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        The World’s Greatest Treasure

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “La Dura  is of  the buried past yet it remains the hope of men and women searching today and making plans to search tomorrow.”

        OLD SPANISH PROVERB
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      There were some who came to La Dura, or to where they thought La Dura should be, with copies of the Jesuit maps and codes ... they failed.

      Many others came with different maps, different codes, or with nothing at all except the fever for gold and treasure ... they too failed.

      Records have been kept since the forties and we know that each year at least three-thousand Americans cross the border in search of La Dura, and that fifteen hundred never return.

      The brutal terrain, Indians, bandits, the drug cartels, illness, murder, and the inability to live off the land ... endless dead-ends ... false trails ... just a few of the reasons for failure.

      The famous and the infamous have searched for La Dura. The lucky ones are those who returned to the border empty-handed. The others ... well, their stories are lost forever, bleaching with their bones under the warm Mexican sun in some unchartered canyon.

      There are many who believe the gold will never be found and that the iron door that guards the treasure house of La Dura has been buried, far beyond the reach of any metal detector, by earthquakes of past centuries.

      There is the story that the Apaches have told since La Dura became a dream. It is said that somewhere there is a gold chain and on that chain hangs a Medallion that was made from the gold of La Dura. It shows a beautiful dove trying to rise in flight to escape a striking rattlesnake. Could the legend be true? Could this Medallion be the key to the world's greatest known treasure?

      Is the Medallion, if truly there ever was a Medallion, somewhere with the bones of the padres, who were massacred during the great Indian revolt, or did it ever really exist?

      There is a story told around campfires on both sides of the border of a Medallion, coated with dust, that hung forgotten in a pawnshop window in Magdalene. Could it be? The tales are endless and varied, but the one told most often is the story of an old Spanish family who knows where the Medallion is hidden and they have ...

      Ah, a thousand pardons, Señor. You know that so much is legend. Just for a moment, let us suppose this story is fact.

      We know that the padres were stealing from the King of Spain. Their ancient records show that they had an underground treasure house where tons of gold bars were stored, to be used  for the power and glory of their order. Those records do not lie.

      We do know that these Jesuits invented codes that even today we are unable to decipher, and yet, if one had the Medallion and could locate a true copy of the padre's maps ...

      There was a rumor, a tale told in whispers, a story that exists without hard facts ... one that I first heard in a little cantina somewhere south of Sahuaipa.  A strange story, about a woman and four men who had somehow obtained the lost Medallion and an ancient map; the details are hazy at best. It seems they went into the mountains, and there the trail ended.

      Somewhere in old Mexico, high in the trackless Sierra Madre, far beyond the reach of all known high-tech equipment, the greatest treasure of all awaits discovery.

      Who really knows? The legend, it must be a dream, yet I hear it. I have heard it many times before. In the hush before the dawn, at high noon when the desert is hot and still, or when fever racks my body and sweat drenches me like summer rain.

      It comes at sunset ... very soft.  Like the faint echo of a long-forgotten mission bell. It comes on the wind from the mountains and whispers to me as it plays through the mesquite and chaparral. "Come, come to La Dura ... come to the gold of La Dura."

      You see, something deep inside tells me it is not a dream.

      

      It can't be a dream.

      

      Ah, but who really knows, Señor?

      Maybe, you will find La Dura.

      Or maybe, it will be me.
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      In this remote place, the mist of early morning was slow to rise, hiding for a time behind the distant mountains. On three sides, the thick growth of mesquite was creeping in on the clearing that once housed a small Catholic mission. In the background, bougainvillea spilled over crumbling adobe walls. Two saddled horses were tied to the one remaining door of the old mission. The horse's breath made small clouds of vapor in the cold morning air.

      Hot coals held a battered coffee pot. A man squatted beside the coals, smoking a thin cigar and taking frequent sips from the tin cup that held the steaming liquid. A black, low-crowned hat the Mexicans call a tejano put his face in shadow. He wore a black jacket that was showing age and a great deal of dust from desert riding. A clean white shirt was tucked into faded jeans that tapered down hard legs into worn, handcrafted boots. Around his waist was a gun belt and on his right hip hung a .45-caliber Colt with a well-oiled grip.

