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The Depths of Alfredo

Chapter Seven

80

                The outskirts of Reno, New Mexico was a large shanty-town village which had stood for half a century…  Lived-in and kept-up by migrant-workers from Mexico looking to start a new-life and do crop-work for pennies to survive.  The corrugated sheet-metal, old worn wood and brick-made the small make-shift homes, livable.  The city, which was some 25-miles away, tolerated-it as the poor immigrants held-on, to one day achieve the American-Dream…
                      Pedro Hernandez Guerrara was a single-parent child, of 16.  He, and his-sister Patrice grew-up poor alongside many other poverty dwelling-neighbors all hoping to succeed in the U.S.  All had the same dream, and entire-families pooled what little they made to save for better-times hopefully, ahead…  Each day Pedro would go-out to play with the other children in the dirt-lots.  Many of the kids couldn’t afford clothing, or shoes.  They played bare-footed or in hand-me-downs, most couldn’t pay for going to school some ways-off.  Pedro’s uncle Hernando had taken the kids on trips.  He worked at a butcher-shop and was making a bit-of money.  Pedro’s friends were not interested-in going to school.  They figured it was not worth there time.  Pedro’s mother wanted-him to continued his-education.

            After much dispute while in school, he was told that his favorite-class instructor wanted to speak with him…  He was a dark skinned, well mannered, Latino.  He was well-dressed cordial, intelligent and kind.  Pedro sat down with him, they talked.  His teacher told him a story:‘A long time ago, a poor family from Mexico came to America‘…he went on about how the boy’s father, mother, uncles and aunts and their
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children survived during their hardships and still, at the end of the day of shear-cropping, they celebrated being-together..  At the end of the story, Pedro was told that the littlest-boy was looking him straight-in the eye…  Pedro, came home crying& went to his-room, his mother, who was in the kitchen-knew, that he would have to come to an understanding, alone…
              Pedro never-missed another day of school, he participated in all his-classes and became a near-perfect student.  Never again, did he think bad of school.  He graduated with honors and went-on to college at M.I.T. and went to work at a very-large company in Boston, MA.  He enjoyed his work and finished much of what he-wanted, in life.

                     …Now he, Patrice and  Pisandro were preparing-for a long-hiatus in discovering the lost treasure-mine of Alfredo…  Somewhere in the desert, done, some 200-years earlier…  Pedro did much research on the subject of Bishop Alfredo, his dealings and his expeditionary-entourage.  Caught-up in his deep-study of the historical-data subject.  He-crossed and criss-crossed parchments, recordings, official-orders, cultural-evidence, and calculative-information from both-sides of the ocean…  He had taken notes, copied incidentals, and aligned judgment-credos to come-up with a fairly, accurate, actual precision.

                               He was ready, having all his-equipment, verifications, data-measurements; digging-instruments and any needed-devices, reader-implements as a studious-array of exacting-guides.  His sister was in-charge of the group.  She stayed-in the background, while Pedro and Peedee were her-charges…  …Knowing they needed looking-after, she shared-in Pedro’s new-adventure.  Patrice was told by her-mother to take care of her brother because he was a good-son…  Pedro, his sister and his-nephew Pisandro Guardino lived-together after the death of her-husband.  Patrice, raised Peedee alone; with his uncle’s guidance…  He was an Eagle-Scout, played-baseball for a local-Boston boys’ team, and collected-baseball cards.  He was a good- student, and an all-around good-boy.  His father was a construction-worker on many of Pedro’s work-sites. Coming to know his sister, as a proud &diligent working-class employee-earning Pedro’s respect in his studious-courting and faithfulness, pride, and devotion to family, and job...  Though 
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Pedro was lone-guardian of his sister, he’d taken no-less pride in-giving his consent.  This was now, all behind them.  Dornea Presando Guardino lost his life doing his-duty…  He was buried in Mexico, alongside his father and mother and others in his-family, all hard-workers as were mothers and daughters, as dutifully, expected…
             She was very-proud of him.  She cooked, kept house and cleaned for the three of them.  Pedro was well-fed by her-cooking, and her studiousness helped in looking-after them both.  Pedro, an excellent civil-engineer, accomplished a-lot working for a prestigious-company, had a retirement-plan and saved enough for his next-desires in life.  -To uncover an archaeological-dig…  After years of work, he was achieving what was his present-position.  What interested him now, lay beneath the ground-in New Mexico some 1000-miles away…  He decided to take retirement, to go in search of the Alfredo-mine…  In his spare-time, working on his-plan and reading-up on archaic American Spanish-life…  Now, became his new-preoccupation.  He’d taken studies in excavation, land-surveillance and relic-discover.  He wanted to go after what was the very-substance, in what was the center-of a treasure-hunt, hidden-in the deep-mine of a long since forgotten burial-site.

