls it. He wasn't
reading nme. But he’'s absolutely stunped on how to get in.
He’s worried he won’'t be able to understand the technol ogy,
once we reach the door. Should be any mnute now. He’'s
antsy. He’'s been running the bore for four days straight
now. The fuzz is yelping at the door. W’ ve burned
t hrough three dianond-bits in 24 hours. An hour to fix and
$500, 000 a pop. Anyway, Vick is worried there’'s going to
be glyphs on it which he can’t read. Mateo.." he said.

“He may not want to kill you. He may actually need
you.”

Mat eo’ s dreantat cher gl owed bright nolten gold now.

“Ch shit,” said Trent. “Here he cones.”

End Ninth Install nent...