      He changed his position and tilted his hat so that the feeble rays of the sun could touch his face. In his veins ran the blood of Spanish Dons. His hawk-like nose, clear brown eyes, and olive complexion complimented his even white teeth. Underneath the band of the hat, the black hair was shot with gray. The deep lines in his face contrasted his well- muscled body.

      His name was Francisco Ropero. A Renaissance man whose family emigrated from Spain some two-hundred years before and built a cattle empire in what was now southern Arizona. Although he was taught the cattle business by his grandfather and father, and was attentive to their teachings, his heart and mind were filled with thoughts of high adventure and stories of treasure to be had for the taking. Now, danger and possible death were tracking his every move, and the border and safety were a long twelve hours away.

      Flipping the butt of his cigar into the coals, he called in a soft voice, “Niño, wake up!"

      Near, where the horses were tied, was a small body wrapped in a blanket.

      Suddenly, the head of a young Mexican boy popped up. "Forgive me, Señor. How did I sleep so long?"

      Ropero laughed softly. "When one is young, one can sleep, the sleep of the saints. Come, have some coffee and biscuits."

      The boy scrambled out of his blanket, rolled it up, and came to the campfire. He was dressed in a loose-fitting Mexican wedding shirt, faded jeans, and dark brown boots. In his face was a blend of the Indians who once ruled this land, mixed with the bloodlines of some long forgotten Conquistador. "If my father knew I was spending my life sleeping, he would never let me go with you again."

      The boy dug into the sack of biscuits as Ropero poured coffee into an extra tin cup.

      "Jesus, I promise not to tell if you won't."

      Taking the cup from Ropero, he squatted by the fire, biting into his biscuit.

      Ropero seemed thoughtful. His eyes were troubled and he measured each word slowly as he spoke. Jesus stopped eating and listened carefully.

      "Jesus, you are still a boy, a boy of only eleven years, but I am going to give you the responsibility of a man."

      Reaching inside his shirt pocket, Ropero pulled out a gold chain. Attached to the chain was what appeared to be a locket or a medallion. It flashed in the sunlight as Ropero cupped it in his hands and showed it to Jesus.

      "This is the Medallion of the lost La Dura. As you have heard in story and song, this is the key to the greatest known treasure in the entire world."

      Jesus’ eyes were dazzled by the Medallion sparkling in the sun. Carved in the gold was a beautiful dove, rising on the wing to escape the deadly fangs of a striking rattlesnake. The boy felt a shiver go up his spine as Ropero continued.

      "I don't know why, because I have found no evidence, but I think we’re being followed. If this is true, the reason is the Medallion and this envelope."

      From the inner pocket of his jacket he took out a sealed envelope made of heavy parchment. "Your father has been at our ranch since the day he was born. We grew up together. Your grandfather helped my grandfather drive cattle from Texas to stock our ranch back in pioneer days. The lives of our families are intertwined forever, amigo. That is why I am putting this in your care."

      The boy was wide-eyed, shaking his head. He didn't want to hear this kind of talk. "Oh Señor, do not speak of possible trouble. We are only one day away from the border.  The time of great adventures is past history. We are in a modern world."

      "Jesus, listen to me and listen well. It could be the year five thousand but in this part of Mexico, time has stood still. The clocks stopped somewhere back in the 16th century. Remember the little mission where I left you while I went to the mountains?  Nothing had changed. It would have been the same in the time of Cortez. The old Padre is living the same way other padres did centuries ago. Trust me, Jesus, the old fears, the legends, and the lost La Dura are real ... very real."

      Jesus shook his head, not wanting to believe what he was hearing, but Ropero pressed on.

      "My intuition tells me something is wrong, I know it. Now, here is what you’re to do, and no questions, comprende?"    He placed the chain with the Medallion over the head and around the neck of the boy, Ropero then handed him the parchment envelope containing the map.

      If anything happens to me, or if I tell you, you’re to ride for the border as hard and as fast as possible. Don't hesitate and don't look back. Put the Medallion away until my daughter is grown, then give it to her. It will be my legacy. The best thing I could ever leave her."