        ---------

          Now, 6-years later, the family was committed in caring-‘unity‘.  …Pedro, having checking-out his gear and went-over several-times deciding from use-to essential-effectiveness.  ‘Peedee’, often hanged-out with his-uncle, eventually understnding his justified-jargon and even blithely, the personal-naming of the equipment.  So as Pedro, his-sister Patrice, and her-son packed for the family’s discoveries-in the adventure into the New Mexican wilderness.  Everyone looked-forward to the journey.  Pedro, or ‘Doro’ by his-family, having determined the region, area and site from a multitude of diagrams, maps, relic-descriptions, word-of-mouth depictions, and images…  He spent a specific-time proving relevance and making decisions in self-effective impact-of adept, civil-articulation…  …Definitive-efficacy, to become a unifying, trait; producing itineraries by the rudiments, accessed.  Pedro found his new-calling, as he was to journey across 
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the Appalachian Mountains, into the vallies onto the prairies he was taking his-own ‘adventure’ into a different-life.  About something, he, Patrice, and his-nephew Pisandro; was not-only along-for the ride, but a part of his-dream.  He realized-this was more than a vacation…  They would go-into the green prairie-lands and into open-desert, white as snow, and finally into the state of New Mexico…  It was a long-ride, they decided to look for a hotel.  In a small-hamlet near the excavation-spot.  All this, was before him, Doro loaded the last of the tools, out-door gear, and the three went on due-WSW to the interstate.  It was going to be an experience of a life-time…
                     …It was early Spring.  …April, along the way Midwest farmers were plowing their fields and calves were legging their first-steps and early blossoms sprung-up in dazzling hues and birds and prairies yarned with early-Spring growth.  Peedee, had taken pix of all that nature had to offer.  With his 35 mm camera he earned by doing chores at home in Massachusetts…  He was always an honest, obedient and a respectful boy, many times Patrice said he was like his-father…  His mother decided to let him come along, both as a growing-experience and to give each a chance to discovering what she wisely, knew would be Doro’s dream…  She knew growing-up, he would find, in life, something no one but himself could give him…  She watched him grow into a fine-man…
    ---    …6 p.m., they drove into a gas station.  Eight hours of driving, everyone was tired.  He decided to find a hotel for the night.  “Uhmmh.  Are we there, uncle Doro?”  Said Peedee.

       “Almost, Peedee, I am going to find a room for the night, at a nice hotel…”
   …“Uncle Doro will see after us, Peedee.  Are you hungry, my son?” Said Patrice calmingly.

    “Yes, Mama”….”  “Then, we will see about that, too…”  “Hot-dogs and French-fries?”  “…You are hungry!”  …Doro drove into the El Dorado Inn and settled in a two-room suite.  While Patrice and Pisandro slept after a large-meal of hot-dogs and fries.  -Doro went to make ready his surveyor-integrated technical-devices and establishment-site-capacitors for the four-month project.

             …A matter of perspective in potent-imagery and imagination, dwelled-upon…  In intimate and self-
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competent outset, on personal-chance and private-responsibility.  He was already, confident what he was doing was “worth” its unpredictable-and un-certain purpose.  Relying-on skill.  Like landing-on the moon, or Columbus, in search of gold.  An obvious-void into the unknown, where only the desire to find a ‘goal’ in one‘s own destiny.  Pedro was a voyager as he sat-out…  Under the stars, in the clear cool-arid air he was parked in the wayward-”Pinta”-alone, in uncharted-waters.  He glanced, intricately through the stats, legers, variation-essays, and sequence-statutes...  Established, with intellectual-accuracy…  Verifying-averages, composing integral-stratas;affixing-points, and counterpoints…triangulate the complex-conditional.  The command, he held was as the expertise in his learned-years at M.I.T.;the technical-incentive, self-ability, assertion& attaining.  These days, he had new-ambitions, aspirations and self-motivations…
-----------

