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  Dedicated to the people from the great state of New Mexico, which earns its nickname “The Land of Enchantment” at every opportunity.


  




  

  
INTRODUCTION





  THERE is a mystical quality to the land and sky in New Mexico, a sense of deep geological time, and a cultural diversity unrivaled to anywhere else in the country. From the Pueblo peoples and other indigenous groups that have lived here for thousands of years (there are currently 23 unique tribal nations today), to the Spanish and Mexican heritages taking root several centuries ago, to the addition of other European descendants during the last two centuries, each cultural group has woven its traditions and beliefs into the fabric of the state.




  Archaeology evidence suggests that humans have occupied the area of New Mexico since 9200 BCE. And people have always made sense of their world through stories: moral or cautionary tales, shared family histories, or escapism through the fantastic. Places with long histories carry the beliefs of those who have passed before. Buried within each of these folkloric tales lies the history that makes New Mexico an enchanting place. These stories could only exist here. They could only come from this mix of people and ideas. And if you want to know a place, forgo the headlines or current events for those stories that have stood the test of time. Seek the tales that were passed down and in between—those selected to remain in circulation. To understand a region, explore its legends and myths.




  Many are hesitant to speak in definitive terms on such inexplicable matters as ghosts and the supernatural. But despite people’s apprehension to share their thoughts or experiences, belief is widespread, according to a 2005 Gallup poll on the topic, which found that about three in four Americans had at least one paranormal belief. The most popular was extrasensory perception (41 percent), followed closely by the belief in haunted houses (37 percent). In 2009, the Pew Research Center discovered that about 29 percent of Americans “felt in touch with a dead person,” with 18 percent specifically saying they’ve been in the presence of a ghost.




  In New Mexico, it’s easy to imagine that these numbers skew even higher. The supernatural can be taken seriously here. Or at least investigated with a certain amount of earnest interest.




  The state is such a notoriously superstitious place that real estate agencies post notices about whether or not a house is “truly” haunted, with pseudo-legal discussions about the need to disclose this information publicly. Politicians and university professors investigate mysterious, reverberating hums in Taos. Daily newspapers report on disappearing lab experiments, cow-mutilation conspiracy theories, Skinwalkers, and UFOs landing in vacant fields. There’s a haunted state monument in Lincoln County, and a lovelorn ghost wanders through one of the state’s national parks. There are dozens of ghost-hunting organizations operating in New Mexico, some with professional sales pitches offering a wide range of paranormal investigation services. There are mysteries tied to landforms and buildings here. Ghosts who are friendly and fearsome. Stories that have become fables, and others that are fully believed.




  New Mexico is a land of ancient traditions. It is a place that will occasionally ask you to suspend belief, showing us those cracks between what’s real and imagined. When it all comes down to it, I believe what I gleaned from the Navajo as a bilagáana growing up in Gallup, New Mexico, “the Heart of Indian Country:” If you discuss the supernatural, it will approach you. And to fear things gives them power.




  The more you believe, the more you might see. Welcome to the Land of Enchantment.
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CENTRAL NEW MEXICO






  THE SIMPLEST WAY to divide New Mexico is to follow the lines already laid out by the interstates, I-25 and I-40, which intersect slightly north of direct center in Albuquerque and separate the state into four neat little quadrants. For our purposes, Albuquerque will be Central New Mexico. And the quadrants will be rough guidelines for the northern, southern, eastern, and western parts of the state.




  Central New Mexico is characterized by the urban city of Albuquerque, the largest metropolis, with a population of nearly one million. Founded in 1706, the ghosts here tend to inhabit buildings that have stood for decades and are found along the shallow riverbanks of the Rio Grande, which winds through the city.







  
THE GHOST OF MRS. CLIFFORD MCCALLUM AT THE ALBUQUERQUE PRESS CLUB





  A reporter from the Albuquerque Journal stood on a second-story balcony overlooking the city he wrote about day after day. It had been hectic in the newsroom, with a flurry of deadlines and unfortunate events disclosed at every hour. Writing about his community in distress had him exhausted and staring listlessly off into the distant city lights, a near-empty whiskey tumbler in hand.




  The sun was setting on the Highland Park neighborhood, a few blocks west of where I-25 and Central Avenue, the main roadways that circulate traffic throughout the city, intersect. Passing cars and semitrucks set an ambient noise to his waning thoughts about city crime and government corruption. He was exhausted by his effort to capture all of the citizenry’s brightest and bleakest moments in newsprint, his efforts to immortalize, in black and white, today’s first draft of history.




