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RABINAL, GUATEMALA, 1537

Beyond midnight, Friar Bartolomé de Las Casas was still in his candl€lit study in the
Mayan mission at Rabinal. Before he went to bed, he had to write his daily
installment of his report to Bishop Marroquin. Persuading the Church hierarchy of the
success of the Dominican missions in Guatemala was going to be possible only if it
was properly documented. He took off his black cloak and hung it on a peg by the
door. He stood for a moment, listening to the night sounds—the gentle coo of birds,
the insects chirping in the stiliness.

He went to the wooden cabinet on the wall, opened it, and took out the precious book.
Kukulcan, a man of royal lineage who was famous for his great learning, had brought
this book and two others to Friar Bartolomé so he could examine them. Las Casas set
the book on the table. He had been studying the book for months, and tonight’s work
was going to be important. He placed a sheet of parchment on the table and then
opened the marvelous book.

This page was divided into zones. There were pictures of six fantastic humanlike
creatures he assumed were deities, all seated and looking to the left, and six vertical
columns of complicated written symbols beneath them, which Kukulcan had told him
was Mayan writing. The pages were a clean white, and the pictures were done in red,
green, and yellow, with an occasional blue. The writing was black. Friar Las Casas
trimmed his pen to make it as fine as he could, divided his sheet into six vertical
columns, and began to copy the symbols. It was hard, demanding labor, but he saw it
as a part of his work. It was as much a part of his Dominican caling as his
clothing—the white habit that signified purity and the black cloak over it that
signified penance. He had no idea what the symbols meant or the names of the



mythical deities, but he knew that the images contained deep knowledge that the
Church would need to understand its new converts.

For Las Casas, managing the gentle, patient conversion of the Mayan Indians was a
personal duty, a penance. Bartolomé de Las Casas had not come to the New World in
peace. He had come with a sword. In 1502, he had sailed from Spain for Hispaniola
with the governor, Nicolas de Ovando, and accepted an encomienda, a conquered
land, and the right to ensave all the Indians he found on it. Even in 1513, after a
decade of cruelty by the conquerors, and having been ordained as a priest, he joined
in the conquest of the Indians of Cuba, while accepting another royal grant of land
and Indians as his share of the plunder. As he thought about his early life now, he was
sick with shame and regret.

When he'd finally admitted to himself that he had participated in a great sin, he'd
begun his personal program of repentance and reformation. Las Casas

would always remember the day in 1514 when he had stood up and denounced his
past actions and returned his Indian slaves to the governor. Remembering that day
was like touching the scar of an old burn. After that, he had sailed back to Spain to
plead with the powerful for the protection of the Indians. That had been twenty-three
years ago, and since then he had worked tirelessly, devoting his writings and his labor
to making up for the wrongs he had done and countenanced.

He worked for several hours at his copying until he had finished the page. He placed
his parchment copy in the bottom of a box of sermons with all of the other pages he
had copied. As he moved about the small room, the candle flame flickered. He placed
another clean sheet on the table, waited for the candle to be still and throw a steady
yellow light again, and then started the next task. He dipped his pen in the ink pot and
began with the date: 23 January 1537. Then his pen stopped, held above the paper.

He heard sounds that were familiar to him and made him instantly angry. He heard



the feet of soldiers marching in a platoon, their boots hitting the damp earth, spurs
jangling and sword hilts clanking as they swung against steel at the bottom of each
soldier’s cuirass.

“No,” he muttered. “Not again, Lord. Not here.” It was a violation, a betrayal.
Governor Maldonado had broken his promise. If the Dominican friars succeeded in
pacifying and converting the natives, there were to be no colonists arriving to claim
encomiendas—and, above all, no soldiers. The soldiers who had not been able to
conguer the Indians in these regions by fighting must not come in now and enslave
them after the friars had befriended them.

Las Casas threw on his black robe, flung open his door, and ran down the long
galery, his leather sandals flapping on the brick pavement. He could see the troop of
Spanish cavalry soldiers, all armed for battle with swords and lances, their Toledo-
steel cuirasses and cabassets gleaming in the light of the bonfire they were building in
the square across from the church.

Las Casas ran to them, waving his arms and shouting, “What are you doing? How
dare you light afire in the middle of the mission square. The roofs of these buildings
are nothing but straw!”

The soldiers saw and heard him, and two or three of them bowed to him politely, but
these were professional fighters, conquistadors, and they knew arguing with the head
of a Dominican mission was not going to make them richer or more powerful.

When he charged at them, they stepped aside or retreated a step but would not engage
with him.

“Where is your commander?’ he said. “I am Father Bartolomé de Las Casas.” He
seldom used his priestly title, but he was, after all, a priest, the first ever to be
ordained in the New World. “I demand to see your commander.”



The nearest pair turned in the direction of atall, dark-bearded man. Las Casas noticed
that this man’s armor was a bit more ornate than what the other men wore. His had
filigree engraved on its surfaces, with gold inlay. As Las Casas approached, the man
called, “Fall in,” and his men lined up in four rows, facing him. Las Casas stepped
between him and his soldiers.

“What are soldiers doing bursting into a Dominican mission in the middle of the
night? What business do you have here?’

The man looked at him wearily. “We have ajob to do, Friar. Take up your complaints
with the governor.”

“He promised me that soldiers would never come here.”

“Perhaps that was before he learned of the devil’ s books.”

“The devil doesn’t have anything to do with books, you idiot. Y ou have no right to be

here.
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“Nonetheless, we are here. Pagan books have been seen here and reported to Fra
Toribio de Benevente, who asked the governor for help.”

“Benevente? He has no authority over us. He's not even a Dominican. He's a
Franciscan.”

“Those internal squabbles are your business. Mine is to find and destroy the evil
books.”

“They’re not evil. They contain the knowledge of these people and all the information
that exists about them, their ancestors, their neighbors, their philosophy, language,
and cosmology. They’ve lived here for thousands of years, and their books are a gift
to the future. They tell us things we could never find out in any other way.”

“You're misinformed, Friar. I’ve seen some of them myself. There are nothing but
pictures and signs of the demons and fiends they worship.”

“These people are being converted, one at a time and voluntarily. Not the way the
Franciscans do it, baptizing ten thousand people at a time. The old Mayan gods have
been diminished to mere symbols. We've made great progress here in a short time.
Don’t waste all the work we' ve done by proving to them that we' re savages.”

“Us? Savages?”’

“Savages. You know—people who destroy art, burn books, kill people they don't
understand, and make slaves of their children.”



The commander turned to his men. “Get him away from me.”

Three soldiers took hold of Las Casas and, as gently as possible, pulled him away
from the square. One of them said, “Please, Father, I’ m begging you. Stay away from
the commander. He has orders and he'd rather die than disobey.” They backed away
from him, turned, and ran back to the square.

Las Casas took a last look at the soldiers building their big bonfire. The soldiers
running back and forth, breaking apart anything made of wood and throwing it into
the bright flames that billowed above them into the sky, looked more like demons
than any of the deities depicted in the Mayan books. He turned and moved along the
back of the adobe mission buildings, staying in the dark, sheltered places. At the edge
of the cleared land, he stepped onto a jungle trail. The foliage grew so thick around
the trail that his progress was like moving through a cave. The trail led downward
toward theriver.

When Las Casas reached the river, he saw that many of the Indians had come out of
their hutsin the village and that afire had been lit. They had been aware of the arrival
of the strange soldiers and had gathered in the center of their village to discuss what
to do. He spoke to them in K’iche’, the language of the Mayans in this district. “It's
me, Brother Bartolomé,” he called out. “ Soldiers have come to the mission.”

He saw Kukulcan, who remained seated in the doorway of his hut. He had been an
important chieftain in Coban before he had decided to come to the mission, and now
the others all looked to him for leadership. He said, “We saw them. What do they
want? Gold? Slaves?’

“They’ve come for books. They don’t understand the books, and someone told them
that Mayan books were all about evil and magic. They’ ve come to find any books you
have and destroy them.”



There were murmurs and expressions of consternation. The news seemed utterly
incomprehensible to the crowd, as though someone had come to chop down the trees,
drain the rivers, or blot out the sun. This seemed to them an act of pure malice that
could not gain the soldiers anything.

“What should we do?” Kukulcan asked. “Fight?’

“All we can do is try to save some of the books. Pick out the most important ones and
take them away from here.”

Kukulcan beckoned to his son, Tepeu, a man about thirty years old who had been a
respected warrior. They spoke together in quick whispers. Tepeu nodded. Kukulcan
said to Las Casas, “There' s no question. It has to be the one | brought to the mission
to show you. That oneisworth all the others.”

Las Casas turned and moved toward the jungle path. Tepeu was suddenly at his
shoulder. “We have to get up the trail before they find it,” Tepeu said. “Try to keep
up.” Then he began to run.

Tepeu ran up the path as though he could see in the dark, and being able to make out
his silhouette ahead made Las Casas able to move faster too. They went upward
toward the mission at a full run. When they reached level ground, Las Casas could
see aline of soldiers coming along the main road toward the Indian settlement.

Las Casas didn’t need to watch the soldiers now. He had been part of the ext

ermination of the Taino on Hispaniola, and he could picture exactly what they were
doing. The first team of soldiers burst into a hut. A minute later, one of them came
out carrying a Mayan book. He heard a man say in Ch'olan, “I saved that from the
city of Copan!” An arquebus shot shook the ground, and a flight of parrots rose from
atall treein aflurry of flapping wings and screeches. The man lay dead in front of his



hut.

As Las Casas and Tepeu slipped through the dimly lighted area behind the mission,
Las Casas thought about Tepeu’s family. Kukulcan had been a high priest, a scholar.
His family was of the royal class. When disease had killed the last ruler, he had been
chosen to lead. He and Tepeu had given up their elaborate feathered regalia when
they’ d left home, but Tepeu was wearing the dark green jade ear plugs, bracelets, and
bead necklace that only Mayan aristocrats were allowed to own.

They ran along the backs of the buildings toward the Dominican quarters, and they
could see that the soldiers were returning from their search of the mission’s collection
of native objects. They carried armloads of books, ceremonial pieces, and carvings to
the bonfire.

Mayan books were long, folded strips made of the inner bark of the wild fig tree. The
writing surface was painted with a thin white stucco, and the paints were made from
native pigments. The books that the soldiers had found they tossed into the flames.
The oldest ones were the driest and they ignited instantly—a flare of light—and then
fifty or a hundred pages that had been saved for centuries were lost forever. Las
Casas knew that in these books could be anything. Kukulcan had told him some were
mathematical treatises, astronomical observations, the locations of lost cities,
forgotten languages, the acts of kings, going back a thousand years. In a second, the
information, painstakingly written and drawn by hand, was only sparks and smoke
rising into the night sky.

Tepeu was quick and moved with great skill in the darkness. He opened the big
wooden door of the church just enough to dlip inside. Las Casas had the advantage of
the black Dominican robe, which was shapeless and darker than a shadow. A few
moments later, Las Casas caught up with him in the church.

He led Tepeu down the aisle of the church toward the atar, then to the right of it.



There was a door that led into the sacristy. In the dim moonlight from the high
windows, they passed by the alb and chasuble hanging on pegs set into the wall, the
wooden chest where the rest of the vestments were stored, protected from the
incessant humidity of the Guatemalan jungle. He led Tepeu out the small door on the
other side of the room.

They left the church for the long, roofed-over gallery of the Dominicans quarters.
They padded along the brick walkway barefoot so their sandals would make no
sound. At the end of the gallery, they entered Las Casas's study. Tepeu went to the
simple worktable, where he saw the book. He picked it up carefully and looked at it
with such intense devotion that he appeared to be greeting a living person, someone
he had feared was |ost.

Tepeu looked around the room. Las Casas had a native pot that was decorated with
paintings of a Mayan king's daily activities. Las Casas had the side turned outward
that showed the man’s daily ablutions and not the side that showed him piercing his
tongue to give a blood sacrifice. The pot held the friar’s supply of fresh water and
was tied with akind of dling that the Indian acolyte used to carry it.

Tepeu poured the rest of the water into Las Casas' s washbasin, then reached in and
wiped the pot dry with a cloth. He put the precious book inside the pot.
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Las Casas went to the cupboard on the wall that held several writing projects he was
working on. He retrieved two more Mayan books and handed them to Tepeu. “We
should save as many as we can.”
Tepeu said, “They will not fit. The first one isworth a hundred of these.”

“The rest will be gone forever.”

Tepeu said, “I'll take the book far away to a place where the soldiers will never be
ableto find it.”

“Don’t let them catch you. They think what you're carrying are messages from the
devil.”

“1 know that, Father,” Tepeu said. “ Give me your blessing.” He knelt.

Las Casas placed his hand on Tepeu's head, and said in Latin, “Lord, let this man's
righteousness be enough. He wants nothing for himself, only to be the preserver of
his country’s wisdom for future generations. Amen.” He turned and went to the
cupboard, then returned with three gold pieces. He handed them to Tepeu.

“Thisisall | have. Useit to get what you need on your journey.”

“Thank you, Father.” Tepeu walked toward the door.

“Wait. Don't go out there yet. | hear them.” Las Casas went to the door and stepped
outside. There was a strong smell of burning, and he could hear the shouts coming



from the village by the river. He stood with his back to the door while a platoon of
soldiers pushed through three of his Dominican monks who were trying to keep them
from entering the mission. Four soldiers broke into a storeroom down the gallery to
searchit.

L as Casas reached behind him, turned the knob, and opened the door of his study. He
caught only a glimpse of Tepeu slipping out. He had the water pot on his back, with
the strap around his waist and a tumpline over his forehead so much of the pot’'s
weight rested there. He was across the clearing and into the trees at a run, but he was
visible for only seconds, and utterly silent.

OFF ISLA GUADALOUPE, MEXICO: THE PRESENT

Thousands of silvery fish swam past Sam and Remi Fargo, gleaming, turning this
way and that in unison, as though they were al controlled by one mind. The water
was clear and warm, and Sam and Remi could see far beyond the steel bars of their

cage.

Sam held a three-foot aluminum shaft with a small, sharp barb on the end. It was a
tool for the application of tags, and in the weeks since he and Remi had been on this
voyage, he’' d become adept at using it. He looked at her, and then ahead again, staring
into the distance.

As they watched, a darker spot seemed to form itself at the limit of their sight, as
though the tiny particles held in the water were coming together to form a solid
shape. It was a shark. And as Sam and Remi had known he would, he turned toward
them. He came at an angle, drawn, perhaps, by the dense schools of fish that had
gathered near the steel shark cage and flitted in and out between the bars. But there
was no question the shark was aware of Sam and Remi.

The Fargos were experienced divers, and they were both used to the idea that it was



not possible to go into the ocean anywhere in the world without having a shark notice
their presence. They had seen many sharks over the years, usually small blues that
came close to investigate the wet-suited newcomers diving near the kelp beds not far
from their home in San Diego, reect them as prey, and swim off. This shark
embodied the other possibility—the nightmare predator, always swimming forward to
keep the water moving through its gills, equipped with sight, smell, hearing, a
network of nerves running along its body that felt even small vibrations in the water,
and the ability to sense minute electrical discharges from the muscle contractions of
itsvictims.

The shark’ slarge tail gave a series of lazy undulations, and it moved toward them. As
its outline became easier to see in the clear water, the shark seemed to grow. In the
distance it had seemed large, but now, as it approached them, Sam realized that he
had observed it much farther away. The closer it grew, it became immense. It was
exactly what he and Remi had come to find—qgreat whites that were over twenty feet
long.

The shark swam through a school of fish that separated into two swirling swarms,
then reunited into a school again, but the shark paid no attention to them. Itstail gave
another undulation, and it glided ahead. The shark, its nose a flattish, pointed
protuberance that seemed about four feet wide, moved through the water toward
them, then turned again. The shark’s body swung past the steel cage where Sam and
Remi were hanging, so close that they could have reached out and touched it. The
body was thick, and the pointed dorsal fin above it looked as tall as a man.

The shark didn’t leave. It passed by them again. Sam and Remi remained motionless
inside their cage. Even after many dives near the island, Sam found that during these
long minutes he became conscious of the steel bars that had been welded into the
cage. Were they solid? They had seemed to be when the cage had been lifted into the
water by the crane. The welds, he now could see, looked short and hasty—maybe
unreliable. The welder couldn’'t possibly have imagined the size and power of the



creature just now passing by.

This animal was at Guadaloupe Island to find elephant seals and tuna, and Sam and
Remi didn’t look much like either. In their black wet suits, though, they looked a bit
more like California sea lions, which could make them seem very tasty to a great
white. Then, as abruptly as it had appeared, the shark gave a few twitches of its tail
and glided away from the cage. For a few seconds, Sam felt intense disappointment.
Considering their size and ferocity, great whites were sometimes surprisingly
cautious. Had Sam missed his only chance to get this giant on record?

Then, without warning, the shark wheeled about, flicked its tail four or five times,
and barreled into the broad side of the stedl cage, its huge mouth gaping, revealing
the rows of triangular teeth. Sam and Remi clung to the bars on the opposite side of
the cage while the shark shook the forward part of its body, working to get its jaws
around the cage but unable to accomplish it.

As the shark pushed the cage forward, the cage tilted, and Sam saw his chance. He
jabbed the aluminum shaft into the skin at the base of the tall dorsa fin and
immediately withdrew it, pulling it back inside the cage. The shark seemed not to
have felt it or noticed. The barb was set, and the bright yellow shark tag, with its six-
digit number, trailed from the base of the fin, looking tiny on the enormous fish.

The shark swam below the cage, and Sam and Remi waited. They half expected him
to turn around, build up even greater speed, and ram the cage again, this time
snapping the careless welds and breaking open the cage and spilling them out in front
of his big, toothy mouth. But he continued about his business, farther and farther
away, until he was gone. Sam reached up and tugged on the signal rope three times,
then three more times. Somewhere in the other world above them there was the
vibration of a motor, and the cage jerked, then began to rise.

They came up out of the water, lifted entirely up into the air in the bright sunlight,



and swung onto the deck of the yacht. Remi took off her mask and mouthpiece, and
said to Sam, “ So what do you think it was—that we didn’t look appetizing enough for
asecond try?’

“Don't worry,” he said. “You look scrumptious. I've been practicing looking
indigestible to prepare for this.”

“My hero.”

He pulled back the hood of hiswet suit, smiling. “That was amazing.”

“Thanksto you, I’'ll never run out of subjectsfor nightmares.” She kissed his cheek as
they stepped from the cage and walked toward their cabin to change out of their suits.

A few minutes later, Sam and Remi stood on the foredeck of the chartered seventy-
eight-foot Marlow Explorer. It was a modern luxury yacht that could do twenty-four
knots wide open, but, in the two weeks they’d been aboard, Captain Juan Sandoval
never had the need to open up the twin Caterpillar C30 diesels. They were not in a
hurry, crossing stretches of ocean to look for promising spots for finding great white
sharks, occasionally putting into pleasant Mexican ports to refuel or buy provisions.
The yacht was a bigger vessel than Sam and Remi needed. It had three full staterooms
with their own baths, as well as separate quarters for the three-man crew. Captain
Sandoval, mate Miguel Colera, and cook George Morales were all from Acapulco,
which was the charter boat’ s home port. Sam and Remi had chartered the boat to take
them to Ila Guadaloupe, about one hundred sixty miles off the coast of Baja
California, because it was awell-known spot to see large sharks.
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They had volunteered to participate in a marine biology study run by the University
of California at Santa Barbara to learn more about the movements and habits of great
white sharks. The work of tagging them had been going on for years, but it had met
with only limited success because most sharks that had been tagged were never seen
again. Keeping track of individual great whites presented many difficulties. They
were reputed to travel vast distances, they were very difficult to capture, and they
were dangerous. But I1sla Guadal oupe seemed to offer a specia chance. It was a place
where very large, mature great whites reliably appeared year after year. And if
members of an expedition were willing to get in the water inside a shark cage, it
might be possible to tag them without attempting a capture. Sam used his satellite
phone to report the tag number and description of today’ s shark.

As the boat moved along easily on the open water toward Bgja California, Remi let
the wind blow through her long auburn hair to dry it. Sam leaned close to her. “ Still
having fun?’

“Sure,” she said. “We always have fun together.”

“That’ s not what you were thinking. Something’ s bothering you.”

“Totell you the truth, | was thinking about our house,” she said.

“Sorry,” he said. “I thought spending some time away on a research project would
help the time go faster. | figured you were getting tired of the repairs and

remodeling.”

A few months ago, they had returned from the excavation of hoards of plunder



hidden in crypts across Europe by the Huns during the fifth century. Three rival
treasure seekers either believed that the Fargos had taken some of the valuable
artifacts home with them or they simply wanted to take revenge on the Fargos for
beating them to the treasure. They had mounted an armed attack on the Fargos' four-
story house on Goldfish Point in La Jolla and battered it to pieces. Since then, the
Fargos had been overseeing the repairs and rebuilding.

“l was tired of it,” she said. “Contractors were driving me nuts. First, you have to go
with them to the plumbing showroom to pick out exactly the fixtures you want. Then
you need a meeting to hear that they’ ve stopped manufacturing that model and you
have to pick out another one. Then—"

“1 know,” he said, and threw up his hands.

“1 hate the repairs, but | miss our dog.”

“Zoltan's fine. Selma is treating him like king of the pack.” He paused. “When we
started this trip over a month ago, they were hoping we'd be able to tag ten sharks.
That big guy we just got is number fifteen. | guessit’s time to hang up our tagger and
head back.”

Remi pulled away alittle so she could look into his eyes. “Don’t get me wrong. | love
the ocean, and | love you. And who wouldn’t like to travel around on a state-of-the-
art yacht, going from one gorgeous spot to another?’

“But?’

“But we' ve been away for along time.”

“Maybe you' re right. We' ve accomplished more than we set out to do, and maybeit’'s
time to go home, get our house finished, and start on a new project.”



Remi shook her head. “I didn’t mean right this minute. We're heading for Baa
already, and we'll reach land at San Ignacio Lagoon. I’ ve always wanted to see where
the gray whales go to mate and calf.”

“Maybe after that we can keep going straight to Acapulco and get on aplane.”

“Maybe,” shesaid. “Let’stalk about it then.”

After another day, they anchored in San Ignacio Lagoon, then launched the plastic
ocean kayaks. Remi and Sam climbed down into them, George Morales tossed their
two-bladed paddles down, and they glided into the lagoon. It wasn't long before the
first of the gray whales rose to the surface before them, spouted water and steamy
spray from double blowholes, and then made a rolling dive downward, its tall
working to leave a roiling, bubbly trail on the surface. They were silent for a few
seconds—an animal the size of a city bus had risen in front of them and sunk again,
leaving their little, orange plastic kayaks alone on the lagoon.

The Fargos spent the rest of that day and the following out in their kayaks. Whenever
they met a gray whale, it would come close to them, apparently curious. Sam and
Remi petted each whale on its head and back and then watched it go.

In the evening, the Fargos would sit at the table on the rear deck of the yacht with the
crew and share a dinner of fresh-caught fish or Mexican delicacies brought from a
restaurant in the small town of San Ignacio. They would stay out until long after dark,
talking about the sea and its creatures, about their lives and their friends and families,
as the night sky filled with brightening stars. After Sam and Remi retired to their
cabin to sleep, they could sometimes still hear the sound of the whales spouting in the
darkness.

Next, they moved south along the coast, making for Acapulco. On arrival, they called
Selma Wondrash, their chief researcher. They had given her and the young couple



who worked under her, Pete Jeffcoat and Wendy Corden, the month off, but Selma
had insisted on staying in La Jolla and supervising the construction while they were

away.
Selma answered, “Hi, Remi. Zoltan isjust fine.”

“1t’ s both of us,” said Sam. “Glad to hear that. And how’ s the construction going?’
“Just remember, the cathedral at Chartres took a few hundred yearsto build.”

“1 hope you'rejoking,” said Remi.

“l am. There' s not a single piece of woodwork left with a bullet hole in it. The lower
two floors are pretty much finished, and everything works. There's still a bit of
painting they’ re finishing up on the third floor, but your suite on the fourth floor still
needs at |least two weeks of work. Y ou know what that means.”

“That there will finally be enough closet space for my shoes?’ Remi said.

“Yes,” Sam said. “And two weeks means four weeks in contractor language.”

“l love working for a pessimist. When anything goes right, you're so surprised.
Where are you, by the way?’
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Sam said, “We're through tagging sharks. We're in Acapulco.”
“Is everything still okay?’

“It'slovely,” said Remi. “Fresh fish, chicken mole, dancing under the stars, et cetera.
It beats being shark bait. But we're thinking of coming home soon.”

“Just let me know. The jet and crew will be waiting to bring you home. I’ll pick you
up at the Orange County airport.”

“Thanks, Selma,” said Remi. “We'll let you know. It’s time to have some more fun.
Our dinner reservation isin ten minutes. Call if you need us.”

“Of course | will. Good-bye.”

They were staying

in one of the two towers at the hotel, and that night, just after they got into bed, they
felt a brief tremor. The building seemed to rock for a few seconds, and they heard a
faint rattling, but nothing more. Remi turned over and held on to Sam, then
whispered, “Another reason | love you is that you take me to hotels that have been

remodeled to stand up to earthquakes.”

“It’s not a trait women usually list for the guy of their dreams, but I'll take credit for
it.”

The next day they checked out of the hotel and returned to the yacht. As soon as they



reached the dock, they sensed something had changed. Captain Juan was up in the
bridge listening to a Spanish-language radio station with the volume up so loud that
they could hear it as soon as they were out of the taxi. George was standing at the rail
watching them approach, his face a wide-eyed mask of worry. As soon as they
stepped aboard, Sam heard the words “sismo temblor” and “volcan.”

“What isit?’ asked Sam. “ Another earthquake?’

“1t just came five or ten minutes ago. Juan might know more.”

Sam, Remi, and George all climbed to the bridge and joined Captain Juan. When he
saw them, he said, “It hit down the coast in Tapachula, in Chiapas. Right near the
border with Guatemala.”

“How bad?’ asked Remi.

“Bad,” he said. “They’re saying eight-point-three, eight-point-five. Since then, there's
smoke coming from Tacana, the volcano north of the city. The roads are all closed by
landslides for a long distance. People are hurt, maybe some killed, but they don’t
know how many.” He shook his head. “I wish we could do something.”

Sam looked at Remi and she nodded. “We' ve got to make a phone call. Start getting
the boat ready to move. Anything you haven't done since we put in here, get it done

now.

Sam took out his satellite phone and went out to the foredeck. He dialed. “ Selma?’

“Hi, Sam,” she said. “Coming home so soon?”’

“No, there's trouble. There's been a major earthquake in Tapachula, down the coast
from here. They need help and the roads to the city are blocked—maybe the whole



area. | don't know what sort of airport they have in Tapachula, but I’d like you to call
Doc Evans. Ask him to order a standard disaster medical package to be flown in to
whatever hospital there is standing—whatever they’ |l need after a big quake. Tell him
it'sour treat. Get him a bank credit for a hundred thousand dollars. Can you do that?’

“Yes. If | can't reach him, I'll get my own doctor to authorize it. The airport is a
different issue, but I'll find out if they can fly it in or if they have to drop it.”

“We're going to head south as soon as we can get |oaded.”

“I’ll stay in touch.” She hung up.

Sam hurried back to the bridge to talk to Captain Juan. He said, “We seem to bein a
position to do something more important than tagging fish.”

“What do you mean?’

“The roads to Tapachula are out, right?’

“That’s what they say on the radio. They said it could take months to clear them.”
“Since we put in here, you've taken a lot of food and water on board aready and
filled the fuel tanks, right? 1'd like to load up this boat with as much as we can carry

and head down there. We can probably be therein aday or two.”

“Well, yes,” he said. “A little more, maybe. But the company that owns the boat
won't pay for atrip like that or for the supplies. They can’'t afford it.”

“We can,” said Remi. “And we're here. So let’s go buy the supplies.”

Sam, Remi, Captain Juan, George, and Miguel went to work. Sam rented a large van,



and they all went through Acapulco together, buying bottled water, canned food,
blankets and sSleeping bags, professional-level first aid kits, and basic medica
supplies. They loaded their purchases onto the yacht and went out for more. They
bought cans of gasoline, fifteen auxiliary generators, flashlights and batteries, radios,
tents, clothing of al sizes. When they had put as much as they could into the living
quarters, the hold, the forecastle, and even the bridge, they crammed the decks with

large containers of water, gasoline, and food and lashed them to the rails so they
wouldn’t shift in rough seas.
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While they were finishing the loading, Remi set George and Miguel to calling
Acapulco’s hogpitals to see if there were supplies and prescription medications that
would be in demand in Tapachula. The hospitals sent packages of prescription
painkillers and antibiotics, splints and braces for broken bones. One hospital had
three emergency room doctors who wondered if they could get aride to Tapachulaon
the Fargos' chartered yacht.

The doctors arrived in midafternoon with their own supply of medicines and
equipment for the voyage. Two of them, Dr. Garza and Dr. Talamantes, were young
women who worked in the emergency room, and Dr. Martinez was a surgeon in his
sixties. They immediately stowed their kits and helped Sam, Remi, and the crew
bring the final vanload to the dock and onto the deck, then settled into the two
unoccupied cabins bel owdecks.

At four in the afternoon, Sam gave the order, and the yacht left the harbor to begin
the five-hundred-ten-mile voyage by sea. Captain Juan worked the engines up to full
speed and kept them there hour after hour, making for the disaster zone on a straight
course that stayed well out in the deep water. The three crewmen and Sam and Remi
each stood watches at the helm. When they weren't sleeping or helping with boat
chores, they worked under the supervision of the doctors to divide some of the
medical supplies into kits that could be delivered to small clinics, emergency rooms,
and individual doctors.

It was when they were moving back within sight of shore the next evening that they
knew they were approaching the area of destruction. They were only a mile offshore
from a populated area, but they could see no lights. Sam went to the helm and
checked the charts. “Where are we?’



“Salina Cruz,” said Migudl. “It’'s agood-sized town, but | don’'t see any lights.”

“Canwego in alittle so we can see better?”

“There are beaches, but there are also sandbars. We're heavily loaded, so we have to
be careful.”

“All right,” said Sam. “Go in as close as you can and drop anchor. We'll take a party
onshore with the lifeboat, see what we can do, and then come back.”

“All right.” Miguel moved in as close to shore as he dared and then dropped anchor.
In afew minutes, as Sam, Remi, and George were preparing the boat, Dr. Talamantes
came up on deck. She watched Sam and George lift one of the generators into the
boat and then some gasoline to run it. She said, “Be sure to save some space for me
and my bag. The rest should be food and water.”

Sam said, “We may need to make afew trips, but that’s a good way to start.”

They lowered the boat off the stern, and Remi, Sam, Dr. Talamantes, and Miguel
climbed aboard. Miguel started the outboard motor, and approached the beach at an
angle. When they reached the surf line, he turned off the motor and cocked it up to
get the propeller out of the water. The boat glided in, was given one final push by a
wave, and struck the sand.