              …“Final-embark”, completion of  a career…  Conclusion-in proven official-terms, atoning-consummation& self-fulfillment.  Deep as the “vein” of human-course, so the personal-ability and resolving-distinction intending in impressive-impact that the ‘promise’-pursuit of a ‘dream’ in higher-order.  The impart-of the representative-introspection by-results in a deriving, incremental calculi…  Established, as resultant-product of mental-provision….  Writing in journals, logs and on chart-planning and mapped-pages.  He’d crossed hundreds of miles over several-centuries of unearthed-evidence, and a long forgotten saga of long-since buried-act of privy, prosperity and purpose.  The exact-references and dimensions, began to take shape in its dynamic profiling, and configuration, once unknown. Taking-on direct-transcriptions and events.

                      Fortune, capability and restrictive-research drawing-closer to being acknowledgeable…  A coming together, in bits-and-pieces, on data-looming and festooning, poising as a deeper-understanding…then, breaking-off into the ‘unknown‘…  Exacting, then in invisibility taken into account; then, path-into infinity or oblivion.  It was basic, a battle in patience and perseverance.  Silent-threads of concentrate and precipitance long-forgotten isles as, by ‘realities‘.  Taking by ‘intrinsic‘-virtual.  He peered-
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into silent and ‘cold’ statistics, his-mind actively, given in matters…  The beckoning-calls, the whiddling-drive and purifying-engendering, palliated.  Assimilate, flourishing of supposing and ordinals, which would pass-by the impractical and leviathan…  Pedro’s ‘bread and butter‘...  His-training and expertise-in amounting and objective, as “consortium”.

                        The sun-warmed the grey-sand, and winds cooled to the mid-80s, by midday.  The station-wagon was open-windowed on the last-leg of the route.  “Okay, Patrice there’s Mrs.Contrilas’s Stucco…  She’s given me the keys”.  -”Make yourself at home…“  “I have asked her to give use of utilities, supplies and give a list-of instructions, and details.”  “Peedee, will help fix things-up, while I-plan to spot and set-up in the Corales range…”  “Yes, Doro.”  “I’ll send Peedee along, before long…”  Before Doro left, they made a list-of directions.  The Guerrara-family did this when important-events happened like set-backs at work, staying-at a friend’s and shopping…  Like a pager-system, it was a family-method to leave it where it would be found…  Pedro-checked his trailer for the travel 26-miles away, and for the return…
       Before cars, roads and even the assurance of being easily rescued:water, food, shelter were ‘chance’-possibilities…  The same hot-sun and blowing-winds, rocky-range, dry-climate was, in impact, the same.  Pedro knew this was not an inference…  Part of this chosen endeavor, a “place” of barrenness and its historic-extrinsics that as the sands’ winds-blew, and the silent dance of lonesome-spirits played and danced,  in solitude…  He inhaled and poured a tumbler-full of a 50-gallon tanker of pure water, quenching his dry-arid air-ride’s thirstiness.  Pedro had picked this-site, zeroed-in from achieved ‘stats’ and past territorial-structures…  He’d used GPS, interpretation cross-lines, aged cartographics and seismology…  It was his educated-guess, “location”.  …Leading him to sit-in the ‘no-where’, to himself…His Eminence Executors of Her Majesty, under the Order  of Francescan, an honored-individual with a capacity to forward the Proclamation of responsibility…  Probably, as winds blew-off the blue-Pacific ocean, Her proctor was planning what would come of the Order why he was picked and under what circumstances that would be done…  Within two weeks, the entire North-American Spanish occupation left in mass-exodus.  Pedro had found this out while visiting Spain at the Espanol de Librairies a Norte America, at 
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the Madrid University established 1842...

