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or patience,
around.

2

nd emotions all tied up in a knot.

at and what not to say,
either way.
building up inside of me,

t, I realize...
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Could’ve Been an
By Shreya Bansal

ontact and a small nod when someone looks at you

nabe leaders need some recognition. That one, David, in the corner of the

probably sleeping, but you need to lock in and pretend to pay attention. They
to call a Zoom meeting after 6 p.m., not you.)

essively slam your fingers onto the keyboard
don t know you 're just typing “This is useless.” over and over again. Let s keep

way. laking useless notes=keeping your useless job that you get paid minimum
to do.)

UTE YOURSELF

hody needs to hear your voice. Muting is the one way to escape the reality of work,

ou can eat your emotional support potato chips. It also lets you nod instead of
king. No one will notice a thing. )

k at least one question about anything at all
question doesn t have to be useful as long as you say it with a confused tone.
estion should always start with something about a stupid problem at work,
hing along the lines of “Does the coffee machine still work?”
e your dog in the room-his barking will help the cause
2 is an asset. You are probably immune to the barking, they don 't know that.
get fed up and tell you to mute. Another very important step. If needed, use
cuse to leave the meeting. Always works.)
nt notes...on the back of a receipt
eeting, you should take notes, because you have to remember to email
ine...that s a different story. Grab a random scrap and something
bble away on the torn paper. You can always draw stars everywhere
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Shreya is an 8th grader.
She enjoys playing with
her dog, swimming, and
doing volunteer work. S
has also been published
Hutch Magazine, Scribble
and Young Writers USA.
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pour colleagues will be cree

on t like coffee like a weirdo, this one may not be for you. C
anything kind of important. There is no guarantee that you will re
t at least you were awake to hear it. Somewhat.)
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By Shreya Bansal

caky rocking chair while each new
by. I never did anything. I just sat there
y at the dysfunctional family that lived with
did anything about it. [ mostly tuned out my
specially my daughter, Andrea, who has kids
n. She always blabbers and complains about
eed to move into a retirement home with other
e my age. She always makes a face at me when I
er to worry about herself but it doesn’t bother me.
kids aren’t any better. They stay at home all day on
it tablets, but I still don’t understand the reason why.
ey have a whole pool and huge bedrooms, and their
rents spend way too much money on them anyway.
ove them or whatever, but [’ve always wondered
at would’ve happened to my life if I never had my
ughter, Andrea. | bet it would be more peaceful, but
re’s no going back.”
y daughter walked into the room, her feet stomping
e tile. I really hate that sound.
ated it when she was a kid, and I still hate it now.
'hat do you want, Andrea?” I asked with a sigh.
as going to ask you what you wanted for dinner,”
1. “I have to tell the cook before six.”
nly reason you have a cook is because of me.
s a kid, I actually helped out in the house.
get somebody else to do it for you,” |

ful you did what you did,” she said

Id move to a retirement
to be with people your

www.TheBlueGuitarMagazine.org

age, rather than sitting in your rock

“Why would I need to move in with
hags that are on the brink of dying?” I sa
complete waste of my time.”

“Everybody in the house thinks you could
on. No offense or anything,” Andrea muttered.

“You think I want to be here? I could’ve lived
own house, by myself. Just to be away from all o
[ said.

“No offense or anything,” a sarcastic tone in my
voice.

“Well, guess what. I already packed your bags. No
you have no excuses not to leave this house. We are
leaving in the morning, so be ready to leave,” she sai
with a sharp tone.

[ was fuming, my face redder than a fire truck. I
really wanted to scream at her, but I couldn’t; it woul
just make the situation worse. I have to accept my
fate of dying in a retirement home with dysfunctiona
seniors to get away from my dysfunctional family.

The next day, we had a silent drive to the retire
home. When I stomped in, it smelled like antisepti
and mothballs. I saw more than five people in ho
chairs with broken hips, all miserably failing to
shuffleboard correctly. I unpacked my bags up
in my empty room and said farewell to Andr
stench of feet and sweat was coming thro
door, filling the room with an almost fa

Since Andrea was gone, I was avoic
downstairs to interact with people
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d anyway. [ lay in
s while staring at the
olunteer knocked on my door
) eat. [ took my sweet time getting
though / didn’t have any broken
or door slowly opened, and I was met
1on of deep and squeaky voices, which
0 heavy chatter. [ sat at an empty gray table
ately, a rather tired volunteer approached

I help you?” she asked.
waiting for my food to be served,” I said,
yed.
t’s a buffet every night. Everybody chooses what
like from the theme.”
What’s the theme today?”
‘Spicy tacos,” she said, grinning.
‘Eugh. I can’t believe people eat that stuff.”
“Have you even tried it?”” She looked offended,
rprisingly.
‘No. But it looks crunchy. I hate crunchy tacos. I
‘t need to taste it, I can just tell.” I scowled.
new volunteer wearing a blue sweater brought me
ate of crunchy tacos.
it. If you don’t like it, I can throw it away.”
ed at her like a hawk, but she wasn’t scared
All she did was smile. I looked at the tacos. I
ny shaky hand and took hold of the dry shell.
or a moment and let the thought of eating it
hand moved closer, and I took a bite, my
ng down on the food. The flavors burst
he crunchy goodness swishing around,
taste buds. My eyes peeked open
and she was ecstatic. It was
tually did something right.
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left was my ¢

A little spark, perha
that taco wasn t that bad. I
I’'m just a hater, though unlikel)
in my stagnant life, I liked somet
complaints. For the first time, I said sc
someone that wasn’t brutally honest. / s
more often. You know, be a nice person fo
up, nodded to the happy volunteer, and went
another delicious taco. I even said “Hi!” to Do
keeps her text size on her tablet wider than the a
tablet. I went upstairs and settled in my forever h
for the rest of my life.

Two days later, I woke up to the sound of the T
static type music Larry was playing next door. He
reminded me of one of my grandsons, who used to p
Roblox every single day, even though he was only e1
years old with the latest iPhone.

“Larry! Turn off that nasty washing machine musi
You have horrible taste in music and my ears hurt!™ |
yelled, my throat scratchy.

“It’s good music! It wouldn’t kill you to stop
complaining all the time!” Larry shouted across
his room. Just then, I had a realization. If I keep
complaining about my nasty life, I will keep holdi
myself back. That buffet dinner night, I sat with A
the one surprisingly happy woman in the building
Even though she’s the happiest, when I sat do
face dropped and turned away.

“Agnes, how do I stop complaining abou

“The audacity you have to sit here with
Everybody knows that you hate everythi
stop complaining about your life once
from me.” Agnes got up with her r
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and 1t sort of v

or you. How do |

button, and the results to
complaining about my life?’
sentences. Her vocal fry was 1 read was “Take a nap.” Obviou
essage was not: I am not liked, considering how much I already slec
R and people will get me a shot, who would it hurt? T shut off tt
eeded to do was find a way to stop. strutted to my bed upstairs. I nestled my:
asked for my plate, and I asked her sheets and dozed off.
puters were. [ immediately leaped out In my dreams, I walked past the Palace o
and ran to the right side of the first floor. and the Land of the Butterflies. Instead, I sto
on one of the comfy chairs, and RN in front of the gates to the Sock Kingdom. Th
y eyes was a folded metal book, without opened, and the future was ahead of me. All I '}

5. .There was also a round ﬁgure with a flat do was walk through the gates. Maybe, just ma
sitting next to the book. I did not remember question could be answered.

e.” Doris’ vocal fry made it
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of My
By Minzi Kim

1 am and ending at 4 pm during the hottest day of July during

dered what it would feel like to be a fried egg. Would I be crispy? Or maybe
uicy egg yolk? Turns out all you are is an oily lump of heat. By 2 PM, I felt fully
d wanted to jump into the next cooler for water I saw. Only 40 more degrees and I
ve been “syonaraing” this big round blue and green sphere.)
eting one person 4 times in one week, but they have good sushi, so I’m fine.
or someone having a mom who maybe lets you see your friend once a year; let me |
Wy friend for 4 days in a row, like, “WOW.” By the 2nd time, I knew god had already | am MinzI KIS

years old. My favorite

sed me at his peak, but then zoomed by the 3rd day, and on the 4th, I knew I could fly hobbies are crocheting,
out having a single issue.) o
istening to the same rules for S years just so you can go to a ‘smart kids’ school.
least the first year isn t too bad, I guess, so is the 2nd, at least I “'feel” the brain cells
owing in size and number. The 3rd was slightly different because I had” MIDDLE
HOOL" in my face. Last year wasn t too bad because I feel like I got a little stupid and
Jjust excited to meet my friends, and those 14 hours were light work, but oh no, not this
)
eaving your house for 2 months, and every technology does not work.
to Korea for vacation with no worries, and I come back and check my computer:
doesn t work! That s when I knew I had a computer engineer living with me, AKA
ER, so I asked him to fix it. I trusted him, and he said it was fixed, and again, with
ies, [ went back to binge-watching a show. 5 minutes before starting my tutor, [
t that nothing worked, but thanks to genetics, I could figure out how to turn on my

else is going to Disney Land and going to Japan, and I’m a couch potato.
d me “what you did for summer break,” but I could only say “nothing.”
ed, though, because becoming a couch potato is the peak.
ll, I've watched a total of 7 K-dramas during my adventure of turning
aying unproductive?)
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By Minzi Kim

third time this week, so I had to make
what excuse? Should I say my dog
ate it? Wait, [ don’t have a dog. Should I
ceived one? No, he checked my folder so that |
ure I had one. Oh snap, five more people then it’s
ed this way or that, so I decided to tell him the
cept my faith.
, do you have your homework?” said Mr.
abug.
, sorry, I forgot to do it...” I said, trying not to look him
t in the eyes.
I’'m Ragen. I'm 9 years old and have no issue in telling
th, love horror movies, and HATE, ABSOLUTELY
E homework. I have strict parents, but [ don’t care because
n I grow up, I want to be a movie producer, and you don’t
1 math for that, at least I’'m pretty sure. As I go to detention,
probably know why, I’'1ll explain why I love horror movies.
or movies give shivers down my back, and I love that
g. It also makes the character denser than me, which is
hard, so it’s really funny, too.
here!
lo, Mr. Kide... Where are you, Mr. Kidensky?”
0? Anyone here? There’s no way I’m the only one
ion. [ know for a FACT that Jason didn’t turn in his
for three days, too, and I feel like two kids in my
ays talking while Mr. Balumpabug is giving

my detention room, and no one was there. Or was

and [ can’t go out! HELP!” Someone said
ith something written on it, was rapidly
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shaking.

Well, I think I should open the door a
sapien get out cause they need “help.” Ps
many horror movies for that, and when I look
cabinet literally said, “DO NOT OPEN ME OR
did give shivers down my back though ;). That wa
turn around and go back to history. (Ugh, history)

As I entered the room, Ms. Farkwood turned to me
“What are you doing not in detention?”

“OH! Um, Mr. Kidensky wasn’t there, so I came back
responded with a huge line, ear to ear, on my face as I fl
my eyes like a butterfly trying to fly away from a bug cat
net, hoping she’d let me stay and not go to detention becau
sit right next to Isabell, my B.F.F., in history.

“Well, let me go check. Class, stay quiet until I come bac
Ragen, you stay here while I go check on the room.”

Ms.Farkwood never came back. Ooooo Aaaaah. NO MOF
TEACHER~!!!@!!! Best day of my life, and it was time to g
back home too, woohoo!