Sam and Remi jumped out of the bow and dragged the boat a few feet up on the
beach. Dr. Talamantes and Miguel then climbed out, and all four hauled the boat up
farther. Miguel tossed the anchor out onto the beach in case the incoming tide
reached it.

They began to unload the boat, and people ran down to the beach to help them.
Miguel and Dr. Talamantes spoke to them in Spanish, and Remi translated for Sam.



“They’ve got some people with minor to moderate injuries,” said Dr. Talamantes.
“They’re in the school a couple of blocks up there. I'll go take alook at them and be
back.” She took a flashlight and her medical kit and hurried up the road with two
local women.

The others finished unloading the cases of bottled water, and Miguel spoke with a
man for a minute, then said, “This man works for the local medical clinic and he
wonders what we' re going to do with the generator.”

“That's as good a place as any to start,” said Sam. He looked around and saw that
someone had brought a child’s red wagon from the street above. They loaded the
generator onto the wagon and hauled it three blocks to the clinic in the center of
town. Sam made the connections and got it running within a few minutes. The lights
in the clinic came on, dimly at first and then a bit stronger, as the generator chugged
away outside.

As they were getting the clinic opened and taking patients, Dr. Talamantes arrived.
She said, “I’ve aready seen quite a few people at the school. All minor stuff,
fortunately. | heard you were getting things up and running here.”

“Has anybody heard about what’s going on nearer to the epicenter?’

“Tapachula is apparently a mess. A couple of boats have made it here, taking injured
people out and looking for supplies they could take back.”

“Then we' d better get another load of supplies to shore and then leave for Tapachula.
Do you want to stay here while we go for another |oad?’

“Good idea,” she said. “I can see afew patients while you' re doing that.”

“Miguel, you stay with Dr. Talamantes,” said Sam. “George and Juan can help us



reload the boat.”

Sam and Remi hurried down to the beach where the lifeboat was hauled up. As Sam
lifted the anchor, Remi stood by him. “Did you want a moonlight cruise for two or
just want to show me what a good boatman you are?”’

“A little of each,” he said. “I aso figured we could carry more supplies if we had
fewer people.”

They pushed the boat into the water, and Remi got in and sat in the bow, facing Sam.
Sam turned the boat around into the waves, pushed off, and sat in the center seat to
row. He rowed the boat through the first wave, then the second,

took another hard stroke, shipped the oars, stepped to the transom, started the motor,
and shifted to forward. The boat knifed through the next wave, rose over the one after
that, and then moved offshore.

Sam could still see the yacht anchored in deeper water outside the surf, but, as he
watched, he could see something had changed. There was the silhouette of another
boat, a small cabin cruiser, pulled up close to their yacht and tied off to the side. He
counted three men on the bridge and two more on the rear deck. As the lifeboat came
closer to the yacht, he saw one of the strangers go to the steps and disappear
bel owdecks where the cabins were.

Sam cut the outboard motor, and, in the silence, Remi said, “What's wrong?”’

“Turn around and look at the yacht,” he said. “We' ve got visitors. I'd rather approach
quietly until I’m sure they’re friendly. Watch them while | row.”

Sam moved to the center seat again while Remi sat in the bow and watched. They
were still afew hundred feet from the yacht and its new companion. When Sam was a



hundred fifty feet away, he circled the yacht, came in behind it, and tied onto the
starboard stern cleat, the side away from the small cruiser. He whispered, “I guess
we' d better make sureit’s safe before we announce ourselves.”
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Sam and Remi stood on the seats and listened. They could hear a lot of shouting in
Spanish. The words were vague even to Remi, but the tone was angry. Sam pulled
himself up on the ladder at the rear of the yacht so he could see. After afew seconds,
he ducked back down. “There are three men with Juan on the bridge. George is tied
up and gagged on the floor. One of the men just punched Juan. | think they’re trying
to make him drive off with the yacht.”

“What do you want to do?”’

“See what you can find in the lifeboat’ s safety kit. I’ll ook in the emergency locker
on the yacht’s rear deck.” He began to climb the ladder as Remi opened the kit in the
bow.

She whispered to him, “Look. A Very pistol.” She held it up. It was a vintage flare
gun made of metal, not plastic. She brought out a plastic packet of flares, opened it,
broke the gun apart, loaded one flare and put the others in her jacket pocket.

Sam whispered, “A good start. Let’s see what | can find up here.”

He silently stepped onto the rear deck, made his way to the sheltered spot below the
steps to the bridge, opened the built-in steel chest, set aside afew life preservers, and
found a second Very pistol. He loaded it, found a large folding knife inside the first
aid kit, and pocketed it.

Remi appeared at his elbow and pointed up the steps to the bridge. “ Shall we?’

Sam nodded, and they climbed the steps. Remi crouched just below the level of the



bridge on the right side and Sam crouched on the left. They listened, watching the
shadows on the ceiling of the bridge caused by the instrument panel’s lights. One of
the men hit Captain Juan and he fell to the floor beside the bound George.

Sam stood and charged onto the bridge. Sam aimed his Very pistol at the apparent
leader, who had just struck Juan. He said quietly, “Drop your gun.”

The man smirked. “That's aflare pistol.”

“So is this,” Remi said from behind the other two men. One of them began to turn,
possibly to bring his gun around toward Remi.

Sam spun the man in the direction he had been turning and pushed him through the
doorway and out over the deck, where he fell and lay stunned. Sam fired his flare gun
into the torso of the man beside Remi and Remi fired into the torso of the leader
beside Sam.

The cabin filled with a sulfurous, choking cloud of smoke, but they could still see the
blinding magenta sparks cascading out of the flares, starting the men’s clothes on fire
and burning the skin beneath. The man Sam had shot dropped his pistol and used both
hands to try to slap out the fire as he hurried down the steps, fell on the deck, got up,
and jumped overboard into the water. The leader tried to go down without falling, but
Sam planted afoot in the small of the man’s back and propelled him out over the rear
deck. The man landed on the deck beside his unconscious friend and then got up and
hurled himself overboard into the water.

Sam handed Remi the folding knife from the emergency kit. “Cut George loose.” He
grasped both railings of the steps from the bridge and dlid to the deck.

Sam glanced up and saw Remi kneeling at the entrance to the bridge, holding one of
the pistols the burning men had abandoned. Sam knelt and picked up the pistol



dropped by the unconscious man lying on the deck and stood beside the steps that led
below to the cabins. He called down, “Come up out of there. Come on. All hands on
deck.” As he spoke, he was stepping out of his shoes. He moved barefoot to the upper
side of the hatch behind the staircase. A man came up the steps, looking away from
Sam. He had a pistol in one hand and Remi’s computer in the other.

“Drop the gun but not the computer,” Sam said. “Set it down gently.”

“Why should | do anything you say?’

“Because | have your friend’s gun aimed at the back of your head.”

The man realized that the voice had been coming from behind him and slowly raised
his hands to set the computer and the gun on the deck. Then he turned his head and
saw one of his companions lying there.

Sam said, “Your other friends went for a swim. What are you doing on this boat?’

The man shrugged. “We knew any boat coming here would be carrying supplies and
eguipment because of the earthquake. Why else would anyone come now?’

“You were going to take food and medical supplies from people who need it?’

“We need it too,” said the man.

“What do you need it for?’

“To sdl it and make some money. People will pay a lot for those things after an
earthquake. Farther down the coast, they’ll pay even more. Food and water are

getting scarce. The roads are out, and the power is off, so things in the refrigerators
are rotting.”



Sam said, “Well, you' re not going to get anything from us.”

The man shrugged, and said, “Maybe you're right, but maybe | am.” He leaned back
against therail and folded his arms.

On the steps up from the cabins, there was new activity. The next person to appear
was Dr. Martinez. He held both hands above his head. After him came Dr. Garza,
with her hands held the same way. Then there was a young Mexican man with an
expensive haircut, fitted, expensive jeans, and a pair of cowboy boots that seemed out
of place on a boat. He had one hand on Dr. Garza's shoulder and a pistol at the back
of her head.

The young man said, “If you'll put down your gun, | won't shoot her.”

“Becareful,” said Sam. “Even hearing you say that makes my wifeirritated.”
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Remi was at the top of the steps on the bridge, aiming at the young man’s head.

The man leaning against the rail glanced at her unimpressed, and said, “Take his

gun.
The man lying on the deck got up and rushed toward Sam. Sam fired a round through
the man’s foot and the man fell to the deck and rocked from side to side, wincing and

moaning and holding his foot.

As the young man in the expensive jeans moved his gun away from Dr. Garza's head
to am at Sam, Remi called from above him, “Last chance to drop it.”

Sam said, “She’'s a pistol champion. Do you understand? She can put a bullet through
the pupil of your eyeif she wantsto.”

The man looked up at Remi and saw her sighting down the barrel of the pistol she
held with a steady two-handed grip. He considered for a moment, then set his pistol

on the deck beside him, as Dr. Garza hurried up onto the deck.

“Now, up with your friends,” Remi said. The man climbed to the deck and joined his
two colleagues.

“All right,” Sam called out. “Now, al of you, into the water.”
The man at therail said, “But—"

“Alive or dead, you're all going to get wet,” said Sam.



The man trandlated for his companions

. The two uninjured men helped their colleague over the rail, then jumped in after
him.

When Sam heard the final splash, he stepped to the stern of the yacht, picked up a can
of gasoline, walked to the cleat where the small cruiser was tied, poured gasoline on
its deck, then untied the boat and pushed it away from the anchored yacht. The five
men swam toward it. When the boat had drifted thirty feet away from the yacht, Sam
took out the Very pistol, fired a flare onto the cruiser’s deck, and watched the bright
orange flames roar to life. There was a smattering of applause from those left on the
yacht.

He walked to the foot of the stepsto the bridge. “ Juan!”

“Yes, Sam?’

“Y ou and George feel healthy enough to work?’

11 Y%."

“Then start the engines, raise the anchor, and get us to that dock over there. Let’s pick
up Miguel and Dr. Talamantes and get out of here.”

SALINA CRUZ, MEXICO

Dr. Talamantes and Miguel boarded at the dock a few minutes later. Both had run
back to the beach when they’ d heard the news that there was a yacht burning offshore
and, when they’ d spotted it heading for the municipal docks, they had gone to meet it.
Within afew minutes, they were heading southeast along the coast again.



Three more times they stopped at darkened coastal towns to unload cases of clean
water and canned food, flashlights, generators, and gasoline. Each time, the three
doctors came in the first boatload, equipped with their standard medical kits.

At each stop, after afew hours the doctors would announce that the emergency cases
had all been treated and that there were local people who would take care of the
minor complaints now that the medical supplies had been delivered. Sam would call
everybody back to the beach, and Miguel would take them back in the lifeboat. The
last ones off the beach were always Sam and Remi. As soon as they were aboard the
yacht again, the crew would raise the anchor, and the vessel would continue down the
coast toward Tapachula.

At dawn on the fourth day, Sam and Remi were asleep in their cabin when Miguel
knocked. Sam got up to open the door. “What’s up?’

“We can see Tapachula. Juan thinks you should come to the bridge.”

Sam and Remi dressed quickly and headed up on deck. When they climbed the steps
to the bridge, they could see why Juan had wanted to wake them. Through the
windshield they could see the distant shape of Tacana, the second highest peak in
Mexico. It was a dark blue pyramid miles back from the coast, standing aone against
the sky. This morning, it was emitting aline of gray smoke that trailed off to the east.

Juan said, “It’ stechnically active, but it hasn’'t had a big eruption since 1950.”

“Did they say on the radio that it was about to do anything?’ asked Remi. “Have they
told people to evacuate?’

“They don’'t seem to know what’s happening yet. They say maybe the earthquake
shook something loose or opened up cracks. The roads are out, so | don’'t think the
scientists have gotten there to measure anything yet.”



“How far isthe volcano from the city?’ asked Sam.

“Much farther than it looks,” Juan said. “The mountain is four thousand meters, so it
looks close. But we'll have plenty to do without the volcano. We'll be off Tapachula
in twenty minutes.”
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Remi went down the steps and then bel owdecks to the cabins and knocked on doors.
“We're amost to Tapachula,” she called.

A few minutes later, the crew, the doctors, and the Fargos were all up and having a
simple breakfast of coffee, eggs, and fruit on deck. It was difficult for any of them to
keep from staring into the distance at the smoke from the volcano smeared across the
sky. As they approached the city, they began to see the devastation—»buildings that
had half disintegrated in the shaking, leaving great piles of bricks beside walls that
were, for the moment, still standing; long rows of telephone poles that had fallen,
leaving electrical wires draped over parked cars or lying in the street. Here and there,
in the panoramic view from the deck of the yacht, they could see small, steady fires
that had probably begun when natural gas pipes had broken. One by one, they left the
table to prepare to go ashore.

They had visited enough affected towns on their way down the coast to have
improved their methods greatly. The three doctors, who had already replenished their
medical kits, each packed two large backpacks with supplies they’ d needed in the last
towns. There were fires, so they brought burn medications and painkillers. There was
falen masonry, so they brought splints, sutures, and—for the worst
cases—amputation kits. Sam, Remi, and George lined up the cases of food and water,
loaded the first of the generators and gasoline cans. They knew from experience that
their trip to shore would attract those eager to help as well as the desperate, so they
included cases of flashlights, first aid kits, and tools for digging people out of
collapsed buildings and for making temporary shelters.

At seven, while they were packing, they could already see people gathering on the
beach to meet them. They loaded the heaviest items into the lifeboat before they



lowered it to the water, then formed a line so they could hand the other boxes and
packs from one person to the next down the ladder to the boat. When they were
finished, the boat was a bit overloaded, so they had to carefully arrange themselves to
keep it evenly balanced.

The trip to shore included the three doctors and Sam, Remi, and Miguel, who would
run the motor and bring the boat in safely. Miguel used the waves judiciously,
positioning the boat at the proper angle so it would be propelled in rather than rolled
over. Just as the boat was near the shore, he turned off the motor and tilted it up to
protect the propeller. As the keel scraped at the bow, Sam and Remi jumped out and
hauled the boat ashore.

The local people were overjoyed to see what they had brought. The three doctors
were immediately surrounded by people eager to guide them to the local hospital and
carry their medical supplies. Sam, Remi, and Miguel unloaded the rest of the supplies
onto the sand and pushed the boat back out to sea so Miguel could go back for the
next load of food, water, and a second generator.

Sam and Remi went with the doctors to get the first generator up and running at the
hospital and then returned to the beach to get the second generator, when Miguel
returned, and bring it to amedical clinic that was still standing across town.

The work went on al day and much of the night. As they distributed their cargo to
various parts of town, they heard many stories. People were working with shovels
and tractors and trucks to clear the roads to cities along the coast. Others with homes
that had remained intact were taking in those whose homes were destroyed.

Through the next five days, there were aftershocks from the enormous quake. The
first few were sharp and lasted uncomfortably long, but they seemed to get milder
and less frequent as the days passed.



On the evening of the sixth day, Captain Juan was waiting on the rear deck of the
yacht when Sam, Remi, and the others returned in the lifeboat. His face was grave.

Remi nudged Sam. “1 think we're about to get some bad news.”

Remi, Sam, the three doctors, George, and Miguel gathered while Juan fidgeted and
cleared his throat. “This afternoon | got a radio message from the charter company.
They’ve been patient about things, but they want us to bring their yacht back to
Acapulco.”

“Why?" asked Remi. “We're still willing to rent it, and we haven't hurt the boat, have

we?’

“1t’ s nothing like that,” Juan said. “ They’ ve been nervous because we' ve been using a
luxury yacht to haul supplies, but they knew it was necessary and that we can fix
anything that 1ooks worn. But they’ve got a schedule to keep. In four days, another
group will arrive in Acapulco, expecting the yacht to be waiting for them. There are
contracts.” He shrugged and held out his empty hands to pantomime his hel plessness.

“How much time do we have?’ asked Sam.

“They want us to leave tonight. That will give them a day to have the decks cleaned
and polished, the engines serviced, and new suppliesloaded. I'm sorry.”

“All right,” said Sam. “We' ve unloaded all the supplies we brought here days ago and
now there’'s no need for the yacht. What do you think, Remi? Want to go back to
Acapulco with the boat and fly home?’

“Not yet,” she said. “I think we should stay a few more days. |’ ve been hearing that
the people who live near the volcano still need medical care and supplies.”



“Are you sure?’ said Juan. “That’s not an easy trip. Don’'t get me wrong. |’ ve seen
you both working when | was ready to drop. I’'m proud to know you.”

“Weadl are,” said George.
“1t’ s been a pleasure for ustoo,” said Sam. “But we'd like to try to help the people on

the mountain. Right now, we'll go below and pack our things so you can get started
for home.”

Dr. Martinez said, “1 think I’d better go back with the boat, if | may. I’ ve been away
from the hospital aslong as| can be.”

Sam turned to the others. “Dr. Garza?’

Dr. Garza said, “Dr. Talamantes and | are staying for a few more days too. And by
the way, please call me Maria. We' ve been through so much together, | feel as though
I’ve known you for years.”

“And call me Christina,” said Dr. Talamantes.

In a short time, the group was reassembled on the aft deck with their backpacks.
George and Miguel helped them into the lifeboat and took them back to the beach.
When the boat was empty again, Sam and Remi pushed it off into deeper water.

“We'll missyou,” said Miguel.

“Good,” said Remi. “Friends should miss one another. But we'll all have stories of
adventures we can tell when we meet again.”

As the lifeboat putted out to the yacht, Sam picked up their backpacks, and he and
Remi walked off the beach and up the street toward the schoolhouse that was being



used for temporary shelter. He said, “Y ou know we' re stranded now, don’t you?”

“Stranded in atropical beach town with the man | love?’ Remi said. “Big deal.”
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“A very romant

ic thing to say for a woman who'’s been shoveling gravel and asphalt into cracksin a
runway. | just hope those adventures you were talking about are as much fun as you
implied to Miguel.”

She went up on tiptoes and kissed him. “This will be fine, and we'll do some small
bit of good. If we weren't here, we'd be a home, bugging the electricians and
carpenters, so our house would never get finished.”

“You're right,” he said. “Let’s go see if there’s room for us to sleep in the school.
WEe'll call Selma so she doesn’t get worried, and tomorrow we can ask around to see
how to form arelief party to the mountain.”

VOLCAN TACANA, MEXICO

By noon the next day, Sam and Remi were among a dozen volunteers sitting under
the hot sun in the back of aflatbed truck, bouncing along the bad road toward Volcan
Tacana. Beside them were their former shipmates Dr. Christina Talamantes and Dr.
Maria Garza, and, on the other side, were others they had come to know during the
past week. There were two brothers in their twenties named Raul and Paul Mendoza,
who had been brought up out in the countryside near the volcano, and a tall, quiet
man named José, who' d had a law office in Tapachula that had been damaged by the
earthquake. José Sanchez had a thick mustache that veiled his mouth, so one seldom
knew whether he was smiling or frowning.

As they rode away from the city past miles of cultivated fields on their way into the



interior, Remi stared into the distance at the blue triangle of Tacana Christina
Talamantes noticed. “There doesn’t seem to be any more smoke. Maybe it'll settle
down again for another hundred years or so0.”

“And maybe it’s saving its strength to spit fire and ash on our heads and bury us in

lava,” José said. “Theword ‘ Tacan& is Mayan for ‘House of Fire.

“Let’shopeit doesn't live up to its name, for now,” Sam said.

They rode for another hour before they reached the small town of Unién Juarez.
There were two small brick buildings along the main street that had partially
collapsed and two others that had lost some roof tiles. In the central square, the driver
and the Spanish-speaking volunteers got out to talk with the people loitering there.
Sam and Remi stuck close to Christina, who obliged them by trandating. After
talking briefly with an Indian-looking couple, Christina told the Fargos, “The road
ends in about seven kilometers.”

“Then what?’ asked Sam.

“Then we walk,” she said. “The lady saysit’'safoot trail, and there are lots of smaller
trails branching off of it that lead to the mountain villages.”

Remi said, “Did she say anything about conditions up there?’

“She warned me that it will be cold. It s over thirteen thousand feet at the top.”
“We're ready for that,” Remi said. “In fact, | have some things | can share with you. |
brought some shells and fleece linings on the yacht because sometimes the Pacific

can be cold at night, especially when the wind blows.”

“Thank you,” said Christina. “I brought some warm clothes too, and so did Maria,



because we thought we' d be sleeping outdoors. But we may take you up on your offer
in aday or two.”

“Did the lady say anything else?’

“They’ve had some avalanches from the shaking, and some of the villages' water
supplies may be contaminated. There are afew injuries that Mariaand | can treat, and
possibly some that we can’'t. Those people will have to be evacuated.”

Sam said, “We'll look for places near each of the villages where a helicopter can

|land.

“Thank you,” said Christina. “Right now, I'm going to the church to join Maria and
see if we can interview people who have come down from the mountain to find
shelter. Want to come?’

When they entered the church, Maria and Christina met with five families from
mountain villages. As they talked with the parents, the children came to Remi and sat
on her lap. They were fascinated by her long auburn hair and loved to hear her sing
little songs in her exotic native language, English. She gave them protein bars with
nuts and chocolate as treats.

After awhile, the truck driver appeared in front of the church, and everyone climbed
into the flatbed truck for the last leg of their ride. Where the road ended, there was a
stone to mark the beginning of the foot trail. Each of the volunteers climbed down
from the truck and shouldered a heavy pack full of supplies. They al helped one
another adjust load straps, and then set off.

The walk up the steep mountain trail was hard and slow. The forests had been cut and
cleared for most of their journey but had never been cleared on the mountain, so
foliage overhung their path. They made camp on alevel clearing surrounded by trees



with fruit that looked like small avocados the Mendozas called criollo, and slept until
dawn, when the sun woke them. As they reached higher altitudes, the lowland trees
were replaced by pines called pinabete.

They followed the same pattern for three days, breaking camp each morning, walking
until they reached the next village, and meeting with its inhabitants to find out what
kind of help they needed. At each one, Christina and Maria examined patients and
treated injuries and illnesses. Remi assisted them, keeping the inventory of medicines
and supplies, bathing and bandaging and administering prescribed doses while the
doctors moved on to the next patient. Sam worked with a crew of volunteers and local
farmers to rebuild and strengthen houses, replace broken pipes and wiring, and fix
generatorsto restore electrical power.

At the end of the fifth day on the mountain, as they lay in a tent at the edge of a
village near the twenty-five-hundred-meter level, Sam said, “I have to admit I’'m glad
we decided to do this.”

“Metoo,” Remi said. “It’s one of the most satisfying times of my life.”

“Y ou have wonderful taste.”

“Y ou have wonderful self-esteem,” she said. “And I’m going to sleep.”

The following morning, Sam and Remi led the way to the last village. They took the
smaller side trail that the mayor had told them led to their final stop and soon they
were getting too far ahead of the others. They waited until the others could see them
and then went on. But, before long, they were much farther ahead again.

Sam and Remi reached a slope that had suffered an avalanche during the night and

covered a stretch of the trail with dirt and rocks that looked like basalt. They made a
detour above it, carefully navigating around the big boulders that had fallen. Then



they both stopped.
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One of the enormous chunks of basalt that lay in the path was not natural. It was a
perfect rectangle with rounded corners at the top. Without speaking, they both
stepped closer. They could see the carved profile of a man with the hooked nose and
elongated skull of a Mayan aristocrat and an elaborate feathered headdress. There
were columns of complex symbols that they could tell were Mayan writing. They
both looked up the side of the mountain, their eyes following the gash in the green
foliage upward, tracing the path of the avalanche to its beginning.

Irresistible attraction made them begin to climb at once. They went up the steep
hillside to a surface that was perfectly flat like a shelf, about thirty feet long and
twenty feet wide. The space was bordered by trees, but there were none within the
ring. They could see that a portion of the shelf had broken off and gone down in the
avalanche.

Sam dug down a few inches with his knife, and they both heard the blade strike stone
and scrape when he moved it.

Remi looked around her. “ A patio?’ she said. “Or an entryway?’

They looked at the sheer face of the mountain. There was one area that had a layer of
new dirt on it, which had fallen from higher up on the mountain, and a bit of a
recessed spot. “ Thislooks like it might have slid down when the big block fell,” Sam
said. He poked it with his knife, then set down his pack and took out his folding
shovel. He used it overhand, scraping down more of the dirt from the rocky wall.

“Careful,” Remi said. “We don’t want to bring down the rest of the mountain.” But
she took off her backp



ack, took out a hatchet they’d used for splitting firewood, and joined him. When the
dirt was cleared, they faced a wall of black volcanic rock. Sam stabbed at it with his
shovel afew times. It was brittle and porous like pumice and chipped off in chunks.
He nodded at Remi’s hatchet. “May 1?7’

“Bemy guest.” She handed him the hatchet.

Sam hacked at the layer of volcanic stone, knocking it away. “It looks as though at
some point there was a lava flow, and it must have come down like a curtain.”

“QOver the entrance?’

“lI didn’t dare to put it that way,” he said. “We don't know it's an entrance to
anything, but that’s sure what it looks like.” He hacked harder until a bigger chunk
fell inward and a hole appeared.

“You just had to knock hard,” said Remi. “What do you think? Tomb?’

“Way up here? I'm guessing a sacred place, like a shrine to whatever god was in
charge of volcanos.”

Sam enlarged the opening, took his flashlight from his pack, shone its beam into the
hole, and then stepped through the opening. “Come in,” he said. “It's an ancient
building.”

Inside was a room made of cut stone, then plastered in white. All of the walls had
been painted with colorful pictures of Mayan men, women, and gods in a procession
of some sort. A few humans sacrificed to the gods by cutting themselves or pushing
thorns through their tongues. But the figure that dominated the pictures on each wall
was a skeleton with dangling eyeballs.



But Sam and Remi didn’t let their flashlights linger on any of these scenes. They both
stepped deeper into the room, drawn by a singular sight. On the whitewashed stone
floor lay the desiccated body of a man, dark and leathery. He wore a breechcloth, and
a pair of sandals of woven plant fiber. In the stretched lobes of his ears were large
green jade plugs. There were jade beads around his neck and a carved jade disk. They
both ran the beams of their flashlights up and down the withered figure. Beside the
man’s body was a widemouthed, lidded pot.

Remi twisted the neck of her flashlight to make the beam wider. “I’ve got to take
some pictures before we get any closer.”

“Or before there' s another aftershock and the roof fallsin.”

Remi handed Sam her flashlight, then took flash pictures with her phone. She circled
the dead man, taking every angle. She shot the four walls, the ceiling, the floor, and
then the pot by the man. “He’'s mummified. He looks a bit like the Inca mountain
burials and the Moche and Chimu on the Chilean coast.”

“He does,” said Sam. “But thisisn't aburial.”

“No,” Remi agreed. “It looks as though he was sheltering here, at least temporarily,
and died. He's got carved-out wooden vessels over here with some seeds in them.
Probably the fruit just rotted away. There' s another one that could have been aran
catcher.”

“He's got an obsidian knife in his belt, and a few flaked pieces he used for carving
over by the wooden trough.”

Remi was photographing the pot, which was painted with Mayan scenes that seemed
to be about one man—eating, wielding a shield and a war club, kneeling to a
fearsome-looking deity that seemed part feline and part troll.



Sam said, “lI wonder what was inside.”

“Whatever it is, it's probably still there. The lid seems to be stuck on it with some
kind of seal—like glue. We'd better not try to open it or we'll damage it. Get out of
the frame. | want to send these pictures to Selma before my battery dies.”

“Good idea.” Sam stepped out through the hole in the lava curtain, used his phone to
take pictures of the entryway and the mountainside above and below him. As he shot
downward toward the trail and the chunk of worked stone that blocked it, he saw the
rest of the volunteers coming along. “Hey!” he shouted. “Up here!”

The column of people stopped and looked up, and he waved his arms so they would
spot him two hundred feet above them. They hesitated for a moment and then began

to climb toward him.

While Sam was waiting for the others to arrive, Remi came out of the shrine's
entrance onto the surface where he stood. “What are you doing?’

He pointed down at the others. | asked them to come up to take alook.”

“1 suppose we couldn’t keep this to ourselves.”
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“Not even for a day. Not with that carved doorpost lying on the trail down there.
We're going to need their help to keep this place safe until we can turn it over to the
authorities.”

“You'reright,” she said. “This could be an important find. I’ m not aware of any other
mummified Mayans.”

In a few minutes, Christina and Maria, the Mendoza brothers, and José Sanchez
joined them. Christinalooked around her. “What is this place?’

“We're not sure,” said Remi. “It's a Mayan ruin, and it seems to have been buried in
alavaflow. We think it's a shrine or holy place, probably dedicated to the mountain.
The Mayans also had lots of gods that lived in the sky or the interior of the Earth. On
avolcano, | suppose it could be either. | remember one called Bacab who did both.”

Marialooked at the entrance. “ Can we go inside without damaging it?’

“We've been inside,” Sam said. “It should be okay as long as you don't touch
anything. There are the remains of a man in there. He's been mummified—not
intentionally but by the conditions. The altitude and the dry air up here probably
preserved him the way it preserved the mummies in Peru and Chile. At some point, a
lavaflow sealed the entrance, and that probably made a big difference.”

The volunteers all took their flashlights and went in one at a time. As each one came
out, another entered. When they had all been inside, they stood on the flat entry,
hushed and looking awed.



“What do we do about him?’ asked Paul Mendoza.

José Sanchez said, “We get the news out. Then people will pay to come up here.”

“No,” said Maria. “We've got to get the authorities up here. The archaeol ogists—"

“The archaeologists can’t do much right now,” said Christina. “The roads are closed,
and, when they’re reopened, it would be wrong to evacuate a corpse first when there
are people down there waiting to be transported to hospitals.”

“He' snot just acorpse,” said Sanchez. “He' s anational treasure.”

“Whether he died yesterday or in 900 A.D., the point is that he's dead,” said Maria.
“He's not in danger, like a patient who needs a transplant. If we make sure he's
preserved, that’s all we can do for him.”

Sam held up a hand. “Please, everyone. It never came up before, but Remi and | have
some experience with this kind of find. We' ve been on archaeological expeditionsin
different parts of the world. We don’t know when this man came to the shrine yet.
But he has an obsidian knife and nothing that’s made of iron or steel. The site looks
like the classic Mayan period, which means it’s probably from between 300 and 900
A.D. You saw he has jade jewelry, which places him in the highest social class. He
was probably either a priest or nobleman. Scientists can learn from him. We're not
aware of any classic Mayan remains that are so well preserved.”

“What do you think we should do?’ asked Paul Mendoza

“Normally, we'd say to seal the entrance up again and call in archaeologists,” said
Remi. “But we're in the middle of a disaster area. It will be a while before they’re
able to get here. And there’s no way to hide the site with that carved pillar on the
trail.”



Sam said, “I think we' ve got to try to stand watch over the site for the night. Then, we
can get the mayor of the last village to understand the importance of this site to the
people so he can persuade his neighbors to help. Other parts of Mexico and Central
America have benefited economically from archaeological sites. People will want to
come and study this one and possibly do some excavating. But if we tell outsiders
about it now, advertise it widely before the scientists can study it, then it will be
destroyed. Looters and pot hunters will come and dig everything up in all directions
before scholars can get here.”