                 He-went through the musty-halls, the hot-summers, several-summers there-on hiatus from his job.  He-had made his-way there, all on his-own time, alone; but with his-mind full-of-imagination, insightful-ideas and resourceful-interests protocol…  It was his-advantage to be self-requited, to what Arch-Bishop Alfredo was thinking…  He pieced-it together in his-mind.  Arriving at what was pure-speculation and adamant guess-work.  Pedro’s meticulous-mind working with architecture put him-in good-stead with the framing-situation of the 18th century loyalist-commisioner, high-officer and guard of Her Majesty’s American territory…  When Spain owned her, it was a place of riches, adventure and governing-ship.  Pedro put this together in separate, but corroborating-edition…  If since, this man-of-power was similar to himself, he felt grabbed by the saga of centuries’ old-sentiment…
                       In the order-of-withdrawal and retreat, in stipulation as much to be riches, taken and hidden until ‘better-times’, hoped for by its “Royal Eminence” to be returned to its ‘rightful’-owner.  But events, were irreversible…  The last of the empire was noted, exclaimed in 1751, when all Spain’s subjects were summoned home immediately upon ‘turn-over’ to the new possessor: France and Great Britain.  The territory-hungry, advancing occupants were moving-in, a 10-to 18-month period by hidden locales, were excavated…
                     …As declared by VisGovernor, his territorial-elite and the proclaimer to landed-monasteries devoted to Spain’s reign.  Some made there, were from 13 to 28 different-plotted burial-sites most 50-225 meters-deep.  Each precise-position was personally, known-by the ‘final’  Proviseur by accounting and land cartography…  Upon final embarking, it was understood the minion, would be secretly retrieved as a passage Charter-of-interest.  One that interest Pedro was set-out from Suala Caspenda in late-Fall of 1752...

              A large horde-of bounty was systematicly, rendered and divided.  The last-placement, was left to monks and pious-natives…  A Francescan monk, Arch-Bishop Fernando Antone Alfredo intrigued, and 
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with factors-involved…  Archbishop was the last in control, in the name of Spain.  The Alfredo escavation was planned, diagrammed and prepared 6-months in-advance.  The Archbishop-assumed and assured full-responsibility to a “finessed”, outcome...  Like many men of Catholic overseership, he-proved his authoritarianism-simply to express his devotion to Her-Majesty.  ‘Holy-Haut’, had a zest of self-duty…from July until August he and seven compatriots-faithfully, searched and spread-out.  Pedro-found his 18th century-dwellers parchment…  They arose from documents with the Holy Seal of Rome…order of Courier of the Sovereign of Spain… 

            Recovered-hold of scrolled ‘Mateo-of-Spanish’ records scanned and fisched-by the Libre Politico de Veri-Gratis.  He had authenticity to examine them through the society-of Spanish Historical remnants and Studies on International Symposium…  Pedro H. Guerrera permitted-by Spain’s heritage-commission with specification-further Spanish knowledge be shared with the world.  Not size, plausalship, or significance-of importance as by small-incidentals and captions of “timing”, “gleens”-of perception and events, an appellation-left to be anagram…  In lexical-Spanish conventional that ‘sang’-segmental into fine-ears and “victors”, vector-provisions and private-motives entered delicately, penned lattice-work by impingent and poignant-resonances…  Pedro, studied-as much data-registries and archival-resources, over a 5-year span given of diligent free-time.

                As in his first-inspiration:Mr.Hernandez, at the local p.s. high-school; wondrous, moving and valued by aspects, discovered.  Spanish-explorers, after-war in Europe, the land had been sold to the United States for moneys to fund their part-in the conflict…  Pedro from these examination of old-parchments, declarations and correspondence came to realize the man, though a cleric, he was astutely instructed by his Queen.

          1756 or sooner, a last-excursion in the desert at night-fall taking the riches to sequestor until they could return secretly, to recover from deep-mines where hidden in some two-dozen sites…  Alfredo mines hidden, in the New Mexico desert, away for Spain.  A central-hub, the last jump-off to garrison-parrish 
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Indian-slave community established by pious-friars and those-out to discover their own Spanish-lore.  Pedro had went-over them many times making accurate estimations and garnered what was the thinking-of-times 

200+ years earlier, when Spain held and horded its riches and was a wealthy and powerful-dominion…
              …How the bishop went-on this final-adventure, was a matter of cleverness highly, devoted and competent-duty…  The first few-months, after the order of leaving, the decision-was made as Her Majesty requested to make plan-of his duty.

