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I have always been a lover of the past. Always researching, always trying to find explanations to the hows and whys of our ancestors. The mysteries of our world are  hidden treasures. Treasures that are waiting to be found, waiting to give-up their secrets.. In my travels, I discovered some mind boggling things, things that have turned me into the person I am today. A person who seeks knowledge. One of the things I’ve seen and have been amazed with is and Ancient city in Mexico. It is a city that defies understanding.

From a plateau overlooking the valley of the Mexica, one could view a land of incredible beauty and a land of lush green steamy jungles, crystal blue lakes, and deserts of copper and cream. Rimming this land, snow capped peaks reached to the heavens and disappeared into huge white billowing clouds. 

Through the valleys of this land, a thin gray haze floated from the several active volcanoes that stretched along the spine of the mountain range. In the clear blue skies above, eagles soared while birds of every shape and color filled the jungles and sailed from tree to tree, screaming their warnings and calls of love. In the jungles and along the plateaus, jaguar, leopard, and bear roamed from the Pacific to the gulf and called this land theirs. 

For a thousand years this land had thrived, it had grown and prospered. Wild nomad tribes with sun baked skin had lived off what the land could offer. They had followed the seasons of warmth from the high central lands to the low white sandy beaches of the great seas. Their lives depended on the bountiful lands.

Into this land, a god king appeared, rising from the sea. He had come to lead these nomads into a time of greatness, prosperity, knowledge, and wisdom. With his strength, the people would become the most powerful force this land had ever known. His teachings would help the people learn to cultivate the land, how to irrigate their crops. They would come to understand the seasons and how each could help create a bountiful harvest.

The domestication of animals would ensure a steady food supply; abundant wild game filled the lands, providing the people with the delicacies of life. But the greatest lessons of all came when the god king taught the nomads how to master the use of numbers and track the wanderings of the stars above. From this knowledge of the stars, they would create a timetable for life. The stars would give the people a calendar that would never be equaled in its precise structure or in its exact accuracy. From these people, cities of incredible beauty and riches arose from the jungle floor and from the sand of the beaches. These cities would capture the land. Techniques used in the building of these cities would not be improved upon for a thousand years.

From a time before Christ to the time of the Spanish conquest, these cities of riches untold would materialize throughout this land. Cities with names of Tikal, Monte Alban, Uxmal, Palenque, and Chichen Itza grew in stature and legend. Each would inspire mystery, power, and elegance. Each would become more beautiful than the one before. Temples and pyramids dotted the landscape from the Yucatan Peninsula to the Pacific, from Guatemala in the South to the great deserts of the north. 

But the jewel of this land, of these people, was one city that would create wonder for thousands of years to come. One city in the midst of this land would grow to become the heart of these people. From the wild forbidding land, this city would spring from all that was before and give existence to all that would follow. The ground upon which this city was to rise would become the economic, as well as the spiritual center for the people who would be known as the  One People.

On the highest plateau in the land, by the largest lake in the land, a city beyond all others would grow. Here the marvels of man’s engineering would create a wonder beyond description. The city, at its high point, would be the home for two hundred thousand people. The immensity, the grandeur, and the beauty of this place was evident by the more than six hundred pyramids, thousands of temples, and the tens of thousands of dwellings. As far as the eye could see in any direction, cultivated land turned the landscape into carpets of greens, gold, and browns. An azure blue lake stretched  many long runs to the north, its width almost equal to that of its length. From its water, transportation, food and life-giving water for irrigation came in abundance.

The lake and its water became the lifeblood of the people. To the four directions of the wind, these people had stretched their boundaries and had conquered this wild land. In the heart of this city the grandest gift these people could present was raised to their god king. Here a pyramid grew to become the size of a small mountain. It would reach to the stars of the night and almost touch the sun of the day. This man-made mountain would grow to over twenty-four stories in height. It would contain three and one half million tons of stone and adobe. Its base stretched nearly 768 feet along each face. Only in a far off land across the sea could one find monuments of greater stature. 

On top of this great pyramid rested a temple, the most holy ground in the land. Here one could find the entrance to the underworld, a gateway to the second life. A life that one could share with the gods for eternity. Climbing the pyramid took a strong heart and most of a half day. Through the temple upon the top  one would find the passage to the next world, to the land of the gods. This man-made mountain would become known as the Pyramid of the Sun. Life and death would emanate from this spot. Kings would be made, and priests would be ordained, and life would be renewed or ended. To the people, this city would become Teotihuacan (Tai-whoa-tea-wa-con), which means “the place where the gods walked with man.”

To the nation of the Mexica, this valley truly was the land of the gods. It would be the economic and spiritual center of their universe. This city would hold the secret of the one true God. A secret so dark, so mysterious, that mortal man would not be allowed to look upon it and live. And those who would try to discover what lay here would die a thousand horrible deaths. They would die looking at their still beating heart as it was pulled from their chest and passed before their eyes. The god king that had come from the sea and had taught the people, would rest here, waiting for the next coming, the coming of the next Quetzalcoatl.
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The Well

The diver floated just above the silt-covered bottom of the well. The clear jade green water grew hazy as the silt was stirred up and floated in great billowing brown clouds. Visibility was dropping fast and was now no more than an arm’s length from his face. He had been in the well for over an hour. Fatigue and cold was seeping into his joints and slowing his movements as he worked. The only way he could tell he was holding the suction hose into the muddy bottom was by the sound of stones and artifacts as they traveled up the tube toward the surface.


Looking over his shoulder to get his bearings, he could see the 



light of the sun filter its way through the brown haze. 

‘Just another fifteen minutes,’ he thought,  ‘I’m out of here.’

He worked in silence in the ancient limestone sinkhole that had served as a sacrificial well for the Mayans. The artificially rounded well was as wide as a football field was long and as deep as a ten-story building, with walls that would challenge a champion mountain climber. His only connection to the world above was the suction line and his radio.

This new suction equipment that was supposed to be state of the art, specially designed to keep the water clear and silt free, what joke. One look around and he knew that Trace had been sold a bill of goods. In fact, the water was worse now than with that antique suction machine they had been using for the last several months.

“Well, I guess you can’t have everything,” he said to himself, as more objects clanged their way up his tube toward the surface. Humming to himself, his thoughts were of the weekend and that great looking redhead who had so recently shared his interest of the past and his passion for making love.

Dinner, dancing, and cocktails had started what had turned out to be one of the greatest nights he could remember. When he had suggested showing her some of his discoveries and drinks in his room, she had accepted. Now as he thought about it all, a smile crossed his face. The heat of the night, her appetite almost as large as his, and the red welts that crossed his back, all spoke of a night without sleep. As the eastern sky began to lighten the sky, they had finally drifted into a deep slumber.

‘Just maybe, I’ll see her again tonight,’ he thought, as the cold water of the well surrounded him.