The next day, I overheard these nosy people talking abou
this rumor about two teachers disappearing, but like I care?
I went to the MPR for lunch and heard the girls again telli
this other nosy group of girls, and it turns out the teacher
was locked up was Mr. Kidensky, and Ms.Farkwood didn
come back to the classroom because she was helping hit
go back home due to his legs losing the ability to move
being in such a small area for thirty minutes. Now, w
to remember that Mr. Kidensky is 67 years old. Tha
realized and took a good minute to say “O0000
Then sat down next to Isabell and thought, “Ma
just opened the cabinet door.” Horror movies
educational movie to watch for a perfectl

Blue Guitar Jr. 2025




egeofal

By Akshaj Neil Atluri

ack!” shouts a cavalry
officer in his native
language.
ic city, filled with a thriving
ity, had now been through 46
f war. Four kingdoms spent 46
ghting over, not just a city, but a
ent, a central trade center. The
emaining army from the invading
ydom began at the ancient, almost
2diluvian stone that formed the city’s
penetrable” walls.
attering rams all started their rhythmic
nding near the North gate, eagerly
ting for the “Bang!” that would finish
job. The city’s people joined the
against the invaders, raining arrows
e soldiers like heavy hail on a day
ed to break a windshield. The
on the sidelines, their armor
o in the sun, held a modified
ound the battering rams. As
clanged together, the defense
own army to pursue the
people of the city were
that their walls would
ywever, the invaders’
ir magnificent
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massive trading plaza, and the glory of the
palace, they thought, should outlive the
“City of Dreams” being invaded. As the
action on the North Wall drew to a close,
the South Wall experienced a different
story.

At the southeast end of the city was a
port facing a river, only miles from the
ocean. The port now saw a massive fleet
of ships, inspired by the same maxim,
rushing through the entrance, raining
cannon fire from above. One by one, the
city’s defenses sought their inevitable end.
It was going to happen someday anyway.
The cannonballs were run-of-the-mill,
nothing special. Their entire purpose
was to cause destruction, being hurled
at 450 miles an hour. The last round of
ammunition wasn’t a cannonball; it was a
round of flaming red arrows, designed to
bring the city to the ground.

The city, which was primarily made of
wood, happened to be a perfect target for
these fiery arrows. As the hundreds of ar-
rows rained down on the city, the city was
immediately set ablaze.

The only structure made of stone that
wasn’t destroyed was the royal residence,

Akshaj Neil Atluri is in
8th grade. He likes to
play chess, basketball,
and read. He also likes to
travel, code, and play vid
games. When he grows u
he wants to study busines
or cardiology.

Continued on p
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a ravaging fire was cau
tion by the second, the king and his fan
ed out. They were immediately surrounded on
all sides, with nowhere to run. The king was trapped,
forced to meet his end.

Centuries later, in a lecture hall, professors and their
students had just finished a game of chess. The same
feelings arose from the midst of the battle, and ended
with the king being surrounded on all sides, with
nowhere to run. The white king was trapped, forced to
meet his end.
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By Jasintha Saravanan

scream. Then her arms flail,
ows a fit. I lift my eyes up and
yirl wailing for her teddy bear,
ied in her suitcase a row in front of
twitches. I left to escape the noise,
ave this child right in front of me
g for a fake bear. The lady next to me is
on her book. Small cat eye glasses, sharp
1ails, and liner. Honestly, I respect it. If
n ignore a child screaming for a toy over
feet in the air, you have talent. I unlock
hone and open the camera. Holy chopped.
was a mistake. My eye bags are heavier
my carry-on luggage. I sigh and go back to
gram. Doomscrolling might be my favorite

ance back at the lady next to me. She’s still
focused on her book. I sigh again and shift
eat. I look out the window and see clouds.
like someone poured shaving cream over
and called it a view. I roll my head back
tap through stories on Instagram. Beach
College visits. SAT scores. It’s 3:02
ow. There are two more hours until [
er’s lake house.
voice crackles overhead.
bulence.
t once. Like someone
The girl starts crying
ne. Just crying. Raw
spine feel like
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to your head.

The lady next to me finally looks up. Her eyes
flick to the ceiling, then to me. She doesn’t say
anything. Another jolt. This one is harder. My
phone slips from my hand and hits the floor with
a thud. I struggle to reach for it. The overhead
bins rattle.

A baby screams. Someone gasps.

The captain’s voice again. This time it’s faster.
Sharper. “Please remain seated and fasten your
seatbelts,” he announces.

I do. My hands are shaking. I’ve flown a few
times before, I don’t know why I’'m worried. But
this feels different. The air feels thinner. Like
the plane is waiting for something. The clouds
outside aren’t soft anymore. They’re thick and
dark.

The plane drops. Just for a second. But it’s
enough to make my stomach lurch into my

throat. Someone yells. A man, I think. I can’t tell.

The lights flicker. The girl is screaming again.
Gut-wrenching screams. The lady next to me

grips her armrest. Her sharp nails dig into the
leather.

I close my eyes. I think of my sister. Her lake
house. The dock. The way the water looks at
sunset. Another drop. This one is longer. Harder.
I hear metal scraping. Like the plane is trying to
hold itself together. I look out my window again.
The clouds are gone. It’s just blue now. Endless
and dark.

Continued on p

| am Jasintha Saravan
and | am 14 years old.
have been published in
Blue Guitar before, and
a few of my hobbies are
writing and reading. | enj
thrillers and action plots.
also love to dance.
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e passengers. The plane droy
eeches. I lock my jaw and close my eyes brac
mpact. “Passengers please buckle your seat bel—" The
cuts off.

Screams erupt from around me and I look out the window
again. The clouds look like bruises. I shove my phone into my
jeans and look over to the woman next to me. Her book is now
on the floor and she is looking around frantically. The overhead
bins open and a suitcase falls out. The lights go out and the
screams get higher. Then the emergency button glows and it
feels like we’re all floating. My ears hurt. The gravity returns
and gets thrown to the seat in front of me.

I close my eyes shut and clench my teeth tight. My sense
seemed to have heightened. I want to scream but my voice feels
chained. I hear people praying and my head hurts from the air
pressure.

The metal then collides with the ground, and bodies are
thrown. I slam forward clutching my chair. I smell thick fuel and
I taste blood. I'm dazed and I turn around. I open my eyes. It’s
dusty and a couple of the windows are cracked.

No one seems to be moving. I cough up blood and try to
stand up. My leg is scratched and even more blood is dripping.
The cuts are deep. I scramble for my back pack to wrap my leg
in extra cloth when I hear a voice behind. I look over and my
breath hitches.

It’s exactly who I was running from.
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eign place, your phone is everything: your GPS, translator, flashlight, camera,

forecaster, and the thing you look at to avoid small talk. It helps you find your
p!aying basketl?a_ll, p

ook last-minute reservations, translate menus, navigate throughout the city, and video games, il

if things go sideways. hanging out with his
f £5 & Y Leonardo has also be

ane ticket (Boarding pass) published in Scribble
ing on a plane without a ticket is like trying to enter a party you weren t invited to.

Young Writers.

th awkward and unsuccessful, and possibly ends up with security getting involved.
er it § a printed or digital ticket (or both if you want to be super careful), make
is easily accessible once you get up to your gate.
arger
t it, your phone is just a fancy piece of metal in your pocket. Don t just bring
ar charger; bring one of those chargers that charge really fast. Also, a portable
q charged one) is a must for a long day of sightseeing or getting lost.

d, hotels, transportation, and souvenirs that you will never look at

ou get home. Bring a mix of payment options, credit and debit for most
1d some local currency for places that don 't take plastic.
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s (feat. Alto C
By Mingyu Kim

i carabiners in every color of the rainbow jangling with my every
the end of an overly thick padded strap, perfect for insulating my neck
g sweat during 105 degree weather in Arizona!
) reeds
00 old and flimsy, the other too new and stiff; a senior and an infant, if you
d both of which are the reason I’'m gonna fail my playing test.
urved, slightly rusted bell
ot sure who plopped what into this bell when or why, but I think the green patch
e bottom of the curve can scientifically be classified as a microbiome, most likely
h the next variant of COVID chilling down there.
. Elongated black body with shiny silver keys
4nd pads that stick only sixty percent of the time, although it’s one hundred percent
the time during concerts, playing tests, solos, and basically every other time it §
portant for me to sound good.
. Crusty, faded neckpiece
he connecting valves of my school’s toilets probably shine better than this creaky
acaroni of metal that slides around while I'm playing, but refuses to squeak out
body when I'm disassembling.
scratched mouthpiece with chewy rubber
the rubber taste good? Possibly. Should I be eating it? Probably not. Will I end
o it anyways? Most likely.
htly creased sheet music
printed from the school library in pristine condition, then sacrilegiously
he dark caverns known as my backpack.
neon yellow folder
... at least for the next few months until it gets crumpled and I have
ou win again, Target!)
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Mingyu Kim is in 11th
grade. He is the vice
president of his school’s
debate team, leads a Sco
BSA troop, and plays the
Bb and alto Eb clarinet in
his school’s band. Mingyu
has been published in Ink &
Feather Journal, Scribbler
Magazine, Write the World,
Young Writers, and Blue
Guitar Jr.
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dragon with stick swords
>n naptime highlighted my day

home from the bus stop

s and different hair on top
chantment in the plain
, bland wondering
afternoon it’ll rain

alk spaces in only a few
d to look around
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By Curt Robinson

alled the “Three
keteers,” and for freshmen
’s not a good thing.
re 1S James, who earns the
s nickname: ‘Nostradamus.’
e biggest game of the year
en Cochise High School and their
ivals, Desert Vista High. With 12
nds left, the Cochise Warriors are
pting a 2 point conversion to put
ahead by 1, and win the game. As the
Quarterback, freshman phenom Brett
heisel, lines up behind the center, the
d goes silent in anticipation. Suddenly,
es’ eyes squint, then shut, and he
s shaking and trembling. He stands
1 6°2” tall of him, and wipes his long,
Goth hair off his face. He points at
a Cantwell, the head cheerleader. It’s
1ght, so his breath is clearly seen as
s the proclamation:
er top is coming off!”
ure whether James’
precedes the event, or if it’s
im seeing ‘The Incident’
in the stadium. What’s
actually happens:
assing wardrobe
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right out of her tight, crimson bodice.
Psychic prediction or quick sighting, it
doesn’t matter, because what happens
next brings more problems for James.

The ensuing commotion distracts Brett
Neuheisel, the freshman Star Quarterback,
and boyfriend of Jessica. He misses the
snap, and Cochise High loses the game.
James’ outburst is to blame.

“Freakin’ Nostradamus! He blew the
game for us,” a student says as they silently
file out of the stadium in defeat. The name
sticks.

Brett Neuheisel, the freshman phemon
quarterback, blames James too. So now
he gives poor Nostradamus an extra
helping of scorn and ridicule whenever the
opportunity presents itself. This torment
of James by Brett is ironic due to the fact
that back in grade school, Brett was close
friends with James before fame and athletic
talent winged Brett off to the land of the
popular.

Next, there’s Dominic, a continually
angry kid, made that way by the belittling
stepfather who inhabits his home with his
detached mother.

“Dominic, when are you going to grow

Continued on page

Curt Robinson has live
Arizona for over 40 yea
and has taught second
and third grade in public
schools for the past 20
years. He has a degree in
journalism from NAU and
a master’s in curriculum
and instruction from ASU.
Curt enjoys trail running,
hunting, fishing and
camping when he’s not
being a husband and fath:
His teenage years and
subsequent experiences
a parent of two teenager
have provided quite a

bit of writing material fo
young adults. The dese
provides inspiration a
the setting for many

his current stories.

can learn more by

his website: http:
curtrobinsonsto!
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Dominic.
play a man’s sport like
don’t you go get me a beer?”
ntly belittling him.
1s small size, and no power at home,
as adopted a psycho angry persona to
ny potential detractors at school. He dresses
an angry punk, complete with leather jacket,
y black hair. Back in middle school, this proved
e, with people giving him a wide berth, and
g him carefully when he shouted “I’ll kill you!”
y perceived disrespect. In time though, the local
ies figured out that little Dominic’s bark was not
ed up with any bite, and today he pays a far greater
¢ for his faux psycho anger.
‘Kill me, Dominic!” The big guys taunt as they tease
m, trip him, or throw some food item at him at the
feteria. There are several times when the tough guy
ominic has had to hustle out of the cafeteria with his
gh guy leather jacket so no one could see the tears.
he last of the three is Alan, who would look perfectly
al if the year was 1950. Who in this millennia has
onde flattop? Or wears thick, horn rimmed glasses?
118 a bland throwback from some bygone era.
alks down the halls of Cochise High a busy blur
ny arms and legs with a plaid shirt and a pen
1, bearing some of the same ridicule as James
inic. He stumbles down the halls on the way to
er lab, muttering under his breath about the
ode he needs to compose.
e insults of the bullies don’t appear to
a point of contention between him, and
n doesn’t believe that they have it so
is idyllic. Those kids who pick
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a deal.