      Jesus buttoned his shirt to hide the Medallion.

      "Momento, patron, your daughter is only a month old. What would she know of La Dura?"

      A smile played at the corner of Ropero's mouth as the memory of his infant daughter flashed through his mind. "That is now, Jesus. Someday she will be a woman, a beautiful woman, and the ranch, the cattle, and La Dura will be hers."

      Rising, they threw the remains of their coffee on the coals and Jesus kicked dirt on the fire, then put the map in his saddlebag. Ropero went to his horse and put the empty coffee pot, sack of biscuits, and the cups into his bedroll and cinched it tight behind his saddle.

      "This is why it is so important that you make the border should we have trouble. If I don't make it, you will be there to guide her in the years when she needs help. As you know, her mother died giving her life, so she has only you and I to lean on … and at least one of us must be there."

      A reflective mood came over him and for a few seconds, he rubbed his horse's ear. "This evening we'll cross the desert and be home."

      He vaulted into the saddle and a few seconds later Jesus mounted his horse and they headed north toward the border.
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      The country was rugged. Deep canyons, narrow trails and a great deal of undergrowth made the going slow. By mid-day, sweat drenched the faces of the riders. Breaking through the trees, they rode down an incline ending at a rippling stream.

      They dismounted and led their horses where they could drink while standing in the deep shade of old trees that lined the bank. Both Ropero and Jesus got their fill of the cold, clear water and munched on biscuits Ropero had pulled from the sack in his bedroll. Wiping his face on his coat sleeve, he pointed to a canyon opening fifty yards on the far side of the stream.

      "If there is to be trouble, it will happen here. The canyon up ahead has walls so narrow that you can almost reach out and touch the sides as you ride through. It runs for about two miles. But once we break out on the far side, we'll come down onto the desert and the ride to the border should be easy."

      "Maybe we can ride to Sahuaipa and rent a Jeep and drive to the border?"

      Ropero laughed at the thought.  They filled their canteens and made sure the saddles were cinched tight. No breeze moved the leaves and one had to strain to hear the soft murmur of the stream. It was as if the whole world were watching and waiting—waiting for something to happen.

      Slowly, they mounted their horses and moved through the stream, stopping a few feet from the mouth of the canyon, whose towering walls seemed to reach to the sky.

      "Here's the way we’ll handle this. We're going to ride like hell through this place. You go first and I'll follow. Just remember that if anything should happen, don't come back. Don't even look back. Just ride as hard and as fast as you can until you cross the border. Vaya con dios."
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      Jesus slapped his mount and hastened away at a gallop. Ropero waited, maybe five seconds, and then drove his horse forward. At full speed, they hit the narrow canyon, whose towering walls nearly blotted out the sun. They were halfway through when a rifle shot rang out.

      Ropero's horse stumbled and went down. Throwing himself clear, he rolled and came up with the big Colt in his hand. He saw Jesus stop and turn back as another shot ricocheted off the canyon wall. "

      "Ride, Jesus, ride!"

      A rifle bullet kicked up sand and rock at the feet of Jesus’ horse. It panicked and reared, but Jesus got it under control, turned, and raced through the canyon toward the border.

      As Ropero watched, Jesus vanished. A bullet ripped through his left shoulder, spinning him around. He dove into the underbrush. Blood was seeping from the wound. He scrambled to his knees as a hail of bullets hit the trees and rocks where he had been standing. Pushing to his feet, he was racing for cover when a greasy gunman stepped from behind a tree.

      "Far enough, señor!"

      Like a well-oiled machine, the Colt leveled in Ropero's hand and his bullet tore open the gunman's throat; blood spurted from a gaping wound. The rifle dropped from his fingers and the light of life died in his eyes as he pitched forward.

      Ropero sprinted for the other side of the trail as he heard the feet of runners and horses crashing through the bushes and undergrowth.  As he dove behind a rock, a bullet entered his leg and he rolled beyond his intended cover.

      Two gunmen stepped into the clearing. One smiled as he raised his rifle. Ropero made the grin permanent as he shot him between the eyes, and then pumped two shots into his friend. Ropero looked at his bloody thigh and started crawling toward higher cover when he saw a man on horseback about to break through the bushes.