From the corner of his eye, his attention was pulled back to the present, as dark shapes drifted through the silt down around him. Immediately sensing something was way out of the norm, he dropped the suction hose and pushed himself toward the surface. Pulling out of the cloud of silt, he swam into clear water. He could see the objects as they fell around him. From above a rain of rocks and large boulders. Looking up, he could see more crashing through the surface of the water just above his head. With reaction rather than thought, he rolled over and pushed with all his strength toward the bottom and the center of the well.

Shock ripped the breath from his lungs as one of the large rocks crashed down onto his back. A blinding light exploded in his head, and pain shot through his limbs. Fighting to remain conscious, he realized he had been struck along his left side, just below his shoulder blade.

Dazed and with his shoulder on fire, he tried to suck in his next breath. Nothing happened. Realizing his regulator was jammed and probably broken, he turned back toward the surface. Kicking with all his strength, he ignored the pain that spread through his body and moved upward. Everything around him was taking on a black-and-white appearance as his vision began to blur and his lungs screamed for air. As his vision narrowed, he felt it was as if he was looking through a long dark tunnel. The surface above seemed to be miles away. His lungs seemed to be on fire.

With one finally kick, his head broke the surface. Ripping the mouthpiece from his lips, he filled his lungs with air in long gasps. Slowly, his vision began to clear, as oxygen raced through his body. All around him, the water splashed as more rocks fell from the high wall of the well. Rolling over onto his back, he looked up to see more of the wall crumble and fall. Again, he seemed to be directly in its path.

With his remaining strength, he rolled over and kicked toward the sidewall. His only thought now was of escaping. With two quick kicks he felt a little safer, and then a new pain raked his body as one of the rocks struck his lower leg and dragged him beneath the surface. Again, he cringed from the pain he fought to get back to the surface.

The pain closed over him, and he could tell he was losing consciousness as waves of nausea rolled over his body. With what little strength he had left, he slowly moved toward the wall. Reaching the wall, he could see a small ledge that was just above the water’s surface. As his fingers tried to grip it, his weight pulled him off, and he slid again into the cold water. Gasping for air, he broke the surface a final time. Fighting a new wave of panic that swept over him, he cleared his eyes and grabbed the ledge a second time. With his strength near gone and waves of pain racking him, he pulled himself up only to have his fingers slip once more. Again, he sank beneath the water’s surface. One last time, he came up. Floating in near unconsciousness, he felt something brush his face. Trying to catch his breath, he opened his eyes. There, inches away from his fingers, he could see several vines hanging from the ledge into the water. With every bit of strength, he had left, he gripped the closest vine and pulled himself toward the wall. He knew that if he was unsuccessful in reaching a handhold this time, it would be his last attempt. The cold and the pain were becoming just too much. As his fingers tightened around the vine, with the force of a vise, he pulled himself toward the wall. Then beneath him, he could feel an underwater ledge slip in under his back to support him. Relaxing, he lay there trying to regain his strength. Slowly, he felt his muscles begin to recover. At last, some of the fog of pain lifted, and his head began to clear. Pulling himself to a sitting position, he began going over his body parts. Bad shoulder, bad leg, and ripped suit and air tank not working. Other than that, he seemed okay.

“Well, so much for the redhead and a hot time in the old town tonight,” he said under his breath. Unhooking his air tank, he let it slip off his good arm then carefully let it fall off his left shoulder. As the useless tank slid into the water and fell toward the bottom of the well, he reached over and keyed his mike.

“Hey,  top,  do you copy this diver?”  Phil said through gritted teeth.

“Have you loud and clear, Phil. What’s up?”

“Manuel, shut down the suction. We’ve got a problem down here. In fact, I’m probably going to need some help getting out of here,” Phil answered.

“Suction’s off, Phil,” Manuel said. “If this is another one of your jokes, the boss is going to be really pissed at you.”

“No joke,” Phil said. “I’m really in trouble. So punch me out on my time card. As of now, I think I'll be taking the rest of the day off.” After a pause, he added, “Manuel, I’m just guessing, but I’d bet I have a dislocated shoulder and probably a broken ankle.” “What the hell happened? How did you do that?” 

“It seems the wall decided to pick this particular day and this particular spot to cave in. It’s not going to be one of my better days. In fact, it’ll probably end up being one of the worst I’ve had in a long time,” he answered, as another wave of pain rolled over him as he moved to get a better seat.

“Any chance you’ll be able to get out on your own once I send down the lift?” Manuel asked. Not waiting for an answer, he swung around. “Get Señor Trace down here, pronto, Miguel!” he shouted to one of the men working with him.

“Not a chance,” Phil answered. “I can’t move my shoulder at all. And my ankle is beginning to look like a grapefruit. Guess that rules out the sling. Is Ben still in the water?” Phil knew that Ben had been working the other side of the well, and although Phil could in no way see that far, he hoped that maybe his fellow diver might still be near.

“Hold tight.” After a moment or so, Manuel came back. “No luck. Ben’s up top already. He’s been here for about twenty minutes or so. I’ve sent one of the men to get Señor Trace. He should be here any minute.” Another pause. “As soon as he gets here, we’ll figure a way to get you out,” Manuel answered.

“Don’t screw around, Manuel. I’m freezing, and the pain isn’t getting any better.”

“Just hang in there. We’ll get you out just as quickly as possible.” Before Phil could answer, Manuel said, “Hold on, here’s Trace now. I’ll fill him in on what has happened and get right back to you.”

Phil clutched the vines and tried to remain calm. Every time he moved, a pain raked his body. In what seemed to be hours, the radio finally came back on.

“Okay, Phil, what the heck happened? Is it as bad as Manuel said?” Tracy asked.

“I believe so, Tracy. I know one thing—I hurt like hell.” 

“Okay, the only way to get you out is by sending someone down.” After a pause, he continued, “I’m on my way down. Stay where you are.”

“Believe me, I’m not leaving. I’m really freezing.” Hanging onto the vines, he pulled himself up to his knees on the higher ledge that had more space.

On his precarious perch, he began wondered if he would be the next victim of this well of sacrifice. He knew that many people had died here and that this well and the city above were part of the ancient culture of death by sacrifice.

Trace and the crew were here to explore and try to understand how these people lived and died. His work in the well was to recover artifacts, including bones of the silenced, hopefully to finally learn and tell the long unknown history of these people and  their  culture. But  he  really  didn’t  want  to  become  one  of those laying here for eternity.

As the sun’s rays moved across the wall, he noticed many things he had never seen before. A strange depression could be seen directly above and to the side of his head. Pulling out his knife, he began to scrape away the foliage that covered the wall. To his shock, small carvings as well as strange horizontal and vertical lines began to appear. With his good hand, he brushed away some of the moss, and dirt covered the surface of the wall. As he worked, he thought about all the wells in the area. Each had its own character, its own secrets. But this, the Cenote of Chichen Itza, was the most widely known. It had given up more of its secrets than any of the others. Was there one more secret that had yet to be discovered?

Pushing the button on his mike,  he  said, “Manuel,  better tell the boss I’ve stumbled on something out of the ordinary something that if he has the time, I’m sure he’ll want to check out.” Hooking the vine under his arms, he ignored the pain that again hazed his vision. With his knife, he dug along the lines that ran up the wall. Working with as much care as he could muster, he tried to keep his body ridged and to keep any pressure off his shoulder and ankle.