If Dominic’s family
exact opposite. When he get
newspaper, and Mom is wearing é
shower praise and hugs and kisses o
gets home. One glance from them show
the 1950s vibe. Both parents look like the
Norman Rockwell painting.

Together, the three boys make up what the
call the ‘Three Musketeers.” It’s meant to be an
but to them, the name is a point of pride. The thre
adopt the familiar Musketeers’ cheer (done in secre
course):

“All For One, and One For All.”

When the last bell rings, and the Three Musketeers
have run their daily course of survival, it doesn’t matte
what their day is like at home or school. The beauty of
their type of friendship is it smooths over the jagged
edges of pain, it fills in the holes that insults and injusti
leave. They see a smile from one another and all the b
1s forgotten.

After school also means Star Wars.

All three boys watch the clock at school, and when:
bell for freedom rings, they endure the bus ride home
Next, they quickly get their outfits ready and ride the
bikes on the highway out of Grayson, Arizona, into
desert. The southeastern Arizona desert makes a p
filming location for Tatooine, and Skeleton Cany
its washes, and high sandstone cliffs, is an 1dea
for their next round of filming their version of
Wars movie.

The boys take turns writing the script
each other for the needed props. Wher
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d pedal out into the
he distant mountains.
ys a short Darth Vader while Alan
gly Luke Skywalker. James does
) work with his phone or video recorder.
’re working on is a full length sequel
oine, the Source of the Force.”
particular cool desert early spring day, James
> the action while Dominic (Vader) battles Alan
Finding the perfect location takes time though,
follow the afternoon west into the canyons until
get to a suitable place.
1ve it up, Vader. The force flows in my veins.”
e 1ssues a bold challenge to Vader as his light saber
ends.
ader is unmoved: “You don’t know the power that

)ossess, my son,” Dominic replies as his light saber

tends for battle.

The battle begins with Luke and Darth trading grand
larations, and sweeping light saber maneuvers. They
ce over the rocks and amongst the creosote bushes
| ocotillo stalks. The boys wind themselves deeper
m the wash that leads into the heart of Skeleton

on.
ames follows the two famous warriors, his hand
> the camera begins to shake. Soon, James drops
>ra into the sand. He begins to tremble, and falls
e. Dominic and Alan both drop their light

sh to help their friend..
1ey shout, but they give him room for his
ourse. James points to the mountains

www.TheBlueGuitarMagazine.org

out o ,
dust. Dominic and /
the arms, picking him up.

“James. Are you alright?”” Do

Alan grabs a water bottle from |
it to James.

“What happened?”” Alan shakes Jame

“I saw something,” James whispers.

“What?”” Dominic and Alan ask together.

James pauses, takes a sip from his water bo
the tears and mud off his face and exhales.

“There was a Mexican man. He was Ignacio Pe
He worked around here with some other men. They
working on something, minding their own business,
when these Apaches came. The Mexicans called the
Apache leader Compa. The Apaches surprised the
Mexicans, and shot them full of arrows and spears.™
James grimaces. “They, they, they the Apaches wrecke
whatever their work was. It was a cave, and the Indian
threw their bodies in that cave, and then they caved the
whole thing in. They were buried. Some were alive.”
James’ lip quivers. “I heard the screams. LI..I...felt the
anger and pain.” Being Nostradamus can be challengi
at times.

“What did the Apaches do after they buried the cax
Dominic asks.

James looks down, with his brow knitted in sadn
“They, they celebrated. They yelled and celebrate

“And you think this happened right out here?’
skeptical.

“Yeah.” James gasps.

“When did this happen?” Dominic ask

“I don’t know, Dominic. A long time
agitation signals it’s time to stop the

The strike of Nostradamus bri

Blue Guitar Jr. 2025




us rest for a little
to their bikes where the
leading to town. They silently

ots tonight — see you guys at school.”

an. Later, James,” Dominic adds. James only

eturns home, to the traditional kisses from Mom
g from Dad. He eats his dinner of meatloaf and
>d potatoes in silence, which draws concern from
erfect parents.
Alan, honey, are you alright?”” Mom coos.
‘m fine.” Alan gets up from the table quickly,
awing quizzical looks from his parents. Alan rushes
0 his room to find some answers.
Alan is skeptical of James’ abilities. He thinks it’s just
me kind of seizure, not really some kind of psychic
ecognition. Maybe James saw that Jessica’s top was
out to burst? He decides to do some research to see
hat can shed a little light on this so-called canyon
sacre.
fter typing up the script for the next Star Wars
es, he starts with a basic Google search, typing in the
he name Compa. Then, he types in the Mexican’s
gnacio Peralta. Finally, he types in Skeleton
the place where they film.
s his Coke, and rubs his blonde flattop. As his
inues, his eyes widen, and his mouth hangs
s at the screen. He stares transfixed
is can on the end of his desk. But, he
and the Coke falls, puddling on
oesn’t notice, though; he keeps
ints off pages of information,
along with tomorrow’s
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The next morning
with the other underclass
when he will be able to drive to
He sits in the first seat in order to b
When he arrives at Cochise High, he b
door opens, hoping to see James or Dom
starts. They’re nowhere to be found, so Alar
class, and tries to contain himself until lunch.

Before lunch comes, the first bell rings and 1
for Alan to run ‘The Gauntlet’ as the Musketeers
it. It’s the passing time between 1st and 2nd Class:
English and Calc (Calculus). ‘The Gauntlet’ is the
Cochise High that runs between the Math and Lang
buildings. It’s long and narrow, lined from floor to
ceiling with beige student lockers. The fearsome hall
fills up with students in between classes, but the proble
is the jocks like to hang out here, and Alan, along with
James and Dominic, are targets of opportunity.

For the Three Musketeers, the worst of the jocks is
Star Quarterback Brett Neuheisel, their former friend.
Although Brett pretends to forget that he was friends
with the Three Musketeers, he never forgets the loss
to Desert Valley, when Nostradamus interrupted the
game. He pushes aside the old friendships, and takes
satisfaction on getting revenge on his old friends,
including Alan.

Alan walks through the Gauntlet with his eyes
hoping to remain anonymous. He makes a quick
glance to see Neuheisel and the other jocks
their stations as usual. They lean casually, 3
against the lockers with their letterman’s
knight’s armor. Alan tries to get by then
they won’t notice, but out of the corr
sees Brett coming to intercept hir
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1S target.
e 6’47, 215-pound
dy check that sends Alan into
s and falls with his arms and legs
concrete floor, dazed. In his rush to
gets to zip up his backpack, and it flies
pers — the Tatooine script, and his printouts
7ision — scatter in the hallway. Alan is
rily paralyzed with fear. If somebody reads any
apers, I'm doomed. He frantically grabs for them.
spectator jocks laugh and cheer at the fallen
n. Brett smiles triumphantly over his power
e, but when he looks down on his victim, the smile
shes, and suddenly he’s not so proud. Brett hears
derisive laughter of his friends in the background.
> looks down at the papers strewn on the floor and
mething catches his eye. He picks up the paper, and
arts to read it! Alan’s eyes bug out, and his mouth
>gins opening and shutting like a fish that’s been
ught. Brett takes several seconds to read, then his eyes
inkle in sorrow and understanding. He says nothing.
Brett reaches out a hand to the dazed Alan. “Sorry,
, let me help you.”
e laughing jocks go silent. Brett hoists Alan back up
feet. Then he bends down and helps Alan gather
t of his papers, arranging them in a neat pile.
e you go. Sorry again, man.” Brett hands over the

No problem.” Of course, Alan feels obligated
ouy who just decked him.
an get his backpack on. Is that a knowing
Alan wonders. Did he see my script?
keleton Canyon? Alan is fearful
are out. He quickly marches off
oht that Brett Neuheisel may
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After a nervou
Alan quickly gathers
for the cafeteria. He already ki
friends. They eat at the first table
cashiers. That’s the safest place for t
interrupting James and Dominic.

“Guys! I’ve got something you gotta see
now!” Alan insists. “What? I’m eating here!
protests with a mouthful of pizza.

Alan grabs Dominic by the arm, and pulls hi
his leather jacket. “Get it to go, Dom! You aren’t g
to believe this!”

Dominic hates being manhandled, even by his frie

“Hey! Watch it, jerk.” He hisses.

“C’mon.” Alan repeats urgently. James nods and
stands up.

Alan hustles them into the computer lab. “You aren’
going to believe this.” Alan looks out of the door to the
lab to be sure no one is nearby. Then he shuts the door,
and tosses his backpack into one of the lab chairs. He
takes out his printed pages.

“You won’t believe this, James, I didn’t believe yo
episode yesterday, and I never quite believed the who
Jessica Cantwell and the exploding top thing either.
That seemed like just a coincidence or something. I’
sorry about not believing you. But, | wanted to pro
you wrong somehow, so I looked up the names Ca
Ignacio Peralta, and I looked up Skeleton Canyo
computer. You won’t believe what I found.”

Dominic and James gather around the co
Alan pulls up the websites.

“Look here. It says Ignacio Peralta was
do Mexican family that got their sta
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at is now Mexico for
as given mineral rights to
state of Arizona, and they were

a rich guy.” Dominic adds some

p another website. “Look, Ignacio Peralta
d in 1832. They believe he was slaughtered by
hile he was mining here in Arizona.”
ya.” Dominic exhales. “What did he mine?” Alan
at Dominic and grins.
e mined gold primarily,” Alan says.
\ahhh, man. Righteous!” Dominic pumps his fist.
an gets into another website that gives information
pache chiefs and warriors. “Campo was an Apache
ef who made war with the Mexicans. He led attacks
mines and ranches right here in Southern Arizona, as
Il as further south into the Mexican states of Sonora
d Chihuahua.”
“James, these people were real. And it looks quite
2ly that there was a massacre here. This warrior and
miner both roamed this area. But there is one more
3.” Alan types excitedly. “Look at what happens
I Google Skeleton Canyon.”
n points at the monitor. “Look at this.” He
s. “The Lost Gold Mine of Skeleton Canyon.”
00ks over Alan’s shoulder to read. “Legend
exican miner was working on a gold claim
on Canyon area of Southeastern Arizona.
['he ore was smelted into gold bars at the
>n packed on mules and taken down
ding to legend, one day the Apaches
n’t like the Mexicans on their
e working it, ranching,
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down the mine sha
could find it again.”

Tears well up in James’ eye
saw.” He sits down at the next co
his head down.

Alan lays a hand on his friend’s shoulc
didn’t believe you, James.”

Dominic jumps up, pumping his fist into t
“Somewhere in Skeleton Canyon there’s a golc
dudes. Can you imagine if we find it? We’d be

Dom turns to James, who is still face down. “Ja
where is it?”

James raises his head, and stares at Dominic. “I d
know! I don’t even know if I ever want to go looking
it either. The pain, the death, their souls ... They’re lo
souls.” James wipes the long, black hair out of his eye
You don’t know what it’s like to see that. To feel their
despair.”

Dominic is unfazed by such talk. “Spirits. Ghosts. S
what! Think about it, man. We’ve got to try. They mad
the gold into bars right there. That means that there co
be bars of gold just sitting there. GOLD!”

Dominic shakes James arm, causing his head to bo
on the desk. “Think about it. We could be rich. RICE
We could blow freakin’ Cochise High. Be rich big s
Who would be laughing at us then? Not the clo
around here. We can go to Beverly Hills, get hot
the whole thing. What have we got to lose?”’

“You’re not listening, Dom.” James moan:
desk. “Their pain, anger, hatred. I feel it al
there. It’s hard to get exposed to that. I da
it again.”