     ------

          What was an appreciative, beginning-was soon to change…  Patrice, had fixed a dinner of rice, pork and bell-peppers, Doro’s favorite.  She was wondering where Pedro was, it was already nightfall.  She figured he was caught-up in his-work.  She decided to send Peedee to the site by motor-bike which Peedee had been bought for his birthday…  Peedee was smart, he knew his uncle was a hard-worker at anything he-did.  He pondered precociously that he was there concentrating on his excavation.  “Okay, Momma I’ll bring him home.”  The night had fell and Pedro was emerging from his dig.  He drank water and peered-into to the clear-night sky.

                       Peedee arrived at site to find Pedro putting his equipment away, having began the dig and was several meters underground-stabilizing what he’d began.  The horn of the motor-bike got Pedro’s attention.  “Peedee, Iye, I’m late for your Momma’s cooking…”  “Yes, uncle Doro she’s waiting and I don’t think she’ll…”  “I know, you’re right.”  “Look.” A station-wagon pulled-up and stopped.  “Pedro, Peedee come-home, you’ve missed my good-supper…”  As Pedro and Patrice conversed, a strange set of lights from out of the darkness was approaching-fast…  The lights drew closer, Pedro-told Patrice that if there was any sign-of danger to start the car and take-off.  They came closer until it was upon-him…
                    4-hours later, the state-patrol, Sheriff’s department and troopers-had populated the area searching for evidence.  An APB was sent out over police-radio…  Lights, patrol-man and dogs and missing 
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person’s unit-patrol had surrounded the area, copters-flew overhead and cars flashed-lights and search-lights.  Missing, was a Mexican-American named Pedro Hernandez Guerrara last seen being approached by 

a black-Bronco.  Patrice and Pisandro-were being questioned and gave their-witness to the crime.

              -An SUV was riding down Interstate-41, when hearing the call...  …Carl Lancaster had just come from a long meeting as legal-attache’ investigator for a strung-out case.  It had lasted 6-hours, a female-defendant on  charges of embezzlement and racketeering, a general-case, complicated yet stroked with superlative-unknowns.  They finally, set-it aside until further-furbishment, he decided to take a short respid to ride through the countryside breathing the fresh car-blown air while thinking over the next-steps, in his case…  -He’d  been classified a legal-detective three years earlier, after suffering set-backs…  He was once a police detective, had his gold-shield, highly thought of then one day, his life fell-apart…  He was a respectable investigator about to be considered for administration, in the big city of Dallas when one disastrous-night he had a call while at work, his wife since starting his career and stood by him, wanted a divorce.  …He started-drinking, showing-up late and letting himself go…-

                  As the investigators went about their work he, was first on the scene, then within minutes Bo Jon, in the area, arrived.  It was a serious case, Bo and Carl were in the vicinity, but Carl had been improving his detective-skills; as he’d recovered from his disoriented-past…   -”…What was taken was the car’s mining-equipment and loose property was stolen, in a hurry.  It was almost as if they worked as an efficient-unit…”  -”So, what do you think?”  …Bo, just having arrived looked-in the direction of the strange-army of glare and flashes in a cosm of intensity-of provisions, and then decided…  “…I’m on the case, Carl.”  Carl knew Bo was not acting, hastily.  He looked at the quiet disciplined-mentality and deep concern in Bo’s eyes, then turned-back to view the spectacle…  When he looked-back again, no one was there.  Carl had also, decided to pursue it…  In the morning he was driving South on I-85 to the El Reno Dept. of Law enforcement-center.  Where the initial-evidence, is posted and crimes are taken into arraignment and in the commitment of detective-squads.  Files, were established and deployed, and trial-cases are made…  This, was the ‘paper-chase’ which most flat-foots, legal-seminaries hailed and were 
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devoted; but regularly, piddled-away time and energy, never-fully feeling-exonerated…   It was “high” on past, or dependably, in the future…  Crime-seekers’ ‘bag’, and a dependant, somewhat faithless-job…
                It was 4 o’ clock in the afternoon, when Carl walked-out into the warm lulling-sun…  The air was dry and carrying a cool-heaviness.  His-arms were heavy and his under-arms were moist with sedentary-perspiration and his legs were tired.  A graduate of Philadelphia Police Academy, 20-years in the past…  