He again hit his mike and tried to keep his voice calm. “Manuel, you better tell Trace that what we have here is really something very special.” He continued to scrape at the wall as he talked. “Oh my god! You should see this. It’s a stone set in the wall. It’s covered with hieroglyphics and is at least two or three feet wide and maybe three or four feet high.” 

“Phil, don’t fool around down there. If you’re as hurt as you say, quit screwing around. You know how the boss is, and he’s on his way,” Manuel said in a very stern voice.

“Hell, you know me, everything by the book. I only walk the straight and narrow. Tell Trace I’m waiting for him with a great find,” Phil said.

Forgetting his pain, Phil continued to scrap away the debris. Most of the details were truly incredible. Suddenly, the vine that was holding him jerked slightly. Pain shot through his body, and a wave of nausea gripped his stomach. Fighting to stay conscious, he leaned against the wall as his strength slowly returned. The cold water of the well had penetrated. His wet suit had helped numb both his shoulder and his ankle, but still the pain was almost too much to stand. Finally, Phil pushed himself up to a kneeling position again. At last, he started to work on removing more of the dirt covering the stone. From the sides of the stone, he could see the vines that held him coming through several vertical cracks in the stone and reaching into the water. With the eye of an expert, he studied the surrounding area. Several puzzling questions bothered him. How did such an item get to be here, and just what was it doing in this wall?

From over his shoulder, he could hear Trace beginning his descent into the well. The whole way down, a string of obscenities flowed from his mouth. Phil tried to keep from laughing. At last, he heard his boss drop into the water. Phil just waited and dug at the stone. With a concerted effort, he fought to keep control, as the colorful language from behind him grew louder.

“You  accident-prone  bastard, I  don’t  know  why  I  keep  you around. You cause me more trouble than you’re worth. In fact, if it wasn’t for your dad and your sister, you’d have been gone a long time ago. You’d be history. Okay, meat head. Where the hell are you?” he said as he hit the water, pulling himself out of the harness he spun in a 360-degree circle. “Turn on your strobe so I can spot you. I want to get us the hell out of here as quickly as I can.”

“Manuel, get the doctor on the way over here. I want Phil taken care of just as soon as we get him up.”

“She’s already on the way, Señor Trace,” Manuel replied. “Just let me know when you’re ready for us to pull him up.” Manuel said, “If you do need help, I’ll send Ben down.”

“I don’t think I’ll need him right now, but keep him close. First let me see just what shape Phil’s really in.” From across the wall on the far southern wall, he could see Phil’s strobe and hear him shouting. “I can’t believe you, here’s another fine mess you have us in.”

“Quit your bellyaching, and get over here. I have something to show you. In fact, I just might have come up with what you’ve been looking for all these years. Maybe I’ve earned that bonus you’ve been promising me forever.”

With long, powerful strokes, Trace moved to the spot where Phil was perched against the wall. “Well, here’s another one of your screw-up that you’ve gotten yourself into. Just how the hell did all this happen?”

As Phil told his tale, Trace probed the shoulder then lifted  his leg to check out the ankle. Fighting back the pain, Phil told of the wall caving in and how he had just made it to this ledge. “Most of the wall now lies at the bottom of the well, along with my crushed air tank,” he said finally.

“Other than the shoulder and the ankle, is everything else okay?” Trace asked.

“Other than you jabbing me with those bony little fingers  of yours, I’m just fine.” Pausing for a moment, he added, “Yea, my shoulder’s shot, my ankle hurts like hell, and I have one big headache. I sure hope your medical insurance is paid up. I’m sure I’ll need all you have,” Phil said.

“It’s paid. Now let’s get you the hell out of here. From what  I can tell, it does look like you’ve got a dislocated shoulder and possibly a sprained or broken ankle. It’s too swollen to  tell.”

“Once we get you to the hospital and you an x-ray, we’ll know more. Whatever, I’m sure you’ll be able to chase the nurses around with or without your ankle being broken.”

“You’re jealous. You just wish you could be with me to chase those nurses with me.” Phil chuckled.

“Doc’s up top, as soon as we can get you out of here, she’ll have a look at you.” Probing the shoulder again, Trace watched Phil winch in pain.

“Will you stop that? If you want to practice medicine, find someone else to work on. Damn, that hurts,” Phil said through gritted teeth.

“Quit your bellyaching. You’re the one that couldn’t get out from under a friggin’ falling rock.” With a belly laugh, Trace pulled himself up onto the ledge. “Hell, I’ve always told your sister you crawled out from under a rock. Now we know the truth.” Trace probed one more time along the shoulder blade.

Again, Phil tried to pull away. “Knock it off, will ya? I’ll kick your ass if you keep doing that.”

“You talk real tough for a guy that’s going to be flat his back for a few weeks. Anyway, I need to make sure that your shoulder will be okay with the harness pulling you up,” Trace said.

“I’d prefer an elevator, if you don’t mind,” Phil said.

“If I’d have known, I’d have put one on each side of the well just for you. But I guess we’ll just have to make do.” Looking up, he waited. “To tell you the truth, I feel sorry for the nurses, they have no idea what’s coming. Even though you’ll probably be back to work in a week or so, there isn’t one of them that’s safe while you’re there. Okay, let’s get you out of  here.”

Trace clicked his mike. “Manuel, send the harness back down.

We’ll be ready to come to come top side in five.”


“It’s on the way, Señor Trace.”



As Trace waited, he kept up his banter with Phil. “For better or worse, I’m sure you’ll be back. Even though I’ve tried to get rid of you, I guess I’m stuck with you.”

“Thanks. You always have a way of making me feel so welcome. Oh, by the way, I want you to look at this wall.” Phil turned to let his light shine along the wall. Stopping it in the center of the stone, Phil just smiled as he waited for a response.

When Trace finally could make out what Phil was looking at, his mouth hung open. “Jesus H. Christ! When did you find this? I suppose you just forgot to mention it?”

“I was waiting for the right time.” Phil had that Cheshire Cat grin covering his face. “I found it while I was resting here, waiting for you. Then well, it just sort of popped up. With nothing  better to do, I decided to discover it.” Phil just kept  smiling.


“You’d do anything to be a dam hero.” Trace smiled back. “You bet.” Phil pulled himself up to the stone. “Luckily, I



just happened to end up on this side of the well. Believe me it was totally by accident that I climbed out of the water on to  this ledge.”

“How the hell did this thing get here? And why is it down here in the first place?” Trace just stared.


Both men let the question hang, since neither had an answer.



The rescue harness splashed almost unnoticed into the water a few feet away. Finally, Trace broke the silence. “Okay, first thing’s first, we need to get you out of here. The stone will wait. Damn, we both know it’s been in this wall longer than either of us can imagine. After you’re secure topside, I’ll come back down to see just what we have. ’Til then, let’s get you out of here and off to Veracruz.”