“You're pretty sure of everything, aren’t you?’ said Sanchez. He was angry.

“Of that much anyway,” said Sam. “We' ve seen it happen. Priceless artifacts were
taken before they could be indentified, walls undermined and broken, human remains
thrown aside and exposed to the elements.”

“And what if it did happen? We own it, not you. Anything from the old days belongs
to the people of Mexico. It’s ours by law and by moral right. These people were our
ancestors.”

“You're absolutely correct,” Sam said. “Every Mexican citizen owns one hundred
thirteen millionth of what we found. We' d like to see those citizens all get their share,
and that means turning him over to the Mexican authorities.”

Christinasaid, “Jose, don’'t be a donkey. Thisis a piece of Mexican history. Of course
we'll preserveit.”

“You're awfully friendly with Sam Fargo, aren’t you? That ride on the yacht must
have been very pleasant.”

Sam said, “The doctors came with us because the roads were out and they needed to
get here to help the injured. Please don’'t insult them by implying it was anything



else.
Maria said something very rapidly in Spanish through clenched teeth.

José Sanchez looked shocked and a bit ashamed. “I’m very sorry | said that. Please
accept my apologies, al of you. I'll go aong with everyone else and do my part to

preserve what’s here.”

“Thank you, Jose,” said Remi. “What we need to do now is set up a camp for the
night. It should be a bit away from this site so nobody sees it and gets curious.”

“I'll look for a spot,” said José. He walked off alone, exploring the plateau. After a
minute, he disappeared around the curve of the mountain.

The Mendoza brothers looked after him, seemingly tempted to follow and have a say
in choosing the site.

“I"dleave him ao
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nefor awhile,” said Sam. “He'll be back when he' s gotten over it.”

“All right,” said Raul.

Sam turned to the doctors. “Christina and Maria, | think Remi and | may have caused
a problem by opening the lava seal on the entrance to the shrine. The man who's
lying on the floor in there was probably preserved by his airless environment, and
now we've changed it. He's exposed to the atmosphere. Do you have any advice?’
“The best thing would be to freeze him, which we can’'t do,” said Christina.

Maria said, “I think you were right about the conditions up here on the mountain
preserving him. The dry, cool days and cold nights above ten thousand feet are ideal.
So, for the moment, he'll probably be fine. It's taking him down to sea level to a

tropical forest that istherisk.”

Sam said, “Maybe we can improvise a container that’s cold and airtight and carry him
down.”

“That’ s our best hope,” said Maria.
“Where' sthe nearest ice?’ asked Christina.

“Above us,” said Sam. “There seem to be ice fields up above twelve thousand feet. |
could see them yesterday. Maybe | can climb up and reach the lowest one.”

“The body bags,” said Christina.



“Body bags?’

Mariasaid, “When medical teams go into disaster areas, sometimes there are fatalities
that need to be bagged to prevent the spread of disease. So we carry a few bags. We
can use three or four at once to keep the body’s temperature even. They’re airtight
and strong. If we put him inside one and then pack ice around him and put a bag or
two over that, he should stay fresh.”

“1’m going with you,” Remi said, just beside Sam’s ear.

He shook his head. “Risking both of us doesn’t seem like the best idea.”

“Climbing up to anicefield aloneisaworse idea.”

“Not necessarily,” he said. “It could save a valuable specimen.”

“You're a pretty valuable specimen yourself, and two of us can bring twice as much
ice,” she said. “Argue with that.”

“Do you get the impression | argue with you just to get my own way?’

“Never,” shelied.

“All right, then,” he said. “We'll both go.”

She said, “At least we'll have those nice body bags if anything goes wrong.”

Remi and Sam emptied their packs of amost everything but a body bag each, a

hatchet for her, a shovel for him, water, and their fleeces and jackets. Then they set
off to climb.



It was still midday when they began, but the climb was steep. They were able to
accomplish the necessary progress without climbing gear because the irregular
surface of the mountain offered footholds. After a time, they were on a windswept
slope above the tree line on bare ground and felt tired and winded.

“I’'m glad we spent a few days above ten thousand feet before we tried this,” Remi
said.

“Me too. | just hope this works. 1'd like to get up there and be well on our way back
before dark.”

“1f we keep up this pace, we should be ableto do it.”

“Sure,” he said. “Anybody could do it if they could keep up this pace.”

They laughed, and found themselves going even faster. Soon they were climbing in
silence, too winded to feel comfortable talking. Once in awhile, Sam would turn and
say, “You al right?’ and Remi would reply, “So far.”

In late afternoon, they reached the snow-covered part of the mountain and stopped to
look ahead. There was a big caldera at the top and three smaller ones along a ridge.
Sam pointed to the white streaks. “See? The snow is only on the crests of ridges

radiating out from the caldera.”

“The caldera must be hot,” Remi said.
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“Well, let’s see if we can grab some ice and get down quickly.”

They walked along the rocky badlands between the calderas to reach the streaks of
ice. When they got there, they dug down below the snow and found solid ice. They
chipped at it with Sam’s shovel and Remi’s hatchet to free chunks they could break
out. They gathered ice until they had as much as they could carry. They put it in the
body bags, then wrapped the bags in their fleeces and jackets, put them in their
backpacks, and began to walk back toward the top of the trail.

As they were hurrying toward the trail, there was a deep rumbling sound, and the
rocky ground below them began to shake. They knew they wouldn’t be able to retain
their balance. They each bent their knees, sat, and slipped the backpack straps from
their shoulders while they waited out the earthquake. The shaking and rumbling
continued for a minute, then another minute.

“Areyou scared?’ Remi asked.

“Of course I’'m scared,” said Sam. “| have no idea whether this is just an aftershock
or we're about to have the mountaintop blow off and hurl us into the stratosphere.”

“Just testing your sanity,” she said.

As the rumbling abated, they became aware of a new sound, a hiss that was almost a
whistle. It grew to a rushing sound, and then a roar that reminded them of an
airplane' s engine. As they looked around for the source, a cloud of steam rose into
their line of sight across the snowfield. It was white, spewing out of the mountain at
high pressure from somewhere below them.



As soon as they had shouldered their packs again and shifted them to balance the
weight of the ice they were carrying, they set off. They walked quickly, sometimes
approaching atrot in places where the volcanic rock was clear and solid.

When they reached the beginning of the trail they had taken upward, the sun was low,
its rays already horizontal and glaring in their eyes from Mexico on the west side and
casting an enormous shadow on the green forests of Guatemala on the east. They
moved downward without delay, passing spots they remembered. This time, they had
to guard against letting their momentum propel them past afoothold into open air.

Now they could see the source of the noise and the steam cloud. It was arift in the
rocky mountainside where a plume of hot air and water was shooting out under
immense pressure. They edged away from the steam, but they couldn’t stray too far
without losing their way. Once they were below it, they felt a tentative relief. But an
hour later, as they were descending a rock formation that looked like a series of
frozen waterfalls, the rumbling in the earth began again.

“Better hold on,” said Sam, and they both found handholds and sat, Remi’s head on
Sam’s shoulder. They kept their places while the rumbling increased and the
mountain shook. The shaking seemed more violent, and it dislodged two showers of
rocks a few dozen feet to their left that rolled down, hit other rocks, and caromed off
into the air, then hit far below with audible impact.

The silence returned, and they began to descend again. They had to go more slowly
now because, in places, new rockslides had fallen across their path, covering their old
footholds and making them tread on untested spots. When darkness came, they used
flashlights to choose every step. The shaking returned once more, but they were in an
open, unprotected area, where they were extremely vulnerable to faling rocks, so
they could only push on.

It was not until about one am. that Sam and Remi reached their starting point. They



walked back above the main trail until they reached the site of the ruined shrine. As
they approached the little plateau, they could see the artificial glow of a cell phone.
“Somebody else must have a satellite phone,” Remi said. “I think José does,” Sam
said. She called out, “Hello, down there. It'sus.”

The glow of the phone disappeared and a human shape moved along the patio. “This
way!” It was Jos€' s voice. He turned on a flashlight and lit the way for them to reach
the shrine. “Y ou must betired,” he said. “I’ [l show you the way to the camp.”

“First, we've got to get our friend onice,” Sam said.

Sam, Remi, and José went into the shrine. They laid out a fresh body bag and
carefully lifted the man into it, then zipped it shut.

“He seems so light,” José said.

“He's mostly skeleton now,” Remi said. “ The bones are only about fifteen percent of
our living weight, which is mostly water.” They packed ice around the bag, slipped
another bag over it, and then athird.

They heard footsteps approaching outside. Raul Mendoza called, “It's my turn to
stand guard,” then stuck his head into the entrance. “Oh, Fargos. It's good to see you.
When the mountain was shaking, we all got worried.”

“We'refine,” said Remi. “ After some sleep, we'll be even better.”

The Fargos followed Jose on what must have been the remnant of an ancient trail on
the mountainside to another flat space, where al the tents had been pitched. Sam

played his flashlight’ s beam up the mountain. “What’ s above us?’

“No overhangs or big rocks. Nothing came down today during the shaking.”



“Thanks, José. And thanks for your help with the mummy.”

“Good night,” he said, and the Fargos crawled into their tent and closed the flap to
ward off the morning sun that would come up too soon.

VOLCAN TACANA

Sam woke to the buzz of Remi’s satellite phone and realized that the sun was up
already. He patted the floor of the little tent and found the phone. “Hello.”

“Sam?’ said Selma Wondrash. “Where are you two?’

“About ten thousand feet up an active volcano called Tacana. We're coming down
today. I's something wrong?’

“I'll let you be the judge,” she said. “I just sent you an article that appeared this
morning in aMexico City paper.”

“Okay. I'll call you back when we've seen it.”
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He terminated the call, went online, and found the e-mail with the attachment. He
clicked on the article and was greeted by a color photograph of the interior of the
Mayan shrine, the body, and the painted pot. “Uh-oh,” he said.

Remi opened her eyes and sat up. “What?’
He turned the little screen toward her and she gasped. “How did that happen?’

Sam thumbed through the article, looking at the photographs. There was a picture of
the whole group in the last mountain village. He showed Remi. “Remember when
this picture was taken?’

“Sure. We all lined up, and then . . .” She paused. “José handed his cell phone to the
mayor’s brother.”

“ And then he handed the phone back to José. So we know where this came from.”

“José sent it to areporter, obvioudly, along with this article. I’m going to get a better
trandation than | can do.” She took the phone from Sam, ducked out of the tent, and
disappeared.

When Sam caught up with her, she was sitting beside Christina, who was trandlating.
“The discovery was made by Sam and Remi Fargo, members of a volunteer relief
expedition bringing aid to the remote villages on Tacana. . .” She paused. “He gives
you full credit, but he doesn’'t leave anyone out. The picture has everyone's full
name, and the narrative seems accurate.”



“I respect him for his honesty,” Remi said. “It’s just that we thought we had more
time before the rest of the world knew.”

“Well, we don't,” said Sam. “We' d better decide what to do.” He looked around at
the camp. “Where' s Jose?’

Remi stood and looked around. “He was guarding the shrine when we came in last
night.”

Sam began to run. He dashed along the plateau, ascended the narrow path until he
reached the place where it widened again near the entrance to the shrine. There was
Raul Mendoza. “Good morning, Sam,” he said. “Buenos dias.”

“Buenos dias,” Sam said. He leaned into the entrance and saw that everything was as
it had been. The body was still in its body bags, the pot had not been moved, and the
wooden vessels were untouched. He returned to Raul. “ Did you happen to see José go
by this morning?’

“No,” said Mendoza. “Not since he was with you last night.”

“I think we can leave the shrine for afew minutes,” said Sam. “We al need to have a
talk.”

“All right.”
They went to the camp, where the others were just stowing their tents and gear in
their backpacks and putting out cook fires. When Sam and Raul arrived, Remi said,

“Apparently, José took off by himself. Histent and gear are gone.”

“We should talk.”



“We've been talking,” Remi said. “Everybody agrees that we can’t do much to hide
the shrine. We can bury the carved stone pillar, but we can’t moveit. All wecandois
make sure we' ve got the best possible photos of the interior of the shrine and take our
friend and his belongings with us.”

“We should also explain to the villagers what they’ ve got here.”

During the morning, they brought the village mayor and his two closest friends to the
shrine, then showed them the article in the Mexico City newspaper. Sam warned
them that people would be coming. The ones from the government and from
universities should be welcomed and the others kept away, for the present.

When they were finished explaining and the mayor said he understood, the volunteers
left the shrine. Sam carried the Mayan pot across his chest in a rudimentary sling, and
the Mendoza brothers carried the body on a makeshift stretcher, just two poles with
the body lashed between them. The doctors sealed the wooden vessels, and the
remains of the fruits and vegetables found in them, in sterile, airtight plastic bags.

Every few hours, Sam stopped and drained off some water from the melting ice and
made sure the body bags were intact. It took two days of walking to get down the
long trail to the village of Union Juarez, but Maria used Remi’ s satellite telephone to
call ahead to be sure that a truck was waiting to take them to Tapachula.

On the bumpy ride back to Tapachula, Sam protected the pot from shock by keeping
it on his lap. The Mendoza brothers protected the mummy by holding the stretcher
suspended between their knees, where it couldn’t touch the bed of the truck. As they
drove to the city, Sam spoke with the others. “I think that at least until the publicity
dies down, we've got to keep our friend’'s location secret. Maria, Christina, I'm
wondering if | can ask you for afavor.”

After some discussion, Sam had the truck take them to the hospital at Tapachula. Dr.



Talamantes and Dr. Garza went inside alone. A while later, they returned with a
gurney and wheeled the body in, where they could keep it refrigerated in the morgue.
When they came back, they had news. While they had been up on the volcano, the
city had made great progress. The electrical power had been restored, the roads to the
west and the east were open again, and the airport had resumed commercial flights.

The four shared a cab that wound through recently cleared and half-repaired streets to
the airport. While Sam paid the driver, Christina Talamantes said, “ Sam, Remi, we'll
miss you both.” She hugged them, and then Maria Garza did the same. “But it will be
good to fly to Acapulco so we can get back to our own work.”

“We'll miss you too,” said Remi. “In a couple of weeks, some people from our
foundation will be in touch.”

Christinalooked puzzled. “Why?’

“This won’'t be the last disaster,” said Sam. “But maybe our foundation can help in
advance to prepare for the next one. We want you and Maria to tell us what needs to
be done and to decide how to spend the money.”

Maria, who was usually the shy one, threw her arms around Sam and kissed his
cheek. When she released him, she hurried off toward the terminal. Christina smiled,
and said, “As you can tell, we'll be delighted.” She turned and trotted after Maria to
catch up.
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Sam and Remi sat down in the airport bar. Sam said to Remi, “You know what I'd
like? To drink something that’sice-cold. It's been awhile.” He ordered two bottles of
beer, and called Selma.

“Hello, you two,” she said.

“Hi, Selma,” said Sam. “We're back in Tapachula, at the airport, and it’s time for us
to go somewhere else. Can you find us a resort on the Pacific Coast that hasn’t been
affected by the earthquake?’

“I’ll do my best. Keep your phone where you can reach it.”
Before they had finished their beer, Sam’ s satellite phone rang. “ Selma?’

“The very same. You have tickets waiting for an Aeromexico flight to Huatulco in
forty-five minutes. It's close but not damaged at all. Your hotel is Las Brisas, which
IS avery good one on the beach, and your room has a balcony overlooking the ocean.
I’ ve rented a car for you and you pick it up at the airport.”

“Thanks, Selma.”

In Huatulco, Sam and Remi signed for the car and drove to the Las Brisas Hotel.
They went to the pool to soak and lie on long deck chairs, drinking margaritas. After
about an hour, Remi turned to Sam, lifted her sunglasses, and said, “If you were to
invite me to a great dinner at seven o’ clock tonight, | would try to find time in my
busy schedule to accept.”



They bought new clothes in the shops at the hotel and went to the restaurant at seven.
Sam ordered pheasant in amond red sauce and Remi had seafood posole with
snapper, cod, and shrimp. They selected an Argentine Malbec and a Chilean
Sauvignon Blanc to go with them. They had Mexican tres |eches cake and polvorones
de Caulle, alocal type of cinnamon cookies, for dessert.

After dinner, they walked on the beach and then went to the bar on the patio to sip a
Cabo Uno Lowland Extra Aigo tequila that had mellow undertones of vanilla. Remi
said, “Thanks, Sam. | like it when | can tell you remember I’'m a girl and not your old
army buddy.”

“Not alikely mistake unless | get hit on the head.” He sipped the aromatic, powerful
tequila. “Thisis anice change for both of us. Living in atent and spending your days
burying sewer pipesisonly fun for so long.”

They finished their tequila, and Remi stood, stepped behind Sam’s chair, put her
hands on his shoulders, and leaned down to kiss his head, letting her auburn hair fall

to both sides of him like a silky curtain for a second, then straightened. “ Shall we?’
she said.

They walked, holding hands, to the entrance and went up in the elevator. Sam opened
the door of their room but suddenly put his arm out to keep Remi from entering. He
turned on the light and stepped in. The room had been ran

sacked. His pack and Remi’s had been poured out on top of the bed. The closet doors
were open, and the extra pillows and blankets had been swept off the shelf to the
floor. Sam said, “Luckily, we didn’'t use the room safe. What's missing from the
packs?’

Remi pushed some of her clothing aside, opened a zippered compartment in the pack,
then stepped back and looked around the room. “Not a thing. | don’t bring fancy



jewelry on boat trips, and our only expensive gear is the satellite phones and dive
watches. We had them with us.”

“I’m not missing anything either.”

“Please tell me you still have the receipt from the parking attendant,” she said. “The
pot isin the trunk of the car.”

“Here' sthereceipt.” He held it up so she could seeit.

“Let’s check anyway.”

They took the elevator to the parking garage, found their rental car, and opened the
trunk. There was the pot and Remi’s computer, wrapped in their jackets, and the
airtight packages of seeds and husks with the wooden vessels the Mayan had used.

“Everything is here,” Remi said.

“Whoever it was apparently didn’'t see the car or didn’t connect it with us or couldn’t
gettoit.”

“What do you think is going on?’

“1 don’t think it was a regular hotel room robbery. | think somebody recognized us
from the newspaper article, or the viral Internet version, and figured we had
something valuable from the shrine.”

“The pot?’ she asked.

“It might be valuable, and it's the only thing in our possession, but they couldn’t
know that, whoever they are.”



“Then the thing to do is get out of here” she said. “We need to make sure these
people don't follow us.”

Sam said, “We'll check out right now and move to another hotel.”

“Where?’

“On the other side of the country.”
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“Sounds far enough.”

“Wait here. I'll go up and use the express checkout and bring the packs down here by
the back stairs.”

“While you're doing that, I'll call Selma and let her know where we're going.” She
paused. “Where are we going?’

“Cancun.” He hurried into the hotdl.

In a half hour they were on the road in the rental car, beginning the nine-hundred-
mile drive from Huatulco to Cancun. It was now late in the evening so there was little
traffic. Sam drove hard, watching to be sure they weren’t followed. Remi took her
turn driving after two hours, and they kept going until four. They pulled over a a
closed gas station in Tuxtla Gutiérrez and slept until it opened at eight, filled the tank,
and drove on to Centro on the Gulf Coast. All day they kept changing drivers at
intervals until they reached Cancun. They checked into the Crown Paradise Club,
showered, and slept until morning.

In the morning, they drove to El Centro, the central part of the city, to shop. They
found a number of small stores that had been designed, built, and stocked with
American tourists in mind. They bought a number of souvenirs, al of them cheap
replicas of Mayan artifacts—pots, bowls, wall hangings, mats, and fabrics that more
or less reproduced Mayan art and writing. Everything bore images of Mayan kings,
priests, and gods, but crudely and garishly painted. At a hobby shop, they bought a
water-soluble acrylic paint set that included silver and gold paint and brushes.



At the hotel, Sam went to work on the genuine Mayan pot from the shrine. He painted
designs and altered pictures to make the painting on the pot look as cheap and crude
as the souvenirs he and Remi had bought. He used sparkly gold paint to cover the
pieces of jewelry the Mayan king wore. Parts of his shield and war club Sam
highlighted with silver.

When the paint was dry, Sam and Remi asked the concierge at the hotel where they
could find a mailing company that would ship their souvenirs home. He replied that
the hotel would do this for them. Sam and Remi watched him pad a large packing
box, load the pot into it, fill all the spaces around it with the mats, wall hangings, and
fabrics, then fill the box the rest of the way with Styrofoam peanuts and seal it up.
With the concierge’s help, Sam and Remi filled out the customs declaration, saying
the contents were “souvenirs from Mexico,” and declared the price they’d paid to be
under a hundred dollars.

They paid the cost of shipping the souvenirs to their house in La Jolla, gave the
concierge alarge tip, and went off to the beach to do some snorkeling in the shallows
after their hot morning in the city.

That night, Sam and Remi called Selma from their room.

“Hi, you two,” Selmasaid. “What isit thistime, aflood?’

“Not yet,” said Sam. “We just wanted you to know that we've sent some souvenirs
from Y ucatan to the house in La Jolla.”

“I’ll watch for them. Isthis one big box?’

“Yes,” said Remi. “There’' s some pottery, which we really don’t want broken.”

There was a very dlight pause, during which they could tell that Selma had



understood what the package was. “Don’'t give it another thought. Are you on your
way home?’

“As soon aswe can get aflight,” Sam said.

“Have you given any thought to where you plan to sleep when you get to San Diego?
The fourth floor of the houseis still a process, not a product.”

“Until yesterday, we' ve been slegping on the side of an active volcano,” Remi said.
“We'll manage.”

“You could stay at the Valencia Hotel. | can reserve a suite or even avilla. Then each
day you can walk home across the lawn or down to the beach.”

“Sounds good,” said Remi. “If werent avilla, will they let Zoltan stay with us?’

“I'll see if they can arrange it. | can even bring him there to show them what an
exemplary animal heis,” Selmasaid.

“Maybe that’s not such a good idea,” Sam said. “A hundred-twenty-pound dog who
sitswhen you say sit is still alittle scary.”

“I"ll sing his praises, then, and offer to put up a damage deposit.”

“Make sureit’s enough to cover any kindergartners he might eat.”

“Sam!” said Remi.

“We'll call before we get on the plane.”

Sam used Remi’ s computer to buy plane tickets home. Then he researched the names



of American archaeology professors specializing in the Mayans. It was a pleasant
surprise that one of the most distinguished seemed to be Professor David Caine at the
University of California a San Diego. Sam e-mailed Dr. Caine and said that he and
Remi had made an unusual find at Volcan Tacana, and attached the Mexican news
article about it. He asked Caine if he would meet with them when they returned
home. He asked Remi to read the e-mail before he sent it.

Shedid, and said, “My adviceis, click send.”

“You don't think we ought to include something about ourselves? Maybe list the
places we' ve excavated in other countries and so on?’

“Nobody needs to do that anymore. When he reads this, he'll be sitting in front of a
computer. He can Google us and get much more than he wants to know.”
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“| suppose.”

Within an hour, Professor Caine answered. He said he would be happy to meet with
them and was eager to learn more about their latest find. Remi pointed at the screen.
“Seethat? Our ‘latest find.” He Googled us first thing.”

That afternoon, Sam and Remi checked out of the hotel and hired ataxi for the ride to
the airport south of the city. The driver put their two backpacks into the trunk. As she
was about to get into the cab, Remi hesitated for a second.

“What?’ Sam said. “ Something wrong?’

She shook her head. “Just a guy waiting outside the main entrance. When we came
out, heran.”

“Where to?’
“1 don’t know. Down the street, | guess.”
“Could he be a parking attendant going to retrieve somebody else's car?’

“Sure. That's probably it,” she said. “I guess I'm a little jumpy today. Some of the
experienceswe' ve had lately . . .”

They got into the backseat, and the driver said in English, “Which airline?’

“Aeromexico.”



The cab dove off down the long driveway toward the federal highway. The airport
was about ten miles away and the traffic was moving steadily, so they made good
time. They looked out at the Gulf of Mexico and enjoyed theride.

Just as they could see the airport ahead to their right, a black car came speeding up
behind them. It pulled up beside them, and a stern-faced man in a dark suit gestured
to them to pull over.

Their driver muttered, “Policia,” and coasted, looking for the best place to stop. Sam
looked out the rear window and saw that as the cab pulled over, the black car pulled
up behind them and came to a stop a few feet from their bumper. Two men got out.
One walked up beside the window of the cab and held out his hand. The driver
handed him his license. The man handed it back and glanced at the Fargos, sitting in
the rear seat.

The second man stood behind their cab and to the right, with his hand on the gun in
the holster at his belt. Remi whispered, “The guy back there is the one | saw running
before.”

The man beside the driver said, “Abra el maletero.”

The driver pressed the button to pop the trunk. The man in back of the car unzipped
their backpacks.

“What are you looking for?’ asked Sam.
The man beside the driver glanced at him but said nothing. Sam opened the door an
inch to step out, but the man threw his hip against it and slammed it shut, drew his

gun, and held it on Sam.

Sam sat back in his seat and kept both hands in his lap. The man backed away from



the window.

The cab driver said quietly, “Please, sefior. Those men are not policemen. They’ll
shoot all of us.”

They waited until the men put the two backpacks in the trunk of the black car, then
got in and drove away. Sam said, “Who were they?’

“1 don't know,” said the driver. “Most of the time, we don’t have to deal with people
like that. Everybody knows they’'re here—narcotraficantes use this as a shipment
point, Zetas come to town looking for somebody. Somehow, those two picked you.
Maybe you can tell me why.”

Sam and Remi looked at each other grimly. “Just take us to the airport,” Sam said.
“We have aplaneto catch.”

When they arrived at the circular drive in front of the terminal, Sam handed the man a
large tip. “Here. Y ou earned this.”

Asthey entered, Remi said, “They had to be after the you know what.”

“1 know,” said Sam. “If | ever run into José Sanchez again, I'll be sure to thank him
for all the free publicity he gave us. Let’s get to our gate before somebody else tries
to murder us because of that stupid article.”

The flight home took eight hours, including a stop at Dallas—Fort Worth. As they flew
in above San Diego after dark, they looked down at the lights of the city. Remi held
Sam’'s arm. “I missed this place,” she said. “I miss my dog. | want to see what
they’ ve done to our house.”

“1t’ s good to have a chance to rest up between vacations,” Sam said.



She pulled back and looked at him. “You're aready thinking about leaving again,
aren’t you?’
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“I'm delighted to be home,” said Sam. “I don't have any specific plans to go
anywhere.”

She leaned against him again. “I guess that’ll have to do for now. No specific plans
means we won't be leaving tomorrow.”

“True,” he said. “As of today, we don’t even own any luggage.”
LA JOLLA

On their first day back from Mexico, Sam and Remi walked from the Valencia Hotel
with Zoltan, their German shepherd, through the ground floor of their house at
Goldfish Point, marveling at the newly remodeled building. Nothing revealed to the
uninformed eye that a few months ago the house had been attacked by an assault
force of more than thirty men armed with automatic weapons. The thousands of bullet
holes that had pierced the walls and splintered the hardwood, the dozens of broken
windows, the front doors that had been battered open with a pickup truck were all
long gone. Everything was new.

Only the upgrades might have hinted to an astute observer that a battle had taken
place here. The steel shutters that they’d had in the original design in case of a once-
in-a-century Pacific storm were replaced by a set of thick steel plates that were
designed to come down by force of gravity and lock at the press of a button. The
surveillance system now included cameras mounted on all sides of the house and
even in the tall pine trees at the edge of the grounds. As they walked the floor, Selma
sounded like a tour guide. “Please notice that every window is now double-paned
safety glass. I'm assured that a man couldn’t break them with a sledgehammer.”



Selma walked straight to a bookcase, tugged out a particular book, and the case
opened like a door. Sam and Remi followed her into a passage and swung the door
shut. “See?’ she said. “The light goes on when you open the bookcase. The rest is
just the way you designed it.” She led them to a stairway that led to a steel door with
a combination lock. Selma punched the code in and the door unlocked. She opened it
and took them into a concrete chamber. “We're now under the front lawn.” She
pointed at the ceiling. “You' |l notice that the ventilation comes on automatically, and
the lights. They laid two hundred feet of concrete culvert, seven feet in diameter, to
make the shooting gallery.”

“We prefer the term ‘firing range,”” said Remi.

“That’sright,” said Sam. “If we call it the shooting gallery, we'll have to give people
the chance to win Kewpie dolls and teddy bears.”

“Suit yourselves,” said Selma. “If you'll look behind you, you'll see that | had them
install two extra-large gun safes so you can store guns and ammunition here. And,
over here, behind the bench rest, is aworkbench for cleaning and adjusting weapons.”

Remi said, “Y ou seem to have taken alot of interest in this project. Y ou never used to
care for guns.”

“Our experience with Mr. Bako, Mr. Poliakoff, and Mr. Le Clerc and their friends has
caused me to acquire an affection for firearmsthat | didn’t feel before.”

“Well, thank you so much for watching over all this construction,” Remi said.
“What's at the other end?” Remi pointed at the far end of the range.

“That's a sheet of steel set at a forty-five-degree angle to deflect rounds downward
into the sand so there will never be aricochet.”



Sam said, “Did they put in the other exit?’

“Yes. Behind the sheet of steel is a second stairway that leads up into the stand of
pines near the street.”

“Great,” said Sam. “Let’s go back upstairs and see how the wiring changes for the
new el ectronics worked out.”

“1 think you'll be pleased,” Selma said. “They’ve been working on it for months and
finally finished last week. Instead of one emergency generator, there are now four, for
different circuits supporting various functions. This is now a very difficult house to

deprive of eectricity for even a second.”

They came up to the short corridor, through the bookcase door, and back into the
office. Selmasaid, “That’ s funny, that wasn’t here before.”

Sam and Remi looked where she was pointing. It was a large cardboard box. “It’s our
souvenirs from Mexico,” said Remi.

Wendy Corden was working at one of the computers in the area across the room.
“That came afew minutes ago. | signed for it.”

“Thanks,” said Sam. He lifted the box up onto a worktable, giving it a gentle shake.
“1 didn’'t hear anything broken.”

“Don’'t even say that,” said Selma. “| can’'t believe you shipped it that way—just
mailed it homelikea. . . apiece of crockery.”

“You had to be there to appreciate our choices. People kept trying to steal it.”

Selma produced a box cutter from a desk drawer and handed it to Sam. “Can we see



it?’

Sam opened the box. He removed some of the packing peanuts, then some of the wall
hangings and mats.

Selma unrolled one of them, then two others. “These are truly dreadful,” she said.
“That king looks a bit like Elvis—who was, come to think of it, The King.” She
unwrapped a small pot. “And look at these—sparkly paint in case this warrior
gentleman isn’t fancy enough.”

Remi laughed. “I think those were the inspiration for Sam’s improvements to the real
pot.”

Sam reached in and gently lifted the genuine Mayan pot. He set it upright on the
table. Selma moaned. “ That is horrifying. Gold and silver paint? That’s vandalism.”

“1t comes off,” he said. “I read one time that a lot of great Egyptian art got to Europe
disguised as cheap replicas. Thetrick still works.”
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Sam used his cell phone to dial Dr. David Caine's office at the university. “Dr.
Caine?’ hesaid. “The delivery | was waiting for has arrived. Would you like to take a
look?’