Dominic looks to Alan. In that qui

Blue Guitar Jr. 2025




d each one of

i mg his head. “Let me think about it.”

oks over at Alan and grins. They both

ot me think about it’ really means ‘O.K.’

oe Musketeers raise their hands, they give
ginary sword crossing in the air, and chant the

ords together.
for one, and one for all,” they say.
their victory chant. They have few victories here

ychise High, so they celebrate each one that comes

he last bell rings, and on this rare occasion, Alan
ks towards the buses feeling triumphant, with his

d filled with hopes and dreams of vast wealth. This
ing quickly vanishes when he spies Brett Neuheisel

rontational; his pace quickens and he veers off on a

hat increases his distance from the star quarterback.

rett recognizes him, and casually moves on a
o0 intercept Alan. Is he coming over for more
ent? Does he know my secrets? Alan wishes he
int out of there; that would only invite more of
ett’s coming at him for.
Come here,” Brett commands.
a half jog towards Alan. Alan scans
ace for a hint of malice, but there’s

sive as he hurries along. “I
his shoulder at his
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“Wait a sec,” Brett p
Alan’s skinny arm.

Uh-oh. Physical contact. This i
Alan’s heart starts pounding, and he
Brett’s grasp.

“I..I’m sorry,” Brett confesses. “For wt
saw your papers too. I know what you’re do
want in.”

Alan sees the regret and sincerity in his eyes;
of not being attacked is replaced by the fear of or
secrets getting out. Did he read about the treasure
he going to hassle me about the Star Wars movie?

Quickly, Alan thinks about a dodge that covers ei
possibility.

“It’s for a report I’'m doing in AP History,” he bl
out.

Brett chuckles. “C’mon, Alan. A history report on
Tatooine?”

Inside, Alan is relieved that there’s no suspicion ab
the mine, but he wonders how bad he’s going to get
skewered for doing a Star Wars movie. That may be
harder to live down.

Are they going to call me Luke Skywalker for the
of high school? Alan wonders.

Brett nervously scans the parking lot, to be surt
one is nearby, then moves in closer to speak to A
low voice. “I still like Star Wars! I remember &
we played together.”

“You do?” Alan’s eyes are filled with s
surprise.

“Yeah, man!” Brett confesses.

“I want to be in your movie.
Please.” Brett pleads.
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eighboring parked
os for this encounter with
ost impossible.

lar Wars? C’mon, Brett, you’re the
now. You're too cool for us. Are you
ound or what?”
1.” Brett puts his index finger over his lips.
tow what they’d do to me if they found out?”
0oks around again to make sure he’s not being
d, then smiles a golden smile. “I STILL LOVE
ars, man! In ‘Revenge of the Sith,” when they put
ask down on Anakin and he becomes Darth Vader!
’s so awesome!”’
rett nervously scans around the parking lot again,
pe sure there are no fellow jocks about. “I have an
hentic replica light saber, and a blaster that was
ally on the set of ‘Attack of the Clones!””

Alan nearly jumps from the shock of this development.

‘Let me in your movie. Please.” Begging is
becoming for the star quarterback. “I saw your script!
cool!” Brett continues.
1ve me something. Something like Obi Wan, or Qui
in, or anything — whatever era it’s from. I’ll do
ing. It’ll be blast doing a Star Wars movie. We just
eep it a secret. 0.K.?”
tarts thinking, considering Brett’s proposal.
hat if you tell on us?” Alan asks.
1scle-bound arms reach for Alan’s shoulders.
’d let anyone know? They’d kill me!”
0od point.
own away, but he’s relieved his secret
liscovered. He also isn’t sure about
1e, especially when he thinks
. He asks one more
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really why you
our movie?”

Brett’s excitement is clear.

Alan pauses for a moment, si
language, checking his eyes to see
he looks sincere.

“0.K., man. You can come.” Alan con
you’re going to have to be cool to James.”

“Do you think Dom or James would tell?”’
worriedly asks.

“I think none of us could live this down. You’
Brett.” Alan states the obvious.

Brett bounds off. “See you tomorrow. And thanks
will be our secret.”

Alan walks over to the buses, for the usual tortuous
ride home.

ut in the desert, lazy puffy clouds float by 1
Oa clear blue spring sky. Down in the canyon
below, the three boys are joined by Brett
Neuheisel, Star Quarterback, for another day of filmi
When Alan told James and Dominic that he had a
surprise guest, neither of them pictured Brett. They st
at him in disbelief and disgust. Brett stands further d
the canyon, dressed the part as Obi Wan Kenobi wit
sandals, a cloak, and a light saber at the ready:.
“O.K., I'm ready! Here I come!” Brett shouts.
“What the heck is he doing here?” James de
“It’s cool. Don’t worry.” Alan speaks low, sc
won’t hear. “Besides, he’ll keep the goons of
at school.”
Alan points at the excited quarterback
his light saber. “Look at him! He’s
here.”
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ett’s shouts echo off
Is the boys.
continues. Dominic and James
other, then they share the look
e look down the canyon at Brett who
em with his saber lit up. They see the
le across Brett’s face.
ou’re right.” Dominic admits.
s begrudgingly accepted by the other boys.
ou don’t have any friends, and even fewer who
0 Star Wars, you have to take what you can get.
a week of filming, Brett is fully assimilated into
ast, even going so far as contributing to the script-
ing duties, and filming as well so that James can also
ncluded in some scenes as the ghost of Qui Gon Jin.
es 1s the last to drop his resistance to Brett, which
akes sense due to the fact that he bore the worst of
ett’s attacks following ‘The Incident.’

After a week together, the boys finish a particularly
cessful day of filming. They walk back to the

shway through the sandy bottom of Skeleton Canyon,

ghing together, joking about the events of the day.

O

an, James, you looked hilarious with your ghostly
eup on today.” Dominic teases.
ah, maybe,” James counters. “But you look more
nini Darth when you stand next to Brett. You’re
bit.”
the peacemaker, Alan moves to smooth any
ffled feathers from Dominic. “We all look
mes. [ know my arms are so skinny that it’s
1 from my light saber!”
at Alan’s self-deprecation. Brett
oment. “Guys, [ don’t think I
ing me come out here. Yeah,
But, [ gotta be honest.
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A
kind of example.

I’'m cool enough. I have

quarterback ... It can get old

sand beneath his feet. “Out here, v

is the only place where I can be myse

The other three boys all smile, and giy
pats on the back. James is the first to break
silence.

“You’re D’ Artagnan, Brett.”

Brett looks confused. “What’re you talking ab
asks.

Alan breaks in: “You ever read ‘The Three
Musketeers’? D’ Artagnan is the fourth Musketeer. |
the newby. He comes in later.”

Brett doesn’t get the reference. “Oh. But he still get
be a Musketeer right?”” “Oh yeah,” Alan confirms.

Dominic raises his light saber to the center of the
group. “All for one ...” Dominic and Alan both raise t
light sabers as well, pointing them into the center. “An:
one for all.” They finish the chant, and look over to B

Brett pauses, then raises his light saber too. “And o
for all,” he adds.

fter lunch, Dominic starts his trek to Scie
Aclass. He strides in his leather jacket on th
warm spring day donning the face of a tc
guy, inwardly fearing that he’ll get called on it. A
the main, two football jocks see him coming. Th
big, offensive lineman.
One likes to be called Terminator. He
friend Dougie:
“Target Acquired.” The Terminator sz
Dougie grins, and the two boys s
Dominic.
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e 1s to getting into yet
body check or humiliation
sees what’s happening, and he
ds his teammates. He slaps them
of their letterman’s jackets.
ow’s it hanging?”” Brett asks.
jocks spin around to Brett. Dominic’s eyes
n startled fear.
points at little Dominic. “This little punk has
ping my girlfriend. Haven’t you, punk?”
nic doesn’t back down, but growls back. “No,
, I don’t scope out cattle. That’s your thing.” He
s back at Dougie.
e big jock smiles; now he’s got his excuse to level
diminutive tough guy. “Wrong answer.”
1e reaches out to grab Dominic. Brett intercepts his
. “Come here, Dougie; you too, Terminator.” He
bs them both by their letterman’s jackets and drags
m away from Dominic, who stands his ground in
ck bravado.
ou two are going to leave that kid and the other
sketeers the frick alone!” Brett jams a pointed index
r into Dougie for effect.
1ey don’t deserve it, and I’m stopping it right now!”
s bristling with anger.
of the football players take a step back in

Brett! What’s your deal, man? We’re just
e fun,” Terminator says.
ou rag on the Three Musketeers as much
ugie jams his own pointed finger back

2. Yeah, I’ve hassled them,
t ’'m stopping, and you are
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“Okay, Okay! Jerk!

The two linemen grumble a
give him the finger, but they sli
word.

Brett gives the stunned Dominic a ki

“See you at Tatooine,” he says quietly.

Dominic nods. “Thanks, D’ Artagnan.”

They part ways quickly, without exchanging
words, so no one figures out they’re actually fri

After school brings another day of filming in
Canyon. Today, they move deeper into the canyon
looking for a site resembling Obi Wan’s cave dwel
on Tatooine. After over a mile of trudging through d
sand, and uneven river rock, there are no places suita
The boys are close to giving up.

“Let’s get out of here.” Dominic protests. “I"m sick
trudging through this damn sand.”

“Just one more bend, there could be something,”
James figures.

“C’mon, man! We’ve been waiting for what’s arour
the next bend for the last hour.” Dominic exaggerates

“I’m going with Dominic here,” Alan agrees.

They trudge on, until James stops. He pushes his
black hair out of his eyes, sizing up the shot with
fingers. There’s a cliff with a cave.

“Perfect,” James declares.

Here, at the bottom of the wash, a cavern is ¢
by roiling floodwaters — whenever floodwa
in the desert.

“Yeah!” Brett shouts, bounding up intc
“Look! We can shoot from inside the ¢
close-up scenes.”

Brett hurries to change into hi
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ames gets the
Iming begins, and after
vith the cave scenes. Next, it’s
attle scene with Obi Wan, and Luke

you get up on that ledge over the cave,
an overhead shot, and get all of the action
an suggests.
and when Obi Wan runs, you can keep him in
e. That would be cool!” Brett agrees.
ght, I’ll get up there,” James says. “Give me a
¢ and I’ll shout when I’m ready to start filming.”
ke, Darth, and Obi Wan get to their spots and wait
ames’ signal. Then they wait a little more, but James
heard. Alan leaves his spot and moves to the middle
e canyon.
James! What’s up?!” He shouts. His words echo off
> sides of the canyon. There is no answer.
“James!” They all shout. Again there is no answer.
| three of the boys hurriedly run to the game trail that
ds up over the cave. When they reach the top, they
how the little ridge is actually the top of the canyon.
landscape opens up, and it’s dominated by a small
tain whose base sits right at the canyon’s edge.
es!”
ic shouts as they scan different directions until

as never seen James up close in the
He reaches out, grabs James and
Dominic and Alan both pull his

www.TheBlueGuitarMagazine.org

“We’ve seen

In time, James’ shal
open. He’s ready to talk. ¢
he says. “This is the place. Right
exhales and points. “Right over the
mine.”

The boys see an eroded area, where it Ic
rockslide happened years ago.

“So that’s it.” Alan shudders.

“Yeah, I see it.” Dominic points at the spot
dirt and gravel have slid down the slope of the It
mountain.

“What the heck are you guys talking about?” Bre
interrupts.

James, Alan, and Dominic look at each other
guardedly. After a moment of awkward silence, Dom
speaks up. “James picked up something out here a mo
or so ago. You know what I mean — a Nostradamus
moment. Like when Jessica Cantwell lost her top at th
football game.”

“Oh yeah. I’ll never forget that one.” Brett looks ov
at James and laughs.

Alan picks up the explanation. “James called out
some names when he freaked out the last time. Ignac
Peralta, and Campo. Peralta was a Mexican miner,
Campo was an Apache chief. Peralta was mining g
in this canyon, and the Apaches came here, killed
and threw the Mexicans into the mine, and burie
mine. The legend of the Lost Mine of Skeleton
says the Mexicans smelted their ore into golc
mine. So there supposedly are bars of gold
that rubble, maybe.”