“Trace, we can’t just leave it here. Hell, it might not be here when you come back. Besides that, without me here, you’ll get all the credit. What do I get—leg in a cast and a shoulder in a sling?” Phil tried to look as serious as he could. “What a boss, what a friend, always looks out for me.”

“My, my, aren’t we getting a little testy? Let’s see if I can make a little more sense of this. You get a romp with any nurse of  your choice. A few days in an air-conditioned room, soft bed, good food. Wow what a tough time. boy, oh boy. And all the while I’m back here working my butt off. Great swap.” Smiling, he added, “Come on, let’s get you out of here. Anyway, once you’re out of my way, I can pull this little sucker out. I need you to have a significant discovery to justify your huge salary.”

“Thanks, pal,” Phil said, as Trace slid him off the ledge. Cringing in pain, Phil bit his lip as he slipped back into the well. With Phil resting on the underwater ledge, Trace swam out, pulled the harness, and moved it back to Phil. Into his mike, he asked, “Manuel, has the doctor shown up yet?” 

“Si, Señor Trace, she is here waiting for Phil.” “Okay, we’ll be ready in a few,” Trace said.

Carefully, he slid the straps under Phil’s arms. Again, waves of pain raked Phil. He heard the distinctive snap as the metal buckle clicked closed around him and some of the pain stopped as pressure was relieved.

“Okay, partner, here we go,” Trace said, as they slipped off the ledge and into the water.

Gently putting his arm under Phil’s good shoulder, Trace slowly pulled him away from the wall. As he swam, Trace tried to keep the pressure off his bad shoulder and keep Phil’s head above water. Twice, his grip slipped, and twice, Phil plunged below the surface. Both times, Phil crashed back to the surface gasping for air. Using all of his self-control, he fought to keep from jerking and thrashing. “Jesus Christ,” he gasped after the third dunking. “If you really want me dead, why don’t you just shoot me and put me out of my misery?”

“Knock off the wise cracks. I can’t laugh and save your sorry butt at the same time. You know you’re no lightweight and you’re definitely no Steve Martin. So lay back and relax.”

“Easy for you to say, you’re not the one being pushed under water just so you can get all the credit for some stupid stone.”

“Just shut up and lay still.” Trace keyed his mike. “Manuel, we’re ready here.”

“Okay, boss. Just let me know when to start him up.”

“On the count of three, take up the slack, but slowly. Three, two, one.” The line began to tighten. When it was taught, Trace said, “Hold it.” Quickly, he hooked the line to the harness. “Okay, take him up.”

With a slight jerk, Phil started moving through the water then slowly began to lift toward the crest of the well.

“Easy, easy,” Trace shouted, as he guided Phil’s body out of the water. “Just a little more. Okay, hold it!” Trace moved to get the harness straightened out. “You okay, Phil?” With a nod, Trace said into the mike, “Take him up.”

With that, Phil moved toward the sunlight above. “See you topside, boss!” Phil  shouted. “Hey, don’t  forget  the  stone, and remember who gets the credit for the discovery.”

Trace just waved and smiled as he watched Phil disappear. “Manuel, once you get him out of the harness, I want him back to camp and checked out. Get a chopper here so we can get him to Veracruz. Questions?” Trace asked. Not waiting for an answer, he continued, “I’m staying down here to check out what Phil found. Let me know if you need me.”

“Si, Señor,” Manuel answered. “I have already sent for a chopper.”

Trace  took his time and shined the powerful beam of his light around the well’s perimeter. At last, he reached the place where Phil had  made  his discover. Playing the light up and down the wall, he   could see why the stone had never been discovered. The dirt and mortar blended so perfectly with the limestone walls that the magnificent stone that was hidden there was nearly invisible. If it hadn’t been for this accident, it probably would never have been found.

“Señor Trace, we have Phil. He’s on his way back to camp. The doc looked at him, she doesn’t feel it’s too serious, but she’s sure he’ll be laid up for a few weeks.”

Before Trace could answer, Manuel continued, “By the way, boss, the helicopter is on the way. It’ll be here in a little over an hour. The harness is on its way back down. Well, he standing by when you need us.” Manuel finally clicked off.

“Believe  me, I’m  not staying  down here any longer than I have to.” After a short pause, he continued, “By the way, thanks. Your quick action made sure we didn’t get Phil into any more trouble than he was already in.”

“Hey, boss, if we let anything happen to Phil, who’d we have to kick around?” Manuel smiled.

“You’re right. The digs would be boring without him getting into trouble every time he turned around.”

Looking up, Trace could see the harness and claw descending back into the well. Treading water, he waited for it to get to him. As it was about to touch the water, he reached up, grabbed the hook, and pulled down as much extra slack as he could. With  it looped around his arm, he set off back toward the wall. He could see the gentle outline of the stone drawing near as it sat deep in the wall. Calculating its size and weight, he estimated how they could pull it from the wall and get it to the top without damaging it.

Finally, he climbed onto the ledge  and  pulled  himself  up by 

the vines onto the ledge. Standing, he checked out the wall. Slowly, he ran his hand along the deep crevasses that Phil had dug. Brushed away more of the vegetation, he studied what had been exposed. Then without waiting, he brushed more of the vegetation away, his breath stopped. An outline of a second stone could barely be seen to the left of the original one, this stone much larger and with greater detail. The new stone was more than twice as large as the one Phil had been working on. As he looked it over, he knew that this new stone would have to be a project for a later expedition. Now he would concentrate on the smaller of the two.

Pulling out his chisel and hammer, he began working to expose more of the edges of the smaller stone. With great skill, he removed the mortar that held it in place. With no support, finding a handhold proved difficult. Several times, he lost his footing and fell into the water. Finally, after one more dunking, he decided it would be advantageous to have the correct tools.

“Manuel, I’m going to need some extra tools and probably some help. Get Roberto and Juan to bring down what I need.”


“Si, Señor. What is it that you need?” he asked.



“Climbing gear, pitons, safety net, heavy-duty wedges, big block and tackle, and extra rope.”

“I’ll get them to you as quickly as I can. Are you sure you’re all right?”


“I’m a little cold but fine. Just get those things down here.” “Right away, boss,” Manuel answered.



Within the hour, Roberto and Juan had brought down the tools that Trace had requested. As the three moved around the ledge, Trace pulled himself on to the ledge. Standing, he began pounding in the pitons and stringing the net across the face of the stone. Juan and Roberto were busy removing the rest of the mortar.

“Let’s get this baby out of here,” Trace said, as he clung to the wall. Hooking the claw to the ring of the net that stretched  to the four corners, he grabbed his mike. “Okay, Manuel, when I give the word, take up the slack. Easy and don’t take her up any more than a few feet.”


“Si,” Manuel replied.



“Okay, let’s tighten her up.” Slowly, the line began to pull tight. “Hold it. Okay, take her up more.” The line became  taught, then the stone began to move. “I don’t want the stone to end up at the bottom of the well or broken. Secure it before it moves.” 

As it began to pull away from the wall, Trace said, “Hold it!” Then he swung across the face to each of the four corners, prying each with his chisel. “Okay, pull away!” Inch by inch, the stone   began to creep out of the wall. One more check to make sure everything was hooked up correctly, he gave a thumbs-up. “Looking good, keep her coming,” he said.