Even making Sargeant and 3-months, into lieutenant-trials.  His ex-wife left him 2-weeks before their anniversary.  He spent six months in a drunken stupor, 15-months refinding himself in and out of work after the loss of his career and the best-part of his life.  In which , he remembered, and rebounded…  Went from job to job, never as committed as before.  In the intervening years, pulled his act together.  It was a time of reckoning but also apprising…  From 44 to 47, he’d refound himself.  Got a p.I. license, so good three-states offered him a job as legal-attache’.  Became competent and responsible.  He met Bo Jon, interwoven in a number of cases not all-affable some in revelry, of all in equilateral-complements.  Each had their “wins” and “losses”.  But Bo had the leading-score…  Carl had to admit.  Bo deserved it, in all the right-ways, he’d come through, when the best-of-investigators would have had a hard time.  It was ‘duty‘, that made a good law-enforcer, Bo had that natural-talent…
                The over-used rugged-vehicle, whistled-up the road-North to meet several local seated legal-officials.  If Bo was next to him, he’d tell him what the case was about to turn-into, his-proposal and time, in-motive…  Carl found-out more information on a case-history of  area-disappearances from state-police.  They’d told him-there was a backlog of missing land-claim-holders, “We couldn’t prove it but they all had similar motises“.  “There was a long caseload with mysterious-‘vanishings‘”.  “First they’d show-up and file-claims, began the escavation then they were never seen again.”  There was nothing they could do.  Carl looked over their records in each case…  He saw a pattern, all-”missing”…  8-men, were never heard-from again, three were described as abandoned.  And sold-out without further, data.  None of the cases were followed-up due to lack of evidence.
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        Now it was in-remit, and in cold-correspondence…  The arrow’s pointed to ‘liability’…so engaged, and the discourse of in-forging as, of evidential-subtlety and its unusual-terms.  Now it lay in Carl’s own-contention.   By the device-of effects, in two-conversions: a private-involving, in the openness of a helpless-“wound”; and the distinction dwelled in-pride, pain and sorrow...  Evidence taken, of missing-people in opting, opprobrium and upon uncertain-“frown”-of dispute and conjecture.  Deviation now, in its extent.  He stood-off, in a 20-yard distance from the station…  He didn’t notice a pink Cadillac glide-up.  As he lit an ultra-light, Bo Jon was standing beside him...  

         “How’s things, Carl?”  He was concentrating on the case…Bo knew this.  “…Possible-kidnapping and potential-murder…”  “Assailant was not known to the victim, probable marauders or back-country thugs…”                                    “From what I’ve heard, Mr. Pedro H. Guerrara, was a former civil-engineer with a distinguished-career, from Plymouth, Mass…”  “Originally, New Mexico…”  “…Slight chance of possible-extortion.”  “The victim, was relatively, wealthy but was probably taken by several-perpetrators.”  “…Gang, ring of bandits, or predating-thieves…”  -…They were allaying-to ‘fluidic’-dimensions he’d gathered, in consumptive-residual.  Putting-together, en mass, to what were more basing in self-edict, categorical-encumbrance…
                              /////////></////////

                       ...He-followed his assimilate-factors dwelled, reverberated and chanced-with each-turn.  Stead-in optimized-thinking where tangents, crossing-actual, accountability.  It was a matter-drawn together-in vividness marked for in-set, tracing forming-material in his-mind, instilled under ‘proving’-delegation…
                   The state-bureau of registry, the office of licensing, and a small-number of informational-offices, running sporadically, across the western New Mexico-region it was no head-long rush into guess-work or ethnicity but cool, calm-digest, and discovery.  Bo Jon was ascertaining, recovering, and attaining-balance in his work from these-mundane but highly, elite resources among-them-abased, establishing…  Picked-over, a reliability in a fine-tooth-comb ‘adeptness‘, evidence, building-foundation.  Attempt at 
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building a strong infrastructure-only a man of accomplishment and ability at-research, could do.  He was gaining-on the crime as delicate fusion in depicted-papers, materializing-into suffusion morphing and intact…
                    National Occidental Operations and Consortium of America, was a business sitting on outskirts of Reno.  Its 12-floor administration-building was a mirrored-glass-structure.  It had a large parking-lot with roads leading on into the city.  Bo parked-in an unobvious-area.  Walking into the front large-vestibule.  Where-set opulent-furniture, and a wide receptionist-counter.  It was a long-walk to the receptionist who was immaculate in her-suit, hair and make-up.  She was relatively, young.  But she was serious, and looked very determined.  He asked questions that made her unusually, concern…
                ---)(---