“That’s if you believe the legend,” I

Brett looks at the three boys like
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oke? Right?”
who is still on the
ects of his last episode. “Does
? This is real.”
uses, and rubs his blonde hair. “Let’s

let us take the gold,” James says quietly.
’t?” Brett asks. Alan and Dominic both

we go again,” Dominic adds.
spirits of the miners, the spirits of the Apaches.
they, all died here, fighting for what was theirs.
e trespassing here. [.I..can feel them. They DO NOT
t us here.” James’ face is white.
Jominic ignores James’ warning. “We’ve got to try!”
ames looks up at Dominic. “You’re going to regret
s.”
“We’re talking about gold. A real lost gold mine right
re!” Dominic counters.
‘Lost Gold Mine. There’s no such thing.” Brett
errupts.
How do you know?”” Dominic argues.
lan pushes his way into the center of his arguing
1ds. “Guys! Stop for a minute. James, we all want to
this mine is for real. It has to be done. What if we
d you just stay outside? Can that work?”
s looks up at his three friends, and pauses. “If
ing in, I’ll be there to look out for you. But,
warned.”
back to the highway for their bikes, the
“We’re going to need shovels,” Brett

e got a pickaxe.”
flashlights.”
ing to return to the place.
nger this time as they
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recorder. Ja

disappointed in them fo

let them go alone. There is
march deep into Skeleton Canyo

When they reach the top of the car
mountain, James hangs back. “I’m jus
here and watch you guys. You know it’s a
you?”” He has to warn them one more time.

“Don’t worry,” Brett says, and grabs Alan a
Dominic in a double bear hug. “I’ve got their be

Dominic, Brett, and Alan survey the side of the
mountain to find the likely spot to start digging. Tt
start to shovel furiously, all three of them throwing
and gravel behind them, rolling the larger rocks out
of the way in a constant stream. In time, the rocks anc
gravel melt away. Then, there is a thudding sound as
their shovels hit something solid, something wooden.
They stop at the sound and smile knowingly.

“James! You were right!” Brett shouts.

Gradually, the remaining dirt that covered the door
is scooped away with eager hands, added to the pile
of debris that grows behind the entrance. They work
tirelessly, sweating as blisters form. They don’t even
notice the pain as they work feverishly on.

Their pace turns frantic. They find the edges of the
doors and start to dig with their hands, pushing asid
clods and gravel. At last, a tall door is cleared free
the dirt. It’s covered with iron sheets that are co
from years underground. Around the two door
rusted-out chain is wrapped.

“That chain isn’t stopping us!”” Dominic
raises the pickaxe high over his shoulde
gives his best karate shout as he bring:
onto the chains, which fall away.

“Gentlemen.” Alan motions li
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with Alan, and they all
strength. Soon, they fall
s, with each shove moving the
0.
ues to cower behind a group of boulders
e. He peeks out from time to time to check
ss. If the other three could see James, they
> that he’s paralyzed again, lost in his special
They would see that the spirits of the miners
paches are giving James another warning.
chokes out one word. “No.”
an speaks in between pants for air. “This is it. Let’s
sh this.”
hey all make one more mighty push: the tall and
ong Brett, the skinny Alan, and the short Dominic.
e doors part far enough for them to enter.
For a moment they all look at each other, then stare
to the dark maw of the mine shaft. They silently reach
ito their backpacks, grab their flashlights, and enter the
ine. Anticipation runs electric through their thoughts.
Even though it is a warm spring day, they can feel
2 cold air kiss their cheeks when they walk in.
ticipation and excitement quickly turn to fear and
sion when they feel that ghostly, dank, cold air.
their flashlights stumble upon the skeletons.
1g out in the light like accusing fingers are ribs
Is of Ignacio Peralta and his six workers. Their
and teeth seem to still let out silent screams.
that they wore when Apaches killed them
lecomposing patches like spider webs.
thrown in right here.” Dominic points.
3e strong. We knew that we’d
mething like this,” Brett says
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arms and legs wit
the door, the skull still fa

Brett coughs and heaves a
feels welling up in his throat. “Lo
He wasn’t dead when they sealed up
crawled to here.” Alan and Dominic shu

“This poor guy was still alive when they
Dominic backs away from the bodies.

“Let’s get out of here,” Alan whispers.

“Wait! The gold, you wimps!” Brett protests.
here! We have to see.”

Dominic gulps and pushes deeper into the dark
shaft. As they move further in, they look carefully or
the ground for holes, or other mine shafts. They slo
walk, no one speaking; the only sounds are that of the
nervous, shallow breaths, and the gravel that crunches
under their shoes.

They look up at the supporting beams as they pass
under them, and their lights illuminate the cracks and
breaks from the weight and years that these beams have
endured holding up the rocky roof.

“Holy ...!” Brett whispers, and his light shines on
beams that are bowed close to buckling from the rock
Their confident steps turn into timid tiptoes, but they
press even further, holding their breath.

Around a corner of the shaft another room opens
There in the middle of the room sits a mound of so
sort covered by an ancient canvas tarp that’s bare
intact. The boys freeze, and Alan is first to lift tk
which falls away in dust and pieces. Through
there is a brilliant glow, and when the dust s
see stacks of beautiful gold bars.

“Yee-hah!” Dominic yells and tears
tarp off in a flourish.
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d, shining gold.
bricks and heft them in

ike twenty pounds each!” Brett
ad like he’s doing a barbell workout

the stacks and does some quick math.
bout 200 bars here at 20 pounds each. 16
pound. $1,000 an ounce. That means...”

uys. There’s about 64 million dollars in gold
it here,” Alan gasps. All three of them let out a
phant shout.
at follows is an intense debate about what to
with the treasure. “Let’s get this out right NOW!”
MInic insists.
“We can’t do that Dom.” Alan disagrees. “We should
e it here for now. We’re the only ones who know
ut this! We need some time to get it out, hide it, and
it. It’s safer that way.”
minic’s voice gets shrill. “LEAVE IT!? Are you
) It goes now!”
’s usually sunny demeanor grows angry.
are we going to hide 200 bars of gold? This is
like 4,000 pounds of gold! How are we even
it out of here to a safe place? Keep it here
ay to do it!”
aterrupted before they get the chance to

mine looking wild. He’s panting;
ntically. He’s gulping air,
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“They...They are
stammers.

Brett sets the bar down on
mean? Is there somebody out there
James with questions while he still he
Alan and Dominic watch on.

“It’s the miners in here. The Apaches.
want us here. It’s their gold.” When Nostrada
1s talking, the boys have learned it’s good to lis
The conversation about what to do with the gold
temporarily tabled.

But stubborn little Dominic isn’t so sure. “C’mo
You gotta be joking, James! I don’t care if they're
angry. This gold is ours!”

James doesn’t wait to try to reason with Dominic;
just grabs him around the chest, and lifts him off the
ground. Dominic helplessly waves his arms and kicks
his legs as he tries to slow James from dragging him
out of the mine. Dominic grabs at rocks, kicks James
shins, but he’s unable to stop the suddenly powerful
James.

Alan turns to Brett. “Do you remember the footba
game?”

Brett pauses to think, and both of them start to
toward the direction of the doors. They’ve only te
a few steps when they hear a strange sound: a dex
rumbling.

Next comes a high pitched, sharp crack as &
beam behind them splits in two and crumble
come tumbling down, smashing into the f]
mine.

“RUN!” Alan screams.

There is no time to watch for pi
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JVU

at marks the  oelieve this!
crash behind them. Brett stares off into tl

the llght safety that’s what about this but us. This 1s OU
: ’ to be digging out here. It’s safe

oor, and keep on going, sprinting we’ll”be able to figure it out, and we

. Behind them a plume of dust flows ~ OS- .
bling tunnel. Above the mine, boulders Brett’s Ul .tfaﬂS Off. He stapds up. He
volcanic basalt come sliding down the off and raises his arm into the air. “All for o
. In seconds, the mine shaft is collapsed, and J AR next to Stind- He raises his hand, gr
ing lies buried under countless rocks. Brett’s. * All for one.” He repeats. .
boys tumble into the soft gravel of the wash Aljln Jumps up, and grabs their hands too. “All

atch in horror as the final rocks slide down the 2L

tainside. The rumbling subsides, the dust settles, All three of them look down at the simmering
the usual quiet returns to the desert. Dominic. They all are smiling. Dominic looks up. “C

he Musketeers sit silently, bewildered as they try to §crew it!” Hi stands up too, and raises h.iS hind as we
ake some sense, try to sort through all of the questions All fo;r one.” All four of them follow with: “And one
ey ask themselves. for all.

Brett looks at his friends and asks the obvious “Let’s start home,” James Sayis .
B hat do we do now?” As they walk back to the highway, they start to realiz

The other three just look at each other in how sore and tired all of that hard work and excitemen

mbfounded silence. Finally, Alan speaks. “We have to  made them. The walk back is going to take a while.
B for now.” “Hey! Tomorrow we can film the Moss Eisley battle
‘WHAT!?” Dominic and Brett shout in indignation. scine,” James f‘dds' y

Think it through.” Alan goes into his lecturing, [ guess that’ll work,” Dom says reluctantly.

ytical voice. “There is no way right now that we can /At the road, they find their bikes. But before the

ough all that. We would need bulldozers to clear journey bac?k.begins', James the psychic, Alan the
. If we tell someone, they’ll either think we’re geek, Dominic the little angry guy, and Brett the
they could take it themselves. Who can we quarterback all take one last look at the rolling de
his?” Alan traces his fingers in the sand. “We The setting sun makes the cactus shadows long

e out a way to do this ourselves, and that is  the rocky hills of Skeleton Canyon take a pur
e White clouds turn pink and orange as they

spirits are at rest now,” James adds. bikes. , ¢
enough!” Dominic pounds his fist The hills of Skeleton Canyon contin
is right there. Right there! We secret. The Musketeers secretly h
the gold from the Lost Gold Mi

ou were holding a friggin’
Now they know that lost g

hands!” Dominic

www.TheBlueGuitarMagazine.org Blue Guitar Jr. 2025
RY/




DINCE

By Curt Robinson

problems start when Geronimo comes
ering into their Apache camp with his
arriors and their families. N’Goya’s father,
rrior himself, is drawn to the great man’s
e listens:
are leaving that reservation and the soldiers’ rules.
going raiding down in Mexico. Who will come
s7”
aza doesn’t take long to say yes. He steps next to
onimo, and the living legend nods in appreciation. A
men follow Taza. It’s customary for Apache families
stick together, and since N’Goya is not a full warrior
self, he follows too. But, there are others who aren’t
erested:
“There 1s enough fighting! At least we’re alive, at least
>’re here in our mountains. We choose to stay.” So
s Martine, whose daughter is Jania. N’Goya looks
r at her. Her soft cheeks, her kind black eyes. Saying
dbye won’t be easy.
takes her by the hand, and they walk for maybe
t time together down the trails, past the spires of
and red rock that stand like stovepipes reaching
. He uses his finger to brush her hair behind
d wipe the tears off her cheeks.
, I will see you again when we get back
” N’Goya promises.
and smiles. “I will be waiting for you at
e been gathering water there
s provides for easy travel
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through the mountains.
“I’ll see you there. Don’t worry, Jania.
will be together again.”

They pack their things, and after dark they
all night, sneaking past the patrols of U.S. cava
morning they see the familiar mountains of the §
Madres rising up sharply from the harsh desert.

There, in the steep canyons where few dare to tre
Geronimo and his followers gather the long branche
grass to make shelters. Then, they climb to the top of
mountains to search the neighboring plains for targets
raid. There are plenty of ranches, farms, and travelers
nearby roads to choose from.

N’Goya is not old enough to go on raids with his
father, so he stays with the horses and looks to see if a
quick getaway is needed.

At night, they target a Mexican rancheria, and
Geronimo motions for the warriors to go in. They all
move silently, without a sound. Usually, they return
the goods from the raid: horses, cattle, food. But toni
is different. The silence is pierced with the screams
cries of women, and children. N’Goya jumps up, a
readies the horses for a quick retreat. Then omino
silence falls again. It’s a long time before the we
start to appear out of the darkness, and they a
standing tall and proud. They shamble in ber
of them carrying any goods. Taza looks t
and N’Goya runs to him, only to see his
in blood.
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Taza doesn’t
arm. “What went wrong?”

aza says, ashamed. “It was
cans killed Geronimo’s wife and

few months, the Apaches flee the U.S.
he Mexican soldiers. N’Goya watches
, children, and friends get ambushed, shot
. Then, his father is done in. Their numbers

orning and U.S. soldier Lieutenant Gatewood
s climbing up the cliffs of their last refuge:
Surrender, and you can go home to the Chiricahuas,
as long as you stay on the reservation there you can

¢ in peace.” Gatewood promises.

eronimo listens to his peace offer, he trusts
atewood, and he looks over what is left of his band. He
es the looks on their faces, the weariness, the deep fear.

e sighs, and pokes a stick in the sand:

“T’ll surrender, Gatewood.”