In the water, both Roberto and Juan moved out from beneath the stone. Trace moved one last time across the face of the stone pushing on each of the pry bars. “Hold on to those guidelines,” he said to Roberto and Juan. “Here she comes!”

All at once, the stone pulled free from the wall, followed by a cloud of dust and rock. The net encased the stone. 

“Tighten the line, Manuel. She’s out of the wall!” he yelled.

In one breathtaking moment, the stone looked as if it was in free fall. Trace lost his grip and fell toward the water. From the corner of his eye, he could see the stone as it raced toward him. He dove desperately to avoid it then saw it crash into the water  a few feet from him. With all the strength he could muster, he pushed himself back toward the surface. As his head broke back into the air, he looked around. The stone was nowhere in sight.

Shouting, Trace looked around. “Roberto, what happened, did

we lose the stone?”

“No, Señor Trace, we have it.” After a long pause, he continued,

“There she is, over there.”

Spinning his head, Trace could see the cable moving out of the water. Then the stone appeared. Inch by inch, it climbed from the cold water and moved toward the top of the well. Again,  the great Cenote of Chichen Itza had given up one more of its great secrets.

“Great job, guys. I thought it was gone for sure,”Trace shouted. Under his wet suit, goose bumps crawled over his skin as the stone climbed toward the light of day.

Finally, he moved back to the wall. Looking at the larger stone, he made mental notes of position, surrounding area. If it had been this difficult to get the small stone out, it would be a ball buster to get the large one out. Grabbing the hanging vines, he pulled himself up for one last look. As he ran his hand over the wall, he took special note of the roots of the vines that seemed to come from the cracks that ran along its edge.

‘What could be behind this big stone?’ He thought. 

“We’re  clear up here.” The radio broke the silence. “When you’re ready to come up,” Manuel said.

“I thought you’d never ask. Get the line back down here, I’m about to freeze my butt off.” Swimming to the center of the  well, Trace waited as the harness dropped back toward the  water. Wasting no time, he slipped the harness over his shoulders and hooked it.

“Get me out of here, Manuel.” With that, the line began to tighten, and Trace pulled from the cold water of the well. With one last look at the wall, Trace wondered what they had found and what it would tell them of the past and of these people.

Moving into the sunlight, Manuel hooked the cable and pulled Trace toward the lip of the well. Stepping onto firm soil, he unsnapped the harness then walked over to Manuel. “How is Phil?” he asked as he stepped out of his wet suit.

“He is with the doc. She says no broken bones but a bad sprain and possible dislocated shoulder.”

“Thanks. I’m going to the med tent. I want this area secured. No one goes near the well without my permission. I want a twenty-four watch with your best men. Now get this stone back to the camp and secure it.”

“Si, Señor.” Manuel turned and began to issue orders. Looking back, he added, “Señor Trace, please tell Phil we hope

he’s okay.”

“I will. Thanks, Manuel.” Trace turned and headed back toward central Chichen Itza and  their encampment. Entering the main clearing, he moved to the front of the medical tent and pulled open the flap. He looked in to see Phil laying on a cot with the doctor bending over him. His shoulder was heavily bandaged and in a sling. His leg was elevated and  wrapped.

“Well, well, he lives,” Trace said with a grin.

Both Phil and the doctor looked up. “He’s very strong,” the doctor said. “What has happened is not life-threatening. But without x-rays, we will not know the extent of the injuries. The ankle doesn't look broken, possible a very bad sprain. The shoulder is probably separated. Beyond that, I’m not sure.” Standing up she said. “The helicopter is on its way to transport Señor Phil to Veracruz. It’ll be here in the next twenty minutes.”

Trace looked at Phil. “You just can’t stay out of trouble, can you? Next, I’ll be called to the hospital to save some poor nurse from some dirty old man that’s making lewd advances. You are one big pain in my rear.” Turning to leave, he added, “Oh, by the way, I’m closing down the project two weeks  early.”

“Wait just a minute! What about the stone?” Phil said as he started to get up.

“Oh, that. Ya, the stone might be something special. I guess I’ll have to give you some credit for the discovery.”

“Some credit? I deserve all the credit, and you know it,” he said. “And what do you mean you’re closing down early? You’re just going to leave the bloody thing down there?”

“No, Phil, it’s already topside and safe. I’m going to get it to your dad, have him look at it, and tell us just what the hell we’ve found. As soon as you’re able, we’ll both go to Mexico City to see what he can tell us.” After a short pause, he continued, “By the way, believe it or not, without you, the excavation just won’t be as much fun. So we’re finished until next spring when you’re better.” “I still can’t believe I really found it. What do you think it is and from what period?”

“To be honest, I not sure, by the time I meet you in Veracruz, I’ll know a little bit more. For now I want to get as much out of it as possible.” Trace again moved toward the entrance. “Oh, one more thing. I’m docking your pay for half a day today and for the time you spend in the hospital. So get better quick.”

“Sure, Mr. Hard Ass, without  me, you’d still be digging seashells by some seashore. Just look at the ways I’ve made you famous.” Phil smiled and waited for the retort that he knew would follow. “Ya, and I’ve bailed you out of every jail from here to Tijuana. Most of the Policia know me on a first name basis. So thanks, but don’t help me become any more famous. Just get your ass to Veracruz and get well. I’ll see you in a few days.”

“I’ll get us a couple of those nurses for a night on the town. Of course, you’re buying. Hey,” Phil yelled as Trace left the tent,

“By the way bring my bonus for finding that stone.”

The tent flap flew open, and Trace stuck his head back in. “In your dreams. No bonus, no night on the town, and no nurses. Your bloody work is just beginning. See ya.” This time Trace was gone before Phil could say anything else.

Outside, the coolness of the evening dried the perspiration that now covered his forehead. As he walked toward the main tent, he wondered if what they had found would give them any better picture of the Maya and of their culture. With any luck, just maybe they would be able to answer some of the haunting

questions that had never been answered. 

‘Whatever happened to the people who  built these great cities? Where did  they come from? How did they come to know so many things about time, astronomy, weather? Well, those are questions for another day.’ He thought.

Ricardo took his time adjusting the lighting. Everything had to be perfect. He wanted to use the shadows to accent the stone’s highlights. Not satisfied, he again moved the lights slightly. “Oh si, that is it,” he mumbled as the enhanced depth on each of the carvings seemed to become three dimensional. With the eye of a professional, he double-checked each angle. Finally, he began shooting pictures. From the corner of the tent, Trace watched with great interest as Ricardo worked. He knew that the stone was in good hands and that the photographs would be as clear and perfect as if he held the stone before him.

Waiting for one more moment, Trace finally turned and left the tent. The heat of the day still covered the land as the sun dropped toward the western horizon. Moving as his feet guided him toward the center of the city, he began to plan what had to be done during the coming months. His first goal was to get  the stone translated. Then he’d make plans for a return trip to

Chichen Itza, a trip that would focus on getting the second stone from the well.