      The Colt whipped into firing position, but before he could squeeze the shot off, a man materialized behind him, swinging his rifle like a club. It caught Ropero on the side of his head. His sight was shattered into a million fragments.

      He managed to make out the dim shape of a rider who had dismounted and was coming toward him. He tried to raise his gun hand, but the dim shape kicked the gun away.

      Before he sank into a deep black hole, Ropero realized that this man was wearing silver-buckled leggings of soft leather with fancy silver spurs. The man was busy grinding one of those spurs into Ropero's empty gun hand, causing his blood to make wild designs as it ran off his fingertips.
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      A white light seared Ropero’s eyeballs and ate into his brain. The whole world was swirling and whirling, and nothing stood still. From somewhere Ropero heard a voice.

      "All right, bastardo, tell us where the map and the Medallion of La Dura are hidden."

      Ropero was aware of shooting pains in various parts of his body. He was on the ground, stripped to the waist, and his face and hair were covered with dry sand. In the background, someone was ripping his jacket and shirt to shreds.

      Rough hands grabbed him and jerked him to his feet. The man who had slammed him in the head with the rifle threw what was left of his jacket and shirt at the feet of the man wearing the silver spurs.

      "There's nothing in the jacket. Tell me where in the hell could it be?"

      Another dirty rider with wild, unkempt hair joined the group. "Maybe we should chase the kid. Maybe he's got it. We can sure as hell catch that little Indio before he reaches the border. We have fresh horses and ..."

      Ropero heard what they said about catching the kid and struggled with the men holding him, but Silver Spurs paid no attention.

      He flecked a speck of dust from his black jacket and smiled a cruel smile as he interrupted the dirty rider. "Don't be a fool. He wouldn't trust a treasure or a map to an Indio. If you remember, when we crucified and burned the Padre on his church door, he was screaming that Ropero had the map and the Medallion when he left the Mission. Since they are not with him, it means he buried them before he rode into the canyon. It may take a while, but he's going to tell us the location. Strip him naked and bring him over here. I have lots of time to wait for him to talk."

      Ropero was jerked forward and his shoulder wound started to bleed profusely. Although he struggled, the men pulled off his boots and stripped his faded jeans from his white body. Placing stakes in the ground, he was tied spread-eagle.

      The leader walked over to view his men's work. His body blocked out the brutal rays of the sun.

      Ropero opened his eyes to look into the pale, narrow face with slightly slanted hooded eyes. This man was a gringo. His black eyes seemed to bore into Ropero's very soul as the thin lips moved to speak. "Do you want to die slow or fast?"

      The question hung in the air as the man with the silver spurs looked at Ropero's body. Blood was still tricking down his shoulder into the mat of hair that covered his chest. The right thigh had a deep tear where a hollow-point bullet had found its mark. The lips of the wound were already turning blue. His body was covered with sweat and rivulets ran from his flat belly into his groin. His genitals were already starting to burn and the right hand where the spur has punctured it was turning a deep red and purple.

      "I ask you, bastardo, do you want to die slow or fast?"

      Ropero looked deep into the coal black eyes. "I don't have the Medallion or the map, so do what you have to do."

      Silver Spurs drew a long, slender knife from under his jacket. "You will be happy to tell me everything before you and I are through."

      He knelt and with his knife made long shallow slashes down Ropero's body from shoulders to thighs; they became small rivers of blood.  He started to rise, then knelt, and carefully slashed an ‘X’ in Ropero's pubic hair.

      "Lorenzo, bring our little friends."

      The big Mexican had an ant hill cupped in his hands that he gingerly placed on Ropero's pubis. On the second trip, he forced another ant hill under Ropero's buttocks.

      In a few moments, the ants were everywhere in the blood-sweetened crevices of his body. Racing over his genitals, across his eyes, and working their way into his mouth and nostrils.

      Silver Spurs stood and walked to Ropero's feet. A cruel smile played across his thin face.

      "I'm going to have a nice cold drink. Salude, amigo.”

      Silver Spurs drank deep from his canteen. Little trickles of clear water made streaks on his dust-covered face. Capping the canteen, he looked down at his captive. "It is cold and very good … cold and clear and good. You, my friend, can have a drink before you die—as soon as you tell me about La Dura."