                  -Bo met with Patrice, while at-home.  They ate dinner of fried-fish, stuffed-peppers and tortillas.  They-conversed, and Bo was kind for what they-had been through;18-hours since the disappearance of Pedro.  They were polite yet serious, as Bo was now, on the case.  Patrice welcomed Bo in, as he was once Pedro’s friend.  Though he did not share this with Carl, he had reasons to get involved.  Years ago, as Bo was a committee-member to keeping safe-natural territories, from-being built-on for construction.  There was much conflict and even some drama.  Pedro and Bo came together, he as member, and Pedro as head-construction-builder.  Within three-days, they ratified a contract to not build upon the natural-resources.  It was a very-kind and deeply respectable thing to do.  Ever since, they had remained good-friends.

      ------

         Bo and Pedro were photographed in the Colorado-Ledger...  They had worked-in an uncertain-unity that was worth more than money or prestige.  Now, he was in need of Bo’s help in perhaps a life or death circumstance.  Time was of the essence, despite the abstaining periphery, he had to act quickly.  As he left 
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the Guerrara’s place, he realized, what was needed to be done was to follow those indicative-clues if Pedro was to get a recovered-comprising, in recourse.  The man that was now somewhere, and those who had kidnapped him, needing brought-to justice.  …At which point, the motivation for the search went to N.O.C.C.A.  Which then lead to the building complex, set-upon a large parking-lot.  He decided that a return to that place was more than a obvious-center for potential legal-violation.  If his-crime itinerary was right, he was involved-in more than a simple-disappearance…
                     -The police-officer had mentioned to him that the corporation had been named as a write-up for over 10-land sequesters, owned-by individuals.  It was just in passing, but Bo knew that it was more, than a coincidence…  As he again, walked into the large reception-room.  He saw the well-dressed receptionist and asked questions again, off-handedly.  He inquired politely yet not apparently, that he had simply  a business or formal-interest.  He kept-up his insidiousness yet attention-holding engagement then he noticed two men, a large man and a mid-sized man at the end of the counter alert to his presence.  The two where dressed in off-the-rack suits, and the shorter was wearing a panama-hat.  While the larger man’s suit barely, fitted his rotund size.

          He finished his interaction then left quietly, the two where silent, until one-intervened…  “Sir, what is the nature of your visit, if you don’t mind me asking?”  Bo played it off, trying not let on his business.  What he learned was crucial.  He then left nonchalantly.  “Sam, I think he knows something.”  “Why’d you say that, Paul?”  “He seemed the type to be looking for more than just ‘official business’”…  Bo quickly, walked out into the daylight.  He knew the two would follow him.  So he decided to take evasive-action.  “…Where did he go?”  “I don’t know, but he’s trouble…”
                  Bo had his-lead.  If he-was right, the two, would lead him to his solving-of a crime. The allusive, new-trait in making a final-act, in voiced-evidence.  In his mind, in what was a decidedly, diminutive-control, in a seminal-afford.  Their-voices being so conclusive, in commutative…  It was out, in the deductive controversial-void in cause-and-coincidence, all-too over-inventive, but tabled…
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                       It was all resolving, in cause by a distinguished-man’s tempting vocal-diameter as converging-’indicators’…    Bo was more a self-enlisting-“interrogator”, the label, carried a redemptive contained in collective élan.  One’s formative-conception, taken to a relevance as an implicative-P.I.  This was the evolving-lament in as enlisting.  A sum-of-intensifiers and the divisions-of chosen indicators, distinguished by-single propensity…
                …Bo Jon had had other-vigils to the plot of the strident Alfredo-mine kidnapping…  The Alfredo mine-crime, Bo Jon’s unknown factor-in multi-facets, had commenced in clue-recovery...  And as a  