As he past the pyramid of the old priest, his eyes drifted toward the top. In his mind, he tried to picture just how it had looked some 1,600 years ago. He imagined the pomp and circumstance that must have taken place along these pathways. To witness such an event would have been truly incredible.

With over an hour of sun left, he decided to climb the Pyramid of 

Castillo one last time before he left the city. The view of a sunset from the top was always breathtaking and never ceased to fill him with wonder. At its base, he paused to look around the plaza, then his eyes drifted up the side toward the temple high atop the massive structure. The same old questions again flooded his mind. ‘How was all this built? What were the lives of the people like? Why did they cease to exist and let these cities fall to ruin? Are these questions ever gonna be answered?

Sounds of the jungle drifted over the land and filled the air. Moving up the side, he counted the steps to the top. It was a habit he had developed over the many years he had worked here. Another marvel, he thought. Each side of this pyramid has ninety one steps. The four sides combine for a total of 364 steps. With the top platform, they equal 365, the number of days in a year.’ He just shook his head as he stepped onto the top platform.  

A sweet fragrance from the floral garden below filled his senses and brought him back to the present. Birds screamed in the distant jungle, and far to the east, streaks of gray rain could be seen stretching toward the ground. The first storm of the season would soon be upon them.

Letting his eyes roam over all that lay at his feet, his gaze stopped at the massive ball court on the other side of the plaza.

‘How was this game played? Was it to the death as some had reported?’ he wondered. ‘What were the rules, how did they score?’ Just too many questions and not enough answers.’

To the right of the court lay the Venus Platform, and to its left, the Temple of Warriors—each more stunning than the other. To the north, the Well of Sacrifice laid hidden, deep within the jungle. The well held more secrets than he could count. But the city and the temples, everywhere his gaze stopped, magnificence looked back. Deep in his mind, he pitied those who would never enjoy such a view and would never feel the excitement of a discovery or learn of the secrets that lay buried deep within the past. With a shrug of his shoulders, he again let his eyes sweep the horizon.

Out beyond the eastern edges of the city, streaks of lightening lit the dark clouds and then crashed into the jungle. His eyes feasted on all the sights and exhilaration filled his body. Who, he wondered, ‘had stood on this spot and feasted on these sights? And who had built this unbelievable city, and who had ruled this land?’ Out loud, he said to no one, “Just not enough answers..”
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The Stone

From a distance,  something  caught  Trace’s  eye  as he stood  on the great pyramid. As he watched, a man dressed in black slipped from the corner of the smaller pyramid and trotted down the road toward the House of the Deer. Approaching it, the man quickly darted around the corner and out of sight. Trace waited and watched, but the man did not reappear.

A loud crack of thunder broke his concentration. With one last look around, he descended from the pyramid toward the plaza. Hitting the ground, he ran south along the main pathway. Knowing the city was closed to all visitors, he wondered who he had seen and what he was doing here.

Approaching the small pyramid, he slowed. Carefully, he moved around the corner. Several cigarette butts lay scattered along the edge of the building. Footprints covered the soft dirt but led off in only one direction.

Without a thought of what he was doing, he followed the footprints toward the House of the Deer. As he approached the edge of the old temple, he slowed again. He carefully peaked around the corner. The area was deserted, nothing  could  be seen but more footprints. The only thing different was a second set that moved in from the jungle. Then both sets moved away from the temple and toward the Red House. Not sure what he’d find, he moved down the road. As the prints past the old ruin,both sets turned and disappeared into the jungle. At a dead run, Trace retraced his steps back into the center of the city. Reaching Manuel’s tent, he flew through the opening.Manuel looked up from his work, stunned. “Señor Trace, what is it?”

“Do you have any workers by the Red House?” Trace asked. 

“No, Señor, all our men are at the well or back in camp. That area is off-limits,” Manuel said as he stood up.

“I believe we are being watched. I spotted a man and sets of footprints in that area.”

“Come! Show me where those prints are.” Both men quickly moved out of the tent.

“Are  you  sure  it  couldn’t  have  been  one  of  our  men?” Trace asked one more time.

“I’m fairly sure, the men, they only go where they are sent. Once in a while, some of them walk through the city to relax but usually not down there, and they always tell me first.”

Approaching the area, Trace slowed and pointed out the prints. Manuel bent to study them. “Come, let us see where they go,” he said as he moved off down the roadway to where the marks disappeared into the jungle. Holding a finger to his lips, he whispered, “If we are being watched, it is important for us to know.” Pulling a small radio from his belt, he said. “Ricardo, do you copy?”

After a moment of static, the radio came to life. “Si, Manuel, I have a good copy.”

“Señor Trace and I have spotted something down by the Red House. Get some of your men and come quickly.”


“Si, on the way.” Then the radio clicked twice.



Crouched over, both men slipped through a small opening  in the foliage. There was a pathway that led deep into the thick jungle. As the branches closed in behind them, thunder again rolled overhead as the storm drew closer. The smell of rain filled the air. The path became easier to follow as it opened up.

Brightly colored birds screamed at one another from the tops of the trees as they jumped from branch to branch watching the men below invade their property.

“This part has been used quite often and is well-worn,” Manuel said.

Suddenly stopping and knelt down. With his hand, he signaled Trace to stop. After a pause, he moved to Trace’s side. “Someone is just ahead,” he whispered. “Wait here, I will take a look. Try to not to make a sound. As soon as I see anything, I’ll return. 

With the movements of a cat, Manuel slipped out of sight. The thick foliage closed in behind him and left Trace completely alone. Fear had not yet set in. Whatever, or whoever, he had seen was obviously not threatening. Why would anyone try to hurt them anyway?

The bushes in front of him rustled. Trace’s muscles tightened, and sweat popped to the surface of his upper lip. As the leaves parted, Manuel stepped into the clearing. Quickly, he moved to Trace and knelt next to him.

“A campsite is just up ahead. I counted several men in the area. To be safe, you go back and bring Ricardo and the men. I’ll wait here. Be careful and be very quiet.” With that, he turned, but before he moved away, Trace touched his arm.

“You are to do nothing until I return. I don’t want anyone hurt.


Do you understand?” Manuel nodded.



In a bent over position, Trace followed the path back. Breaking out of the jungle, he spotted Ricardo and several men running toward him. As they stopped at his side, he told them what had happened and where he had left Manuel.

“Follow me But be as quiet as you can,” he said. Turning, he led the way back into the jungle.

Moving into the thick jungle, Trace tried to follow the unseen path. At first, he thought he had made a wrong turn. Manuel was nowhere to be seen. Moving to the far side of the clearing, he parted the foliage. There in the distance, a camp lay before him.

Dropping to the ground, he lay still. Nothing moved. No one was in sight. Two tents could be seen side by side. Before them stood a long empty table. As his eyes roamed the campsite, they fell on a pair of legs sticking out from the edge of one of the tents. Almost at once he recognized the boots. He signaled Ricardo to have the men spread out around the campsite. Stepping into the open area, he carefully moved toward the body. In the distance, the sound of an engine started.