“I"d love the chance,” Caine said. “When can | come?’
“Anytime from now on. We'll be here until evening.” Sam recited the address.
“I"ll betherein an hour.”

Sam terminated the call and then turned to the others. “He’ll be here in an hour. I'd
better wipe this sparkly paint off right away or he'll be as horrified as Selma.”

An hour later, their guest arrived. Dr. David Caine was in his mid-forties, very fit and
tanned, wearing jeans and a summer-weight sport coat over a black polo shirt. As he
stepped through the doorway into the vast office space, he saw the pot on the table
across the room and could barely draw his eyes away from it. He stopped and shook
Sam’ s hand. “Y ou must be Sam. I’'m Dave Caine.”

Remi stepped up. “I'm Remi. Come thisway. | can tell you're dying to see the pot.”
He followed her across the open hardwood floor, but

when he was till six feet from the pot, he stopped and stared at it for a moment, then
walked around it, looking at it from every angle. “I read the article and looked at the

pictures you sent me, but seeing one of these in person is always a moment,” he said.
“l always feel a bit of excitement. The pottery, the paintings, always contain a little



bit of the personality of the artist. When | see a water pitcher shaped like a fat little
dog, it’slike going back in time to meet the potter.”

“1 know what you mean,” Remi said. “| love that too, when the actual human being is
staring back at you from athousand years ago.”

Caine came in toward the table and looked closely at the pot. “But this one is
different. It's obviously a prime piece, classic period. A day in the life of the king of
Copan.” He straightened and looked at the Fargos. “You know that discoveries like
this have to be reported to the government of Mexico, right?’

“Of course,” said Sam. “We were in the middle of a natural disaster and there wasn’t
any reasonable, safe way to do that or any authorities who had time to deal with it.
WEe'll return the pot when we' ve had a chance to learn what we can about it.”

“It' sarelief that you know the rules,” he said.

Remi said, “Are you sure it's from Copan? We found this at Tacand, north of
Tapachula, Mexico. That's at least four hundred miles from Copéan.”

Caine shrugged. “Native people in the Americas sometimes covered a lot of ground
on foot. There' saso trade.”

“How oldisit?
Caine cocked his head and looked. “Wait. Here we go. The king is Yax Pasg Chan
Y opaat, the sixteenth ruler of Copan. It says so here.” He pointed at a group of

vertical columns with rounded designs like seals.

Sam said, “You can read those?’



“Yes. These columns each consist of one to five glyphs and each glyph is a word or
phrase or an indication of aposition in a sentence. Y ou read from top left to right, but
only for the first two columns, then go down aline and read the left one and the right
one and so on. There are eight hundred sixty-one glyphs that we know.”

“There are over twenty Mayan languages,” said Remi. “Does this form of writing
work for all of them?’

“No,” he said. “The only ones we have were written in Ch'olan, Tzeltalan, and
Y ucatec.”

Sam stared at the pot. “So this comes from Copan. | wonder how it got from
Honduras all the way across Guatemalato the border of Mexico.”

“And when,” said Remi.

“Exactly what | was wondering,” said Caine. “We could do a carbon date on any
organic material associated with the find and on the man himself. That would do it.”

“I'll call Dr. Talamantes and Dr. Garza and see if they can arrange to have the man
tested,” said Remi. “He's in a hospital morgue in Tapachula. They signed him in,
mostly on the strength of the goodwill they built up with the medical community in
the area after the earthquake.”

“Are they also archaeologists?’ asked Caine.

“No, just medical doctors,” said Sam.

“Then would you mind if | stepped in and got a couple of Mexican colleagues to go
to work on this? They’re first-rate scientists and very well respected.”



“We'd be delighted,” said Remi.

“Then I'll call them this afternoon and get them going on it. Y ou’ ve done a good job
of keeping his location quiet since the first blast of publicity, so there hasn’t been a
crush of people trying to get in and see him. But you can be sure that lots of people
are waiting and listening—some scholars and scientists, and some crackpots and
some charlatans as always.”
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Sam said, “The publicity came from another volunteer who was up there with us. He
didn’t believe in keeping the find quiet, based on his own principles: The discovery
belongs to the people so the people should be told about it. We thought we'd talked
him into waiting, but he went public without us. After that, we took steps to give the
scientific community a chance to see things before the tourists and souvenir hunters
destroyed them.”

“It'sagood thing you did. Do we have anything here we can carbon-date?’

Remi said. “Quite a bit. Our guy made himself a pair of dishes out of hollowed-out
pieces of wood. There was some plant residue in one of them.”

“Perfect,” said Caine. “ Anything living begins to lose carbon 14 the minute it dies.”

“I'll get them.” She went off to the other end of the room, disappeared through a
door, and came back with the two plastic bags containing the wooden vessels, seeds,
and husks.

Caine returned his attention to the pot. “This pot has alid. The seal looks translucent,
abit like beeswax. Have you opened it?’

“No,” said Sam. “We realized that the minute we cleared the lava out of the doorway
to the shrine, or whatever that building is, we exposed the man and his belongings to
air and started the clock ticking. We didn’t want to do anything that might harm the
pot. We've carried it around quite a bit, so we know the contents aren’t liquid and
aren’'t stone or metal, but it's not empty. Something shifts around a little when you
moveit.”



“Shall wetry to open it now?’ asked Caine.

“We have a good place to do it,” Remi said. “In our remodeling, we've had the
builders put in a climate-controlled room—Ilow temperature, low humidity, no
sunlight—just like arare-book roomin alibrary.”

“Wonderful,” said Caine.

“Follow me.” She led them to the door she had just emerged from, opened it, and
turned on the light. The room had a long worktable and a few chairs and a wall of
glass cabinets, all of them empty at the moment. In the corner of the room was a tall
red tool chest on wheels that looked like the ones in auto mechanics’ shops.

Professor Caine carried the pot into the room and set it on the table. Sam wheeled the
chest over and opened the top drawer, which held a collection of tools for working on
small, delicate objects—brushes, tweezers, X-Acto knives, dental picks, awls,
magnifiers, and high-intensity flashlights. There was also a box of sterile surgical
gloves.

Caine put on gloves, chose a pick and tweezers to examine the seal and pull some of
it off. He looked at it under a magnifier on a stand. “It seems to be a glue made from
some kind of plant resin.” He switched to an X-Acto knife and methodically cut away
the translucent substance from around the lid.

“What’sin there can’'t be food. It’s glued shut,” said Remi.

“1 don’'t dare guess,” said Caine. “ Archaeology is full of high hopes and pots that turn
out to be full of mud.” He gripped the lid and twisted. “Interesting. | can turn thelid a
little but not raise it. What it looks like is that he heated the pot alittle, sealed it, and
let it cool. That would produce a partial vacuum in it to keep the seal tight.”



“Just like canning,” said Remi. “Maybe it isfood.”

“Now, | wonder how to get it open without breaking it.”

Sam said, “We could heat it a bit again to get the air inside to expand. Or we could
take it up to ahigh atitude, where the air pressureis lower.”

“How could we warm it a bit without harming it?’

“If we do it evenly, the pot shouldn’t break,” said Sam.

“1 agree,” Caine said.

“ Another modification to the house: We put in asauna,” said Remi.

They climbed the stairs to the second floor, and Sam entered the sauna, placed the pot
on the wooden bench, then turned on the heat, slowly raising the temperature. At the
end of ten minutes, he entered the sauna, wrapped the pot in a towel, and brought it
out. He held the pot while Caine tried the lid. It came up and the pressure was
equalized. Sam put the lid back on, and they all went back downstairs to the climate-
controlled room.

“The big moment is coming,” said Remi.

“Don’t be disappointed if it’s just a mess of organic matter that usedto b

e food,” said Caine. “Sometimes the best bits of information don’t look like much at
first.”

Sam set the pot on the table. Caine, still wearing surgical gloves, took a deep breath
and reached in. He pulled out a mass of what looked like dried weeds. “Packing



materia ?’

He picked up a small flashlight and looked inside the pot. “Oh . . .” He stood up and
peered down into the vessel. “Isit possible?’

“What isit?

“It looks like abook,” he said. “A Mayan book.”
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“Can you get it out?’

Caine put both hands into the vessel and lifted out a thick brownish rectangle and
gently set it on the table. He reached out slowly with only his gloved index finger,
lifted the outer layer an inch. His voice was a hoarse whisper. “Intact. | can't believe
it.” For amoment, he stood still, lost in thought. He withdrew his finger and only then
seemed to notice the Fargos again.

His whole face brightened. “It's a Mayan book, a codex. It seems to be undamaged.
We have to take our time examining it because we don’t know how fragile it is, and
there’ s no way to know how many times a page can be turned or even touched.”

“1 know they’re very rare,” Remi said.

“The rarest of all Western Hemisphere artifacts and by far the most valuable,” said
Caine. “The Maya were the only people in the Americas who developed a complex
system of writing and it’s good. They could write anything they could say. If they'd
had the urge, they could have written novels, epic poems, histories. Maybe they did.
There were once hundreds of thousands of these codices. Today there are only four
that survived and made it into European museums—the Dresden Codex, the Madrid
Codex, the Paris. And there's also the Grolier Codex, but it’s so inferior to the others
that many experts think it's a forgery. But the first three are full of Mayan
knowledge—mathematics, astronomy, cosmology, calendars. This could be the fifth.”

“Y ou said there were once thousands,” said Remi.

“Hundreds of thousands, is a better estimate,” he said. “But there were two problems.



The codices were painted on a fabric made from the bark of a wild fig tree called
Ficus glabrata. The fabric was folded into pages and the pages painted with a white
mixture like stucco. That gave the Maya white pages they could write on. They were
better than papyrus, almost as good as paper.”

“What were the problems?’

“One was the climate. Most of Mayan country was humid jungle. When books get
wet, they rot. Some codices were buried in tombs—some at Copan, some at Altun Ha
in Belize, some at Uaxactun Guytan. The fig-bark fabric rotted, leaving little piles of
painted stucco fragments too small and delicate to ever be pieced together. But the
biggest problem arrived in ships.”

“The Spanish conquest,” said Sam.

“Mainly the priests. They made a point of destroying anything having to do with
native religions. Mayan gods looked like devils to them. They burned every book
they found and then searched every hiding place so no book could survive. This went
on from the beginning of the Mayan conquest in the 1500s until the 1690s, when they
took the last cities. That's why only four are left.”

“And now five,” said Remi.

“It's a spectacular find,” said Caine. “Do you have a place to put it where it will be
safe?’

“We do,” said Sam. “We'll lock it up tight.”

“Good. I'd like to get started on the dating process and then come back tomorrow to
start examining the codex. Is that possible?’



“I’d say it's mandatory,” said Sam. “We're as curious as you are and we can't satisfy
our curiosity without you.”

LA JOLLA

The next afternoon, Sam and Remi were waiting when David Caine arrived. After
Sam and Remi took him into the climate-controlled room, Remi put on surgical
gloves, opened one of the glass cabinets, and set the codex on the table. Caine sat for
a moment, staring at the cover. “Before we begin,” he said, “the carbon dating is
complete on the seeds and husks that were in the wooden bowls and on the wood
itself. The samples all had 94.29 percent of their carbon 14. The wood and the plants
died at about the same time, which is four hundred seventy-six years ago, in 1537.”

“lsn’t that sort of late for aclassic Mayan?’ asked Remi.

“It's well into the end-time of the civilization. Most major classic cities had been
abandoned by around 1000 A.D. Others stood until the Spanish got to them,
beginning around 1524, when Pedro de Alvarado attacked the Maya with a huge
army of native allies from Tlaxcala and Cholula. But there were many Mayan
kingdoms that took along time to be conquered. The last few fell in 1697, more than
ahundred fifty years later.”

Remi said, “So what we found was a high-ranking man who picked up a pot from
somewhere near Copan in Honduras. He put a book inside it and set off on foot. He
went four hundred miles or so, then climbed all the way up the side of the Tacana
volcano in Mexico and put it in ashrine.”

“l would say it's almost certain that something of that sort happened. Why he did it,
we can only guess at this point.”

“Do you have aguess?’ asked Sam.



“1 think that he was taking an extremely precious book to a secret and remote place to
hide it from the Spaniards. Judging from your photographs of the site, you're
probably right that it was a small stone shrine. Inside are pictures of Cizin, god of
earthquakes and death, who was the bringer of earthquakes. He's the dancing
skeleton with the dangling eyeballs.”

“Then, what?’

“I’m just guessing, remember. At some point, the shrine was covered by a lava flow
from the volcano. It's even possible that he intentionally placed the book in the
shrine, knowing the likelihood that it would be covered by lava, believing that a god
was giving him a perfect way to seal the book in a safe place.”

“Do you think he would do that?’

Caine shrugged. “The Mayans had a strong belief in an afterlife in which they would
be rewarded or punished. They also believed that the universe was kept in balance by
what they did. Much of the knowledge they accumulated in books about astronomy
and mathematics was intended to tell them what they should do to keep the universe
from spinning out of control and destroying itself like an unbalanced machine. By
1537, this man’s universe had been showing signs of coming apart for hundreds of
years. There had been terrible droughts from 750 to 900 A.D., a series of wars
between cities, disease. And then the Spaniards came. Their arrival in 1524 was like
the landing of aliens in a horror movie. They carried weapons nobody could fight or
make for themselves. They were bent on destroying what remained of Mayan
civilization and killing or enslaving every Mayan person. It was the final curse after a
long series of curses. A Mayan—and this was a person of the royal class—would
have taken the long view. These are people whose calendar was divided into cycles
5,125 years long. He might have believed that the book he was saving contained
information essential to keeping the world intact or rebuilding it in the future.”



“1 suppose, then, he wouldn’t hesitate to sacrifice himself to save the book.”

Caine said, “Imagine that powerful, humanlike creatures arrived here in spaceships,
killed or enslaved everyone they could find, and then began the process of finding
every computer, every book, and burning it. Oops! There goes the history of art, and,
after it, every painting. There goes calculus, algebra, even arithmetic. They're
burning the books of every religion—all Bibles, the Koran, the Talmud, everything.
Did they forget philosophy? Nope, it's all going into the fire. Every poem, every
story, ever written? Up in smoke. Physics, chemistry, biology, medicine; the history
of the Romans and Greeks, the Chinese, the Egyptians. All gone.”
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“What aterrible, sad idea,” Remi said. “We'd be back in the stone age with no map
for the way back here.”

“It also makes me even more curious about the codex,” said Sam. “What was it that
our friend managed to save from the fires? What’s in here?’

Caine shrugged. “That’'s what' s been keeping me awake for two days.”

There was a knock on the door. “Come in,” Sam called.

Selmaentered. “Am | too late?’

“No,” said Remi. “Professor David Caine, this is Selma Wondrash, who is kind
enough to work with us as our chief researcher. Whatever the subject is, if Selma

doesn’'t know the answer, she knows where it can be found.”

Caine stood and they shook hands. “Wondrash. It's not a common name. Are you
related to the S. |. Wondrash who helped catal og the Inca quipu?’

“l am S. |. Wondrash,” she said. “But the quipu project was along time ago.”
“And there hasn't been much progress in deciphering them since then,” said Caine.
“The strings and knots the Incas used to keep track of things are till

incomprehensible to us.”

“1 keep hoping somebody will find an old Spanish document that records what an
Inca informant said when he revealed how to interpret the different kinds and colors



and lengths of strands in quipu.”

“We al do,” said Caine. “The Spanish burned thousands of quipu. There are only a
few hundred left, but, thanks to you, we at |east know what exists.”

Selma looked down at the codex on the table. “Meanwhile, we have this.”

“Wedo,” Caine said. “Is everyone ready?’

The others all nodded. Caine put on his gloves and carefully opened the first page to
reveal a striking painting. Tiny Mayans moved across the page, carrying baskets.
They were accompanied by warriors in full-feathered battle regalia, wearing quilted
armor, carrying round shields and wooden clubs with obsidian chunks along the
edges. They went through plants that seemed to signify jungles. In one place, they
passed over what appeared to be mountains, then arrived at ariver valley. There were
columns of glyphs covering the top third of the page.

“Thisisamazing,” Caine said. “The pageisakind of stylized map, a set of directions.
It says it leads from Copan to the Motagua River Valley, which isin Guatemala. See

this glyph? It'sya ax chich, the Mayan term for ‘jade.

“ Are those people with the baskets going to find jade?’ asked Remi.

“More likely, to trade for it,” said Caine. “Yes, it's trade. They’re bringing valuable
jungle products—

bird feathers, jaguar skins, coca—to trade for jade.”
Selma said, “Jadeite was the most valuable substance in the Americas. The only

known sources are Burma, Russia, and the Motagua Valley. This appears to show
where that is.”



Caine said, “After the Spanish came, the Mayans stopped going there and never told
the Spanish where the jade came from. The Spanish wanted only gold and silver, so
the location was forgotten. It was quite a mystery for a long time. Then, in 1952, a
hurricane passed over the Motagua Valley, and chunks of jade the size of cars washed
out of the hillsides.”

Sam said, “Then, until 1952, what we' re looking at would have been a secret?’

“Absolutely,” said Caine. “To the Mayans, avery important secret.”

“And thisisonly thefirst page,” said Remi.

As Caine turned the pages carefully, they stared in amazement. There were paintings
of gods and heroes engaged in epic stories of creation and the end of eras. There was
afactual account of the warfare between Tikal and Calakmul in which Copan backed
Tikal. Caine deciphered and translated only enough of each set of glyphsto determine
its subject.

After about thirty pages, Caine turned a page to see a partial picture. Since the book
was folded like an accordion, he could unfold two pages, lay them flat, and unfold
two more to make one four-page display. There were paintings of forests, lakes,
mountains. And all over the display were tiny pictures of Mayan buildings.

Sam said, “It looks like a map.” He pointed at a shape jutting out into water. “That
looks like the Y ucatédn Peninsula.”

There were some buildings on the page that looked bigger than the others. “What
would that be?’ asked Sam.

“The glyphs say that’s Chichen Itza,” said Caine. “This on the coast is Zama, the
ancient name of Tulum. Down here is Altun Ha, so this section is Belize. Here in



Guatemalais Tikal. There's Palenque in Mexico.”
“Arethese all places you know?’ asked Remi.

“Quite a few of them are—Bonampak, Xlapak, Copan. But there are many more
names here. There are a number that |’ ve never seen before. The current estimate is
that about sixty percent of Mayan cities are known and mapped—over a hundred of
them. But this shows—what? At least three hundred of the large buildings that seem
to be cities? | can see many I’ ve never heard of. And there are lots of other sites that
seem to be smaller cities. I'll have to compare them with the current inventory of

sites.
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Caine looked at his watch. “Oh. | can’t believe we've been at this for five hours. |
have to get back to my office to pick up some things and then get home to start going
over the existing sites to see what’s not included. Can we take up where we left off
tomorrow?”’

“Sure,” said Remi.
“1 can get here around noon. My classes are all morning seminars tomorrow.”

“WEe'll see you then,” said Sam. Remi, Sam, and Zoltan walked Dr. Caine to the door
and then watched him drive off.

LA JOLLA

At ten the next morning, Sam and Remi were sitting together on the first floor,
working at their computers, to try to learn more about various aspects of Mayan
civilization. While he was thinking about something he' d read, Sam’s eyes moved off
the screen to Remi. She wore a jade green linen-and-silk dress that set off her eyes
and her hair and a pair of Manolo Blahnik sandals in bone leather. Zoltan lay at
Remi’ s feet, looking contented. But suddenly the big dog let out alow growl, got up,
walked through the house to the big double doors at the front, and stood, watching
them expectantly. Remi stood up and followed him, glancing out the window on the

way.
“Sam,” she called, “we ve got visitors.”

“Oh?’ hesaid. “Did Dave Caine come early?’



“It's some people in a black limo.” Sam stood and was walking toward the doors
when the doorbell rang.

Remi answered the door. “Hello,” she said. “Can | help you?’

It was a woman, accompanied by three men in dark suits. The woman was very
attractive, with deep blue eyes and golden blond hair pulled back into a perfect bun.
She was expensively dressed in a blue suit. As she stepped forward and held out her
hand, she spoke. “I’m Sarah Allersby, Mrs. Fargo. Remi, isn’'t it?” Her British accent
was distinctly upper class.

“Well, yes,” Remi said. “Is there something—?"

Sarah Allersby said, “Please, call me Sarah. And these gentlemen are my
attorneys—Ronald Fyffe, Carlos Escobedo, and Jaime Salazar. May we come in?’
Remi stepped back and shook each attorney’s hand as the four filed past her into the
first floor of the house.

Sam was waiting just inside. “And I’'m Sam Fargo,” he said. “May | ask what brings
you here?’

“Charmed. | hope you don’t mind my taking the unusual step of dropping by like this,
but it was unavoidable and urgent. | live in Guatemala City, but | happened to be in
Los Angeles last night on another matter when | heard the news, and it wastoo late to
call—long after business hours.”

“We're not in business anymore,” Sam said.

“How lucky you are. I'm an amateur archaeologist and collector specializing in
Central America, but | still have to attend to mundane responsibilities.”



“What news have you heard?’ asked Remi.

“That your find at Volcan Tacana in Mexico included a precious jar from Copan.”
She paused. “And also a Mayan codex.”

“Interesting,” Sam said, hiding his shock. “Where could you have heard that?’

She laughed softly. “If | told people about my confidential sources, they wouldn’t be
confidential and they’ d stop being my sources. They’d hate me.”

“And their sources would hate them,” said Sam.

“And so on,” she said. “It’s awhole ecosystem we have to protect.”

Remi could fedl that an awkward moment was stretching into an ordea, and
something about the woman'’s tone, or scent, was making Zoltan bristle. Remi petted
his head to reassure him, and said to her, “Please come in and sit down.”

Sarah Allersby looked at her watch as she followed Remi into the large open sitting
area on the first floor. Sam led the guests to the leather couches arranged around a
large glass coffee table near the windows with a view of the Pacific.

“Drink?’

“Teafor al of us, | should guess,” said Sarah. The three lawyers didn’'t look eager,
but she clearly was enforcing her own rule that she always guessed right. Sam sensed
that she wanted to get Remi out of the room and start talking business.

Remi walked off for a minute only. When she returned, she said, “ Selmawill bring it
in when it's ready.” Zoltan had followed her in. As she sat, Zoltan remained at her
feet in a sphinxlike pose, his head erect and his ears straight up, his yellow-and-black



eyes unblinking. Remi noticed it and scratched the back of his neck, but he remained
as he was, his muscles ready to bring him up and into motion. Remi caught Sam’s

eye.

Sam nodded dlightly. He and Remi both knew that with these visitors, Zoltan was on
guard. “Thisis Zoltan. Don’t let him make you uncomfortable. He's very obedient.”
He paused. “What can we do for you, Miss Allersby?’

“l came because | hope you won't mind letting me see what you found on the
volcano.” She smiled. “I mean the codex, of course.”
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“We haven't said there was a codex,” sad Remi.

Sarah Allersby’s eyes moved to one of her attorneys, and Sam and Remi both caught
a hint of irritation so fleeting that most people would have wondered if they'd
imagined it. “I'll be perfectly open,” she said. “ Several different confidential sources
have confirmed that what you have is, without question, a genuine codex.” She
smiled and looked at Remi.

Remi watched her, saying nothing. So did Zoltan.

Sarah persisted. “While you're being cagey, Dr. Caine has made some calls to other
academics here and abroad—Iinguists, archaeologists,

historians, geologists, biologists. He's told them what he’'s seen and what he thinks
will be in the rest of the codex. So | know pretty much what you know. He's as good
as verified publicly that the find is not aforgery. It's a genuine fifth codex.”

Remi asked, “Why would any of those people reveal their conversations with Dr.
Cainetoyou?

“1 have no illusion that I’ m the only one who's been told. | just move faster than most
of the others,” said Sarah Allersby. “I and my family aso control a great dea of
money for grants and donations to universities. | sometimes let it be known that I'm
interested in owning certain things, if they should ever turn up. And of course no
matter who owns certain objects, the objects will be kept in museums and
universities. It matters agreat deal to some people which ones are chosen.”



“Does Dr. Caine know that his colleagues are sharing his conversations with you?’
asked Remi.

She laughed. “1 wouldn’t know that. | assume he has his own patrons and sources of
backing for his research and tells them what he wants them to know.” Her smile was
almost a smirk. Her blue eyes were especially cold when she spoke to Remi.

Sam could see that Miss Allersby had assumed that she would come in and dazzle
him with her beauty while the mousy wife faded into the background somewhere. She
hadn’t been able to adjust to being the second-best-looking woman in the room, and
she didn't like being double-teamed by two questioners. She seemed to will her ego
to deflate a little bit. “I don't flatter myself that I'm the only nonacademic who
knows. That's why | came immediately. And I’ve come such a long way. Can't |
please see it? |’ ve already shown you there's no reason for secrecy. The secret is out.
And | am someone who genuinely cares about preserving and protecting these
irreplaceable treasures and have spent many millions doing it.”

Sam looked at Remi, who nodded dlightly. “All right,” he said. “But we' ve got to be
very careful with it. Only the first pages have been opened. We can’t open more
without risking having two surfaces stick together and damaging them. These couple
of pageswill haveto do.”

“Agreed,” she said. “Where is it?" She looked around the large space with such
eagerness that Sam felt uneasy.

“The pot and the codex are in a climate-controlled room,” said Remi. “It’s right down
here.” She and Zoltan walked to the door of the room. She unlocked it. “I’'m afraid
there’ s only space for two of you at atime. We can take turns.”

Sarah Allersby said, “Don’t worry. They’re not here for that. They don’t need to see
it.”



She stepped in, Sam followed, and Remi entered and closed the door. Remi put on
gloves, went to the cabinet, and produced the pot.

Miss Allersby’s eyes widened. “Incredible. | can see it’s in the classic style of
Copan.” She looked up at the rows of shelves behind the glass doors like a spoiled
child who had been given a gift and gotten tired of it already. “ And the codex?’

Sam and Remi exchanged a glance, a mutual question: Do we really want to do this?
Sam went to the rows of cabinets, unlocked one, and took down the codex. He carried
it to the table, and Sarah Allersby’s body turned toward it as though it had a
magnetism that pulled her only. As Sam set it down, she leaned very close to it—too
close.

“Please be careful not to touch it,” Remi said.

Sarah ignored her. “Open it.”

Sam took a moment to pull the surgical gloves up his wrists so the fingers would be
tighter. “Openit,” Sarah repeated.

Sam lifted the cover to reveal the page about the jade deposits in the Motagua Valley.

“What isthat?’ asked Sarah. “Is that jade?’

“We're pretty sure it's a group from a jungle city going to the Motagua Valley to
tradefor it.”

As they went to the next page, she showed more and more signs of excitement. “I
think this is part of the Popol Vuh,” she said. “The creation myth and al that. Here
are the three feathered serpents. Here are the three sky gods.”



When Sam reached the end of that section, he stopped, closed the book, and lifted it
to its place in the glass cabinet, then locked the cabinet. Sarah Allersby took a
moment to collect herself, returning slowly from the world of the codex.

They al went back to the couches in the sitting room, where Selma was serving tea
and small pastries to the lawyers. As they returned, Selma served Sarah Allersby and
the Fargos. Zoltan followed Remi to the couch and sat, watching the four visitors.

“Well, that was a thrill,” Sarah said. “It’s everything I’ ve heard and more. If the rest
of it is blank, it's still amazing.” She sipped her tea. “l would like to make a
preemptive offer before this goes any further. Does five million dollars sound fair?”’

“We aren’t selling anything,” said Remi.

Sarah Allersby bristled. Sam could tell that she had now used the second of her two
best weapons to little effect. Her looks had already failed to impress. On rare
occasions when that was the case, her family’s money almost always restored the

proper awe. Remi had passed over the money without comment.

“Why on earth not?’
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“It doesn’'t belong to us, for starters. It belongs to Mexico.”

“Surely you aren’t serious. You've aready smuggled it all the way here. It’s in your
house, in your possession. Why would you go to that trouble, risk arrest and
imprisonment, if you don’t want it?’

Sam said, “It was an emergency. We did what we could to preserve the find. What we
could do was to remove what was movable away from the site before it got carried
off by thieves or the earthquakes and the volcano destroyed it. We also enlisted the
local people to protect the shrine. Once we' ve given the experts a chance to study and
preserve the codey, it has to go back to Mexico.”

Sarah Allersby leaned toward him as though she were about to spit. “ Seven million?’

“May |7’ asked Fyffe, the British attorney. “Virtually nobody knows that you have
the codex. All you have to do is sign a sale agreement and a nondisclosure agreement
and the money will be wired to a bank, or collection of banks, of your choice in the
next few hours.”

“We're not selling anything,” said Remi.
“Careful,” said Sarah. “When | walk out that door, it will mean that we couldn’t
agree. Since you'’ ve demonstrated that you weren’t above smuggling it out of Mexico,

| have to assume that the true obstacle was that you want a higher price.”

The Mexican lawyer Escobedo said, “| assure you, thisis the best way to proceed. At
some point, the Mexican government will take an interest. We can deal with them far



better than you can. Y ou’ve been in the Mexican newspapers. If you have the codex,
you must have stolen it from the shrine on Tacana. If Miss Allersby has it, she can
say it came from anywhere—one of her plantations in Guatemala, perhaps. And
Tacana is on the Guatemalan border. A few yards this way or that and transporting
the codex becomes perfectly legal.”

Salazar took his turn. “If you're worried that the codex will be locked away where it
won't be studied by scientists, don’t be. The codex will be in a museum and scientists
will be able to apply for access to it just as they do all over the world. Miss Allersby
simply wants to be the legal owner and is willing to protect you from any litigation or
government inquiry.”

“I"'m very sorry,” Sam said, “but we can’t sell what we don’t own. The codex has to
go to the Mexican government. | believe there's information in it that might be used
by grave robbers, pot hunters, and thieves to locate and destroy important sites before
archaeol ogists could ever hope to reach them. We're not rejecting your offer, we're
rejecting all offers.”

Sarah Allersby stood and looked at her watch. “We've got to be going, I'm afraid.”
She sighed. “| made you such alarge offer because | didn’t want to wait years to buy
it from some Mexican institution at auction. But if waiting is necessary, | can do that.
At some point, rationality sets in, and bureaucrats realize that a whole new library is
better than one old book. Thank you for the tea.”

She turned and in a moment she was out the door. Her lawyers had to hurry to get out
and down the sidewalk in time to open the car door for her.

Remi said, “| have afeeling about her.”

“Sodol.”



Zoltan stared out the window at the limousine and growled.

Sam and Remi walked back to the climate-controlled room, put on surgical gloves
again, took the pot and the codex and carried them out. They went through the secret
door in the bookcase, down the stairs to the lower level of the new firing range. Sam
opened the gun cabinet, put the codex on a shelf with the pot, closed the safe, and
spun the dial of the lock.

They went back upstairs, and Remi said to Selma, “Are al the new security systems
up and running yet?’