['he Apaches are promised life in the Chiricahuas. But
promise is a lie. When they get to Fort Bowie, they
hipped off for ‘relocation.” The Army even sends

own Chiricahua scouts, who helped them track
imo, off on the trains.
behind the walls of Fort Bowie, N’Goya looks
s mountains where his people have lived for
f years. He feels the warm sun, he looks at the
s and junipers, the rocks and boulders. He
because he knows it may be the last time

o the railcars, and begin the trek

in a place called Florida. As the
nakes note of every detail.
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home, he make
If the day leaves hi
way back to his Chiricahue

In the wet, swampy land calle
are always under guard, behind big,
There’s no bullet or Apache lance tha
these walls — no way.

N’Goya goes to a ‘school.” They teach hi
like the settlers, they cut his black hair short.
to church. He learns to read: books, maps. He le
English. He learns numbers too, like a million.
how far he feels from home.

Geronimo and his great warriors are sent to a dif
place to be prisoners. But N’Goya is still a child in tk
eyes of the soldiers, so he’s sent to this place with the
other children, and the women too. His chance to be
named as a full warrior may be gone forever now.

N’Goya smiles to his captors, and he tries to fit into
this new world, but he and the other Apaches are slow
dying inside. Their spirits wane, their easy smiles fade
they meekly follow the soldiers’ orders.

And then there is the shaking sickness.

N’Goya remembers back in the Chiricahuas, when
they had rainy seasons, some of them would come d¢
with the shaking sickness. First came tiredness, the
vomiting, then they got worse. In the mountains, on
few caught this sickness, but now in Florida, eve
more get it. They take these sick people to the ol¢
building that they call ‘Infirmary.” No one wan
there.

Taiche, a friend of N’Goya, approaches.
have the friendly smile that usually can b
long ways away.

“The guards came to our barrack
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ow she was so tired, or
ought maybe it was the food,
> doesn’t want to believe that she is
e many Apaches go in, but few come

ow, deliberate steps to Infirmary, and the
ng men in white coats lead him down the
into a room with a door that says MALARIA
e can smell the damp, and the sickness. The clean
ome 1s so far away. The walls in this dark room
to be white, but now they’re faded, and the paint is
ling off. It’s a long room where beds for the sick are
ed up in two rows, one row on each side. On nearly
ery bed lie Apache women and children.
The doctor points N’Goya to one of the beds on
1e left where his mother lies shivering under a wool
lanket. It’s a warm day today.
“N°Goya!” she grimaces while she tries to sit up.
She puts on a cheerful look, but in her eyes is the
gret and despair that can be seen in many Apache eyes
this place. She is speaking softly, N’Goya leans over
ear:
‘Leave this place. Leave, N’Goya.” She whispers.
home to our mountains. Find our families who
d behind. Someone here in this place has to make
— we can’t all be prisoners. Go back where we
nothing, but just sits and holds her hand for
e. The only sounds are a few moans, and the
e who are retching. She wanted to go with

oya lies in his bunk bed in the room
boys of various ages. He thinks
hiricahuas, he thinks about
d West. He decides to
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First comes find
the guards make escape
a way, and it comes to N’Goy
the moon peek through the bars 1
back wall of the room is also the ba
There are four windows that line that
are covered with iron grates to hamper escz
fort is old and so are the iron grates and the a

N’Goya examines the windows until he find
one. The bolts that attach the iron grates to the
rusted through. He pushes quietly, trying not to grt
hard. He repeats this several times, and the bolts sta
crack, then crack some more. The grate loosens, but
is not the time, so he stops before the grate completel
falls off. No one can see N’Goya smiling in the dark.

It takes a couple of days to gather the things he need:
He snatches a can of beans here and there, and stashes
them in the hollow of an old, dead tree. Matches, now
there is one thing that is a credit to the settlers. These
take a little more time to find. He takes an old blanket
from the stables, saves some rolls from the dinnertime
meals too. For the last item, he stops in one of the
classrooms in ‘school,’ and tears a map page out of a b
book.

The map is something easy to hide, and he takes it
at night, and looks it over by candlelight when no o
around. He studies the names of the states, the towr
draws a line that follows the railroads; they will g
home quicker. He thinks back to his trip, and ma
names with the landmarks and towns he passec
He replays the way in his mind over and ove
ingrained in his memory. Now the plan is

N’Goya waits patiently for the last ¢
They take attendance in every class
they don’t check off the names ag
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s the tattered school bag. It
one book in it. The rest of the
s, one blanket, a canteen, some rolls,
ns of beans. Enough to keep him going

dents walk out of the school together at
asses. N’Goya hasn’t told anyone his plan.
. no one can tell where he’s headed. Taiche
p beside, heading towards dinner. Think fast.
odbye, Taiche,” N’Goya says.
stops confused. “What do you mean? It’s time for
per.”’
know.” N’Goya backtracks. “I’ll see you in there. I
€ to go back to the barracks first and get something.
I meet you.” It’s not good lying to a friend. The
paches aren’t as good at it as the whites are. But,
aiche will understand, he’ll figure it out.
N’Goya hangs back behind the other boys, just far
ough, and he enters the barracks. He rushes over to the
ate, and it gives at the first push. Quietly, he slides the
ate down on the ground outside, then climbs out. He
the grate back on the window. It will take a while for
neone to notice that.
running Apache in these parts would cause panic
aw an armed response from the soldiers, so he
lks casually. After the fences and walls of the
out of sight, then he starts flying. He used to run
ight when some murderous group of soldiers
were in pursuit, so the 8-mile trip to the
n should be an easy one.
e road, and moves between trees and
e railroad station. Now, he can
o from the smokestacks of the
he was taught: avoiding
ittle noise as possible.
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trains are belching

“Noisy trains,” N’Go

Running around these no

men. They work like ants, scu.
another, prying with metal tools, squi
their squirt cans. They shout and curse &
They must get angry from working around
nasty trains. But at least they’re busy, and ma
one Apache boy making a run for it.

He hides behind some trees and waits for the s
N’Goya knows a train pointing toward the setting
will take him West. Straight into the setting sun to g
back to his mountains — they’re far away, but they”
waiting for him.

There is just a sliver of sun hanging over the steam
land, and darkness begins to creep in. The noisy train
men have stopped their shouting, so they must be getti
ready to move off. N’Goya crouches behind a tree
and waits. His chance comes and he dashes full speed
across the open ground between the forest and the train
Then he leaps through the open door of a rail car, and
quickly crawls behind the crates and cargo into a dark
corner, waiting. There are no shouts from the train
men, so he peeks out of the door. There are no lante
swinging in the smoky dusk. It is another bit of good
luck. His ancestors must be looking out for him. No
can see his smile as he crawls back into the darknes
the railcar.

Suddenly, there are footsteps and voices, and t
getting closer. He gets as small as he can in the
corner of the car. Fear grips him: It reminds
terror he felt with Geronimo in the Sierra |

“Shut that one too,” a noisy man says

The door shuts, and the men sta
move off. Then the next rail car ¢
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ars. Soon, there is a
e train starts to move.
d for real. With luck, he’ll make
as, and find the families who
heading west, and if his luck holds,
t N’Goya hundreds of miles closer.
arvels at his good luck, and imagines the
e fort are probably searching the grounds,
1g where he got to. They’ll never be able to
1s one out. And he dreams somewhere out on
ountains his maiden and her family are standing
d and defiant. They’re still free, he knows it, and
he gets back they’ll welcome him, and be amazed
118 bravery. They’ll call him warrior, and instead of
1ding horses on the next raid, he’ll be riding alongside
brothers. Life at home will be everything his mother
eamed of: getting married, raising a family, teaching
1S own son how to hunt the deer and the other animals
f the Chiricahuas. All of the troubles will fade as
¢ lives in their home. He’s bolstered by all of these
iumphant thoughts.
The train rumbles on through the night past small
s and more swampy places. In the darkness behind
crates, N’Goya sits jostling along as the train rolls
n the rails. He doesn’t know how much time there
ore the next stop, and the railroad men come to
1 their stuff. That’s a worry for another time. Right
’s safe, and he can dare to hope that he’ll see the
ania once again.
eet at the Springs. I’ll check there every day,’

b

thoughts and worries ebb as the
ar lulls him to sleep. The excitement,
exhausted. Sleep comes in and
He’s leaving behind the
d being carried away to
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Then the tra
sleep.

It feels like only a few hou
N’Goya can see the sky lighten
the railcar. His heart starts beating fa
is where he can get caught. He quickly
the crates, and inches closer just behind a
door. He can jump out immediately if necess
keep anyone from getting a hand on him. He
waits.

It seems like an hour, but it’s probably just a fe
minutes when the railroad men can be heard in the
distance. They’re getting closer, and they’re opening
each railcar door, getting ready for unloading. Their
voices get louder still. N’Goya’s fingers grip the bar tk
runs along the inside of the car. He tenses up, ready to
spring. N’Goya feels like he did in the Sierra Madres;
hiding behind some rocks or trees while the U.S. cava
soldiers searched for him, or the Mexican soldiers — it
a familiar position. Soon, the door opens and he holds
his breath.

The railroad men seem to be on their regular routine
They laugh and joke as they move down the line. If
they’re unloading, there are sure to be more of them &
some point, and the train will move to a depot to unle
where the chances of getting caught increase. He po
his head out, and there is nobody in sight. He jump
and makes a dash for the bushes that line the edge
roadbed. Out of sight again.

He waits under the bushes for a while, craw
yards at a time. Then he hears the railroad m
“Hey! You there! Stop”

This is the time to run. They’re off in
pointing and running towards N’Go
worrying about hiding now. The

Blue Guitar Jr. 2025




vier, and they begin to

out from behind the railcars
e’s big, and he’s in N’Goya’s path.
dig into the boy’s shoulders, and he
’Goya around, throwing him to the

im!” The big man shouts.
es fear can paralyze you, freeze you in
cks, but not Apache warriors. Fear gives them
antage of strength and speed. N’Goya catches
elf before going down to the ground. The big man
ght on top of him, grabbing again, but he runs right
0 the boy’s elbow on his way in. There is a muffled
inching sound, and blood begins to pour out of his

)SC.

“Aawww.” He groans, and the young Apache runs for
1e bushes and continues due west. It’s cloudy and cold
night in this new place; he’s not even sure where he is,

t when the moon peeks out from behind the clouds, he
ets his bearings.

Outside of the train depot, N’Goya gets back on the

ad to cover a greater distance. Then he smiles when

loon comes into view — exactly what he’s looking

It’s a horse tied up to a hitching post. He’s a good-

g horse: a white and tan spotted appaloosa. He’s

wer. Inch closer, keep quiet, untie the reins, and
2 horse away from the saloon. No one will notice.
wn the road, he jumps in the saddle, and gently

e in the sides. They’re off.
eel the horse spring up when he’s spurred
eel the wind on his face as the horse
earnest. He turns to see no trail of
one is chasing. A quick search of
ne beef jerky, a bedroll, and
vould be proud of a
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“Yeeeaoooww

This is freedom on
is looking down at him righ
this victory. He keeps westward v
blowing through his hair. The huffs o
and his galloping hooves make a cadenc
them closer to home in the Chiricahuas.
his mother is being kept. He slows down the
rides on through the night — he’s tired again.

The sun begins to rise, and there’s a quiet, sec
pond on the plains. The horse needs water, and the
plenty of grass for grazing. N’Goya stretches unde
shade of a strange leafy tree to catch some rest. It’s a
lazy day, and he sleeps.

As the sun sets, he saddles up for some more night
riding west, always west.