The spray of gravel and spinning tires could be heard. As Trace looked at Ricardo and pointed in that direction. Ricardo shouted, and two men raced toward the sound. Trace sprinted the last few steps to the prone body.

Bending over, he placed his fingers on Manuel’s throat. A faint pulse met his touch, and then a moan came from his lips. From behind him, he could hear the others moving through the camp. Ricardo came to his side and bent down next to him.


“Señor Trace, is my brother all right?” he asked worriedly. “Yes, I believe so. Looks like a nasty know on his head. But



that’s all.”

Manuel’s eyes flickered open. “What has happened?” he asked as he tried to sit up, his face contorted with pain. “My head, it is killing me.” After a moment, Manuel began to relax. “Señor Trace, I am sorry. I did not hear anyone behind me. Then I guess they clubbed me. An explosion of lights went off in my head. That is all I remember. Then the both of you were standing over me.”

“It doesn’t look like a bad wound. I think your pride will be hurt worse.”

Helping him to his feet, he said, “Let’s see just who the hell these goons are. Ricardo, search everything. I want to know who they are and why they were here. Give me a couple of men to get Manuel back to camp.

“Si, Señor.” Ricardo issued orders. Quickly, two men moved to Manuel while the others spread out through the camp.

Soon Manuel was seated in his tent, the doctor looking at his head. As Trace walked up, the doctor nodded. “He will be fine. Just a bad bump.

“Señor, the camp, it is empty,” Ricardo said as he joined them. “Whoever was there left nothing but some cooking utensils, camp gear, and some maps of the area. We found nothing that would tell us who these people were or why they were here. There is enough garbage to tell us they have been there for some time. My men, they are going through this garbage just in case something might turn up to tell us anything.” 

“Good. If and when you find anything, let me know.”

“Si, Señor.” Turning, Ricardo moved back toward the jungle.

As blackness of night closed in over the ancient city, Trace still  couldn’t  understand  what  had  gone  wrong  with  this  day. No injuries for well over a year, then two in one day, the freak accident to Phil and the head bashing of Manuel.And why were they being watched? ‘Just what the hell is going on,’ he wondered.

Bending over the stone, he tried to bring his mind back to his work. As he picked at some of the caked dirt on the stone, the events of the day slipped from his consciousness, and the stone took center stage. Its pure beauty and excellent craftsmanship filled his mind, and he marveled at its complexity.

A tap on the side of the tent made him look up. “Come,” he said. Ricardo parted the flaps and walked in. “Señor, nothing came from the garbage. We have no idea about who they were or what they wanted.”

“Thank you.” Looking back at the stone, he added, “I have decided to close the project down two weeks early. I’ll leave tomorrow to get this stone to Doctor Vasquez in Mexico. You and Manuel, make sure everything is shut down here. Once you finished, join me in Mexico City. By the way, I don’t want anyone to know anything about these stones or where we found them. I’m not sure how important it is, but I’m not prepared to take any chances. Once it’s in Mexico City, where I’ll know is safe, then I’ll rest easier. Will you need anything special to close down?”

“No, Señor, Manuel and I will handle everything. You know you can depend on us.”

“Yes, I do. Thank you, my friend.” Standing, he moved over to the computer that rested on the other desk. From beneath it, he pulled several papers out. “Here are the permits for the dig, just in case anything happens, you’ll have them. Once you have the area secure and back to normal, you will join us. If for some reason I’m not in Mexico City, wait, I’ll get a hold of  you.”

“Si, Señor, we will be ready when you need us.” With that he turned to leave.

“I’ll be leaving before the sun is up. Be safe. Adios, mi amigo,” he said as he held out his hand.

Taking it, Manuel smiled. “Adios, Señor Trace, go with God.” Alone, Trace recounted the time schedule. The helicopter had departed several hours ago. By now Phil was probably resting in the hospital or chasing some innocent nurse down one of the long corridors.

‘To be that young again.’ Trace smiled to himself.

If this stone turned out to be as big as it seemed, he wanted  to get a running start on what they had. He’d make plans to fly to Berkeley to see that old grave robber of a friend, Russ Martin, probably his best friend in the world. Just maybe he’d be able to help decipher some of what was on the stone and help figure out its origin. Plus it had been almost three years since they had seen each other, and he needed an excuse to see the old fart again.

With Phil off to see his sister in Southern California, a professor at USC, he felt he had all the bases covered. The key Trace knew would be putting a time line on it, and no one would be better then Maryann Vasquez.

Packing the things he’d need for the next few weeks, he collected his notes, photos, and other belongings slipped them into his case and snapped it closed. With one more look around, he set his clock to 4:00 a.m., slipped off his clothes, and crawled onto his cot. After one final look around, he turned off the   lights.
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LAX
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The rental car turned off Century Boulevard and into the parking area of the Embassy Suites. Phil Vasquez pulled into an open spot by the entrance. Stepping from the car, he juggled his briefcase and cane, and then he limped off toward the entrance and the lobby. Even though he was tired, he would take time for a quick nightcap. A wave of exhaustion rolled over his body and brought up a stifled yawn. Thinking back over the events of the last week or so, he let himself smile. ‘At least I have my find, one that will make Trace and my dad proud of me,’ he thought. ‘This time, it’s the big one.’

Walking up to the front desk, he said, “Phil Vasquez checking in.”

“Of course, Mr. Vasquez.” After a moment, she looked up. “Here you are, sir, room 804. By the way, a Doctor Trace Cody left this message for you. Just a moment, I’ll print a copy for you.” She handed him the message. He thanked her and moved off across the lobby toward the lounge. As he entered, he could see that it was about half full. He spotted a booth along the back wall with a good view of the entire room. He sat down and let his body begin to relax. Reaching over, he opened his case, pulled out his notes, and began to go over them.

“What could I bring you this evening?” a very attractive blond bar maid asked.

Looking up into her eyes, Phil smiled. “Corona, lime, no glass, please.” Smiling she turned to walk back to the bar.

Looking  at his watch, he decided it would be best to call Trace in the morning. He was exhausted and knew sleep was what he really needed. All the events of the last few weeks and of this day had finally hit him.

The excitement of seeing his sister and the small talk about what they were both doing had filled the morning. At last, he told her of the stone and its mate and how they had found it. She had listened with growing enthusiasm. Questions filled the rest of the morning.

Finally, she stopped him. “I have only one lecture scheduled for this afternoon. Once I’m finished, let’s head for the library and see what we can find about the origins of these glyphs,” she said, looking at the photos Phil had brought.

By three o’clock in the afternoon, they were knee-deep in programs looking for information on languages of the Mayan and Aztec cultures. They worked on the photographs until the library closed. Realizing that neither had eaten all day, they decided to grab a bite at a restaurant by the campus and put together their thoughts. The strangest thing they had come up with was there were several dates that could be associated with the stone. And some of these dates were more than five or six  hundred years apart. As twelve o’clock rolled around, they paid the check and walked into the parking area. Mary Ann insisted he come home with her, but Phil did not want to put her out. Kissing her on the cheek, he told her “Good night” and headed for Century Boulevard.