suspect, a business-conglomerate, by conferral, was to agent around ordinal-in investigating-probe, in an examinational and instrumental-venue...  There was a serious-profound message and magnitude, still laying-limits lulled in lucidity, and discernment.  There-was discerning-virtual distance in projecting clues of follow-through.  An oriented-corroboration in, lay as the entrust of a simple-family, lone-worker, and a trepidation in human-receiving recessive-only blurring-too well, integrated-tenets as the defining-crime.  An  illegal-testament by-chance, now folded-over a brooding, logging and stalling, an accrue-of inquiring-implicit…
                       Bo now, knew that the two-men were a part of what happened to Pedro.  He was following them a quarter-mile down a rural road.  He came closer but once seen dropped back-out of eye-sight.  They were heading-toward a place isolated, obviously out-of-view...  Bo Jon was driving his pink Cadillac not wanting to seem conspicuous, if he lost them or they caught on, it would be perhaps Pedro’s life in the sway.  Chance-counted.  “Hey, Sam I think something is ‘not’ quite right…”  “Like what, Paul?”  “There’s a car that’s been tailing us just a-ways back, I didn’t think it strange, until now.”  “That’s ridiculous Paul, you seem to always have a strange-suspicion…  Like the time you bet fifteen-grand on the crap-tables.”  Paul became quiet and disheveled; they continued their journey, they headed-down a long-road then Sam pulled-over unexpectedly.  “Sam, why did you stop?” …”Just to make sure you, weren’t right.”  They stayed there as a pink Cadillac passed nonchalantly.  It went-on for a mile, until they could not see-it.  …Then they went-on concertedly.  They finally reached a small black-shack, as they entered didn’t see the 
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glance of pink-sweep pass in the opposite-direction.  They went-into a florescent lit-room with a wooden-table and a figure seated-in the center…
            Bo had done an old-Indian trick known as ‘feeding the cat‘, if you make bait that ignores the surroundings, then capture is eminent.  …“So, Mr. Guerrara would you like to tell us where the land-grant to what and why you where mining, is?”(Several-punches and a slap).  We-need those documents we searched your car where we found you, we know from the registration’s office you moved here from Massachusetts.  Now, we want those papers you’ve signed-on contract…You either-sign this transfer-of-deed-ownership or we do you the same”…  They punched him several more times and slapped-him but he let out no more than a grunt he was a strong, disciplined Latino who tolerated a-lot through-out his life.  

               They were taking out their frustration-on him and hoping to make him succumb to their-will…  Bo Jon was now riding-slowly by as he knew where the two, and maybe the third would-be.  Timing was now essential he needed that last tell-tale sign.  He found it.  A flashlight was strewn on the lawn in the front-yard it was like a high-beam search-light on its side was the letters: P. H. G., in large letters. That was the signal to act, he stopped the slow cruising vehicle and jumped out of the car.  A crash came and the door to the shack came-down and Bo went into action.  He knocked-down the surprised big-man who fell to the ground.  The smaller man reached into his jacket to pull-out a weapon, Bo reached down to his knees and fired jack-style hitting him squarely in the shoulder knocking him backwards.  He untied Mr. Guerrara who was dazed yet conscious.  “Mr. Guerrara, I’m Bo Jon Littlehorse p.I.  I’m here to release you, you’re in safe-hands now.”
          He escorted Pedro H. Guerrara to his car, the Sheriff’s officers showed up 10-minutes later.  By that afternoon the FBI had put charges against N.O.C.C.A. for murder and racketeering and general claims-jumping.  Carl Lancaster, had arrived at the scene not far behind Bo Jon, he had to admit Bo was a better crimes-man than he, he’d caught-on to the motive 12-hours after Bo’s finding out by-way of crime-records that the crime path had been related to disappearances, remote possibilities and common-grounds…  Pedro-
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recovered from his-injuries and went-back to mining…  He had 26-meters to go. He dug it with help of others volunteering, making quick headway.  The N.O.C.C.A. was charged with plot-jumping.  With 11 counts of potential skullduggery.  The two-men were charge with first-degree kidnapping and assault.  Pedro H. Guerrara, became popular.

                The following three-weeks lead to the final-dig at point-Alfredo mine-site, the state lands department, media many who’d heard of Pedro’s adventure, some were there to help, others offering support to this hardworking Spanish-American who’d faced hardship while over-coming and expanding his destiny with true-hope and dedication.  

         The New-Mexican Tribune read: ”NATIVE LATINO GOES IN SEARCH OF SPANISH-LORE 34-M UNDERGROUND;CACHET OF JEWELS’ CHEST AND AUTHENTIC-CLOTHING,

; A WELL-WORTHY DIG…”
                                                                      The End