Finally, there is a sign for a town: Fort Lee, Oklaho
He recognizes Oklahoma from his map, where the plair
seem to roll on endlessly. When the first morning light
breaks, he repeats the same routine as the day before.
Find a pond, stop, water, let the horse graze, and rest.
But, today there are some clouds to watch. At first the
are a harmless white. He imagines the shapes in the
clouds as bears, or mountain lions, or mountains. He
dozes off to sleep.

Later, a blowing wind wakes him, and he sees no
that clouds are a darker shade of gray. It’s not long
before they begin to turn that menacing blackish-t
color. The weather is going to turn, and it’s goi
wet today. While he contemplates the next mo
suddenly get worse.

There are men on horses who show up
away on the rolling plains, and they ha
coats on: U.S. cavalry riders. There i
N’Goya hopes that they either dc
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d one of them is
the plains. Of course, the
on. Now, the cavalry men and
g towards the young Apache.
there are soldiers riding, you don’t
see what they want. He jumps up and
> can and stuffs it into his saddlebags. He
gallop, and at the same time the first cold
rain begin to fall. The bluecoats show their
ous intentions as their guns pop, and the bullets
hizzing by. It’s hard to draw a good aim on
one from horseback, though, so they miss.
a few minutes more, the sky opens up, and the rain
es down in sheets. The triumphant Apache warrior
o stole a horse is now the hunted Apache, riding for
life trying to get away from the cavalry. How many
es has an Apache fled from the bluecoats? How
1g 18 that number? Dread and fear replace victory and
iumph. The men are still several miles away, but the
oblem is there’s no hiding out on the plains.
Through the rain a road appears, and it leads to a
tle railroad depot, or maybe a stopping place for
gecoaches. This is his chance. He heads straight for
building, and sees it’s a little railroad stop that sits
rossroads. The cavalry are down at the bottom of
ing hill, so they can’t see. N’Goya dreads doing
he jumps off his horse onto the wooden loading
en slaps the horse on the rear and watches him
o the rain. There go his ride and supplies.
¢ 1S that the soldiers will keep following the
unaware that its rider is gone. He slides
oden barrels that are stacked up on the
in silent terror.
1e muddy ground, getting closer.
ircle around the front of
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always do that.

“Which dang way?” C

Again and again N’Goya
or Mexican soldiers. The old me
back. The screams of terror from the
children haunt his thoughts. The blood,
people is his burden; a burden of all Apac
behind the barrels and tries to beat back the
cavalry men. Those blue coats and their horses
death. He curls up into a ball behind the barrels &
forgets that he’s supposed to be a warrior now.

“I should stand and fight the soldiers,” he tells h
“I’m a warrior, I rode with Geronimo.” It’s all false
bravado. He’s ashamed, afraid, weak.

“Where are his tracks?”” A soldier shouts.

“I can’t tell. Goldarn rain!”” Shouts another.

They may be fearsome, but they can’t track anything
in this rainstorm. Maybe he can make it out of here. He
soaking wet behind the barrels, watching the confused
men.

“He must be heading west! C’mon!”” One of them
finally commands. N’Goya peeks out, and watches the
go tearing off towards the horse’s trail.

“What idiots.” He chuckles.

The rain is pouring, and N’Goya’s breath comes
streaming out. He’s shivering sitting under the roof ¢
the depot. He needs to get out of this rain to get ¢
dangerous to be out in this for much longer.

The rain lightens up, and N’Goya starts do
road to put some distance between him and the
Cold, it’s very cold. He’s lost and can’t turn
soldiers did. The rain comes and goes, b
there’s no way to get more soaked. He s
side of the road leading south, stayin
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sperately in need of a
nally, there is what he’s

on a hill, and there’s a barn too. The
o the barn and find some hay to crawl
en find a horse blanket too. He’ll be hard
he can dry his clothes, get warmed up.
a gets closer and slows, trying not to rush
ough the shivering is uncontrollable. There is a
driveway that leads up to the house, which has
e coming out of the chimney. He can’t just walk
to the barn and be discovered. There isn’t much
e; the cold is slowing him down, it’s getting hard to
ncentrate.

There are tall, old trees lining the road to the main
puse, so he dashes from tree to tree, staying behind
1em as the house gets closer. By doing this, he gets
ose enough that he could throw a rock and hit the
ont door. The next 100 yards to the barn is wide open
ough. There is no other choice, so he gulps and sprints

the barn. The door 1s partly open and he slides right in.

nside, there are two horses who give a start, and one
who seems indifferent. It’s already warmer inside,
ere’s no time to waste. He strips down out of wet
es and lays them behind the cow pen, out of sight.
” N’Goya whispers.
e 1S a horse blanket lying next to the saddle.
p scratchy over his shivering body, but the
ts to generate from within. Next, he climbs
boden ladder into the hayloft and dives in.
cratchy, but it’s warm. He burrows like
1ds of the hay. Warmth.
1 cold have left N’Goya exhausted
ay into sleep, he’s amazed
any Apaches survive
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They’ve been che

“We’re all little mirac
horses don’t understand.

The only sound in the barn is
movement of the animals and the pea
of the rain on the tin roof. The rain drip
outside.

“It’s much better to be hearing the rainfal
here.”

It’s going to be cold climbing down from the h

The morning sun is up, and the rain is gone, lea
puddles and the odd raindrops falling from the eave
the barn. He reaches for the clothes, but they’re still

“Oh no.” He curses when he puts them back on, bu
running around naked is not an option. The shivering
starts again, but he knows moving will warm him up.
That’s when he hear footsteps coming closer, and the
barn door creaks open. There isn’t time to find a good
place to hide, so he gets behind the saddle hanging off
the wall. He prays to escape.

“Who’s in there?” It’s the gravelly voice of an old
woman.

The old lady creeps in brandishing a pitchfork, tryi
to look menacing. N’Goya sees she has the fighting sg
of an Apache grandmother. He stifles a smile when 1
occurs to him that one poke from the pitchfork 1s no
something to smile about. She has deep lines runni
down her leathery skin, and her eyes stand out bl
striking. Now, could he make a feint to the righ
and grab that pitchfork right out her hand? Yes
an elder, and Apaches respect elders.

She could warn a neighbor about him, o
get around her to the door it might be th
escape attempt seems risky, so he rai
walks slowly out from behind the
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the fort in Florida.

aises his hands like the

should ease her fears.
voice, she whirls around in her

nting the pitchfork at N’Goya. She
s wet clothes, and straw sticking out of

and her fierce eyes soften, the pitchfork

1e ground.
por dear,” she coos. “What’s your name?”’

1 can call me Janice.” She sets the pitchfork
st the barn wall.
¢ grabs his hand and leads him out of the barn.

ou’re soaking wet! And you smell like a dog, and
et you’re hungry.” She speaks like an angry hen.
e’ve got some work to do. Hmmph!”
he farmhouse is warm, and the smell of some kind

good cooking wafts throughout the place. The old
oman puts a log of wood on the stove, and puts a big,
n kettle filled with water on top of it. “We need to get

',’

warmed up, and you darn well need a bath! Phew
e hands N’Goya a large blanket. “You can go into
vsarlor, and get rid of those clothes. If you were up in
ayloft, you might have vermin. We’re going to burn
lothes of yours, and after you take a good bath,
some clean clothes for you.”
unexpected development, but he follows her
owing orders is something he’s used to since
ountains. He goes into the parlor, strips
ps up in a soft quilt. He knows of different
sht now, sitting wrapped up in a quilt in
all chill is driven out of him. This is
> hurries over and grabs the old
nose, she tosses them into
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“Good riddanc
She sits next to him, t
tribe are you?”’ She asks.

He plays stupid: If she finds out he
tells on him, who knows what could ha

She gives his hand a knowing squeeze.
Grandmother was from a tribe. She was a
speaks softly. “I loved my Grandma. She tolc
her life, right here in this room. She told me hov
settlers came, and the soldiers chased them, and k
their warriors. If it wasn’t for my Grandpa, she’d b
some reservation, or dead for all I know.”” She pause
and breathes in. “I don’t know how it came to this. A
the tribes are gone, or on reservations. But I know yo
from a tribe, N’Goya, and you need some help. So tel
me, what tribe are you?”’

He sees the kindness and understanding in her eyes.

She can be trusted. “Apache,” he says.

She smiles. “Whew! I might have guessed. So where
are you headed?”

He can’t think of the word in English that names his
home, so he just says: “My mountains.”

She puts a reassuring hand on his shoulder. “Don’
you worry. We’ll get you rested up, and I’ll help yo
there.” The tea kettle on the wood-burning stove be
to whistle. “Now it’s time for you to get your bat
goes out to the pump and fills a bucket several ti
water, and pours it into the bathtub. Next, she p
the steaming hot tea kettle water. Then, she le

N’Goya inches down into the tub. The
soaks right into his bones. For the first ti
journey, he feels safe, and there are
deep breath and exhales. After he’s
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aving dry clothes,
a new man. She eyes
y son.” She looks down at
> to get rid of them, but you never
eed something.”
supper.” It seems that the Old Lady
She’s off into the kitchen, banging pans,
ngs. He leans back on the sofa, and nods off
yain. Being on the run is tiring.
2 1t’s a dream, a bad dream, but he hears the
of horses’ hooves. His fear increases when he
e sound of boots clomping on the front porch.
1er boots. Then there’s a knock on the door, and he
see a cavalry hat through the curtains.
he Old Lady hurries back into the room. She gives a
mal to be quiet, and motions for N’Goya to hide in the
droom. He crawls under her bed. N’Goya tries not to
eathe too hard, as the front door opens:
“Sorry to disturb you, ma’am. But we’ve seen a
egade Indian around here. Have you seen anything
spicious?”
['he Old Lady is unfazed. “OOhhh. Heavens! I haven’t
anything,” she says in a phony, amazed voice. “Do
think he’s nearby?”
e’re not sure, just checking things out,” the soldier
. “But don’t you worry.”
, | hope you catch him. I HATE Injuns,” she

will. Sorry to bother you.” The soldier’s boots

es: “Ha!” She laughs. “Those soldiers are
et them think that you’re on their side,

29

e smells of a chicken dinner start
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N’Goya is sa

“Thank you, Janice
the kitchen table.

“You’re welcome. But you ne
give the soldiers time to get furthe
can start again in the morning,” she sa

He goes to one of the upstairs bedroo
never in use since she’s the only one who |
knows why she stays here alone: It’s home.
needs a home. The bedroom has a little shelf w
porcelain figurines; they’re little angels with pain
halos. They talked about angels in the church at Fa
Marion. N’Goya didn’t pay much attention to all th:
in church. But being in that upstairs room, on the fez
bed, under the quilts, that’s what heaven might feel li

The next morning, it’s the smell of eggs and bacon
that’s coming up out of the kitchen. N’Goya doesn’t s
much, and part of him wishes that he could stay longet

She must sense it too.

“I don’t know how to thank you,” he confesses. He
looks down at the floor.

She smiles. “You just get home, and find your peop
Knowing that I helped someone find their home and
tribe is thanks enough. But I’ve got one more surpris
you.” She grabs him by the hand and leads him out t
barn:

“I want you to take my horse Ringer. He’s too y;
and wild for me.”

He shakes his head. “I can’t take your horse.’

“Yes, you can. I can’t hardly get a bridle on
go ride him out in the fields, and he bucks n
never make it back home. I can’t ride hin
him. Besides, it’s a waste of a good yo
him stabled up all the time. He belc
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an earnestness in her
o0 he says thank you yet

unger slow and quiet, and reaches out
1s snout. Apaches know how to quiet a
d bend them to their will.
ere, Ringer,” N’Goya says.
e’s used to being spoken to in English. He
start, and pulls his head back. “There, there,” he
Dain.
ger knows if a horse rider respects him, appreciates
He can sense N’Goya’s peace. It takes a little
2, and a little reassuring, but he urges the bridle over
iger. Then, they walk out into the corral. Like his
estors, he quiets the skittish horse. Next, he gets the
ddle on.
Ringer rears up strong and unbowed when N’Goya
mbs into the saddle. Once again, there is a horse to
g him home. Janice comes out carrying a bedroll,
d a full set of saddle bags. “Here’s some food, and a
et to keep you warm, my boy. Take it. [ hope you
e it back to your mountains.”
"Goya reaches around the kind old lady: “I can’t
you,” he says.
u just be the one Indian that gets away from the
and gets to live on his own land. That’s payment
> She grins.
a quarterhorse, and he’s fast, and he’s
oya can feel his power as they rush out of
h a kick, Ringer gets out quick; the wind
hair. He’s smiling, and so is the horse.
Janice and her mercy. “Not all
to the horse. They ride with the
house gets smaller, then he
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Four days go
help of the map, the
further west into what’s
is making another change, grow
plants begin to resemble the ones t
mountains. His spirits rise as he begins
even his band visited on hunting journeys
time. By his best estimate, N’Goya thinks I
his mountains rise out of the hills tomorrow.
finding those who stayed behind. When he find
he’ll find her.