13 Y$.”

“Good. But don't sleep here tonight. Arm all the systems and go to your apartment.
WEe're going to have a break-in tonight.”

It was only quarter to eleven, so Sam and Remi drove to the campus of the University
of Cdifornia, San Diego. They found a parking structure not far from the
Anthropology Department, then walked there.

As they approached David Caine's office, they saw the door open and a male student
leave his office, looking down at a paper and frowning. Caine said to the student,
“Just get the bibliography and notes in shape before you hand it in.” Then he saw the
Fargos. “Sam! Remi! What's up?’ He beckoned them into his office and shut the
door, then moved piles of books off chairs for them. “I thought we were going to
meet at your house.”

Sam said, “We had avisit about an hour ago from awoman named Sarah Allersby.”

“Youdidn't.”



“You know her?’ a

sked Remi.

“Only by reputation.”

Sam said, “She's apparently been fed information by at least one of the colleagues
you spoke with. She offered us seven million dollars for the codex. She knew what
wasinit.”

“Oh, no,” he said. “I only spoke with people | thought | could trust. | never took into
account the sort of temptation a person like that can offer.”

“What do you know about her?’ asked Remi.

“More than | want to. She's one of a whole class of people who have been filling
gigantic houses in Europe and North America with pilfered artifacts for over a
hundred years. They used to travel to undeveloped countries in the nineteenth century
and take what they wanted. In the twentieth century, they paid galleries huge prices
for objects that grave robbers dug up. By buying some, they created a market for
more. They couldn’t be bothered to wonder what some object realy was, where it
came from, or how it was obtained. As things stand today, if | were in a hurry to find
the most sacred objects in existence, | wouldn’t dig for them and | wouldn’t search in
museums. 1’d look in the homes of people in Europe and America whose families
have been wealthy for the last hundred or so years.”
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“Isthat the Allersbys?’ asked Remi.

“They’re among the worst,” Caine said. “They’ve been at it since the British arrived
in India. It wasn't even frowned upon until about thirty years ago. Even now, if an
object left its country of origin before the United Nations treaty signed in the 1970s,
you can do anything you want with it—keep it, sell it, or put it in your garden as a
birdbath. That loophole exists because rich people like the Allersbys exerted
influence on their countries’ governments.”

“Sarah seemed pretty comfortable with the idea that we' d smuggled the codex out of
Mexico for sale,” said Remi.

He shook his head. “It's ironic. I’ ve heard the British tabloids spend a lot of ink on
her bad behavior in the Greek islands and the French Riviera. But what she does in
Guatemaaisworse and it’ s serious.”

“Why?’

“Guatemala had a civil war between 1960 and 1996. Two hundred thousand people
died in that war. A lot of the old Spanish landowning families sold out and moved to
Europe. The ones who bought those huge stretches of land were mostly foreigners.
One of them was Sarah Allersby’s father. He bought a gigantic place called the
Estancia Guerrero from the last heir, who had been living high in Paris and gambling
in Monaco. When Sarah turned twenty-one, her father settled a lot of property on
her—buildings in several European capitals, businesses, and the Estancia Guerrero.”

“1t sounds pretty routine for rich families,” said Remi.



“Well, suddenly this twenty-one-year-old girl just out of school in England became
one of the most important people in Guatemala. Some people predicted that she
would be a progressive force, someone who would stand up for the poor Mayan
peasants. The opposite happened. She visited her holdings in Guatemala and liked the
place so much she moved there. That is, she liked Guatemala just the way it was. She
became part of the new oligarchy, the foreigners who own about eighty percent of the
land, and an even higher proportion of everything else. They exploit the peasants as
much as the old Spanish landowners they replaced.”

“That’ s disappointing.”

“It was to everyone except the peasants, who can’'t be surprised anymore: Meet the
new boss—just like the old boss. She's got a great hunger for Mayan artifacts but no
love at al for the living Mayan people who work in her fields and her businesses for

practically nothing.”

“Well,” said Sam. “Obvioudly, we're not selling her anything. Where do you think
we should go from here?’

“We should do something about my colleagues. | need to know who is honest and
who isn’'t. I'd like to tell each of the people I’ ve told about the codex a different lie

about what’ sin the rest of it and see which lie Sarah Allersby acts on.”

“I'm afraid it’ s too late for that,” said Remi. “When we asked about her sources, she
wouldn’t answer. I'm sure she' |l be expecting usto try to find out.”

“What we' ve got to do istry to pursue two paths at once,” Caine said.

“What are the two paths?’ Sam asked.

“The codex has to be examined, transcribed, and trandated. We have to know what it



says.

“That’ s hard to argue with,” said Remi.

“The other line of inquiry is a bit trickier. At some point, we've got to find out
whether the codex is fiction or a description of the world as it was in those days. The
only way to do it isto go down to Central America and verify that what it saysistrue
and accurate.”

“Y ou mean to visit one of the sites it describes?’ asked Sam.

“I'm afraid so,” Caine said. “1 had been hoping to lead a scientific expedition to one
of the sites that is mentioned only in this codex. But we're two weeks into the spring
quarter, with nine more weeks to go. | can’t leave my classes now. And it takes time
to get a big expedition together. With Sarah Allersby involved, time is scarce. The
longer we wait, the more difficult she’'ll make it. She's capable of getting people set
up to follow any expedition we organize, getting us arrested, doing anything to get us
to sell the codex or make sure we can’'t have accessto it.”

“We'll be the expedition,” Remi said. “Sam and me.”

“What?" said Sam. “| thought you didn’t want to travel for awhile.”

“You heard him, Sam. There are two things that have to be done. Neither of us knows
how to read the eight hundred sixty-one glyphs in the Mayan writing system, and we
don’'t know the underlying language. What’s it called?’

“Ch’olan,” said Caine.

“Right,” she said. “Ch’olan. How’ s your Ch’ olan?’



“l see what you mean,” Sam said. “Dave, see if you can find a site that fits the
criteria—mentioned only in this codex, never explored, and small enough that we
don’t need a big group that will attract attention. 1'd like to dip in there, find it, and
get out.”

LA JOLLA

Early the next morning, Sam, Remi, and Zoltan arrived at the house above Goldfish
Point before the electricians and carpenters, who were still working on the fourth
floor. Asthey started up the walk, Selma opened the front door and came out to meet
them. She put her hands on her hips. “The policejust left.”

Remi said, “ So we had visitors last night?’

“Yes,” sad Selma. “The burglars tried the front doors but couldn’t get them to budge.
Banging on them and trying to jimmy the latches caused the steel shutters on the first
and second floors to come down automatically. The silent alarm from the outdoor
surveillance cameras and motion sensors had aready alerted the police. The cameras
got only the images of two figures dressed in black with ski masks.”
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“Were you hoping to see their best work?’ Remi asked.

“No,” Sam said. “But I’m wondering if they might not have suspected in advance that
this place wasn't going to be easy.”

“Oh?’ said Selma. “That implies that they’ d been here before.”

Sam shrugged. “If | were to guess, I'd say that you probably served them tea
yesterday. | don't mean Sarah Allersby came back with a crowbar. | mean that she
just may have read us wrong—thought that if someone showed us that it’s dangerous
to have a valuable artifact around, then we'd jump at her offer.”

“One more thing,” said Selma. “Dave Caine left a message on the house phone last
night. He wants to meet with you this morning about your next little trip.”

Two hours later, they were in the climate-controlled room with David Caine. They
stood around the worktable, comparing the map in the codex with a topographic map
on a computer screen. Caine placed a small arrow pointing to a spot in the jungle.
“This site meets our criteria. It's not included in any inventory of known Mayan sites.
It isn’t large enough to be amajor city.

It has the advantage of being in an area of the Guatemalan highlands that’s sparsely
populated and remote.”

“What do you think it is?” asked Remi.

“The glyphs say it's a sacred pool. | believe it's a cenote—a hole in the underlying



limestone bedrock caused by the action of water.”

“Like asinkhole?’

“Exactly. Water was an extremely precious commodity to the Mayans, and it became
more so in the late classic period. You would think water would be plentiful on the
floor of ajungle, but it isn't. And after the Mayans had cut and burned miles of trees
to clear fields for agriculture, the climate got hotter and drier. During the late period,
many cities depended heavily on cenotes as a water source. We've even found man-
made cisterns they dug and plastered at El Mirador that were imitation cenotes, with
artificial streams leading to them for catching water.”

Sam said, “You want usto look for a pool of water?’

“Cenotes were more than that. They were doorways to the underworld. Chac, the god
of rain and weather, lived down there, among other places. You have to understand
that these were people who believed that what they did kept the universe operating
correctly. If you wanted rain, you would throw sacrifices into a cenote where the gods
would get them.”

“And thisis the best site?”’

“There are new cities on this map. Either they’re imaginary or lost, we don’'t know
which. But you can’'t go down there with a huge crew and try to excavate or even
map a city without months of preparation. And if you did, it would compromise the
site and expose it to looters. A cenote can be hidden or overgrown, but it’s something
you can verify without attracting too much attention. There. I’ ve just given you al the
reasons why it’s a good choice.”

Remi said, “| sense there are reasons why it’s not.”



“You'reright,” he said. “It's near a vast piece of land owned by a foreign landlord.
It's called the Estancia Guerrero.”

“Sarah Allersby?’ said Remi.
“Yes,” he said. “It's an unfortunate coincidence. But anywhere in Guatemala, we
would be on or near one of these big estates. They occupy hundreds of square miles,

much of it uncultivated.”

“Maybe not so unfortunate,” said Sam. “While she's trying to get her hands on the
codex, shewon't be on her land, causing trouble for us.”

“1 doubt that she spends much time on the land, in any case. She leads a very active
social, political, and business life in Guatemala City.”

“Sounds good,” said Sam. “While we' re gone and you' re working on the codex, we'll
keep in touch. Selma and her assistants, Pete and Wendy, are ready to offer you as
much help as you'd like. Selma you aready know. Pete and Wendy are young, but
both have plenty of history and archaeology experience.”

Caine looked down at the codex on the table. “ Selmatold me about the burglary.”

“It hardly deserves that name,” Sam said.

“I"'m wondering if it's safe to keep the codex here while you' re out of the country.”

“Do you have any better ideas?’ asked Remi.

“1 was wondering if you'd let me look into the possibility of keeping the codex on
campus.”



“Normally, there wouldn’'t be a problem with keeping it at our house,” said Remi.
“But there's till remodeling going on upstairs, with workmen coming and going all
day, and now Sarah Allersby and her amateur burglars know where the codex is. . .”
She paused. “Would the university be safer?’

“University campuses are full of valuable things—supercomputers, famous works of
art, experimental devices of every kind,” said Caine. “Besides, the university has a
few things you don’'t—Ilike a police force.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” said Sam. “L ook into the possibility of locking it up
on campus. If you find it's practical, we'll do it. If not, we can rent a joint safe-
deposit box in abank and you can work there.”
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“Good,” said Caine. “I'll talk to my dean and let you know. When can you leave for
Guatemala?’

“Tomorrow,” said Sam. “We' d like to get there, verify the site, and get back here.”

“1f you do, then maybe we can begin to organize a large team to find one of the big
cities on the map this summer. I'd like you to consider joining that team. There's
nobody I’ d rather have with me.”

“We'll consider it,” said Remi, “after we finish our scouting mission.”

Sam and Remi spent the rest of the day preparing for their trip to Guatemala. They
packed, arranged to have the proper scuba gear and wet suits waiting for them, and
planned each step of the journey. In the midst of their preparations, Selma came in.
“1"ve got the licenses you asked for.”

“What licenses?’ asked Remi.

“For carrying concealed firearms in Guatemala. These are copies, but the originals
will be waiting at your hotel in Guatemala City. It's concealed carry only, by the way.
Wearing a gun openly is frowned upon. | guess after their civil war, it's
intimidating.”

“Thanks, Seima,” said Remi.

“I’ve aso transferred GPS maps of the Alta Verapaz region of Guatemala to your
satellite phones. You should memorize the coordinates of the site because | didn't



want to program that in. | did include the numbers of the U.S. Embassy and consulate
in Guatemala City and the local police. There has been a lot of crime in the area
recently and sometimes Americans look like good people to kidnap for ransom.”

“We'll be careful,” said Remi.

“Please do. Don't take offense, but you two even look rich. I’'m glad to see you're
packing the clothes you wore doing relief work in Mexico. Keep your equipment
invisible.”

“Thanks for the reminder,” said Sam.

“One more thing,” Selma said. “Dave Caine says the university has assigned him a
good place to work on the codex. There's a real, full-scale safe in the library’s
archival department and a spare room beside it, where he can work. When he's done
each day, he can lock the codex in the safe again.”

“That should do fine,” Sam said.

Remi said, “Now it’s our turn to tell you to be careful .”

“That’'s right,” said Sam. “If either of you is watched or followed, don’'t go to the
university. Driveto the police station.”

“Don’'t worry,” she said. “Have a successful trip. Call frequently, and come back
soon. | promise, Zoltan will think he’s on vacation.”

In twelve hours, Sam and Remi were on aflight heading toward Guatemala City.

GUATEMALA CITY



Sam and Remi disembarked in Guatemala City and went through customs. They were
about to leave the airline terminal when Remi’s satellite phone rang. She answered,
and said, “Hi, Selma. Y ou must have tracked our plane.”

“Of course. We' ve found something amazing and | thought you should know.”

“What isit?’

“Do you remember a sort of lump inside the cover of the codex?’

“1 do,” Remi said. “It’s sort of arectangle shape. | figured it was a patch.”

“It's a sheet of parchment, folded, and then placed under the outer layer and covered
with the fig-bark fabric. David and | removed it two hours ago. It’s a letter, written in
black ink, in Spanish. It says, ‘To al of my countrymen, blessings. This book and
other books of the Mayan people concern their history and their observations about
the natural world. They have nothing to do with the devil. They must be preserved as

away to understand our charges, the Mayan people.

“Who's it from?’ asked Remi.

“That’s the surprise. It's signed ‘ Fra Bartolomé de Las Casas, Prior of Rabinal, Alta

Verapaz.
“Las Casas? The Las Casas?”’

“Y es—the man who convinced the Pope that Indians were rational beings with souls
and had rights. He practically invented the idea of human rights. Dave Caineis beside

himsealf with excitement.”

“Does the paper have adate on it?’
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“Yes. January 23, 1537. We may not know everything about the codex yet, but thisis
the second verification of the year it was hidden. We think Las Casas was trying to
give the book safe passage, maybe while the man you found took it to that shrine on
the volcano.”

“It’ sfantastic,” said Remi. “Be sure to make a copy of it.”

“Well, get on with your trip. | just wanted you to know about this. And by the way,
your vehicle is parked in the hotel lot under the name Sefior de La Jolla. | bought it
online, so you'd better look it over before you leave civilization.”

“WEe'll do that,” said Sam. “We'll talk soon.”

Sam and Remi checked into the hotel suite Selma had reserved and collected the
documents and the equipment that were waiting for them. Then they went outside to
the parking lot behind the building and found the car. It was a ten-year-old Jeep
Cherokee with chips and scratches that showed it had originally been red but at some
point had been painted over olive drab with a paintbrush. They started it, drove it
around the block for a few minutes with the windows closed so Sam’s engineer ears
could pick up any sounds that might mean trouble, and then opened the hood and
checked the belts, hoses, battery, and fluid levels. When Sam had crawled under and
looked it over, he stood again. “Not pretty, but not bad either.” The backseat and the
floor behind it provided plenty of space for al the equipment they intended to bring.
They stopped at a station, filled the tank, bought two metal five-gallon cans, and
filled them too.

That evening, they marked their maps to plot a route up 14N toward Coban, in the



north-central part of the Verapaz district, and then on to Xuctzul in the Rio
Candelariaregion.

In early morning, they loaded their gear, their dive equipment, and the large
backpacks that held a small cache of clean clothes and supplies. Each of them aso
carried apair of Smith & Wesson M& P nine-millimeter pistols, onein a bac

kpack pocket with six loaded seven-round, single-stack magazines, and the other in a
bellyband under aloose shirt.

As the old car moved along the road, it seemed always to be laboring. Alta Verapaz
ranged in elevation from one thousand to nine thousand feet. At times, the car seemed
to grind upward as though it were dragging itself up by a rope coiled around its axle.
At others, the car careened downward while Sam fought for control. They were able
to make snack and bathroom breaks in the small towns along the way. Remi, whose
Spanish had been getting plenty of practice, used these opportunities to ask about the
road ahead. On one of the stops Sam said, “What do you think of our adventure so
far?’

She said, “I'm glad we just spent weeks climbing a volcano and then walking from
town to town, doing heavy labor.”

“Why?’

“Because now my body knows that no matter how hard this ride is, | should enjoy
every second of it, because, when it ends, life could get awhole lot harder.”

At Coban, they spent a night at a small hotel, and slept deeply. They were up early to
prepare to leave for Xuctzul. The people they met seemed to be a mixture of Mayan
farmers and Hispanic visitors. They knew that the farther from big cities they went,
the more likely that they would reach places where people not only didn’'t speak



English but didn’'t speak Spanish either. When they were back in the Cherokee, they
found the roads got narrower and rougher by the mile.

After another hour Remi looked at the map and then her watch. “We should be in
Xuctzul soon.”

Five minutes later, they drove through the village. It was only about a hundred yards
long.

Sam and Remi stepped out of the car at the edge of the village and stood in the gravel
road. Sam and Remi looked at each other. The silence was profound. Off in the
distance, a dog barked, and the spell was broken. A few people came out of buildings
and looked in their direction as though the arrival of a car was an occasion for
curiosity. One by one, they lost interest and went back to their homes.

The gravel road turned into a rutted cart path.

“1 hope the Jeep is up to this. At least there seems to be a trail, but we're in for a
bumpy ride,” said Sam.

“I hope what trail we have is going in the right direction. I’m not looking forward to
blazing one through the jungle,” Remi replied. “1 was hoping the machetes were just
for show.” Remi looked up at the sky, then at Sam. “It’s a long time before we run
out of daylight—at least six hours.”

Each took a drink of water from his or her canteen, took out a machete, put it where it
would be easy to reach, and then they began to drive up thetrail.

For a time, Sam would periodically check his satellite phone's GPS to be sure they
were still heading in the direction they intended. The trail was winding and required
steady climbing as it took them into the highlands of Alta Verapaz. Before darkness



came they stopped and pitched their tiny tent, with its floor and zippered netting to
keep the insects out. They cooked some dehydrated rations on a small fire and then
dept. In the morning, they searched for water and found a couple of gallons that had
been caught in a half-hollowed log. They filled two plastic containers, put in their
military-grade purification tablets, and secured them in the back of the Jeep.

For each of the next five days they followed the same routine, checking the GPS each
day to be sure they were on course. As they drove farther from the populated areas,
they were surrounded by squads of chattering monkeys in the trees overhead, flocks
of birds flying over at dawn and dusk, and many smaller birds that were invisible in
the dense foliage calling out to one another. On the third day, the trail took them
down from the crest of a high hill into a valey surrounded by smaller hills, the trail
opening up to a surface that had been leveled by human activity.

There were big trees growing in places, and fallen leaves had turned to a thick humus
and then become dirt, and then smaller plants had died, rotted, and then been
overshadowed by taller neighbors. And even those trees had died, fallen, and rotted,
several long generations of them. But the strip of land where this had happened was
still flat. Remi and Sam looked at the low hills that rose on their right and then the
ones on their left. They got out of the Jeep.

Sam put his compass on a level spot, raised its mirror, and used it to sight along the
space at the foot of the hills on their right. “Perfectly straight,” he said.

He paced off the width of the flat space, from one hill to the one opposite. “Fifty of
my paces,” he said. “Let’s try it farther along. I'll grab the pack with the machetes
and folding shovels.”

Sam and Remi walked two hundred yards, then set the compass again and sighted
along the foot of the next hill, and the one beyond it. Sam paced the width of the flat
strip.



“l assume it’ sfifty,” said Remi.

“Of course.”

“What do you think the hills were?’

“From what I’ ve read, they could have been anything. They used to put up buildings
on top of the earlier ones.”
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“Which do you prefer?’ she said. “Would you rather dig down below our feet to
establish that it's paved or climb up there and dig to see if the hill is a building that
was overgrown by the jungle?’

“If we' re way up there, we might be able to see for adistance,” he said.

“That’swhat | think too,” she said. “It might be nice to ook above the treetops, for a
change.”

They left their packs, took their machetes and folding shovels, and climbed. The hill
they chose was the center one on the right side. It appeared to be the highest. The hill
was steep, rising to a height of about a hundred twenty-five feet, and its slopes were
thick with plants and small trees, which they used as handholds.

When they reached the apex, Sam unfolded the shovel and began to dig. After about
four shovelfuls, his blade hit stone. He used his machete to test a few spots nearby
and the sound was the same. Remi walked a few yards to get past a thicket of
saplings, growing on the top of the building. “Don’t get lost,” Sam said.

“Come here,” she said. “You' ve got to see this.”

He took the machete and shovel with him and went through the thicket to find Remi,
looking out over the tops of the jungle trees. From here, the canopy looked solid, but
there were a few places where it was sparse. She pointed down at the level area they
had left. “It's like a wide road. It starts here and runs between the hills in a straight
line. But it runs only afew hundred yards.”



“And over there,” Sam said, “another flat strip comesin at an angle and meetsit.”

“There' s another over there,” said Remi. “Five—no, six—strips, coming in from six
directions to meet at one spot.”

“It looks like an asterisk with a high wall circling the center,” Sam said.

“You could fly over this area a hundred times and not really see it,” Remi said. “The
trees make everything seem natural. The shapes are rounded off, but I'll bet this hill
we're standing on is a pyramid.”

“It's something big anyway,” Sam said. “Well, | guess we know where we have to
go.

“Of course,” she said. “ The place where the roads meet.”

When Sam and Remi reached the bottom of the steep hill, Remi said, “This is
creepy.”

“What's creepy?’

“You know they’ re not hills, they’ re huge buildings covered with dirt and plants. And
these trees around us would be the only things that aren’t creepy except that they’re
growing in the middle of thisroad. | fedl like the people who lived here are watching

us.

“Trust me, they’re not.” He looked over his shoulder. “Nope. Not one ghost. But, just
in casg, let’'s leave the Jeep here.”

As they walked, Remi said, “Look at those trees. The cover was all pretty much the
same until we got here. Now look. The treesare dl in astraight line.”



Sam stood beside her and sighted along the flat strip

, Where trees of all sizes and many species al ran along the center in a line. He
stopped, shrugged off his pack, and began to dig a hole in line with the trees. The dirt
was a rich, composted loam that came up easily. Shortly, he had a hole three feet
wide and about three feet deep. “Take alook,” he said, and stepped out of the hole.

Remi jumped in, looked down, and used her machete to probe the surface. “It's V-
shaped and has a stone lining. It looks like an irrigation ditch.”

Sam looked around him, turning his body slowly. “I think it might be something
else.”

“What?’

“Think back. Dave said that whatever else was going on in the Mayan world during
the late classic period, it was made worse by droughts—two hundred years of them at
least.”

“What do you think this was?’

“1 think this flat space wasn't a road. The Mayans had no wheeled carts, or tame
animalsto pull them, so why make it fifty paces wide? And it doesn’'t go anywhere. It
looks like a plaza, except there are six of them in all directions. | think this place was
designed to collect rainwater.”

“Of course,” she said. “Both sides have a subtle slope down to the groove in the
center and the groove would direct the water where they wanted it.”

“And that would explain why there are six strips leading inward from all sides. The
place where they meet is the catch basin,” Sam said. “The six strips aren’'t roads.



They’'re for catching rain and keeping it from washing away and sinking into the
ground.”

“Let’'sgo seeif we'reright,” said Remi. They hurried along the strip toward the spot
where all six converged. At times, the brush and saplings came together to make their
progress difficult. Here and there, the surface of the strip was bare even of leaves,
cleared by some inundation during the rainy season.

At last, they came to the end. The strip ran to the foot of an ancient stone wall about
fifteen feet high. The V-shaped ditch led to an opening in the bottom of the wall,
where there was a hole about ten inches wide. They walked around the circular wall
and saw that each of the other five strips met the wall in the same way, bringing the
water in through small openings at its foot. They found that the wall was not a circle
with agap init for adoor or gate. It was a spiral, so that the circular wall stretched for
afull three hundred sixty degrees, and then continued ten degrees past the beginning
spot so it overlapped for about ten feet to form a narrow, curved corridor ending in an
entrance. Sam and Remi sidestepped along the corridor and found themselves inside
the circular wall. In the center was a pool of water.
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They stepped to the edge and looked down. The pool was quite clear, about thirty feet
deep. The bottom received no direct sunlight, at least not after the sun was low. The
high stone enclosure around the pool included a walkway near the top that could be
reached by aflight of steps.

“Why do you suppose they built awall?’ asked Remi.

“lI don’'t know,” said Sam. “Maybe during the last days of the city they needed to
protect their water. Maybe it was the last line of defense if the city was taken. You
could do worse than control the water supply in asiege. And, ook, this place is only
about thirty feet wide. It would be easy to defend. The walls are about six feet thick at
the bottom.” He walked along the wall and picked up aloose rock, then looked across
the enclosure. “This rock seems to be a plug. The other holes have fitted stones
blocking them too. That would protect the water from poison.”

“I think itstime to let Selma and Dave know that we found it,” said Remi.

“You're right,” said Sam. “Let’s take a few pictures and send them first thing so
Dave can tell uswhat we've found.”

Remi took pictures of the well, the pool, the curved entryway, and then stood on the
battlement and took pictures in every direction. She added them to the pictures she
had taken from the pyramid and on the strip and sent them. Then she waited a minute
and called Selma.

“Selmahere. Fire away.”



“We've found it. We're on the site, and I’ ve just sent you some pictures. Tell Dave
Caine that the map isright. There' sa pool of water here with a stone margin around it
and a high wall above it. It's clear, and it seems to be quite deep—thirty feet or
more.”

“What are those flat areas I’ m seeing? Roads?’

“We think they’re surfaces built to catch the rain and direct it here to the pool. They
are al dlightly tilted toward the center and they go only a couple hundred yards.”

Sam stood close to Remi and said, “We also think the hills aong the sides of the
strips are buildings—one of them is quite large.”

“So the site could be a city?”’

“Let’sjust say they invested alot of labor on architecture,” said Sam.

“You’ ve accomplished your mission,” Selma said. “Congratulations. Well done. Are
you coming home?’

“Not just yet,” Remi said. “I think we'll dive the pool tomorrow morning and see
what’s down there. After carrying a scuba rig through a dry jungle, | want to make

use of it.”

“l can't blame you,” said Selma. “I'll forward the pictures to David Caine right away,
along with your description.”

“Good,” said Sam. “We'll talk to you soon.”

As they hung up, Sam said, “We need to get the rest of the gear here. Do you want to
drive the Jeep down or are you still worried about the ghosts?’



“Let’s leave the Jeep where it is and bring the gear. It shouldn’t take more than a
couple of trips with the other pack and the dive equipment.”

They pitched their small tent in the enclosure around the pool, collected firewood in
the nearby forest, and built a fire to boil a pot of water for their dehydrated food.
After they’d eaten, they used the last hour of light to photograph the site from the
nearest hills.

Asthey were about to go to sleep, Sam'’ s phone buzzed. “Hello?’

“Sam! It's Dave Caine.”

“Hi, Dave,” Sam said. Then he put the phone on speaker.

“The pictures are fantastic. You’'ve proven the codex is an accurate rendering, not a
myth or vague historical rumors. From the looks of the place, it could have been a
ceremonial center. The stone around it seems to be limestone, and the crumbling by
the pool makes that seem even more likely. A sinkhole gets bigger as the limestone
dissolvesin the water.”

“We'll get acloser look tomorrow when we dive.”

“Be prepared for a sight,” Caine said. “The Mayans believed that everything

depended on their relationships with a complicated pantheon of gods. They will
amost certainly have tossed valuables into the pool as sacrifices to Chac, the rain

god.

“Whatever else went wrong here, it wasn't because of alack of water.”

“We'll be waiting to hear.”



“Good night.”

GUATEMALA
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Sam and Remi woke at dawn, and, as soon as they’ d had breakfast, began to prepare
for exploring the pool. They put on their dive equipment. Each had an underwater
flashlight, a net bag, and a dive knife.

“l can’'t wait to get down there,” Remi said.

“I'm pretty curious myself,” Sam said. “Don’'t get carried away. Remember the
buddy system. Stay close no matter what’s down there.”

“Agreed,” shesaid. “I may lose my enthusiasm if it's a pile of skeletons.”
“Ready?’
“Yes.

They lowered their masks and put their mouthpieces in, then dlipped into the water.
The water was cold and surprisingly clear. Now that the sun was rising higher, it
shone deeper into the pool’ s depths.

In a short time, they reached the bottom, which was all bare gray limestone. Finding
nothing like the objects David Caine had told them to expect, they widened their
search, shining their flashlights around them. Sam found a disk, lifted it and brushed
the limestone dust off it, and saw that it was made of green jade and was heavily
carved. He showed Remi, and bagged it.

Remi caught a glint of something to her left, touched Sam’s arm, and moved in that
direction. When she did, she could tell that going that way was easier than it should



be, as though there was a faint current. She moved beyond the circle of light from
above into an areathat was dark.

The first object she found was a wide bracelet made of gold. She held it up so Sam
could see, and he nodded. They moved along the limestone bed, picking up objects as
they went. There were more carved objects of jade and, farther on, more pieces made
of gold. There were disks, masks, necklaces, ear plugs, bracelets, flat chest
ornaments.

They continued picking up objects for atime, and then Sam touched Remi’s arm and
pointed. The circle of light that had been directly above them at the start was now
about a hundred feet behind them. They had moved along, picking up the objects
they’ d seen, and now they’d drifted farther than they’ d thought.

Together, they swam back toward the opening, bringing their net bags with them.
When they reached the light, they slowly floated upward toward it, then broke the
silvery surface. They took off their masks and held on to the side of the pool. Sam
lifted his net bag to the deck above them, then Remi’s. Next, he pulled himself onto
the stone and held out his hand to Remi so he could pull her up.

“That was alot of fun,” she said. “You just dive down and pick up things where they
threw them.”

“1t reminds me of an Easter egg hunt.”

“There’'s a bit of a current down there, though. The jewelry and things had all been
moved downstream.”

“If this place was abandoned at the end of the classic period, everything has been
down there awhile. A bit of a current can make a difference in athousand years.”



“I’ll bet some of the jewelry moved out of sight asit fell,” she said.

“That’ s possible. When the people looked down and the gifts were gone, I’ [l bet they
thought the gods had accepted them and been pleased.”

They laid out all their finds on the limestone surface and photographed them, then
sent the pictures to Selma. They secured the finds in a zippered bag, placing them in

Sam’ s pack.

“We haven't found everything that’s down there,” Remi said. “Don’t you want to
dive again this afternoon?’

“Whatever this place is—city, fort, ceremonial center—we're not going to find
everything or learn everything about it in one trip. The archaeologists will be at it for
years. The best we can do is verify what we can and get out.”

&nbs

p; “You're right,” said Remi. “This is about the codex, not about the two of us
finding all the treasuresin Guatemala.”