“God, is this going to be fun?” he mumbled under his breath, as he took a sip of the beer that was in front of him.

Every time he thought of his job, his life, and the good fortune to be working for someone like Trace, he knew he was living a dream. Folding his notes, he slipped them into his jacket pocket and let his wild day dreams take over. Thinking back to his youth in Mexico City, he  thought  about his dad and how their lives had been so good. His dad was one of the most renowned anthropologists in the land and had been a professor at the University of Mexico for as long as he could remember. He had instilled in both Phil and his sister the desire to learn the past. He had taught them to never accept anything at face value, to always look beyond the surface, and to look to the heart of the matter to  discover  the  real   essence. ‘Remember,’ he  always said, ‘life  gives  you  the view, it is for you to understand its meaning.’ In his second year at the University of Mexico, Phil had met, Trace Cody and Russ Martin, associate professors, who would offer special classes in ancient Central and South America. That was the year their lives had really changed. Both he and Maryann had signed up for the gringos’ classes. Soon not only had they loved the classes, but all four had become very close friends. By the end of the semester, two strangers had actually become part of their family.

But that was many years ago. Trace was like a brother to him and with any luck, just maybe, soon he’d become a brother-in- law for real. And Russ—well, Russ—was just a proverbial beer drinking, fun-seeking best buddy. He was someone who was always there when you needed him and would let no one give you any crap. What more could a person want from your two best friends?

Out of the corner of his eye, Phil noticed a couple of men enter the lounge. As he watched them, they looked around. Locating  a table near his, they moved to it and sat down. His first thought was he’d never like to meet either one of these bozos in a dark ally. Both looked as if they could bite the head off a nail.

Pulling his attention back, he signaled for his check. Signing it to his room, he picked up his case and cane and walked from the room. With bed just a few minutes away, his mind went into neutral as he moved toward the elevator. Reaching for the button, he jumped, as a hand came from nowhere and pushed the button before he could push it. Looking around, he saw the man from the lounge. Looking up, he looked into the coldest black eyes he’d ever seen.  Finally, he tore his gaze away as the door to the elevator opened. Stepping in, he pushed the button for eight. As the man followed, Phil asked, “What floor?”

“Ocho, por favor,” the man said. “Gracias,Señor.”Phil took a second look at the man then leaned against the wall and waited for the elevator to reach eight. As the door opened, Phil stepped out and moved to his right. He paid no attention to the stranger who waited for a brief moment then followed. Just maybe, if he hadn’t been so tired, a warning buzzer might have alerted him to the danger. But sleep was foremost in his mind.

Stopping in front of room 804, Phil put the key card into  the slot and pushed the door open. As he started to step inside, his sixth sense finally kicked in. As he spun around to face his adversary, he felt a sharp pain rip across his back just below his shoulder blades. The pain raced from his back to the top of his head. Then the strangest  thing  happened.  The  terrible  pain  he had felt suddenly stopped. His legs crumpled under him sending him crashing face first toward the floor. As he tried to lift his hands to break his fall, they wouldn’t move. His face hit the floor sending a blinding light through his brain. As he lay there choking on the blood that filled his nose and mouth, his brain told he to get up to defend himself, but he couldn’t move. The only thing that he could see was the growing red spot that covered the carpet in front of his face. From the corner of his eye, he saw a hand reach down, the fingers moved to his throat and rested there for a moment then moved away. A dark haze blurred his vision, then the sleep that he had needed slipped over him, and his eyes closed.

––––––––
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Berkeley

––––––––
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As the Mexicana 767 skimmed over the waters of the San Francisco Bay, Trace watched the cities of the peninsula roll by. Fingers of fog slipped over the San Mateo hills and moved toward the green water of the bay, devouring everything in its path. The building that had taken place since the last time he had been here was remarkable. The wall-to-wall homes, shopping malls, and the industrial complexes that covered the land from San Jose to San Francisco gave the appearance of a Los Angeles suburb. But still it didn’t have the same rotten traffic that you find in the Southern California.

A smile crossed his face as he pictured some archaeologist  in the distant future digging all this up. ‘What would they think? Would all this be a mystery to them as the past civilizations are to us? Would they be as baffled by our cities as we are of the Aztec, the Mayan, and the Toltec? Or would this all be just Pacific Ocean, some great underwater area known only as the San Andreas trench, with the edge of land called the Nevada coastline?’

Feeling a soft jolt and steady vibration, Trace looked out the window to see the runway skimming by just below their wing. Looking at his watch, he quickly planned his time. With any luck, he’d be in Berkeley before 3:30 p.m. That was thirty minutes before the end of Russ’s lecture.

He turned off the overhead light, repacked his papers into  his briefcase, and waited while the plane taxied to the gate.  Old

memories flooded through his mind—memories of the city he had

been born in, memories of his best friend Russ and of the times they had had as they grew up in this truly magnificent city. Russ was now Doctor Russ Martin, the head of the anthropology department at the University of California at Berkeley. But that didn’t change the fact that he was still a pain in the ass and that the two had been friends almost longer than either could remember, or at least would admit.

Growing up in the Haight-Asbury district of San Francisco, they had turned the city into their private oyster, with treasures around every corner. While Trace was muscular, medium height, and weighing in at around 185 pounds, he was a shrimp compared to Russ. Built like a linebacker with the neck, arms, and thighs to match, he was a real hunk. At six feet five and 225 pounds, he was the perfect athlete. He was handsome, with that girl-stopping ruggedness that made other men jealous and women swoon.

As they grew to be teenagers, the two had become inseparable. Protecting each other’s back and always there for the other became their motto, and that motto had created a lifelong friendship that made them closer than brothers.

Living within blocks of Golden Gate Park, the two had made the park their playground. The Steinhart Aquarium and the De Young Museum had become obsessions. For hours each week, they would roam from display to display, from room to room. Here their love for the past became a way of life. The Native American, the Egyptian, the Roman, the Aztec, and the Mayan, all filled their minds with wonder.

But their everyday life was still the city and all it had to  offer. The best of all was their football team, the San Francisco 49ers. For three bucks and a transfer, the two could go to all the home games. They could sneak in and see some of the best football ever. Of course, the Niners had a lousy team, but who cared? Every Sunday morning, the boys would get up early, grab the Chronicle, and pour over the statistics of the two teams that would be playing that day. Then they’d grab a quick breakfast, hop the Judah streetcar, and head for Candlestick Park. A transfer downtown would take them to Hunters Point and the stadium. 

Watching every play, every player, they’d keep each stat. With the team only making the play-offs twice in those years, the season was always a little shorter than they hoped for. In their eyes, the team was great, and its players were some of the best. Life for the two couldn’t have been better. To their friends, they said they would sneak in to the Stick. But in reality, they spent many hours working in the stadium after each game. Cleaning up litter and sweeping the johns. It  all added up to passes when they showed up the next Sunday game. Their favorite ushers always had a seat or two for the boys, most  of the  times be on the  twenty-yard line. 
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