  It was the frantic pace of his chosen career that historically sent many journalists to unravel the news at a local bar. And this bar, with its broad easterly balcony, was a familiar one.




  Inside this seemingly misplaced log structure that’s been built onto over the years and appears all wrong with its right angles amid New Mexico adobe, resides the Albuquerque Press Club, a members-only society for journalists, with intermittent visits from flacks, politicians, and celebrities.




  Reporters have swapped stories over beverages here for more than 50 years. And this journalist was waiting to discuss the long day’s details with his managing editor and the city beat reporter who were on their way over. He swirled the ice around in his glass and lifted it to finish the last sip of his drink when he suddenly froze in place, the tumbler raised a few inches from his face.




  A sudden gust of frigid air had settled near his right shoulder. It was as if a deep freezer had opened next to him, belching its frosted contents. This distinct cold front hung like a force field in the air. The hair on the back of his neck stood straight up. Fear beset the marrow in his bones and collected as goosebumps along his arms.




  The reporter, tense as an electric wire, slowly turned his gaze to his right.




  But nothing was there.




  He steadied himself and backed away from the balcony railing, before quickly walking inside, tossing $10 on the bar top, and leaving the building.




  He knew it was the presence of Mrs. Clifford McCallum. A ghost so familiar they called her “Mrs. M.”
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  Long before journalists turned the Press Club into an extended newsroom decades ago, the property was known as the Whittlesey House. Within this three-story building, with its stacked logs and low-pitched roofs, a century of history exists. So, too, lingering throughout the night and surprising patrons and employees as a gust of frigid air, quiet murmuring, or distant heavy footsteps, is the apparition of Mrs. Clifford McCallum.




  Legend has it that the ghost wanders the building’s hallways in a long black dress, keeping an eye on the establishment that was her home for 40 years, beginning in 1920.




  Inside the club’s dark wooden interior and beside the well-worn bar, Mrs. M’s presence persists throughout the building. She has appeared to people over the years, her body motionless and covered by a black shawl. Her footsteps—the sharp staccatos of high-heeled shoes—are heard at night, and a strange voice mumbles in the darkness. Visitors recount stories of running into walls of cold air accompanied by a sensation that makes them want to jump out of their skin. And employees have witnessed the upstairs lights turning back on after closing, though no one returned to find out why. Some have even heard her pluck a few lone notes on the out-of-tune piano in the main lobby. And an old cat named Emma (her ashes now at rest in a tin on a shelf in the bar) that once prowled the property would suddenly stop, arch its back, and hiss into the air before scurrying away, its peace of mind clearly disturbed.




  Some say it is Mrs. M they hear when alone in the building. But others believe that these odd occurrences late at night are the efforts of the recovering or perished sick that lived here when she rented rooms to tuberculosis patients seeking treatment at Albuquerque’s nearby sanitariums. . . .




  [image: chpt_fig_006]




  The Press Club building was designed in 1902 by the famous architect Charles Whittlesey, who had been hired by the Santa Fe Railroad to oversee the construction of the Alvarado Hotel, an architectural feat that was razed in the 1970s and stood where today’s bus station is located. The architect built the house for his family, who had moved from Chicago and arrived in Albuquerque a few days prior to the hotel’s grand opening. They planned to live there while Whittlesey, the chief architect for hotels and stations for the Santa Fe Railroad by age 33, designed Harvey Hotels throughout the West and structures as noted as the Grand Canyon’s El Tovar Hotel.




  When it was built, the Whittlesey House stood alone on the Highland as one of the only homes in the area, far from the shelter of the rich vegetation and cottonwood trees found to the west near the Rio Grande. In the evenings, the Whittleseys would sit on one of the home’s wide porches to watch the sunset hit the Sandia Mountains, turning them pink and earning them their Spanish name for watermelon.




  As Whittlesey’s buildings came to life and began to shelter people across the Southwest, it was time for the family to move on, and they sold the house to proprietor Theodore S. Woolsey Jr. in 1908.




  Woolsey saw opportunity amid the structure’s log timbers. He converted and rearranged the house, with its open areas and large porches, so that he could accommodate more guests. He decided to lease rooms in the house to people who sought Albuquerque’s dry climate for a very specific reason: They hoped to escape “The White Death.”




