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The Gold of Sierra de la Cruz 

Chapter 1: The Heart of the Father

Sapello is a "rim-fire" town—dusty, high-altitude, and cold. The tavern is a low-slung adobe building with a dirt floor. Inside, the air is a thick soup of tobacco smoke, unwashed wool, and the metallic tang of cheap whiskey.

Juan de ‘l Archeveque practically owns the monte table. He is the descendant of a French explorer, soldier, and merchant Jean ‘l Archeveque. He carries himself with a certain nobility, even superiority. His Spanish is fluent but with a touch of a French accent. He enters the tavern acknowledging friends in the room. Around his neck is a gold cross which will someday play a role in men’s lives through his son.

Across from him at the table is an American. A "Mountain Man" type—bearded, smelling of grease and beaver pelt, possessing a loud, braying laugh that fills the room like a threat. He views the l’Archeveques not as neighbors, but as obstacles in his path.

Sostenes, ‘l Archeveque’s son, sits in the corner unnoticed. The air in the Sapello tavern was thick enough to chew—a rank cocktail of unwashed fleece, spilled rotgut, and the heavy, sweet scent of cigarito smoke. In the corner, the light from a single tallow candle fought a losing battle against the encroaching New Mexico night.

Juan ‘L Archeveque is a man of fine lines and quiet gestures, a sharp contrast to the ragged, buckskin-clad frontiersman across from him whose name was forgotten the moment he drew his breath.

Juan deals monte with a grace that felt like an insult to the man across from him. Every flick of his wrist, every word of his soft, New Mexican Spanish, felt to the American like a reminder that he was an intruder in a land that had belonged to the l' Archeveques for generations.

The American spits a dark stream of tobacco juice near ‘l Archeveque’s boot. "Deal 'em straight, Frenchman. I don't care much for that fancy wrist-work. In Missouri, we'd call that a thief’s twitch."

‘l Archeveque didn't look up, his fingers smoothing a card. "In Sapello, we call it manners, Señor. If the cards do not favor you, perhaps it is because you play with a heavy heart, not a heavy hand."

"My heart’s just fine,” the American said. “It’s my purse that’s feeling light. And I reckon I know why."

​The Flash of Steel

The room went tomb-quiet. The clink of glasses stopped. Sostenes, barely a teenager, sat on a grain sack by the door. He saw the American’s hand blur—not toward his cards, but toward the sheath at his hip.

"You would accuse me over a handful of paper?" ‘l Archeveque said.

He began to stand, his hand reaching for the gold cross tucked into his waistcoat—a nervous habit of prayer before a storm. But the American didn't want prayer. He wanted a target.

The frontiersman lunged. The knife—a wicked, broad-bellied blade—caught the candlelight for a fraction of a second before it disappeared into ‘l Archeveque’s chest. There was no grand speech. Just a sickening, wet thud and the sound of a chair splintering against the adobe wall.

​The Transformation of Sostenes

As his father slumped, the gold cross swung free, dancing on its chain before coming to rest against the blood-soaked linen of his shirt. The American stood over him, huffing like a winded animal, looking around the room to see if any of the other "locals" wanted to dispute the kill. They didn't. They saw the pistol tucked in the American's belt and looked at their drinks.

The Internal Shift

Sostenes didn't scream. He watched the American wipe the blade on the Father’s own sleeve. The sound of the man's rough, nasal laughter as he scooped the pot of coins into his hat became the "True North" of Sostenes' soul.

When the tavern finally emptied, Sostenes crawled to the body. He didn't cry for his mother. He reached for the cross. It was warm—unnervingly warm—and slick. As he pulled the chain over his father's head, he felt a jagged click in his mind.

The Vow

He didn't just want to kill the man in the buckskins. He looked at the door through which the American had vanished and saw a whole nation of them. To Sostenes, that single knife thrust had unmade the world. From that moment on, his life was no longer his own; it was a ledger, and it would only be balanced in "Gringo" blood.

Chapter 2: The Mockery of a Boy

Sapello had swallowed them whole. The family’s pride had died with the father, leaving his mother with nothing but a name no one respected and a son who looked like the very men who had ruined them.

​The "Half-Breed"

In the rain soaked Plaza, Sostenes stood outside the cantina, clutching a bundle of firewood. His hair, a shock of pale wheat, caught the lantern light. A group of American freighters, waiting out a storm, leaned against the porch rail.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