“1 think we should spend the rest of today and tomorrow mapping, measuring, and
photographing the complex. The next day, we should get out of here before we run
low on supplies.”

“There aretapirsin the jungle. | can make you a nice tapir sandwich.”

“I"'m afraid that in another day tapir will start to sound good.”

After changing, they walked the length of each flat strip of land. It was nearly
evening when they found a pair of stone pillars at the end of the third strip, placed



like gateposts. They were about eight feet tall and carved, one of them a male figure,
with the feathered headdress, shield, and war club of a king, and the other afemale, in
a dress, with a basket at her feet and a jug in her hands. There were Mayan glyphsin
all the spaces around the two figures. Remi photographed the two from every angle,
and sent the photographs to Selma.

She looked up from her phone. “We're losing the sun. I’'ll take a couple of flash
pictures just to be sure the writing is clear.”

She took two flash photographs of each pillar, and then Sam grabbed her arm and
pointed. “Remi, look!”

Up the hill, on the trail that Sam and Remi had followed to reach this site, they could
see a line of men approaching. There seemed to be about fifteen of them, and they
were still a quarter mile off but coming down the last gradual slope before the ruins.
“Uh-oh,” she said. “I guess the flash was abad idea.”
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“1 don’t know. Certainly not as bad as leaving the Jeep out in the open for anyone to
see” he said. “I can’t tell if they’ve seen us, and | don’t know if they're friendly or
not. Maybe we can get back to the cenote and out of sight before they get here. That
way, we can avoid finding out.”

They began to trot, moving steadily toward the shelter of a stand of trees that had
grown up in the center of the strip. As they did, Remi looked back. One of the men
had stopped on the hill and was bringing arifle up to his shoulder. “ Sam! Run!”

There was the crack of abullet as it passed over their heads, and, about a second later,
the sound of the rifle shot reached their ears. The next sound was the explosion of the
Jeep, a gasoline fireball lighting the evening sky. Sam and Remi were running hard
now, weaving to keep the trees and brush between themselves and the men. They had
the advantage of alevel surface and a clear path, where they could sprint without fear
of tripping, while the men on the slope had to move along the hillside at an angle to
avoid building up too much speed and tumbling down.

Sam glanced over his shoulder as a second man stopped and shouldered his rifle.
“ Another one. Take cover!” They both went low and ducked behind a cluster of trees.
There was another shot, and the bullet pounded into one of the trees, sending a
shower of bark chipsin all directions. Sam peered around the trunk and saw the man
adjusting his telescopic sight. “Go!”

Sam and Remi ran, working their way up to a full sprint as they approached the high
wall surrounding the cenote. They ran around it to the far side and between the two
layers of overlapping wall into the entryway. Sam began to pile loose stones in the
narrow way to block it while Remi went to their backpacks and retrieved their four



pistols, spare magazines, and boxed ammunition. Each of them checked to be sure the
guns were loaded.

“1 can't believe this,” Remi said. “Who could they be?’

“Nobody we want to know. They seem to have tracked us, following our trail, then
opened fire as soon as they saw us.”

“Who can they think we are?’

“Future dead people.” He put his arm around her and gave her ahug. “Let’'s see if we
can use thiswall to stay dive.”

“I’ll go up to the walkway and see what they’re up to.”

“Keep your head low,” he said.

She pulled her baseball cap lower on her head. “Unfortunately, we' ve been in these
situations before.”

“If we live through this one—"

She put her finger on his lips. “Shh. | know, bubble baths and spa treatments. We've
already made each other all the promises we need.” She took a pair of pistols and
climbed to the walk along the top of the wall, found her way to a spot where the wall
had crumbled a bit and left a small dip, then rose enough to survey the strip of land
the men were approaching.

Sam watched her bring her arm up to rest in the chink in the wall and begin to think
through aiming her pistol. He had seen her do that before at competitions. Sam had
been a respectable shot since the days when a member of a highly secret force had



spent a month at a covert base instructing him in close-range shooting and sniper
techniques. But Remi was in a different league. She had been shooting competitively
since she was twelve, a champion for whom the term “nail driving” was not a figure
of speech.

Sam stood below her and spoke quietly. “Get down, and stay there until you hear
shooting.”

Sam moved to the entryway, climbed over the barrier he'd built, sidestepped along
the ten-foot overlap in the walls, and ran to the nearest stand of trees. He moved
through the trees beside the level strip, getting closer to the space where the men
would pass if they approached the walled pool. As he went, he studied the places he
passed, aware that soon he would be running past them in the other direction. He took
a position in the thick brush within an arm’s length of the strip but outside the
causeway, where the plants had grown in fully.

The men came at a run, carrying their rifles across their chests. They ran like they
were chasing game, not like men who were about to meet an armed adversary.

Sam crouched and waited. He had estimated fifteen men, but he could see only
twelve. They wore khaki pants and short-sleeved civilian shirts and T-shirts. A few of
them carried bolt-action hunting rifles with scopes—probably 4 power, because, in
these thick jungles, long shots across open space had to be rare. There were two men
carrying shotguns, a weapon that probably put food in their bellies. Two had pistols
in holsters, and the others carried assault rifles that Sam identified as American AR-
15s, probably weapons that had found their way here during the civil war.

The man closest to Sam carried a hunting rifle. He raised it and took aim at the top of
the wall around the pool. Sam was sure the man couldn’t see Remi, but he was
getting ready for her to stick her head up.



A man who carried only a pistol stood by a tree and shouted in English, “We know
you're in there. Come out now and we' Il make it easier for you.”

Sam turned his head away from the men and called into the hills, “We mean you no
harm. Go away.”

Three of the men half turned to see if someone had gotten behind them, and one
turned around entirely, his gun ready.

The spokesman said, “We' |l never go away. Come out and we'll let you go away.”

Sam could hear the bad news in the man’s voice. These men thought they had found
very easy prey, an American couple, undoubtedly unarmed and helpless. They were
probably already estimating the ransom money. And even if they got it, they’d kill
them both.

Sam aimed his pistol at the nearest one, the man pointing his rifle at the top of the
wall, waiting for a target to appear. The spokesman waved an arm, and the men
moved forward toward the wall. Sam began to move with them to avoid being cut off
from the entrance.

The man near him sensed something and swung his rifle toward Sam and Sam shot
him in the chest, then dove into the low area beyond the brush. The man fell down,
unconscious and gravely wounded. The others had seen him fall, and each fired in the
direction he guessed the shot might have come from. Only two of them guessed right,
and Sam'’ s thicket was peppered with bullets.

When Sam looked up, he saw that another man had fallen, one of the few carrying
AR-15s. Remi must have shot him while the others were firing wildly, having picked
him out as a high priority.



The leader trotted over to the man’ s body, took the rifle and

the man's pack. He aimed the rifle at the top of the wall, but Remi kept down,
knowing the men all expected her to pop up and fire again.
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But Sam had anew problem. A man with arifle was walking toward his thicket to see
If Sam’s body was lying there or if he needed to be finished off. Now the man’s feet
were breaking sticks in the thicket. Sam located the sound and fired three times. The
man’s rifle went off, and Sam heard him fall. Sam crawled to him, his pistol ready,
and found him lying, with an entry wound in his forehead. Sam took the rifle, cycled
the bolt, pulled himself to the edge of the thicket, and pushed the brush aside with the
barrel.

A man with a shotgun was moving along the foot of the wall. Sam aimed and fired,
and the man fell dead. Sam cycled the bolt again and searched for another target.
There was a man with a scoped rifle on a sling, climbing a tree so he could get a
vantage into the walled enclosure. Sam aimed and fired, and the man went limp and
fell ten or twelve feet to the ground. He wasn’t moving.

Sam cycled the bolt again and realized that after one more shot he would be out of
ammunition. He crawled toward the body of the man he'd taken the rifle from. But,
as he did, another man spotted him and cried out to the others. Sam was out of time.
He fired, took the rifle with him, and ran into the jungle. He didn’'t stop, circling
toward the walled enclosure around the pool. He couldn’t hear any running footsteps
behind him. As he ran, he removed the bolt from the rifle and tossed it into an
impenetrable patch of low plants. A hundred feet on, he threw the rifle into another
patch, and kept moving.

He came around behind the enclosure far from the entryway and carefully stalked
around the wall. As he came to the overlap, he saw a man crawling into it with a
shotgun slung over his back. Sam fired a pistol round into the back of his head, knelt
to take the shotgun, then heard a shot ricochet off the wall inches from his head. He



leapt into the entryway just as a burst from an AR-15 turned the space he'd just
occupied into exploding stone chips. He clambered over the stones piled in the
passage, and inside the wall.

“Honey, I’'m home,” he called.

“It's about time,” she said. “l was worried sick.”

Sam climbed the steps, carrying the pump shotgun. “I counted them. There were
twelve to start with and now there are six.”

“1 know,” she said. “ At least we made it cost them something.”

“We did better than that. I’ d say at the moment we're winning.”

She slowly shook her head. “There were more at first. At least two of them ran off
into the woods about the time you did. | thought they might be after you, but then |
saw them going back up the slope where they’d come from. They must be going for
help.”

“Maybe now is our best chance to get out of here,” said Sam. “Let’'s pack what we
need in our backpacks, leave the rest, and make arun for it.”

“That’s all we can do,” she said. “Let’s hope their main camp isfar away.”

He set the shotgun down beside her. “You keep watch. Use this if one comes in
range.” He left the scuba gear, the tent, and most of the supplies. He packed the extra
ammunition, the machetes, and the artifacts from the pool in his pack and left Remi’s.
He climbed up to the wall and picked up the shotgun. “All right. Slip off into the
woods and wait for me. I’'ll take one last look and seeif | can . . .” He paused, looking
at the expression on Remi’ sface. “What?’



She pointed in the direction of the hillside. In the waning light, they could see along
line of men walking single file down the trail toward them. “It's not six men
anymore. It’ sthirty-six. They must have heard all the gunshots and started this way to
see what was up. Or maybe we're so far from civilization that they can use radios
without being overheard.”

“I’m sorry, Remi,” he said. “| really thought we had a good chance.”

She kissed his cheek. “You know, there's a lot to be said for bees. When somebody
comes to wreck their hive to take their honey, the bees generally lose. But they make
it as unpleasant and painful for him as possible. | respect that.”

“It's hard not to.”

“Let's get every magazine loaded while we can still see. And don't forget the
shotgun.”

“Right,” said Sam. He went down the steps, crawled to the body of the man he had
shot, took the man’'s day pack, and crawled back with it. There was a box with a
dozen shells for the shotgun, but the rest was useless—a canteen, a hat, spare clothes,
most of a fifth of whiskey. Sam gathered more stones from the crumbled area at the
end of the pool and piled them in the passage, then carefully piled up their supply of
firewood in case they needed to start afire.

He took the powerful flashlights they had brought for diving in the cenote, then
climbed to the wall where Remi waited. He checked his pistols and hers to be sure
they were fully loaded, then checked the ten spare magazines and reloaded the two
they’ d emptied. “ See anything yet?’

“Nothing | can hit,” she said. “They’'re still way back, out of pistol range. | think what
they’ll do is wait until it's fully dark and then move in close enough to hit us if we



show ourselves for a second.”

“That’ s the time-honored method.”

“What are we planning to counter it?’

“1’m considering another time-honored method.”

There were six, then eight, rifle shots that hit along the top of the wall at intervals of
about a yard. “Too late,” she said. “They’re trying to keep our heads down so they
can rush the entrance.”

Sam clutched the shotgun and ran down the steps, then lay against the pile of rocks
he'd built. Two men appeared in front of him and he fired, pumped the shotgun, and
fired again. Then Sam pumped his shotgun a second time, grasped the barrel of one
man’s gun, and dragged it inside with him. It was a short submachine gun he was
familiar with, an Ingram MAC-10. It had been at least ten years since they’d been
manufactured, but he had no doubt it would work.

Another man appeared, and Sam fired his shotgun again, pumped it, and retreated
back over the rocks. He heard gunfire coming from up on the wall, four rapid shots.

He looked up as Remi ducked down. There were fifteen or twenty shots fired at the
place where she had been, but she stayed low and moved over ten feet.

Sam climbed back on the wall, peered over it, and saw four men running toward the
entryway. He raised the MAC-10, popped up, and strafed the runners from above. He
ducked back, having seen all four fall, but the action of the MAC-10 remained open.
He had used up the ammunition. There was a storm of bullets pounding the wall now.
He sat still on the walkway, waiting for it to subside. It took a while, but gradually
silence returned.



“How many?’ Remi called.
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“Seven, | think.”

“l only got two,” she said. “When are you going to try your new strategy? Before or
after we're out of ammo?”’

“Now might be a good time,” he said. He went down the steps to the entryway,
looked around the wall to see if any enemies were in sight but saw none. He
restacked the firewood he had piled in the passage, poured some of the whiskey on it,
struck a match and lit a fire. As it grew, he kept his shotgun aimed at the opening
beyond. When the fire was flaming high and the resin-dripping branches were blazing
torches, he took four of them together and ran up to the walkway. He threw one of the
flaming brands as far as he could over the wall, then each of the other three so they
landed as widely as possible. He sat down on the walkway again and listened while
thirty or forty rounds glanced uselessly off the high stone wall.

Remi made use of the concentrated fire. She fired three rounds and then ducked
down. “Make that three,” she said.

“I’ll tell the scorekeeper.”
“How’ s our strategy— Oh, my,” she said, looking over Sam’s side of the wall.

Sam looked too. The sky seemed to be lightening. He took the shotgun and stood up
to get a better ook, then ducked down as the next volley of shots hit.

The torches had started some brush on fire, and the flames were growing, beginning
to eat their way into a large thicket where Sam had hidden, crackling and raising



sparks. As the gunfire died down, Sam heard men shouting in Spanish. Sam ran
downstairs, picked up three still-burning brands, climbed back up, and threw them
over the wall on the other side of the enclosure near Remi.

“What are you doing? They’re all on that side.”

“I’m giving us light and space,” he said.

“For what?’

“We'll deprive those guys of hiding places and put them in the light of the fire.”

She patted his shoulder and smiled, then pointed at the other side of the enclosure.
She and Sam crouched, went to that side, and got ready. Then they popped up at the
same time, ready to fire. The men were not visible. In the light of the growing fires,
Sam stared but saw nobody.

Remi tugged on the back of his belt. “Don’t give them time to aim at you.”

Sam ducked. “Listen,” he said. “We' ve driven them back.”

“For awhile,” she said. “As soon as the fire burns that brush away, they’ll be back.”
Sam shrugged. “It bought us alittle time.”

“Thanks, Sam. I'll still love you for at least two more hours.”

“ After that, what?’

“We'll see,” she said. “It depends on their marksmanship.”



They sat on the walkway, holding hands. Every few minutes, one of them would go
along the walk, pick a spot, and pop up to look. The fires flamed along the strip,
taking brush and trees but not going any farther because of the pyramids on each side.
As the moon set, Sam looked down the strip. “I think they’ll be coming soon,” he
said. “And it looks as though more of them have arrived. It makes you wonder who
they can be.”

“Thisis starting to get depressing,” she said.

He went through his pockets. “How much ammo have you got left?’

“Twenty rounds. Eight in each pistol, and one spare magazine with only four init.”

“I"ve got fifteen. And five shells in the shotgun.” He hugged her. “I’m sorry to say,
we're about done.” They sat leaning their backs on the wall, silent.

Remi sat up straight. “Sam!”

“What?’

“The pooal. It’s not a cenote, like awell.”

13 N O?’
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“It has a current. You could barely feel it, but al the artifacts we found were off to
the side, and it moved us in the same direction. It's a sinkhole over an underground
river.”

He looked into her eyes. “ Are you saying that’s the gamble you' d like to take?’

She nodded. “If we stay here, we run out of bullets, and we'll be at their mercy. |
don’t want to go that way. I’ d rather drown.”

“All right,” he said. “We'll giveit our best try.”

She glanced out over the wall. “The fires are about to the end. | can see the men
moving down there. We don’t have much time.”

Sam and Remi hurried down the steps and got their dive equipment ready and
changed into their wet suits. Sam brought the waterproof bag of artifacts out of his

pack. “Put the guns, phones, and ammo in here.”

While Remi gathered them into the bag and sealed it, Sam put a pair of shorts, a T-
shirt, and shoes in the net bag for each of them and lowered their pack into the water.

“That’s everything,” he said. “Maybe they’ Il think we got out through the fires.”
Remi shook the bag. “ Are you able to carry this?’

“1t’'1l make a good weight.” He removed the lead weights from his belt and attached
the bag to it.



Sam and Remi put on the rest of their dive equipment, held their flashlights, and sat
on the edge of the pool. He said, “I’m sorry it comes down to along shot.”

She leaned over to bump him with her shoulder. “It’s not such along shot. If there's
one sinkhole, there are probably others. We just have to conserve our air to give us
more time to find one. We should have about twenty-five minutes.”

He nodded. As he did, there was a ferocious barrage of gunfire that ran along the top
of the wall on three sides, knocking chips and mortar into the air. Sam and Remi
turned their heads to kiss. Then they put on their masks, inserted their mouthpieces,
and dlid into the water. They swam downward for ten or twelve feet and then felt the
slow current catch them and begin to push them gently away.

GUATEMALA

Sam and Remi swam cautiously in the deepening darkness, just going with the
current for about a hundred feet to make sure that no one standing above the cenote
could see them turn on their flashlights, and they increased their speed to move along
the stone corridor of the underground river. The water rose al the way to the ceiling
of the cavern, leaving no airspace above the surface. At first, the walls were about
twenty feet apart but thirty or forty feet deep. Each time the space between the walls
narrowed, Sam and Remi would feel a growing dread. When the space opened up a
little, their relief was intense.

They kicked their fins steadily to keep their speed up, and the current helped them
along. They held their flashlights ahead of them, but what they saw was always the
same—more curving tunnel. When the tunnel narrowed, Sam would wonder whether
it was merely a fissure in the rock opened up by one of the frequent earthquakes in
the region. If it was, it could narrow at some point from twenty feet down to six
inches, and they would be trapped and drown.



Sam kept checking his watch as they swam. He and Remi had made a dive yesterday
morning that had |asted about fifteen minutes. Each of their aluminum tanks still held
about twenty-five minutes of air. That meant that for the first twelve minutes, if they
reached an obstacle, they might still be able to swim back to the cenote and surface.
Maybe if they did, they’d find that the men who had been after them had already
stormed the enclosure, seen they were gone, and left to search for them. Sam knew
this thought was part fantasy and part nightmare: the possibility that betting their
lives on this underground river might be a dead end.

And then it was thirteen minutes, and he knew that if they tried to swim back, they
probably wouldn't make it before their air was gone. After five more minutes, they
certainly wouldn'’t.

When twenty minutes had passed, they could count on only five more minutes of air.
Even that might be optimistic. They had been swimming steadily, so they had used
air at an accelerated rate. He thought about their chances as rationaly as he could.
There was no reason to believe that they would reach another opening in the ground
above them in the next five minutes. Remi was smaller and lighter and used less air
than he did. If she had both tanks, she would have twice as much time to find an

escape.

Sam shifted his tank to the side so he could turn off the valve, but Remi saw what he
was doing. She grasped his wrist with surprising strength and shook her head
violently. Sam realized that she must have been thinking the same thoughts, feeling
the same fears, and known that Sam would try to give her histank.

When Remi had grasped Sam’s wrigt, his flashlight had swept the space above them,
and something had looked different. Now he looked back and upward. He had gotten
used to the sight of the bubbles they exhaled rising to the ceiling of the cavern,
dliding into a depression, and staying there as a single, gelatinous bubble. Now his
bubbles disappeared. He swam upward, with Remi still holding his wrist.



They broke the surface together and aimed their flashlights upward. They werein a
dome, with the limestone ceiling about ten feet above their heads. Sam removed his
mouthpiece and cautiously took a shallow breath. “The air is good,” he announced.
Remi took out her mouthpiece. They raised their masks and looked around. “I was
afraid it would be carbon monoxide or hydrogen sulfide or something from a
volcano,” she said.

“Nope. Just air.”

“It' s sweet, clean air,” she said. “How isit getting in?’

“Let’sturn off the flashlights and seeif light iscoming in.”

They tried the experiment, but there was no light. They waited for their eyes to adjust
to the darkness, but they still detected nothing. They switched on their flashlights
again. “At least we can swim on the surface for a bit,” said Sam. They closed the

valves on their tanks and began to move.

The space remained above them, and they breathed the air and swam steadily along
with the current.

Sam paused. “I think | know what thisis.”

“You do?’ shesaid.
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“Rainwater that flows into cenotes or seeps in through cracks feeds the river. The
water level must be very high after a rain—maybe even through the rainy
season—and then gets lower as time passes.”

“Sounds right,” she said. “It would explain why the Mayans built those big stone
strips like gutters, to catch the rain and direct it to the pool.”

“When there’'s no rain for a while, much of the underground river probably gets low,
and air flows in above it. When the river rises again, air gets trapped in places like
this,” Sam said. “We've got to try to stay on the surface as long as we can to save our
ar.”

“And by the way,” said Remi, “don’t make any more moves like trying to give me
your air tank. I’m already aware that chivalry isn’'t dead.”

“l was just being rational,” he said. “You use less air than | do, so you could make it
last longer and get farther.”

“All that would accomplish is that we'd both die alone. | plan to die in front of an
audience and | picked mineyearsago. You'reit.”

“Saves you having to send out a lot of invitations,” he said.

“That’s right,” she said. “This is hard enough with you alive. Just stick with me and
curb your generosity.”

They swam on aong the curving tunnel for an hour until they came to a spot where



the wall ahead reached al the way down under the water. They sto

pped and held on to the wall long enough for an awkward kiss. Then they lowered
their masks over their faces and turned on the valves of their tanks. Remi said,
“Remember, it s both of us or neither,” and put her mouthpiecein.

They sank, and found themselves in a long passage that looked exactly like the
stretches they had first passed through. Asthey swam, Remi wished she had looked at
her watch before they had submerged. She had timed their arrival at the air pocket at
sixteen minutes, but how much time had gone by? And did their tanks actually hold
nine more minutes of air? She and Sam had never tested the limits before. Letting
their air get this low would have been risky and stupid on any day when they could
have simply surfaced and gotten fresh tanks from the dive boat.

There was nothing she could do but swim. As the minutes ticked away, the passage
opened into another, wider space. The bottom of the river was oddly uneven, with
loose chunks of rock instead of the smooth-worn riverbed they’d seen before. Then
she realized she was seeing these things outside the perimeter of their flashlight
beams—real light was filtering down from above. They swam upward. As the light
grew brighter, Remi laughed and heard herself make a squeaky noise like a dolphin.
She saw Sam huff out a big flurry of bubbles in an answering laugh, and they broke
the surface smiling.

But Remi’s laugh caught in her throat. There was light in this dome, directly above
their heads, coming from a circular hole that opened to the starry sky. But the hole
was at the center of the dome, beyond their reach, at least six feet above the surface
of theriver.

“Now, there' sa problem,” Sam said.

“What can we do?’



“I’m going down to take alook around. Stay here for aminute.” He lowered his mask
again and submerged. Remi waited until he surfaced again.

“Well?’ she said.

Sam swam over to the side of the stone riverbed. It seemed to rise in the water, then
rose partway out of it, so he was only up to hiswaist. “I’m standing on a pile of rock.
At some point, a pretty big chunk of wall came down right here. There’salso apilein
the center, right below where the roof collapsed.”

“Very dramatic,” she said. “Does this mean we' re not going to the great beyond?’

Sam looked up at the hole in the dome. “I think it does, but we'll have to work pretty
hard to get out. Get ready to move some stones.”

They dove to the bottom, where Sam had been standing, and began to move chunks
of stone from the pile aong the wall to the spot just below the opening. Sam moved
the largest chunks he could, rolling them end over end, to add to the pile in the center.
Soon he took off his fins and worked in his booties. It was clear that at some point
part of the wall had collapsed to make the pile, and stones gradually falling from the
ceiling formed the cenote, with even more stones coming down as it enlarged. Sam
and Remi both were free diving and they had to stop occasionally to catch their
breaths.

When they had moved the whole pile of stone from the place where it had fallen to
the place they wanted it, they stopped at the surface. “We're running out of stones,”
said Remi.

“1 think we' ve got to bet the rest of our air on finding more and building higher.”

“I'mfor risking it,” she said. “Thisisthe only chance we're likely to get.”



They put on their tanks again, swam in a wider radius around the pile they’d built,
and brought back chunks of limestone that must have been left by other collapses.
They didn’'t bother to pile the rocks high, just brought them and then went back for
more, knowing the air in their tanks must be nearly gone. After a few more minutes,
Sam surfaced and took off his tank. Within a short time, Remi surfaced too and took
off hers.

“All out?’ asked Sam.

She nodded.

“All right. Let me arrange what we've got as well as | can.” Sam ducked under the
water and moved a large stone and added it to the pile. Remi went under and did the
same. Each time they submerged, they held their breath and moved one stone before
they came up for air. It was a slow and exhausting process, and their rest periods
grew longer, but, little by little, the pile rose nearly to the surface. Sam even built
their empty tanks into the pile to add height.

Finally, after hours of work, Sam sat down for a moment. “Okay.”

“Okay what?”
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“I'll lift you up. You'll stand on my shoulders. Y ou should be able to get your hands
up on the rim of the cenote.”

“I’ll certainly try.”

Sam bent his knees. Remi took his hands, stepped lightly on his knees, then stepped
up to his shoulders. He straightened his legs, and Remi rose. He could feel her
clawing and scrabbling with her hands, trying to pull herself upward on the uncertain
surface and failing.

“Step on my hands,” he said. He held them, palms upward, just above his shoulders.
Remi looked down, placed afoot on one hand and then afoot on the other.

“Try again,” he said, and she pushed down with her arms while Sam pushed up to
straighten his elbows. And then her upper body was on the ground above. She
clutched at clumps of plants and dragged herself forward onto the surface.

She looked down at Sam. “I’m up, Sam. I’m out.”

“That’ s good news, of course,” Sam said. “1 look forward to your weekly visits when
you come to drop sandwiches down to me.”

“Very funny,” she said. “What can we use as rope?’

“I'll use my wet suit,” he said. “I'll cut it into strips while you look for something
solid we can tieit to.”



“All right.”

He couldn’'t hear her anymore and knew she had moved off a few feet. He took off
the top of his wet suit, took the dive knife from his belt, and began to cut. When he
reached the sleeves, he cut each into several strips and tied them together, then tied
these each to the long corkscrew shape he had cut from the torso. He took off the
bottom of the wet suit, cut it into strips, and added it to the corkscrew.

Remi looked down over the rim of the cenote. “ Throw me the rope when it’s ready,”
she said. “I’ve got atree up here.”

“Take thisfirst,” he said. He removed the waterproof pack from his dive belt, held it
in both hands, and performed something like a basketball jump shot to sail it up
through the opening to the surface. He tied his neoprene rope to his belt with its one
remaining weight, then called, “Ready?’

“Ready,” she said.

He swung the rope back and forth a couple of times, then swung it up toward Remi.

“Got it.” Then she disappeared again, pulling the rope with her. After thirty seconds,
she came back to the edge. He could see she had her dive knife in her hand. “We need
some more. Thiswill take a minute.”

Several minutes later, Sam could see Remi’s face, looking down at him again. “It's
tiedon. Timetodoit.”

Sam climbed the rubber rope upward. Initiadly, it stretched as it took his weight, so
the first two or three feet of climbing got him nowhere, but then the stretched rubber
remained taut. He climbed it to the cenote, then used it as a handhold to drag himself
up onto the ground. He rolled on his back, looked up at the sky, and then at Remi. His



eyes widened. “Nice to see you used your wet suit too.”

“Stop staring, naked boy,” she said. “At least blink once in awhile.” She opened the
waterproof bag and tossed a pair of khaki shorts and a T-shirt on his chest, took out
her own clothes, stepped into her shorts and pulled her T-shirt over her head. “Put on
some clothes so we can start hunting for civilization.”

He sat up and looked around him. “I think we'rein it.”

She turned, stepped in alittle circle, and noticed for the first time the rows and rows
of tall, bright green leafy plants that surrounded them and extended in all directions,
as far as she could see, under the starlit night.

Sam said, “I think we're in the middle of the biggest marijuanafield in the world.”

SAN DIEGO

Professor David Caine sat in an archive room in the university library, trying to
decipher the Mayan glyphs on the third page of the codex. He had seen nearly all of
the glyphsin the first two columns before. They were among the eight hundred sixty-
one that had appeared in other codices or as carved inscriptions at Mayan
archaeological sites and translated in the context of those inscriptions. He had found
two glyphs on the first page that he believed had not been found before. In old
languages and writing systems, there were aways a few words susceptible to
competing interpretations. Even in the surviving texts of Old English, there were a
few words appearing only once, and scholars had been arguing about them for
centuries.

Caine leaned close to the lighted magnifier on the stand above the painted bark page
of the codex. He had photographed all the pages, but when there was doubt about a
glyph, it was best to look as closely as possible at the original, examining each



brushstroke. The two glyphs could be borrowings from another Mayan language, or
possibly be the unique names of historical figures or even two names for one man.
They could even be variants of terms he knew but had failed to recognize.

There was a loud rap on the door that startled him and destroyed his concentration.
He was tempted to shout “Go away,” but he reminded himself that he was a guest in
this building. He stood up, went to the door, and opened it.

In the doorway stood Albert Strohm, the vice chancellor for Academic Affairs, and
behind him were severa men in suits. Strohm was a dynamic, effective
executive—the academic vice chancellor was the one who actually ran the campus,
while the chancellor spent most of histime on public relati

ons and fund-raising—nbut Strohm looked today like a man who had been thoroughly
defeated.

Cainesaid, “Hello, Albert,” askindly as he could. “Comeonin. | was just—"

“Thank you, Professor Caine,” Stronm said, giving Caine a stare that held some
message—a warning? Caine was sure it had something to do with the men outside.
Stronm said, “Let me introduce these gentlemen. This is Alfredo Montez, the
Minister of Culture for the Republic of Mexico; Mr. Juédrez, his assistant; Steven
Vanderman, Specia Agent, FBI; and Milton Welles, U.S. Customs.” As he
introduced the agents, they held up their federal identification badges.
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“Please comein,” said Caine. He was thinking rapidly. Albert Stronm’s formality had
been a warning to him to shut up before he said something incriminating. Then he
amended it—or, if not incriminating, then something that might weaken the
university’s position in a legal matter. He had heard of Alfredo Montez, so he held
out his hand. “ Sefior Montez, it's a pleasure to meet you. I’ ve read your monographs
on the Olmec and used them, particularly the ones on blue jadeite, in my own work.”

“Thank you,” said Montez. He was a tall, erect man, with his dark hair combed
straight back. He wore an expensive gray suit and highly shined shoes, which made
Caine feel a bit grubby in his old sport coat and khaki pants. He noticed that Montez
didn’t smile.

Montez said, “We came straight from Mexico City as soon as the Chiapas officials
brought this situation to our attention.” He saw that the codex was open on the table
where Caine had been working. “That is the Mayan codex, correct?” He didn’t wait
for an answer. “Found in a shrine on Volcan Tacana?’