      Ropero's eyes and mouth were crawling with ants. They were everywhere on his body. He was twisting in pain as much as the bonds would allow and he forced the words through his swollen, ant- filled lips, "Damn you to hell!"  He bucked his body against the ropes and screamed. "Damn you to hell!"

      Silver Spurs picked up a long stick and, with quick movement, slashed it through Ropero's spread legs catching his genitals, and bringing a moan of pain.

      "Ah señor, you will never know the intimate parts of a woman again. Think about that when you talk of hell. It is you, not I, who is on the way to hell. Unless you talk fast, hell may be a long time coming.”

      Silver Spurs tired of the game and joined his men in the shade of the trees, where they ate jerky and biscuits washed down by mescal. After eating, some of the men played cards, and some napped while others cleaned their weapons.

      As the daylight faded, the mosquitoes joined the ants foraging Ropero's body. At times he screamed for water, but the ants in his throat turned the words into crazy sounds.

      Before it was dark, Silver Spurs visited his captive. Looking down he saw the ravages the ants had made. Ropero's genitals and legs were burned bright red by the sun and covered with bites. His lips and face were swollen and ravaged.

      "Well, señor, shall we talk of La Dura? My men can drown the ants, and then you can tell me where you left the Medallion and the map. After we check that out, I’ll let you die. It will be quick and your pain will be over."

      With superhuman strength, Ropero forced his head up, and despite the ants that foraged through his mouth, he screamed, “Fuck you! You will never have La Dura.”,

      Silver Spurs responded with a chilling smile.

      "We shall see, my friend … come morning, we shall see."
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      The desert turned cold. The screams and sounds of agony from the prisoner made the hours seem endless and the men did not sleep well. At breakfast, even Silver Spurs had dark smudges under his eyes, showing the strain of waiting for their prisoner to break.

      Lorenzo expressed the thoughts of all the men. "This time has been wasted. He will die before the day is over and we won't know any more about La Dura than we did before."

      Silver Spurs snarled. "He has hidden the Medallion and the map. Remember the last moments at the mission—when the Padre was nailed to the door and the fire was burning the flesh from his body? In between screaming his prayers for mercy, he told us that Ropero had both the Medallion and the map. That, and a Hail Mary was the last thing to come from his bubbling lips.

      I have no doubt that before his soul departed, the good priest told the truth. I intend to get both the map and the Medallion today. Lorenzo, when you finish eating, make up some sweet water from the sugar sack."

      He walked to where Ropero was staked out. The sun was already broiling hot and it was only mid-morning. The body was burned to a purple hue. Where the skin had never been exposed to the sun's rays it had cracked and the ants had slowly torn the flesh away in the creases that were cut by Silver Spur's knife. The man's genitals were burned, swollen and dripping. Where the face should be a giant hill of ants was going in and out of the open hole that passed for a mouth and clogged the opening of the nostrils. The raw throat kept trying to form the word “water.”

      "Wa … ta, wa … ta, plea … ease God, give me … wa … ta."

      “I'm going to give you water and you're going to see the sun, and then you will tell me where the Medallion and the map are hidden. Lorenzo, bring the sweet water!"

      The men gathered around as Lorenzo brought the sugared water he had mixed in a canteen.

      "Good, now get some more of our friends and we will take care of the business at hand."

      With care, Silver Spurs poured the sugared water making sure there was a heavy concentration of the sticky stuff over the genitals, mouth, nose, and eyes.

      Ropero made sucking noises trying to taste the water, but his mouth and tongue had been destroyed. Lorenzo and another gunman came back with fresh ant hills. Again, they were placed on Ropero’s pubis and under his buttocks. The ants tasting the sweet water went wild.

      Crossing to Ropero’s head, Silver Spurs took first one eyelid, then the other, and slashed them with his knife so that his captive was unable to keep either the sun or the crazed ants out of his eyes. One of Silver Spurs crew had captured a scorpion and pushed it into the tangle of hair in Ropero’s right armpit.





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/gold-envy-main-file.jpg
5

RENA WINTERS