  In the early 1900s, tuberculosis was an epidemic ailment and a leading cause of death in the country. Bacteria attacked the lungs, encouraging its victims to waste away, earning its fatal epithet “consumption.” It was greatly feared. And if touched by “phthisis” one often left home to prevent spreading the illness to their families. At the time, it was also (falsely) believed that dry climate and high altitude were beneficial in the treatment, bringing thousands of patients to seek care and recovery in the Southwest. Some historians believe that the influx of “lungers” helped New Mexico earn the population it needed to acquire statehood in 1912.




  During this period, in Albuquerque alone, health-seekers made up between 40 and 60 percent of the population. So many people suffering from tuberculosis flocked to its dry climate that it became known as “San City.” All three major hospitals—Lovelace Medical Center, St. Joseph’s, and Presbyterian Hospital—were initially founded as sanatoriums for tuberculosis patients in the early 1900s. And many of these patients ended up at one of these sanitariums located on Albuquerque’s Highland, a short walk from the Whittlesey House.
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  Mrs. Clifford McCallum’s picture hangs in a stairwell at the Press Club. She was a tall, pale, brunette woman, dressed in a dark cloak with a stern look on her face. She’s been described as looking like a ghost even during her lifetime.




  She arrived in Albuquerque in 1916 as a nurse accompanying a group of tuberculosis patients from Louisiana to the desert Southwest. She walked by the Whittlesey House every day on her way to work at St. Joseph Sanitorium. Each time she passed the large log house, she admired its stature and stately construction. She wanted to own it, and during her days at work, she began daydreaming about what it might be like to live there. She imagined how the rooms inside were configured, and what it would be like to take in New Mexico’s pink mountains while sitting on the porch in the evenings. The Whittlesey House became something of an obsession for the young, hardworking nurse who had traveled to this strange, dry land out of necessity. She desired to live in the house so much that when a suitor, pharmacist Arthur B. Hall, asked her to marry him, her response was, “Yes. But only if you buy the house on the hill.”




  Arthur bought the house in 1920, and Clifford kept her promise, marrying him that year. In keeping with its purpose of sheltering the sick, they reconfigured the house substantially over the years, sealing off spaces and creating apartments, including converting the stable into separate living quarters. Clifford also added the large lava-rock fireplace, which still stands in the building. She used her experience as a nurse to care for tuberculosis patients who recovered in her home while seeking treatment nearby.




  According to a 2015 article by the Albuquerque Alibi, Mrs. M hosted many visitors in addition to patients at the stately house on the Highland. Among them, Will Rogers, the Mayo brothers (of Mayo Clinic), and mayor and governor Clyde Tingley, who came to Albuquerque from Ohio because his wife, Carrie, had tuberculosis.




  Clifford experienced a full life in the log house. She lived through two marriages, prohibition, World War II, and witnessed—from her front porch—the city of Albuquerque massively changing into a sprawling metropolis. She stayed in the house until she grew too old to care for it alone. In 1960, she sold the Whit-tlesey House to a fraternity at the University of New Mexico, and students lived in the various different rooms and apartments she created, until the Albuquerque Press Club took over in 1966.




  Clifford died in 1977 and is buried at Fairview Memorial Cemetery. But some believe her spirit wandered back to the Highland, and that she continues to attend to her home and the other invisible dead that reside there. In keeping with long-standing tradition, it’s rumored the bartenders at the Press Club leave a shot of whiskey for Mrs. M on the bar top. Only to find it empty each morning. And whatever you may believe about this 100-year-old house on the hill and its resident tuberculosis nurse, it only makes sense that an old building inhabited by drinking journalists would come with a story. There may be no other folklore more believable than that.




    THE HAUNTED MONKEY CAVE




  In the Manzano Mountains, there is a small, round cave carved into the rocky hillside. Located just off South Highway 337, near the village of Tijeras, its oval opening appears a bit too symmetrical to be made by nature. At about three feet across, it’s the perfect size and shape to invite curiosity, tempting one to explore just how deep it might recede into the heart of the mountain.




  But some people would caution against such reckless wandering, as they have heard strange and frightening sounds coming from the cave and the surrounding areas at night. The loud commotion is deeply misplaced and unnerving in a desert full of lizards, cattle, crows, and cacti, because—if they didn’t know any better—they’d say it sounds just like a pack of wild monkeys howling and cackling into the night.