“Yes,” said Caine. “It was hidden in a classic period pot. The finders judged it would
be safest to remove what they could from the earthquake zone, and then there were
attempts to steal the pot, so they brought it here temporarily. Only when we unsealed
the pot did we find the codex. If you have time, I’d love to talk with you about the
shrine and the codex itself.”

Minister Montez stepped back and turned toward the FBI and customs agents to
answer. “No, I'm afraid I’ll have to defer that conversation. For the moment, I've
heard enough.”



It was as though the legal authorities had been waiting for Caine to say the wrong
thing. The FBI man, the customs man, and the assistant stepped to the table. In an
instant, Caine knew. As soon as he had admitted the codex had been found in
Mexico, anything else he might say became irrelevant. But he had to try to keep them
from confiscating it.

“Wait, gentlemen, please. This codex was found, hidden in a classic period jar, with
the body of a caretaker, who must have brought it to the shrine to hide. The shrine
had been buried by lava in an eruption, then uncovered by last month’s earthquakes.
There was an emergency, a national disaster. The finders were there on a
humanitarian mission, not searching for artifacts. They only acted to preserve what
they’d found.”

Specia Agent Vanderman said, “You must be aware that the law and international
agreements required them to report the find to the host government and not take it out
of the country.”

“Yes, I'm aware. But these people protected the jar and the codex from thieves in
Mexico. Thisisn't a theoretical argument. The codex would have been on the black

market that very day.”

“We're here now, and these finders are relieved of the responsibility to protect it
further,” said Montez. “And so are you.”

Caine was frantic. “ Surely you're not going to confiscate the codex now. I've barely
had time to examineit.”

“Have you photographed it?’ asked Welles, the customs agent.

“That was one of the first things | did,” said Caine. “It was a precaution, to preserve
the information.”



“WEe'll need those photographs too,” said Welles. “And all copies. Are they in your
briefcase?’

“Well, yes” Caine said. “But why?”

“They’re evidence in apossible federal prosecution. They prove you were treating the
codex as your own and that you were taking your time about reporting it to
authorities here or in its country of origin.”

“But that's absurd,” said Caine. “I've aways reported everything I've found in
Mexico or anywhere else. There’s never been this kind of hastein any case | know of.
The codex hasn’t been here a month.”

Vanderman, the FBI agent, said, “Do you want to hand everything over voluntarily or
should we begin to search for it?

Caine lifted his briefcase to the table and produced a thick, nine-by-twelve-inch
envelope full of photographs. He turned to Vice Chancellor Strohm, who looked sick.
“Albert—"

“I'm sorry, Professor Caine. The university’s legal staff says the law is clear. The
codex belongs to the country where it was found. We have no choice but to comply
with the official request for immediate repatriation.”

Agent Vanderman glanced at the photographs in the envelope, but then took Caine's
briefcase too. He said, “We'll need your laptop too.” He gestured toward the open
computer near the codex.

“Why?" asked Caine. “You can’'t say that belongs to the Mexican government.”

Vanderman spoke quietly. “It will be returned to you as soon as our technicians have



looked through the hard drive.” He stared at Caine for a moment, his eyes taking on
the flat, emotionless expression that cops use on suspects. “ Just some friendly advice.
If there's anything on the drive about selling, hiding, or transporting the Mayan
codex, then you'll need to hire a good lawyer. I’'m sure Vice Chancellor Strohm will
tell you that the university’s attorneys can’t defend you in acriminal tria.”

Strohm didn’t meet Caine' s gaze.

Caine stood, helplessly watching them pack up the codex, his notes, his photographs,
and his computer. He turned to the two Mexican officials. “Minister Montez, Sefior
Juérez,” he said. “Please believe me, this was never a scheme to do anything
unethical. The people who found the codex risked their lives to protect it during a
time of catastrophe. They alerted the mayor of the nearest village. They called mein
and | immediately began consulting with scholars al over the world, including
Mexico.”

Montez said, “You should know that neither | nor the Mexican government can
countenance what you’'ve done here. The steps you and your friends took seem to
have left out the only legitimate authority, and the legal owner of the artifacts. Saying
that the only way to protect the codex was taking it to the United States is
presumptuous and paternalistic.” He stepped past Caine and the others, with his
assistant, Sefior Juéarez, following.

After that, the men from the FBI and customs seemed uncomfortable. They took only
a minute to finish packing up and walk off, leaving only Strohm and Caine in the
room.

“I'm sorry, David,” said Strohm. “The university had no choice but to cooperate in a
situation like this. Of course we'll do everything possible to vouch for you and
support you. We'll also vouch for the probity of your conduct. But, you know, you
might want to consider what Agent Vanderman said.”



“You mean find acriminal lawyer?’

The vice chancellor shrugged. “It’s a lot easier to get a court to decide in your favor
on the first try than to get the next court to reverse the first’s decision.”
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Outside the building, the officials drove off in a plain coal black Lincoln Town Car.
They reached the San Diego Freeway and turned south in the direction of downtown
San Diego, but then stayed on the freeway, took the Balboa Park exit, and drove into
the vast parking lots of the San Diego Zoo. They went to an area of the largest |ot that
was far from the pedestrian entrance and where a solitary second black car waited.
They pulled up beside it, and both drivers |lowered their backseat windows.

From the backseat of the waiting car came a woman'’s voice with an educated British
accent. “1 assume it all went swimmingly?’

“Yes, maam,” said Special Agent Vanderman. He got out of hiscar, carryin

g a large briefcase, got into the backseat of the other car, and sat beside Sarah
Allersby. He placed the case on the seat between them, opened it, and showed her the
codex, wrapped in clear plastic.

“Did you get everything? All of his photographs, his notes, and so on?”’

“Yes, maam,” he said. “The administrators fell al over themselves to cooperate, and
so when we all trooped in, Caine looked like he'd been poleaxed. He gave us
everything without much of an argument. | guess he assumed his bosses had already
verified who we were.”

“They may have,” said Sarah. “The names on your identification cards were the
names of real officials” She looked more closely at the briefcase. “Is this
everything?’



“No.” He got out and reached into the backseat of the other car, then handed her a
computer. “Here’s hislaptop. That’s everything.”

“Then it’s time for you four to get moving. Here are your itineraries.” She handed
him four printed airline itineraries. “Destroy your fake identification before you reach
the airport. You'll each find a rather pleasing bonus in your special bank accounts
tomorrow.”

“Thank you,” he said.

“Aren’t you going to ask how much?’

“No, ma am. You said we' d be pleased. | have no reason to doubt that, and, if I'm
wrong, haggling won't help.”

She smiled, displaying perfectly straight, professionally whitened teeth. “Y ou’re very
wise. Stick with our company and you'll also berich.”

“1 intend to,” he said. He turned and got into the backseat of the other car and nodded
to the driver. The car began to move immediately.

Sarah Allersby watched the other black car drive off, then latched the briefcase and
set it on the floor. She couldn’t keep from smiling as her own car moved off more
slowly. She wanted to laugh aloud, to get on the phone and tell a few friends how
clever she had been. She had just acquired a Mayan codex, an irreplaceable and
priceless artifact, for about the cost of a middle-of-the-lot American car. If she
included the price of the false identification cards and badges, the plane tickets, and
the bonuses, it was, at most, the cost of two cars.

Maybe when she got back to Guatemala City tonight she would get on the secure
scrambled phone line to London. Her father would be amused. He didn’t much care



about the art or cultures of non-European people—he referred to them as “our brown
brothers,” as though he were a colonist out of Kipling—but a good deal on any
commodity was what he lived for.

GUATEMALA

The cannabis plants grew in rows, planted like corn, with the stalks as tall as a man.
There were irrigation hoses between rows with holesin them to soak the roots.

Remi sat on the ground and put on the sneakers that Sam had placed in the waterproof
bag for her. Then she took two of the pistols from the bag, handed one to Sam, and
stuck the other in the waistband of her shorts and pulled her shirt down over it. She
said, “I think I know who those men who attacked us were.”

“Me too,” Sam said. “They must patrol the area to be sure outsiders don’'t reach the
fields.”

“Let’s see if we can call home,” Remi said. She tried her phone, then Sam’'s. “The
batteries are dead. We'll have to walk out of here.”

“If the drug farmers let us,” Sam said. “They’re not going to like us any better than
the men at the cenote did.”

They heard the sound of an engine. It was distant at first, but it grew louder. After a
moment, they could hear squeaking springs as a stake truck bounced along the dusty
road between two fields of crops.

Sam and Remi ran into the forest of tall cannabis stalks and moved away from the
sounds. They crouched low and watched. The truck bounced up and coasted to a stop,
and a middle-aged man in blue jeans, cowboy boots, and a white shirt got out of the
passenger side of the cab. He walked one row into the field and selected a marijuana



plant. He looked closely at a bud and tested it. He stepped out toward the truck and
nodded, and a dozen men jumped from the back of the truck to the ground. They
moved along the rows of plants, harvesting the ripe buds.

The harvest proceeded quickly. Sam and Remi had to stay out of sight. When they
were sure it was clear, they ran across a gap to the next field. After they had dlipped
into that field, they heard another engine sound approaching. This time, it was a
tractor towing a wagon containing more men, who jumped down and began to harvest
the second field.

For hours, Sam and Remi moved from one field of the huge plantation to another,
avoiding the harvesters, their trucks and tractors.

The trucks began to pass them again, moving in the other direction. Sam and Remi
made their way down along row of plants in the middle of the field, walking parallel
to the roads and maintaining their distance. They came to aforest of bushes, al seven
to ten feet tall. “Interesting,” Remi whispered. “They look a lot like a blackthorn,
don’t they?’

“Could be,” said Sam. “All | know about the blackthorn is that it’s what the Irish use
to make a shillelagh. Also that it looks like a coca tree. And thisis a coca tree.” He
picked aleaf. “See? Y ou look for two parallel lines on each side of the rib.”

“How do you know about that?’

Sam shrugged and gave Remi a gy smile.
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When they reached the end of the coca grove, they could see a single-file line of
about twenty trucks and tractors waiting to pull up to barnlike buildings. Sam and
Remi kept to the fields as they moved to the side and around the buildings.

Sam pointed at the trucks and whispered, “I think that’s our way out.”

Remi said, “Maybe, but look at all the guards.” Walking the perimeter of the tie-
down area were men who carried rifles that looked like AK-47 assault weapons on
dlings. Sam and Remi could see the curved, thirty-round magazines.

“Interesting,” said Sam. “They’'re all facing inward, watching the guys covering the
loads of marijuana. They’re not protecting the operation, they’re making sure the
farmhands don’t steal any of the product. It’s inventory control.”

Remi said, “Maybe we could just sneak to the road and walk out of here.”

Sam shrugged. “Would the men who tried to kill usin the forest neglect aroad?’
“Probably not,” she said. “I guessit’s got to be atruck.”

“Let’spick onethat’s aready been loaded, covered, and parked.”

Sam and Remi made a wide circle around the compound, staying among the tall
plants and watching the activities in the center. They avoided the spots where a

turning truck might sweep its headlights across them, and they stayed far from the
buildings where men were hanging, bailing, and loading marijuana.



Sam and Remi stayed under their cover until they were beyond the parked trucks. It
looked hopeless. There was a guard standing by the front bumper of the first truck in
line, which was fully loaded and tied down. From his tired slouch, he seemed bored.
The dling that held his rifle went from his left shoulder across his chest to his right
hip, so he would need an extra second or two to bring it around and fire.

Sam and Remi put their heads close, whispered for a few seconds, and then separated
and left the woods at the same moment about ten feet apart. They walked silently, but
quickly, and converged on the guard from both sides at once with their pistols drawn.
The guard turned in Remi’s direction, saw her, and began to tug at his sling to lift it
over his head to free his rifle, but Sam was beside the man too quickly and pressed
his gun to the man’s head. Remi stepped closer, grasped the sling, and took the rifle
away from him. Without warning, Sam hooked his left arm around the man’s neck
from behind in a choke hold and held it until he lost consciousness. Sam and Remi
each took an ankle and dragged the man into the nearby woods. Sam took the man’s
pants and put them on, then put on the man’'s straw hat. Remi held the rifle and
watched the trucks while Sam took the man’s shirt, tore it, and used it to tie and gag
him, then bind him to a tree.

They stepped out of the woods together, Sam holding the AK-47 rifle the way the
guards held theirs and wearing the guard's hat and pants. They walked between two
of the already loaded trucks, then picked one, quickly letting their silhouettes be
engulfed by the silhouette of the truck. They looked in each direction, trying to see
where the other guards were, but couldn’t see any of them from there.

Then, coming along the front of the trucks, was another guard. “Guard,” Sam
whispered. Remi crouched beside one of the big truck tires. Sam held the AK-47, his
left hand on the forestock and his right just behind the trigger guard, pushed the
safety off, and stepped a couple of paces in front of the truck in a bored, slouching
posture, his eyes turned in their sockets to watch the guard’ s behavior.



The guard kept coming along for a few steps, stopped, then raised his right hand to
wave at Sam.

Sam imitated the gesture as exactly as he could, waving back at the man and
assuming it meant that he was alert and all was well. He pretended not to be studying
the man for his response, just walked a bit closer to the front of the truck and waited.
If he was going to have an automatic-weapons fight, he was going to use the truck’s
engine as a shield. He took a few breaths and prepared himself. The other guard
turned and walked off along the perimeter.

Sam moved back to where Remi waited. They stayed low as they climbed over the
gate of the truck to its bed, lifted the rear canvas cover enough to let them crawl
under, then pulled it back down to hide. Once under the tarp, they moved some of the
marijuana packages to build a cushioning layer beneath them.

Soon they heard footsteps and voices coming to where their truck was parked. Then
Sam and Remi felt the truck sink on its springs a little as a man stood on the left step
and sat in the driver’ s seat, then another came from the right side and sat beside him.
The doors of the cab slammed, the engine started, they began to move, and very
slowly the truck joined aline of trucks on the gravel road.

Sam listened to the engines for a couple of minutes, then put his head near the canvas.
He whispered, “It looks as though five leave at once.” The truck moved up about five

lengths and then stopped again.

This time, Remi moved her head close to the bottom of the canvas on the left side.
“We're sitting beside asign,” she said.

“Canyou read it?’

“Estancia Guerrero.”



There was a sudden surge of movement around the truck, on all sides at once. Sam
gripped the rifle, and Remi drew her pistol, and they faced away from each other.
Men were climbing aboard, sitting on all sides of the canvas behind which Sam and
Remi hid. The men laughed and talked, while Sam and Remi, only inches away, held
their fire.

The driver shifted into first gear, and the truck moved ahead, gaining rpms, until it
was time to shift into second. But, then, they could tell that other trucks were moving
too. And by third gear, the workers on both sides had made themselves comfortable,
with their legs through the wooden side gates and their backs leaning against the
canvas-covered bales of marijuana.

Remi, then Sam, lowered the guns and lay back in uneasy immobility. The trucks
kept gaining speed, bouncing along the gravel road, while the men spoke to one
another in Spanish, happy that the day had come to an end. After about ten minutes,
the truck stopped, and about half the men got off in the center of a small village. The
truck drove on again and stopped after another ten minutes, when several others got
off near a double row of buildings. Ten minutes later, more workers jumped down to
the road.

Sam and Remi listened for another ten minutes or so before they were sure. Remi
lifted the canvas dlightly and looked out, and Sam lifted the other side. “Everybody

off?” he whispered.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Thank goodness. | was afraid | was going to sneeze from the
dust.”

“l guess the next thing is to get off the truck and make our way to a town,” he
whispered.

“l can't wait,” she said. “Let’s hope they don’t reach their unloading point before we



can bail out.”

They pulled aside the canvas a little and watched the sides of the narrow road while
the truck wound its way through heavily forested stretches and up onto plateaus,
where, for brief periods, they could see sky above them thick with stars. The distance
between trucks had grown greatly during the drive. Now and then, on a curving
stretch going up or down a slope, they would see the next truck’s headlights a half
mile or more behind them.

Finally, they reached a steep incline where the road wound upward for a long
distance. The driver downshifted as the engine labored. Remi darted out over the
tailgate and stared ahead, and said, “ There’ s atown up ahead, at the top of the hill.”
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“Then maybe we'd better bail out before we get there,” Sam said. “Get ready to
jump.” They got on the right side of the truck and looked out. There was the gravel
road heading upward, and, by the side of the road, a covering of low plants and
bushes that didn’t seem in the dark to be woody enough to be dangerous. They moved
close to the back of the truck to be ready. The road turned, so the truck slowed, and
the driver needed to be looking ahead, and Sam said, “Now.”

Remi jumped and rolled, and Sam jumped after her. They scrambled off the dusty
road into the bushes, and watched the truck bounce and rumble upward away from
them. At the top of the hill, they could see a church, with a pair of short, square-sided
steeples on the front. When the truck reached that point, it seemed to level and

disappear.

Sam and Remi stood up and began to climb. She looked down. “Your leg—is that
blood?" She bent and looked closer.

He looked too. “I guessit is. | must have scraped it on something when | hit. I'm all
right.”

They walked up the last few feet of the hill and around to the other side of the church
and sat in the moonlight to look at Sam’s leg. The blood streak went from his knee to
his ankle, but it was aready drying. “No harm done,” he said.

They kept to the side of the church, sat down in the dark shadows by it, and watched
the second truck make its way up to the level of the church, where the town’s main
street began. The truck traveled along the street without slowing. At the end of the
block of closed shops and restaurants, the road curved a little and went downward,



and the truck disappeared.

Sam and Remi stayed at the back of the church building and waited while the other
trucks climbed the road and passed through the town, one by one. Their small convoy
had consisted of five trucks, but the Fargos stayed where they were as long as they
could see headlights in the distance. They counted twenty trucks before the road was
clear again. It was nearly dawn when they walked out of their hiding place and saw
that there were people in some of the shops aready. They passed a baker’'s shop,
where a man was firing up a big wood-burning oven behind the building. There were
people in the yards outside their houses, gathering eggs, feeding chickens, starting
fires.

Sam said, “I’'m hungry.”

“Metoo. Did any of our Guatemalan Quetzales survive our swim?”

“1 think so. I'll look in the bag.” He opened the waterproof bag, shuffled around in it,
and found his wallet. “That’s good news. My wallet survived.” He looked inside.
“The money too. Let’s see if we can buy some breakfast.”

They walked toward the shop where the man was stoking the oven and saw two men
heading for the same place. One wore a wrinkled seersucker suit and the other a
priest’s black coat and collar. They strolled down the center of the street, chatting in a
friendly way, as they approached the little restaurant.

They and the host had a quick exchange of greetings, and then the priest turned to the
Fargos and said in English, “Good morning. My name is Father Gomez. And thisis

Dr. Carlos Huerta, our town physician.”

Sam shook their hands. “ Sam Fargo. And thisis my wife, Remi.”



“S0,” she said, “the parish priest and the doctor together at dawn. | hope nobody has
died during the night.”

“No,” said the priest. “A baby was born a while ago. The family sent for me to
baptize the little boy immediately, so we thought we might as well begin the day
here. Miguel Alvarez saw us coming. And to what do we owe the pleasure of your
company?”’

“We were hiking and camping north of Coban and we seem to have wandered a bit
and gotten lost,” said Sam. “We had to abandon most of our gear. But we found our
way to aroad, and here we are, safe and in atown.”

“Yes, you are,” said Dr. Huerta. “Will you join us for breakfast?’

“We would be delighted,” said Remi.

They talked while the restaurateur’s wife and two of his sons arrived and began to
cook. They produced a feast of thick, handmade tortillas, rice, black beans, fried

eggs, papaya, slices of cheese, and sautéed plantains.

After a few remarks about the area, the climate, and the people, Father Gomez said,
“Y ou came from that way, beyond the church?’

“Yes,” said Remi.

“Did you stop at the Estancia Guerrero?’

Remi was uncomfortable. “It didn’'t look to us like afriendly place.”

The priest and the doctor exchanged a meaningful look. Dr. Huerta said, “Your
instincts served you well.”



Sam looked at Remi, then said, “I’m afraid we got a pretty good look at part of the
place. The reason we had to abandon our gear was that some men were trying to
shoot us.”

“Thisisn't the only story like that I’ ve heard,” said Father Gomez. “It’s a disgrace.”
Dr. Huerta said, “Father Gomez and | have been trying to do something about it for a
year or more. First, we wrote to the woman who owns the Estancia, an
Englishwoman named Sarah Allersby. We thought she would want to know that a
part of her huge property was being used as a drug plantation.”

Sam and Remi exchanged a look. “What did she say?’ asked Sam.

“Nothing. The response came from the regional police, who told us we didn’t know
marijuana from sugarcane and were wasting everyone’ stime.”

Remi said, “Do you know Miss Allersby?’
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“No, we've never seen her,” said the priest. “But who ca
n tell what she knows, far away in Guatemala City, or in London, or New Y ork?’

The doctor said, “Meanwhile, heavily armed men roam the forests, and trucks full of
drugs come through town every few nights. Lots of the villages around here have
young men who work there. Some come home, others don’'t. Are they all right? Who
knows?’

“I"'m sorry,” said Remi. “Maybe we can talk to the authorities in Guatemala City and
pass on the story. Sometimes outsiders can seem more objective to the police.”

“1"ve been thinking about that,” said Dr. Huerta. “If the drug people saw you and shot
at you, they might be searching for you even now. Just to be safe, we ought to get you
out of here. I’ve got a car and I'll be driving to the next town this morning. I'll take
you with me and put you on a bus to Guatemala City.”

“Thank you,” Sam said. “We would appreciate it very much.”

“Yes, wewould,” said Remi. “Doesn’t the bus stop here?’

“Not anymore,” said the priest. “ Santa Maria de los Montafias isn’t big enough. There
are only two hundred souls, and few have any business el sewhere.”

Dr. Huerta said, “Let’s give it another half hour, just to be sure the drug trucks have
passed, before we get on the road.”



“While you're waiting, I’ll show you our church,” said Father Gomez. “It was made
by the first generation of converts in the sixteenth century, under the direction of the
Dominicans.”

“We' d loveto seeit,” Remi said.

They walked to the church with the priest. The front had a pair of low bell towers
with a flat facade between them. There was a large pair of wooden doors, opening on
a little plaza that ended at the road. It occurred to Remi that the style was similar to
some of the smaller California missions. Inside were carved statues of Mary and baby
Jesus above the altar, flanked by angels with shields and spears.

“The statues were imported from Spain in the eighteenth century,” said Father
Gomez. “These pews were made by parishioners about that time.” He sat in the front
row and the Fargos joined him. “And now all that history culminates in the town
turning into adrug traffickers’ paradise.”

“You should try again for help,” said Sam. “The national police in Guatemala City
might be more interested in this. As Remi said, we can tell them what we saw.”

“If you could get a message through to Sarah Allersby, the woman who owns the
Estancia Guerrero, it might help even more. The doctor and | have hopes that she's
like alot of absentee landlords. She doesn’t pay much attention, but when she learns
what’ s been happening on her land, she'll react.”

Remi sighed. “We can try.”

“Y ou seem doubtful. Why?’

“We met her recently, and | think she might take a letter or a call from us. But our
personal impression, and what we've heard about her, tells us that she won't help



anyone unless she gets some personal advantage out of it.”

“You think she's aware of the drug smuggling?’

“We can't say that,” said Remi. “Just because someone makes a bad impression on us
doesn’t mean she's a criminal. But she struck us as a very spoiled and selfish young
woman who didn’t care much about rules.”

“l see,” said Father Gomez. “Well, please try. Having these bandits patrolling the
areaisaterrible thing. If the drugs disappeared, so would they.”

“We'll try to talk to her,” said Sam.

“Thank you. We'd better get you to Dr. Huerta. He has patients waiting in the next
town.” They got up and strolled down the aisle of the church behind Father Gomez.
He opened one of the big doors a couple of inches, then said, “Wait.”

Sam and Remi followed his gaze and saw a small squad of heavily armed policemen
had arrived in a personnel carrier. They had stopped Dr. Huerta's car on the strest,
and their sergeant was talking to him. He said little and seemed to be annoyed by the
intrusion. Finally, he got out of his car, walked across the street with the sergeant, and
opened a storefront door, then stepped aside.

The sergeant and two of his men went inside and looked around and then came out.
The doctor locked the door again. Then he walked back to the car with the sergeant,
who directed him to open the trunk. He opened it, they looked inside, and he closed
it. The sergeant nodded to the doctor, and got into the passenger seat of the personnel
carrier. His men climbed aboard, and, at his signal, they drove off in the direction of
the Estancia Guerrero.

Huerta walked into the church. “That was the same squad of police who came after



we wrote to Miss Allersby about what’ s happening on her land.”

Father Gomez said, “What did they want with you?’

“Today they’re looking for two people they say are involved in drug smuggling—two
strangers, who may be Americans, a man and a woman. They were seen afew miles
from here, and when the police raided their camp, they found a large amount of
cocainein their backpacks.”

Sam looked at Remi. “That’s quite a story.”

“1 think we' ve got to get you out of here,” said Father Gomez.
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“Yes,” said Dr. Huerta. “Come, I'll take you now.”

Remi said, “We don’'t want to endanger you. If they’ll frame us, they’ll frame other
people too—maybe you.”

“They’ve given me their message and that will be enough for now. And the sergeant
knows even with his friends the drug men, he might be the one who needs a doctor
someday. I'm the only one for many miles.”

Remi said, “Father Gomez, we'll try to let you know how our talk with Sarah
Allersby works out.”

“1 hope it does. God bless you in your travels.”

They got into the doctor’'s car, and he drove them in the direction the trucks had
traveled in the night. Almost as soon as the car reached the end of the short main
street, the pavement gave way to gravel again. The road wound down and away from
the town into aforested valley.

Huerta said, “The town of Santa Maria de los Montanas was a late Mayan settlement.
It was built a couple of hundred years after the great cities were abandoned. As you
can see, it's high up, approachable only by one steep road on each side. It was
probably a place of refuge after the collapse of the larger society.”

“It must have been atough place for the Spanish to conquer.”

“They couldn’t do it,” said Dr. Huerta. “The Indians in the area were very warlike.



What happened was that Dominican missionaries, friars led by Las Casas, came and
converted the Indians peacefully.”

“Bartolomeé de Las Casas?’ asked Remi.

“Yes,” said Huerta. “He's a national hero. He founded a mission at Rabinal, pacified
the Indians, and baptized them one by one. That's why this region is called Las
Verapaces. It means ‘Lands of True Peace.’”

Sam noticed the doctor’ s expression as he drove on. “Is something wrong?”’

Dr. Huerta shook his head. “I’m sorry, | was thinking sad thoughts about Las Casas.
His dream of a Guatemala where the Mayans had equal rights never came true, even
now. The Mayan people have suffered a very long time. And during civil warsin any
country, the ones who suffer most are the poorest.”

Remi said, “Isthat why you practice medicine way up here?’

He shrugged. “Logic would dictate that | work with the people who need me the
most. Whenever | want to leave, | think of that.”

“What' s that up ahead?’ said Remi. “It looks like one of the marijuana trucks.”

“Get your heads down,” said Dr. Huerta. “I'll try to get rid of them.”

Sam and Remi ducked down in the backseat. Sam lay on his side on the floor, Remi
lay on the seat and covered him and herself with the blanket Dr. Huerta had on the

seat so it looked as though she were sick and the only passenger.

Dr. Huerta drove ahead. The truck was stopped in the middle of the road, and the
driver and the guard were out of the cab, waving Huerta' s approaching car to a stop.



“It looks like they have engine trouble. They want me to stop,” Dr. Huerta said to
Sam and Remi.

“Y ou don’'t have much choice,” said Sam. “Do it.”

Dr. Huerta stopped behind the truck, and the driver walked up to his window. He
addressed the doctor in Spanish, and the doctor replied, waving his arm in the
direction of Remi lying on the backseat. The man quickly stepped back two steps
from the car and gestured to the doctor to keep going. Dr. Huerta drove on.

Remi had been listening. “What is parétidas?’ she asked.

“It's a common viral illness. In English, it's called mumps. | told him you had a case
at its most contagious stage. In adult males, it can cause impotence.”

Remi laughed. “Very quick thinking.” She pulled the blanket aside so Sam could sit
up beside her.

An hour later, Dr. Huerta dropped them off in a larger village, and soon they were
sitting in the back of a bus heading down toward the city of Coban. From Cobéan to
Guatemala City was another hundred thirty-three miles, afive-hour trip.

When they reached Guatemala City, they checked into the Real InterContinental
Hotel in the center of the Zona Viva, the tenth zone, where the best restaurants and
nightlife can be found. When Sam and Remi were up in their room and could plug in
their telephones to replenish their charges, Sam called the Guatemala City branch of
an American bank where he had an account and arranged to rent a safe-deposit box.

He and Remi walked the three blocks to the bank, rented the box, and placed the gold
and jade artifacts they’d found in the underground river in it, where they would be
safe.



They walked back to their hotel, stopping in fashionable shops along the way to buy
new clothes and a pair of suitcases, and then they called Selma.

“Where have you two been?’ she asked. “We' ve been trying to call you for two
days.”

“Our phone batteries ran down when we took them for a swim,” said Remi. She gave
Selma the name of their hotel, their room number, and a brief version of how they
had come to be there. She ended with, “And how is everything at home?’
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“Bad,” said Selma. “I'm amo
st afraid to tell you.”
“1"m going to put you on speaker so Sam can hear too,” said Remi.

“All right,” said Selma. “ Someone arranged to have four men come to the university
and impersonate FBI and U.S. Customs agents and two Mexican cultural officials.
They showed credentials, and the university administrators looked up the names to
verify these people existed. So—"

“Did they get the codex?’

“Yes,” she said. “I’'m sorry. | hope you won't blame David Caine. The university’s
lawyers said the codex had to be turned over to legitimate Mexican officials, so the
academic vice chancellor led these men right to the archival room where David had
the codex under a magnifier. We found out that the administrators even had the
campus police standing by in case David had to be restrained.”

“We're not blaming David,” Sam said. “See if you can find out where Sarah Allersby
was at the time. The fact that we had a prowler right after she and her lawyerstried to
buy the codex makes her my favorite suspect.”

“Her private plane took off from Los Angeles late the night after the theft,” Selma
said. “ She had been scheduled to fly out the evening after she came to the house, but
anew flight plan was filed the night she actually left.”



“Where was she headed?’ asked Sam.

“The flight plan was for Guatemala City.”

“So she's here?” Remi said. “ She brought the codex here?”

“It would seem s0,” said Selma. “That’s an advantage of a private plane. You don’t
have to hide what you steal in your luggage.”

GUATEMALA CITY

For over two hundred years, Sarah Allersby’s mansion in Guatemala City had been
the home of the weathy Guerrero family. It was a Spanish palace, built with a
massive set of stone steps, a carved fagade, and high double doors in front. The wings
of the two-story house continued all the way around to enclose alarge courtyard.

When Sam and Remi knocked, a tall, muscular man in his mid-thirties with the face
and build of a boxer, and who might have been the butler but was probably the chief
of security, opened the door. “Mr. and Mrs. Fargo?’