As they ride on, N’Goya starts to feel a sicknes
stomach. At first it’s a tickle, maybe like if he swal
a butterfly. Now, he’s never swallowed a butterfly, bt
that’s what it feels like. Then, the pain comes in wave
and knots. He turns to the side and vomits. Then he
vomits again. He’s starting to feel cold, but it’s a nice,
spring day. Maybe it’s the food from Janice’s farm, or
maybe he caught a cold from that time in the freezing
rain.

Isn’t that how it always goes? When it feels like thi
are going to work out, and victory is at hand, isn’t that
when some kind of bad luck jumps out and throws
everything into a downward spiral? That’s what happ
next.

Ringer is young, a little wild, but it seems that he
being out on the plains. But what N’Goya learns is
Ringer is terrified of snakes. All horses have som
of snakes, but Ringer is one of those horses w
handle them at all.

He doesn’t even see the rattlesnake. At le
N’Goya could get a tighter grip on the rei
legs tighter in the stirrups. But no. Whi
along, thinking of his future triump
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up, then he bucks
’Goya is sent sailing.
bolts. He is fast, of course, and
’Goya realizes what’s happening.
ds and knees and watches as his
as well as his food and bedroll, take off
ite direction. He could follow Ringer and
ch up. The problem is that if he doesn’t catch
that puts him even further behind. It’s better to
oing west. There’s always the chance that another
ill present itself. This only adds an extra day to
oya’s journey.
eep walking.”
’s warm for a spring day, the mirages dancing over
> grass. In the distance, there is a line of bright green
2es — cottonwoods most likely. This means that there’s
ater. By the time he makes the creek, his lips are
acking. He drops into the cool water, drinking all that
e can hold. There’s not much time to waste though. He
as to get to the next water, find a little food and shelter
1d get to the mountains where everything will work out.
The land is changed, there used to be nothing for miles
unmarked and unspoiled by the white man’s work.
there are roads, fences, houses, barns, silos. They
come here and changed everything. But they can’t
on the mountains, there’s no way they can build
up there. That’s the place to get away from the

ing sun dips below the horizon, and the
longer and he finds the perfect place to bed
pression, a hollow that sits below the line
one will see him, and they can’t see the
or. There is plenty of wood to gather,
But the fire doesn’t seem to
up again. As he lies there
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Sickness too.

“No.” He moans and

Not everyone dies from it, t
survive. He thinks he can make
there might be a Medicine Man, a he
has to make it.

The next morning, he starts again at daw
again, and gets moving. It doesn’t take long
get warm, to begin to recognize the land. It’s
he sees them. There are his mountains, the Chiri
standing tall over the surrounding land. They’re st
pretty far off, but they stand tall like a promise.

It’s getting warm, but just thinking of the trails, an:
spring with the cool water keeps him going. There m
be signs of the families who stayed behind there too. k
journey will be complete and his triumph will be total.
They will smile and cheer when N’Goya finds them an:
shares his story. He’ll get some regular moccasins and
regular clothes. He’ll be made a warrior too because of
his great journey. Push past the pain, find his people.

The pain grows with every step; it takes hours to ma
the distance.

“Keep moving,” N’Goya says over and over.

When he makes the foothills, he goes for a leap of
joy, but doesn’t get too far off the ground. He’s made
it, returned to the Chiricahuas. His ancestors have be
here for hundreds of years and he’s back. He scans
foothills with their junipers and his eyes trace up t
heights of the mountains where the tall pines are
breathes a sigh of relief.

This land and everything in it, the animal
memories, the Apache history: It all enve
Apaches have been chased, imprisoned
had their culture ‘educated’ out of th
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y 1S OVer.
at leads to the spring
. It’s worn by thousands of
d clearing on the way, he finds
ent, a little clearing surrounded by
ile fades, though; there is no one here.
of the cooking fires are covered in dirt. He
round for tracks. Fresh tracks, old tracks, any
occasin. Any sign of his people being around,
¢ 1S none.
ep moving.”
widening circles, peering down at the ground,
oya searches, but there are no signs of moccasin
prints, or even the boots of the cavalry men. There
one set of deer tracks and that of its young. They must
¢ ambled through here in the last couple of days.
at’s it.
He stoops over, and puts his hands on his hips.
“The Spring! They have to be there!”
He starts off at a faster pace, thinking of a strategy:
“If they’re not here, there will still be tracks. It’s the
ly water for miles. They may still be on the move,
ing only in the highest of mountaintops. But even if

‘re moving, they still have to get water at the Spring.

pick up a track, and figure out where they are. I’ll
em.” He starts down the ridge to the Spring.
ing gets harder; N’Goya’s legs feel as if they’re
iron, but nothing will stop him.
some water, and find a place to hide and rest.
my brothers and find them.”

ending, climbing over boulders and
ipers on the way down. Every Apache
ing at some point this time of year.

avalry men use when they
caves in between the rocks,
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the sycamore
leaves — a sure sign ©
there 1s the sound of trickling

He lies down by the spring and
trickling. It sounds so peaceful. He ¢
takes a long, deep drink. Once again,
moccasins in the dirt, only the boots of the
doesn’t know where they are, but N’Goya b
realize that he may not find them. The shive
again, and he starts heaving, and there is none o
people here to help.

He won’t cry. Apaches don’t cry.

“I’ll just lie down here and catch my breath,” he s
to the trees.

It will be good to rest here in his homeland. Just be
here has to count for something. Hopefully, the pain
fade away soon enough that he can get back up and go
searching. Maybe he can get to one of the reservations
and find other Chiricahua Apaches, maybe they are bac
down in the Sierra Madres in Mexico.

He lies down on the ground and looks up at the sun
that is broken apart by the big green leaves of the old
sycamore. That old sycamore. It would take three me
holding hands to reach around its gnarled trunk. It’s b
giving his people shade for over a hundred years. Is
the last Apache to rest under its branches? Apaches
cry, but the tears just find a way out of his eyes. It’
to tell if they’re caused by happiness for being ho
or sadness from all his people being gone. But k
up into the trees at the sky, and the sun. The tr
spinning, becoming a whirling mix of green
Then, the green fades out and a pure whi
over.

He feels the strong hands of his a
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ds, reassuring hands.
s father and his grandfather.

who he thought were lost from
s, and those who didn’t survive the
s. They all welcome him home. There is
She is here too smiling down on N’Goya.
ome,” they welcome.
ome.” N’Goya feels the joy coursing through

ughs because he knows that he’ll be with them
. Their spirits are home in their mountains, the
ahuas, and no blue coat cavalry man on a horse
ide them out. They’ll be here as long as these

hey’re lifting N’Goya higher still, and when he looks
he can see the spring, and his own body. His pain

one, and his people are here.

e’s finally home.

taff Sergeant Chambers and Private Jorgensen

dismount and lead their horses down the steep,

rocky trail that leads to Indian Spring.

oseant? Why do we gotta keep patrolling these
1ls? Geronimo and the other Apaches were
t months ago. There ain’t a dang Apache

iles of this godforsaken place. So what’s the
an surmise that Private Jorgensen wants to
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the rocks. “The po

following orders! The M:

be on our guard. And even thc

Apache in over 200 goldang mile

come to this goldang spring to checl

they close this goldang fort, we’re going

to this spring to check for Apaches who a
near this goldang place! So get used to it!”

Private Jorgensen is suitably shouted down
sullen quiet, so he silently guides his horse behi
waddling Sergeant. There are innumerable big ro
the path, and the angry Sergeant Chambers isn’t d
shouting as they near the mouth of the spring.

Chambers is made angry by Jorgensen’s outrage,
and his own struggles with guiding his horse down
rocky path. “I’m sick of this too, Jorgensen! Sick of.
Chamber’s complaint is cut short.

“What is it, Sergeant?!” Jorgensen asks. But Cham
doesn’t reply. He’s stopped short of the spring, looki
down at the ground with his mouth hanging open.
Jorgensen maneuvers around the sergeant to see wha
he’s looking at, and his mouth drops as well.

It’s a young Apache lying dead beside the spring.

“What the ... ?”” Jorgensen gasps.

They both stare down at the young man. “He’s
wearing white man’s clothes,” Chambers observ
“Where did he come from?” Jorgensen asks.

“Why is he smiling?” they both say in unisc
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all to Writer
e Blue Guitar

Open to children and teens who write
and to adults who write
for children and teens

annual 1ssue for children and teens. Submissions from children and teens
and adults who write for children and teens are sought by Oct. 1, 2026,
n all genres — fiction, poetry, plays, creative nonfiction — all geared to appea
) youthful audiences. Writers must submit original work and must live in
1zona (no Al-generated works). Simultaneous submissions will be acceptec
the writer must notify the magazine as soon as possible if the work 1s
oted elsewhere. It is free to submit, and submissions may be made in
e genres. Please include your name and the best way to contact yc
mission. To submit or for further information, e-mail Editor R
eccadyer@theblueguitarmagazine.org. For additional inf
eguitarmagazine.org.

The Blue Guitar Jr. magazine seeks literary submissions for its next
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|l to Artis
e Blue Guitar

pen to children and teens who create a
and to adults who create art
for children and teens

issue for children and teens. Submissions from children and teens

and adults who create art for children and teens are sought by Oct. 1,
2026, 1n all media geared to appeal to youthful audiences. Artists must submit
original work and must live in Arizona (no Al-generated works). Simultaneous
submissions will be accepted, but the artist must notify the magazine as soon as
ossible if the work is accepted elsewhere. It is free to submit, and submissio
ay be made in multiple mediums; up to 5 images can be submitted. Artists
puraged to submit images of work by e-mail; please provide high-resol
of 300 dpi. Images must be 1dentified in the e-mail with the artist
ontact information, titles of works, dates and mediums. Please in
e and the best way to contact you. To submit or for more in
Richard Dyer at richarddyer@theblueguitarmagazing
1ation, visit www.theblueguitarmagazine.org

The Blue Guitar Jr. magazine seeks art submissions for its next annual
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READ~~TRADE~~SAVE

Dog-LLared Pages Used Books

Phoenix, A7 8503
(Just south of Bell Road on the West side of 32™ Strect)
602-283-5423

11 a.m. to 5:30 p.m. Monday through Frida
11 a.m. to 4 p.m. Saturday.
Closed Sunday.

Visit us online at
www.dogearedpagesusedbooks.com
or

Come in and have some fun in your new
neighborhood bookstore!

st m«"‘“"‘%

Lf terature

NON-FICTION
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Imagine Wellness

— Chiroprache Cenlers —
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Meet the statf of The Blue Guitar Jr. magazine

b

ornton, publisher: Founder and president of The Arizona
s an educator, artist and poet and lives in Phoenix. Reach her at i

er, co-editor: A Tucson native, Rebecca is a poet, journalist and teacher ] 1
Mesa with her husband, Rick, her Blue Guitar co-editor. Reach her at ‘ @
er@theblueguitarmagazine.org. ' /A

| Richard H. Dyer Jr., co-editor: Richard (married to Rebecca, above) is the managung edito
monthly newspapers and websites in the East Valley, a photographer and a welded-steel sc
Reach him at richarddyer@theblueguitarmagazine.org.

design artist for The Blue Guitar Jr.: Marjory, of Scottsdale, is an
ralist and an acrylic-painting instructor. Her biography and
ilable at mboyerart.com.
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