  Locals familiar with the small opening in the mountains call it the “Monkey Cave,” a dark, mysterious cavity in the cliffside.
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  Some believe that animals can also haunt places, and New Mexico has its fair share of apparitions. A massive dog appears at night to guide a young girl who is being followed home, only to disappear inside her locked apartment when she turns her back for a treat. A coyote shifts shape, transforming into a man running across the desert on two legs. An owl—unmistakable as day—evaporates into thin air when shot with a bullet; this surprises the hunter, until he discovers that a woman suspected of being a witch was injured the same night. There are mystical creatures, too, such as the chupacabra, “the goat sucker,” a monstrous, ugly beast that attacks animals and consumes their blood. Or the Thunderbirds that rule New Mexico’s blue skies. The giant, feathered pterodactyl-like creatures have a 20-foot wingspan and earned their name for the thunderous sounds they make when flapping to lift off. They are powerful enough to swoop down and fly off with a small child.




  Each of these stories has its own origins in New Mexico folklore. But how the Monkey Cave came to be haunted by a group of rowdy primates is quite an unusual legend. And as it seems with most New Mexico tales, truth is stranger than fiction. . . .
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  In August 1973, scientists at Lovelace Biomedical Research Institute, inside Kirtland Air Force Base, arrived at work, put on their white lab coats, and gathered their clipboards in preparation for the day. They were part of a research team studying the impacts of radiation on performance, and today’s task was only managed in the name and advancement of modern science, for what lay ahead was a terrible day of work in a series of terrible days.




  They were conducting experiments on a group of monkeys, specifically rhesus macaques, that had been brought from their natural habitats as far-flung as India, Afghanistan, and China to arid Albuquerque. The primates, with their expressive, pink faces, wide brown eyes, and long front fangs, made an awful fuss whenever a researcher neared their enclosures. Once caught, they’d be strapped to a plastic chair for five days and observed while given painful electric shocks and subjected to increasingly higher levels of radiation. The scientists taking notes on how they responded.




  But as a researcher entered the combination code for the lock on the door that day, and rounded the corner to where the monkeys were kept, he gasped and cried out: A cage was empty, and the five adolescent monkeys contained inside were gone. Nowhere to be found.
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  According to legend—and a few newspaper accounts—an older female monkey opened the cage door and let the five juvenile male monkeys free. The monkeys then figured out how to exit the room and found a way outside the research institute.




  Once liberated, they set off for the Manzano Mountains, about 20 miles away. And one can only imagine that the discovery of the Monkey Cave must have felt like another streak of good luck. It was initially dug as a test pit by University of New Mexico geology students decades ago, and the cave extended some 25 feet into the rock wall. It was the perfect size and shape to accommodate the monkey troop.




  The monkeys, most likely with a keen fear of humans and a renewed appreciation for life, ate wild desert plants like juniper berries, piñon nuts, and the leaves of prickly pear cactus. They sat in the shrubby pine trees and scurried and played on the surrounding desert hillside. They would return to their warm cave in the evenings, finding both shelter and protection from its singular entry.




  Apparently, no one cared very much that the monkeys had escaped from the lab. They became a bit of a known fixture on the landscape, with locals bringing them bananas and leaving other snacks for them near the cave’s entrance and on nearby rocks. One creative individual hung them from the trees.




  About six months later, in January of 1974, two University of New Mexico anthropology students began observing the monkeys as a “mountain primate colony,” and in February, the Lovelace Foundation gave the monkeys to the university, according to the East Mountain Directory. Following the transfer of responsibility, there were many attempts to capture the monkeys, as they began to present a serious danger to motorists. People were shocked to see monkeys with shaved heads darting across South Highway 337. The startling surprise of a pink-faced primate appearing in the central New Mexico desert was causing erratic driving.




  It took a few months and many attempts, but by May of 1974, all five of the monkeys were captured with a few tranquilizers well-hidden in appetizing food. Allegedly, the monkeys were released into a more remote part of the state.




  Today, some say there’s nothing to be heard at the Monkey Cave. But others believe the monkey’s traumatic experience left an imprint of their spirits there. They say they hear shrieking and yowling coming from the dark hollow of the mountain, a ghostly echo of their escape in the Manzano Mountains.




    THE LEGEND OF LA LLORONA




  La Llorona, “the Wailing Woman,” is a ghost that haunts the rare and life-giving waterways of New Mexico. The origins of this Hispanic legend are centuries old, and just like the splintering tributaries of a river, her story has shifted shape, taking new forms over time.




  There are many variations of La Llorona’s story, but one common tale tells of a young woman of great beauty named Maria, who lived in a rural New Mexican village. She was born into a peasant family and struggled to make ends meet by working at the small farm up the road. Everywhere she went, people whispered and pointed behind her back, awestruck by her alluring beauty and smugly scandalized by her poverty.
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