“Yes,” said Sam.

“You're expected. Please come in.” He stepped back to let them pass and then looked
up and down the street as he shut the door. “Miss Allersby will see you in the
library.” Dominating the foyer were a pair of eight-foot-high stone slabs with
carvings of particularly fierce-looking Mayan deities that seemed to be guarding the
house. He led the Fargos past them to a doorway off the foyer that had a high,
ornately carved stone lintel that Remi judged was from a Mayan building. Inside was
the sort of library that could be found in English country houses, if they were old
enough and the owners were rich enough. The man waited until Sam and Remi were
seated on alarge, old-fashioned leather couch and went out.



The room was designed to convey long tenure and social standing. There was an
antique globe, about four feet in diameter, on a stand. Antique lecterns along the side
of the room held large, open books—one an old Spanish dictionary and the other a
hand-tinted, seventeenth-century atlas. The walls were lined with tall bookshelves
that held thousands of leather-bound books. Hung along the inner wall, above the
bookcases of nineteenth-century works, were portraits of Spanish ladies, with
mantillas over their hair and in lace gowns, and Spanish gentlemen in black coats. It
occurred to Remi that this room was not Sarah Allersby’s doing. She had simply got
the Guerrero house and occupied it. Remi verified the impression by looking at the
nearest shelf of books, which had Spanish titles embossed on their spinesin gold.

At the far end of the room, a glass case displayed beaten gold and carved jade
ornaments from the costume of a classic period Mayan dignitary, a selection of
fanciful Mayan clay pots shaped like frogs, dogs, and birds, and eight figurines of
cast gold.

They heard the pock-pock of high heels striking the polished stone floor as Sarah
Allersby crossed the foyer. She entered the room at a fast walk, smiling. “Why, it
really is Sam and Remi Fargo. | think | can honestly say that | never expected to see
either of you again, and certainly not in Guatemala.” She wore a black skirt from a
suit but without the jacket, black shoes, and a white silk blouse with a ruffle at the
neck, an outfit that conveyed the impression that she had been occupied with business
in another part of the house. She looked at her watch as though starting a timer and
then back at them.

Sam and Remi stood. “Hello, Miss Allersby.”

Sarah Allersby stood where she was, making no attempt to shake hands.

“Enjoying your stay in our country?’



“Since we met you in San Diego, we' ve been exploring in Alta Verapaz,” said Remi.
“1 suppose the codex raised our consciousness of Mayan country and we decided to
take a closer look.”

“How adventurous of you. It must be wonderful to be able to drop everything and go
off to satisfy your curiosity on awhim. | envy you.”

“It comes with retirement,” said Sam. “You should take more time away from
acquiring things.”

“Not just yet,” said Sarah. “I’m still in the building phase. So you came down here
and the first one you decided to visit was me. I’ m flattered.”

“Yes,” said Sam. “The reason we're here is that our trek took us close to an estate
that you own—the Estancia Guerrero.”

“How interesting.” Her expression was guarded, alert but emotionless.

“The reason we had to pass that way was that a contingent of heavily armed men
were chasing us. They opened fire as soon as they saw us, so we had to run and we
took a shortcut through your property. What we saw when we crossed your land was
avery large marijuana plantation with about a hundred workers, harvesting the crop,
drying, packing, and shipping.”
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“What awild day you had,” she said. “How, pray tell, did you escape from all these
armed men?’

“Don’'t you think what you should be asking is what are all these criminals doing on
my ranch?’ said Remi.

Sarah Allersby smiled indulgently. “Think about the Everglades National Park in
your country. It’s about one-point-five million acres. The Estancia Guerrero is more
than twice that size. It's just one of several tracts that | own in different regions of
Guatemala. There's no way to keep everyone off that land. Parts of it are unreachable
except on foot. The peasant people have been in and out of there for thousands of
years, no doubt plenty of them up to no good. | do employ afew men in the district to
prevent commercial logging of rare woods, poaching of endangered species, the
looting of archaeological sites. But armed combat with drug gangs is the
government’s job, not mine.”

Sam said, “We thought we'd let you know about the illegal activity going on inside
your property.”

Sarah Allersby leaned forward, an unconscious posture that made her ook like a cat
about to spring. “Y ou sound as though you have doubts.”

Remi shrugged. “All | can be sure of is that you're informed now.” She offered her
hand to Sarah, who took it. “Thank you for giving us a few minutes of your time.”

They stepped through the door to the foyer, and Sarah emerged behind them.

“It's not likely to happen again,” she said. As she walked across the old tiles in the



other direction, she added, “| just assumed you were here to say something amusing
about my Mayan codex.”

Remi stopped and turned. “Y our Mayan codex?’

Sarah Allersby laughed. “Did | say that? How silly of me.” She kept walking. As she
disappeared through another doorway, the front door opened behind the Fargos. The
servant who had let them in appeared. Now he was accompanied by two other menin
suits. They held the heavy door open so the Fargos' exit would not be delayed.

As soon as they were outside, Remi said, “Well, that wasn't very satisfying.”

“Let’stry another way to get some action,” Sam said.

Sam and Remi walked down the steps and out to the street. They t

urned to the right and walked another hundred yards, and then Sam stopped and
waved down ataxi. “ Avenida Reforma. The embassy of the United States.”

At the embassy, the receptionist behind the desk asked them to wait while she tried to
get a member of the staff to speak with them. Five minutes later, a woman appeared
from a door beyond the desk and walked up to them. “I'm Amy Costa, State
Department. Come to my office.” When they were inside, she said, “How can | help
you today?’

Sam and Remi told her the story of what had happened on and near the Estancia
Guerrero. They told her about the men who had tracked and attacked them, the vast
plantation of marijuana plants and coca trees, the truck convoys. They described the
doctor and the priest who had asked them to submit their pleas to Sarah Allersby and
her response. And, finally, Sam told her about the Mayan codex.



“If the codex is in her possession, or is found to have ever been in her possession,
then she got it by having men impersonate federal officials at the University of
Cdliforniain San Diego and stedl it.”

Amy Costa wrote a report as she listened, only interrupting to ask for dates or
approximate location data that had been recorded on their phones. When they had
finished their story, she said, “We will be passing this information on to the
Guatemalan government. But don’t be too impatient about results.”

“Why not?’ asked Remi.

“The government has been doing a valiant job of trying to control the drug traffickers
and growers, who are aso destroying the forests, particularly in the Petén region, to
make giant cattle ranches. But the drug gangs have them outnumbered and
outgunned. In the past couple of years, the police have taken back about three
hundred thousand acres from the drug lords, but that’ s atiny fraction of the total.”

“What about Sarah Allersby?’

“We've been aware of her since she arrived in the country, of course. She's a very
visible personality on the European party scene—beautiful, rich, uninhibited,
flamboyant. She's amost a celebrity in this city. And I’d not be at all surprised if she
is behind the theft of the Mayan codex. She thinks laws are local customs for the
unintelligent and unimaginative. But like aristocrats everywhere, she doesn’'t do the
unpleasant things herself. She hires people like the impostors who took the codex. It's
highly unlikely that she would ever be charged with a crime here.” She paused. “Any
crime.”

“Really?’ said Remi. “But she’'saforeigner just like us.”

“There's a difference.” She paused. “What 1I'm about to tell you is off the record.



She's been here for years, making herself socialy and financially useful to lots of
powerful people. She's a huge landowner, and while you can’'t buy the old owner’s
social status with the land, obvious wealth is certainly a good way to get invitations.
She's always contributed to the political campaigns of potential winners—and, even
more important, to the sure losers who are well connected. She can accomplish a lot
with a phone call, or even a hint dropped at a party.”

Sam said, “Can’'t we at least get the Guatemalan police to take alook at the Estancia?
Thousands of acres of plants in the fields and tons of buds in the drying barns are
pretty hard to hide. And if they examined her operations, her offices, her houses, they
couldn’t help but find—"

“The Mayan codex?’

“Well, that's what we'd hope. But certainly evidence that she’'s been profiting from
these drug operations.”

Amy Costa slowly shook her head. “That would be too vast an undertaking. The
authorities know that in the north and the west, the cartels have been operating in the
big stretches of wilderness. The police would love to stop them. But what you're
describing won't happen. If they found every single thing you saw, they still wouldn’t
arrest Sarah Allersby. Don't you see? She would be the prime victim. They could
arrest a hundred poor Mayan peasants who took jobs tending the crop. All the
action—the dirty deals, the money changing hands—took place in somebody’s fancy
house here in the capital. In Guatemala, if you're rich enough to own millions of
acresin the countryside, you're too rich to live there.”

“But you' |l pass on the information to the police?’

“Of course,” she said. “Thisisn’'t one crime, it's awar. We just keep on trying. What
you've told me may turn out to be helpful, even important, sometime. It may put



somebody away.”

Sam said, “Do you think we should go to the federal police too?’
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“You can if you want. But maybe we can do it together. Are you free for an hour or
so?’

“ Absolutely.”

“Give me a minute to call ahead and then we'll go.” She dialed a number and spoke
briefly in rapid Spanish. Then she buzzed the receptionist. “ Please have a car for me.
WEe'll leave as soon as it’s ready.” She explained to the Fargos, “It’s in zone four, a
bit too far to walk.”

They were driven to the federal police station on Avenida 3-1l. The police officer at
the door recognized Amy Costa and let them in. Costa walked up the hall to an
elevator, which took them to an office.

The uniformed officer, who stood as they entered, was young and clear-eyed. “Thisis
Commander Rueda. Thisis Sam and Remi Fargo. They’re two American visitors who
saw some things you might wish to know about. Mr. Fargo . .. 7

Sam told the story, and Remi filled in details and supplied the GPS locations of the
places described. Whenever the commander looked puzzled, Amy Costa translated
the words into Spanish. At the end of the Fargos recitation, the commander said,
“Thank you very much for bringing this information to our attention. | will file a
report, conveying your experiences, to the central command.” He stood to terminate
the visit.

Sam remained seated. “Will anything happen? Will Sarah Allersby’s properties be
searched or her bank accounts audited?’



The commander looked sympathetic. He sat down again. “I’'m sorry, but those things
will not happen. The armed gang was certainly one of the groups who patrol the north
to protect the ranches where drugs are grown and shipped. Marijuana is a stable,
reliable crop that can be grown in any remote area by anyone. But there’ s no proof of
a connection with Sarah Allersby. Any piece of jungle—including national
parkland—can be infiltrated by these criminals. We raid them and they turn up
elsawhere. When we go away, they come back. Do they pay a landlord for the
privilege? Sometimes, but not always. Your report of seeing coca trees, frankly,
disturbs me most. We haven't had coca growing here. Until now, we've only been a
stop on the route from South America.”

“1f you were to have areason to search the Allersby houses, banks, and businesses for
one thing and found another, could you still arrest her?”’

“Yes, provided we had a good legal reason to search. This time, we don’'t have a
direct connection to her.” He seemed to make a decision. “I’'m going to tell you
something confidential. Like many rich and active businesspeople, she has been
investigated from time to time. In fact, it's happened twice that | know of in this
office. We found nothing.”

Remi said, “No money she couldn’t explain? No Mayan artifacts? She calls herself a
collector, and we saw plenty in her house.”

The commander said, “If she has money she didn’t declare here, it’s no mystery. She
has interests in many countries, and a wealthy family. If there are Mayan artifacts,
she could say they were part of the estate she bought from the Guerrero family or
some things her workers found recently that she would have reported. There's
nothing criminal there unless she did something definite and final—sell them or take
them out of the country.”

“What would you advise usto do?’ asked Remi.



“What Miss Costa undoubtedly told you to do. Go home. If you want to, you could
search the online markets for codices or parts of them. Often, things are broken up
and sold. If the codex turns up, we'll file charges and confiscate it.”

“Thank you,” said Remi.

Sam shook the commander’ s hand. “We appreciate your willingness to listen.”

“Thank you for your evidence. And please don’'t be discouraged. Justice is sometimes

slow.

Amy Costa had the embassy car drop them off at their hotel. Once they were in the
room, they called Selma and asked her to get them a flight back to the United States.
While they were waiting to hear from her, they went out to an English-language
bookstore to buy books to read on the long flight home.

Their itinerary included a stop in Houston, but the flying time was only seven hours
and forty-one minutes. Sam slept through most of the flight to Houston while Remi
read a book on the history of Guatemala. On the second flight, Remi slept while Sam
read. When the plane lost altitude on its approach to the runway in San Diego, Remi’s
eyes opened. She said, “I know what’s wrong. We're missing our best ally in this.”

“Who'sthat?’

“Bartolome de Las Casas.”

SAN DIEGO

Sam and Remi stepped out to the curb at the airport and found Selma waiting for

them in the Volvo sedan. Zoltan was sitting sedately on the backseat of the car. Remi
ducked into the backseat and sat beside Zoltan, who licked her face while she hugged



and petted him. “Zoltan. Hianyoztal .

“What did you say?’ Selma asked.

“l said | missed him. | missed you too, but you aren’t a Hungarian dog.”

“Likewise, I'm sure,” said Selma. “Hi, Sam.”

“Hi, Selma. Thanks for coming to meet us.”

“It'sapleasure. Zoltan and | have been moping around the house since the robbery at
the university. David Caine calls every day, but | told him you'd get in touch when

you were home.”

“That reminds me. We won't be here long. We're going to Spain,” said Sam. “But
first we want t

0 meet with you and David. We can bring one another up to date on everything and
then get busy on the next step.”
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“All right. When we're home, I'll get going on your reservations,” said Selma. “It'sa
shame you're leaving. While you were in Guatemala, the workmen completed the
painting and finish work. Y our houseis, well, your house again.”

“No carpenters, painters, or electricians left?’ said Remi.

“Not one,” Selmasaid. “I even had a cleaning crew in to be sure there’'s not a dimple
of abullet hole, a microscopic stain from a drop of blood, or a diver of broken glass
anywhere. Everything’'s new.”

“Thanks, Selma,” said Remi. “We're grateful .”

Sam said, “We'll try to keep it nice by not discharging firearmsin the living room.”
Remi said, “Selma, | want you to spend some time with me before we meet with
David Caine. | need to know everything you've got about Bartolomé de Las Casas

and about the four known Mayan codices.”

“I’ll be delighted,” said Selma. “I’ ve been hoarding information on those topics since
you were in Mexico.”

Six hours later, they were on the ground floor of the house, sitting around the
conference table. In the center was a photocopy of the letter from Bartolomé de Las

Casas.

Sam said to David Caine, who had just arrived, “I think Remi would like to start.”



“l just want to say thank you to Selma for having photographed the letter before
turning it over to me,” David interjected.

Remi began. “By the time the Dresden Codex’s existence became widely known, an
Italian scholar had made a tracing of it. Before the Madrid Codex ever got to the
Museo América de Madrid, a French abbot made a copy. The Paris Codex was copied
by the same Italian scholar who traced the Dresden. Somebody at the Bibliotheque
Nationale actually threw the original in abin in acorner of aroom, which damaged it,
so it’sagood thing there was a copy.”

“An interesting set of coincidences,” said David Caine. “Where are you going with
it?’

Remi said, “We know that this codex was at one point in the hands of Bartolomé de
Las Casas. This letter proves that he touched it, that he knew it was important and
thought it must be saved.”

Selma said, “We know that he was a passionate defender of the native peopl€' s rights
and a believer in the value of their cultures and that he studied and spoke their

languages.”

David Caine slapped his hand to his forehead. “Of course! You're saying there's a
chance that Las Casas might have made a copy.”

“We can't be sure,” said Remi, “but we think it’s worth checking.”
“It's a long shot,” said Caine. “As far as | know, there’'s no mention in any of his
writings of his making a copy of a Mayan book. He does mention seeing the priests

burning them.”

“That would be a good reason not to mention his copy,” said Selma. “Books weren’t



the only things getting burned in those days.”

Remi said, “After Las Casas left the mission at Rabinal, he became bishop of
Chiapas, Mexico. From there, he went back to the Spanish court, where he was a very
powerful adviser on issues having to do with the Indians in the colonies. And here's
the promising part. When he died in 1566, he left a very large library to the College
of San Gregorio in Valadolid.”

David Caine considered. “You know, | think your observation about human nature
may be right. Everybody in Europe who saw the importance of the Mayan codices
seems to have made a copy. Even | made photographic copies. It was practically the
first thing I did. If only | hadn’t given them up to those fake officials.”

Selma quickly diverted the conversation back to Las Casas. “Then we're agreed. We
know Las Casas saw it and was somebody who would have wanted a copy. If he
made one, then it was amost certainly kept with his own books and papers rather
than, say, submitted to the Spanish court. His books and papers are in Valladolid,
Spain. If the copy existed, and if it's been in alibrary in Spain all this time instead of
the hot, humid Guatemalan jungle, then it will probably have survived.”

David Caine said, “That’'s alot of ifs. But to bolster the argument a bit, we know he
would not have left any susceptible or incriminating papers in the New World, where
his enemies, the Franciscans or the encomiendas, could find them. He definitely
would have taken them with him to Spain.”

Remi said, “A lot of ifs, all right, but each one has alot of argumentsin its favor and
not many against.”

“Let's call it an educated, long-shot guess,” Selma said. “It redly should be
checked.”



Sam said, “Okay, Selma. Please make arrangements to get Remi and me to
Valladolid. Make us a copy of the letter so we can recognize his handwriting if we
seeit.”

Sarah Allersby sat in the giant office of the Empresa Guerrero in the old part of
Guatemala City. It had once been the business office in the capital of the powerful
and wealthy Guerrero family. They had occupied the building from colonial days,
until the modern civil war bled many of its businesses and made the younger
generation leave for lives of leisure in Europe. The office was near the Palacio
Nacional because the big ranching families, of necessity, had been involved in the
government.

Through al of the nineteenth and most of the twentieth centuries, a man in the
Guerrero family would push out his chair from the big mahogany desk in the office,
take his hat and cane from the rack near the door, light a cigar, and walk up the street
to government headquarters to protect and further the interests of the Guerrero family
companies. The building had an impressive but low baroque facade, a set of double
doors that were so heavy that Sarah Allersby had to have an electric motor installed
to help her push them open, and floors of antique tiles made and decorated by the
same craftsmen who had done the Iglesia de La Merced. The ceilings were fifteen
feet high, and every few feet a big lazy fan still provided the proper subtropical
atmosphere even though the air it circulated was air-conditioned to seventy-two
degrees.

Sarah used a 1930s-era desk telephone with a scrambled line that was checked by her
security people twice each day to detect a change in ohms of resistance that would

indicate a listening device. She said, “Good morning, Russell. Thislineis safe so you
can speak freely.”

The man on the other end had a contract with the Estancia Guerrero, but Sarah's
family had used his services many times in the years before they had acquired the



Guatemalan holdings. He was the man who had impersonated an FBI agent in San
Diego. “What can | do for you, Miss Allersby?’

“1t's more trouble over the item we picked up in San Diego. Sam and Remi Fargo
have been here in Guatemala and even managed to find their way onto the Estancia.
They’ ve been defaming me and my company to anyone who will listen. They seem to
think that the marijuana operation on the Estancia is mine, as though | were some
tawdry drug dealer. They wanted the police to search my house and al of my
properties, if you can imagine.”
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“1s there any chance the police will do that?’

“Of course not,” she said. “But | can't simply ignore them. They left for the United
States yesterday. | know they won’t get anywhere with the authorities here, but | have
no way of knowing what they can do there. | need to have them watched for awhile.”

“Certainly,” he said. “There are two ways to go about this kind of thing. We can
simply hire some local San Diego private detectives. That would mean leaving a
record that we had hired them and taking the risk that they might have to reveal who
hired them in court sometime. Then there’'s—"

“The other way, please,” she said. “What we've already done in San Diego could
generate terrible legal problems. And | worry about this Sam Fargo. He's vindictive.
Hewon’'t be ableto let thisgo. And if he wanted to, hiswife wouldn't let him. | think
she’'s developed a jealous fear that I'm a threat to her marriage. She's got nothing
going for her but her looks, and as soon as somebody prettier is around, she

knows she' sin trouble.”

“All right,” Russell said. “The Fargos haven’'t seen me. | can do this myself with one
good man. We can be in San Diego in a couple of hours.”

“Thank you, Russell. I'll have some money sent to your company to cover the initial
expenses.”

“Thank you.”



“Just knowing you're personally paying attention to the problem will make me sleep
better. I'm just one person, and | can’'t be expected to pay attention to everybody
everywhere who wants to harm me.”

“Would you like to set alimit on how expensive this gets?’

“No. If they leave the United States, send people wherever they go. | want to know
where they are. And | never want them suddenly showing up on my doorstep again.
But | don’t want to leave arecord that | had them followed. | really can’t have them
ruining my reputation.”

Russell was already preparing for the trip while he listened. He took a suitcase out of
his closet and set it on the bed. “I'll let you know as soon as there's anything to
report.”

“Thank you, Russell.”

Next, Russell called the number of Jerry Ruiz, the man who had impersonated the
Mexican Minister of Culture when they had confiscated the codex. “Hi, Jerry. Thisis
Russ. I'd like you with me on a surveillance job.”

“Where?”’

“1t’s back in San Diego, but it could go anywhere from there. We're to keep track of
acouple, period. We can split what Sarah gives us, even.”

“It'sfor her? Okay, I'min.”

“I’ll pick you up in ahalf hour.”

Russell hung up and returned to his suitcase. He packed the sets of clothes he used for



surveillance—black jeans and navy blue nylon windbreaker and black sneakers,
baseball caps in several colors, some olive drab hiking pants that unzipped into
shorts, a couple of sport coats in navy and gray, some khaki pants. He and Ruiz
would fly down and rent a car and after a couple of days he would turn it in and get
another one. He had found over the years that even a minor change in his appearance
had a dramatic effect. Just putting on a hat and a different jacket made him a new
person. Alternating drivers, getting out of the car and sitting at a restaurant table,
made him invisible.

He completed his packing by throwing in some equipment: a shooter’s 60-power
spotting scope, with a small tripod, and his personal weapons and some ammunition.
He knew that Ruiz would come prepared. Ruiz habitually carried a pistol, evenin Los
Angeles, and had a boot knife, because that was the way he had come up. He had
been a collector for a street gang as a teenager and then he became a cop for a while.
It was a strange twist that as he’'d come into middle age, he had begun to look like a
Mexican politician or a judge. His appearance made him a good man for the job. He
wasn't automatically a suspect. He was also fluent in Spanish and that helped many
times.

When Russell took this kind of job, he liked to have more time to prepare, but he
would manage. He threw in his passport, five thousand dollars in cash, and a laptop
computer. He closed his suitcase and went out to his car. He locked the house, then
stopped for a second to be sure he' d forgotten nothing essential. Then he got into the
car and drove toward Ruiz' s house, thinking about the job.

Sarah Allersby was on the verge of taking a big step toward learning who she was.
That was the way he thought about it. He had worked for many bosses over the years
and he had seen the way they learned. They started out with the proposition that they
were better than other people and therefore had a responsibility to lead them. In
exchange for that brave work, they gained most of the available wealth. Once they
had the wealth, it was theirs, and they had a right to protect it and the privileges it



bought. If that was true, then they also had aright to get more in the same way—or,
really, in any way, including taking it. They got involved in businesses that killed
people indirectly, where they didn’t have to see it. Diego San Martin, the drug lord
who paid Sarah for the security of being able to raise marijuana on the land of arich,
respectable woman, had killed people. He was probably killing people all the time.
Little by little, she was getting used to the idea that it didn’t matter. Russell had met
Sarah’ s father after Mr. Allersby had already reached that point. Russell’ s first job for
the older Allersby was to kill a man—a business rival who was preparing to file a
patent infringement suit.

Russell knew, athough Sarah hadn’'t taken the step yet, that she was very nearly
ready to buy the deaths of these Fargo people. That could happen at any time. It
occurred to him that he had better stop at the office and pick up a couple of additional
items. He drove to the back of the building and went up the exterior stairway,
unlocked the door and turned on the light.

He went to a locked filing cabinet and opened it. He took a pair of razor-sharp
ceramic knives, which wouldn't set off metal detectors, and a diabetic’'s travel kit,
with needles and insulin bottles, in aleather case. The insulin in the bottles had been
replaced with Anectine, a drug that surgeons used to stop the heart. They would
restart it with Adrenaline, but, of course, restarting hearts wasn’t the business Russell
was in so he had none of that. He opened the leather case and looked at the
prescription date. It was the new one, only a month old. He took the kit with him and
put it in his suitcase.

As Russell drove on toward Ruiz's house, he felt better. When Sarah got around to
recognizing what she really wanted done, Russell and Ruiz would be able to take care
of it without uncertainty or delay. Upper-class customers like her hated uncertainty,
and they hated waiting. They wanted to be able to signify their will and have it
carried out right away, like gods.



SAN DIEGO TO SPAIN

Remi and Sam boarded their plane out of San Diego two days later. The flight took
them to New York JFK, where they had to wait for their next plane to leave for
Madrid in the late evening. The flight brought them into Madrid-Baragjas Airport early
in the morning.

When they had been hiking in Guatemala, they had tried to look like ecotourists or
history buffs so they’ d brought only well-worn tropical clothes, which they had rolled
up and carried in their backpacks. This time, they were traveling as a pair of rich
American tourists who couldn’t possibly be doing anything serious.

They had bought new matching luggage that looked as expensive as it was. Each
piece had an embossed leather tag sewn on that said “Fargo,” and one was packed
with the Brioni suits Sam had bought a few months ago in Rome, the other with some
of Remi’s fashionable dresses, shoes, and jewelry. Remi brought a Fendi perforated-
leather sleeveless dress with a nude silk lining she' d been saving, a Dolce & Gabbana
floral-print dress, and a short J. Mendel silk crew-neck dress that had made Sam
watch her walk all the way across the room when she'd tried it on.

Also inside their bags were small digital spy cameras, two embedded in watches and
two in clear eyeglasses. They knew that if the copy of the codex existed, they would
not be able to remove it from the building, and getting permission to photograph it
would be at least difficult and maybe impossible. Even worse, just asking permission
would announce to the rest of the world that the copy existed and would soon reveal
what it contained.
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They flew first class on the transatlantic flight, and, when they arrived, they took a
taxi to the Chamartin station and boarded the streamlined Alta Velocidad Espaiiola
bullet train to Valladolid. The train took only an hour and ten minutes to cover a
hundred thirty miles, including passing through a seventeen-mile tunnel. Selma had
made a reservation for them at the Zenit Imperial Hotel, a fifteenth-century palace
next to the Town Hall and the Plaza Mayor. She also downloaded a digital version of
aguidebook to Valladolid on Remi’siPad.

Sam and Remi spent their first day exploring the city, validating their appearance as
rich tourists who had time to spare. The modern city of Valladolid is a manufacturing
and communications center and amajor grain market, but they entertained themselves
by seeking out the old city, where the remnants of the Middle Ages still stood.

Remi read from a guidebook as they walked from place to place. “The Spanish
conquered the city from the Moors in the tenth century. Unfortunately, they forgot to
ask the Moors what Valladolid meant, so we don’t know.”

“Thanks for that,” said Sam. “Anything else on the list of missing facts?’

“Scads. But we do know Valladolid was the chief residence of the kings of Castile.
Ferdinand and |sabella were married here and Columbus died here. Cervantes wrote
part of Don Quixote here.”

“I"'mimpressed,” said Sam. “And I’'m serious.”

Their last stop was the Colegio de San Gregorio, where Las Casas lived for severd
years after he returned from the New World. They walked to the front of the great



stone building as Remi checked her guidebook. “The portal to the chapel—the
building in front of us—was built by Alonso de Burgos, confessor to Queen Isabella,
in 1488. The chapdl itself was finished in 1490.” She looked down at the stones of the
pavement. “So, right now, we're standing where Columbus, Queen Isabella, and
Ferdinand probably stood.”

“Not to mention Bartolomé de Las Casas,” Sam said quietly. “It’s really an amazing
piece of architecture.”

“Las Casas came here to live in 1551. He rented a cell in the college. During this
period, he was very influential at Emperor Charles V’s court. He died in 1566, in
Madrid, but left his extensive library to the college. Our next mission is to see if we
can findit.”

On the other side of the street there was a gaggle of German tourists being led by a
tall blond woman who was lecturing them on the sights. In the center of the group
were the two men who had followed Sam and Remi to Spain, Russell and Ruiz.
When Sam and Remi stepped into the entrance, Russell and Ruiz separated
themselves from the German tourists and moved down the street to watch the chapel
from adistance.

Sam and Remi walked through the entrance and into the chapel. It was a dream of
white stone, carved and polished five hundred years ago and still the same in the

echoing silence as though time had only passed by outside, not in here.

“The upper tier must be where Las Casas rented his room,” said Sam, “and where he
wrote his last few books.”

They walked through the college while Remi scanned the guidebook

“Lifewasn’'t al pretty here,” she said. “In 1559, the Inquisition burned twenty-seven



people at the stake in Valladolid. And, at one point, an enemy denounced Las Casas
to the Inquisitors too, but the accusation didn’t go anywhere. When Las Casas signed
over the rights to his History of the Indies to the college, he added the condition that
it not be published until forty years passed. He said that if God destroyed Spain for its
sins, he wanted people in the future to know what exactly they had done wrong—they
had treated the Indians with such cruelty.”

“Let’s keep looking. If we find his library, maybe we can make an appointment to get
in and take alook at it tomorrow,” said Sam. They continued to search and eventually
found their way to a museum of Spanish sculpture. They approached the man at the
desk near the entrance. “Here goes,” Remi whispered.

Remi said to him in Spanish, “Sir, do you know where we should go to see the library
that Bishop Bartolomé de Las Casas donated to the College of San Gregorio?’

“Yes, | do,” replied the man. “First, you must know that it's all part of the University
of Valadolid.”

“1 suppose the books had to be moved to a modern university.”

The man smiled. “The university was founded in 1346. But, yes, it's modern. It's an
active ingtitution, with thirty-one thousand students. The College of San Gregorio isa
part of it but serves mainly as a museum of art and architecture now. The monks are
gone. | believe what you’ re looking for is quite close by in the History Library.”

“How do we find the History Library?’
“Go down the Calle Gondomar to the main university. Outside is the patio. There are

three levels set on octagonal pillars. On the right side is the chapel and on the left isa
semicircular porch. Go left. Thefirst level houses the History Library.”



As they walked to the library, Sam noticed that two men were on the same course,
walking far behind them on Calle Gondomar. He wondered for a moment if they
could be following him and Remi. He and Remi had, after all, put Sarah Allersby on
notice that they weren't going to let her rob them and forget it. But they were along
way from Guatemala City, and they'd just arrived in Valladolid. Could these men
have followed them here already? They would have had to be watching them in San
Diego practically from the time they’d come home from Guatemala, then caught the
same plane or the one after it.

They reached the History Library, and Remi asked in Spanish whether they could see
the collection of books that Bartolomé de Las Casas had left the College of San
Gregorio. They were pleasantly surprised to learn that they could sign in as visiting
scholars, and a librarian would admit them, without too many intimidating
formalities. They only had to prove their identities and leave Remi’s purse and their
passports at the desk. When they entered a large readi