THE HOWLING DOG MYSTERY
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Note: this is an interactive fiction but with links to references about some real places and Hispanic legends.

“Paco Martinez!”  His twin twelve year old sister hollered to him as he played with a neighbor’s backyard Chihuahua.  “We’re going somewhere tomorrow!” http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Chihuahua
“Great.   Missouri’s too hot this summer.   So, where we going?”
“Arizona!”  http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tucumcari  
“What... That’s even hotter than here!”
“Yeah, but grandma and grandpa have lived there ever since they came to the U.S. from Mexico way back when.  Besides, Momma is daddy’s secretary, and she says he needs to get away from the patients he treats for a while.  It’ll be good for him and we’ll finally get to meet our grandparents and cousins.  Stop playing with this pooch and let’s get to packing!”
That same night Ana had a strange dream about a wolfish dog running to and fro, howling atop a mountain.  Then the next morning their parents leisurely drove them in their green van south to Flagstaff, Arizona, to visit the grandparents and enjoy a Qinceaneros or Sweet 15 Party being held there for Maribel, a cousin who stayed with and helped care for the grandparents a lot.  
When they arrived Ana told Paco that their grandparents’ ranch, which was upon a mountain, resembled the area with the howling dog.  http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Flagstaff%2C_Arizona
That night while Ana was sleeping in Maribel’s bedroom, they heard a long wailing sound.  Scared, they suddenly heard a knock on the bedroom door.  “Come in,” they quavered.  Paco poked his head through the door.  “Did you guys hear it too?”
“Y-e-s,” Ana let her lips croak with a catch in the throat.  “This is just like my dream coming true.  Before coming, Maribel, I saw a dog howling in the dark on top of a mountain.  His head was all shiny.”  Although also scared, Maribel teased the two twins who then dared her to go with them to find the howling dog.  Together, the twins were almost always much more courageous.
So, soon the trio set out across the cool mountain side peppered with scrubby bushes, angling ever upwards toward its top.  Now and again, they could hear the mournful howling continue.   Maribel whispered about La Llanora, the legend of the woman who weeps because she lost or killed her children.  When that had no effect she mentioned that a Chupacabra or winged monster bird with fiery red eyes had been spotted in the area.  http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/La_llorona http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Chupacabra
At the bald, boulder-strewn peak of Diablo Mountain they saw a man and his rather wolfish dog huddled about a fire.  His black and gray beard was unshaven and he appeared homeless.  “Who is that?”  He shouted, grabbing a long thick stick and standing.  
“Take it easy, Mister.”  Paco called back to him.  “We’re just kids.  We heard your dog howling.  My sister had had a dream about a howling dog.  We brought our cousin up here to see what was going on.”
The man seemed to grow less anxious, threw down his stick.  “Okay, come on over, pard!”  
The man, James Grunyon, said he was a traveling artist.  He had come west from New Mexico to make a giant statue of an eagle for a bank in Flagstaff.  Robbed on a bus of all his money, he had been working in Flagstaff but staying on the mountain where he had found the dog he called Lobo, meaning Wolf in Spanish, who was a helpful creature if a bit on the noisy side.
After eventually saying good night, the twins went back to the ranch.  The next day they enjoyed Maribel’s festive party.   Night came and again they heard the dog Lobo howling, but this time the noise sounded even more fearsome.  The twins, minus Maribel, returned to the top of Diablo Mountain.  By the smoldering fire they found the artist – dead.
He had died a natural death from a heart attack according to the twin’s doctor father.  However, in his hand was a note addressed to the twins: “Thank you, twins.  I felt my heart give out and don’t have long.  Take care of dear Lobo for me, please.  Here’s my art shop’s address back in Albuquerque.  Go to Bertha’s next door.  Show this and tell whoever you meet to give you A787D.  You and Lobo were my last friends.  I had no family left.  Your friend, James Gunyon.”
“Well,” Franco Martinez said after Paco had finished reading to them, “We can stop there when we drive Highway 40 going back home tomorrow.”  
Two evenings later, after exploring the Painted Desert and the Petrified Forest, the Martinez family got a room at the Starry Skies Inn in Albuquerque.  The next morning the twins woke up early.  They learned at the hotel counter that the address which the man had written was just two blocks from the hotel.  They did not want to awaken their parents so they went to find Bertha’s on their own.  http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Painted_Desert%2C_Arizona
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Petrified_Forest_National_Park
Bertha’s was not a house but a bar.  As they started to walk disappointed away from it back to the hotel, a voice called brusquely, “What you two wanting?”  A large blonde woman had swung the bar door open.
“You tell her,” Paco told Ana.  
“Well, okay, Paco.  Ma’am, we were given a number on a paper by a man who died of a heart attack.  He said to go to Bertha’s and there was something we were supposed to get.”
The woman, who said she was the bar owner and that her name was also Bertha, asked them details about what had happened.  “So, you even have that ole wolf dog Lobo with you?” 
“Yes,” Ana replied.  “But he’s in our van back at the hotel.”  As a sudden thought she added, “I’m afraid daddy won’t let us keep it.”
“I’d be happy to take in that dog, child.  Better believe it.  Now, that number is for a safety box in my bar.  Sometimes miners, cowboys, hoboes and traveling artists like your friend James come to this place and leave stuff in my little safety boxes in the stone wall in the backroom.  I’ll get whatever’s there for you.”
When she returned she handed them a sealed envelope.  “That’s all that was in it.”
Back at the hotel their worried parents were glad to see the twins. They opened the envelope and another letter was in it which said:
“About ten years ago while traveling and making statues for different businesses from around Albuquerque and Santa Fe down out to towns such as Tucumcari, Clovis and Roswell I stumbled upon this old gold mine.  The mine had no gold but I left gold in the form of preliminary statues that I made and stored.  If you follow the map below you’ll find and can keep all my worldly treasures.” http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tucumcari  http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Clovis%2C_New_Mexico http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Roswell%2C_New_Mexico
The parents frowned.  “Kids,” Mr. Martinez began, “We can’t be late getting back to my patients.  Besides, this guy was no Michelangelo, no great artist but someone who had to travel a lot to do the kind of work he loved.”
The twins did not argue.  What daddy said was what would be done.  They stayed quiet, and they forgot to tell him that Bertha was interested in having Lobo.  However as Mr. Martinez drove the van he could sense by his family’s silence the weight of their intense disappointment.  An hour later he suddenly said, “All right.  I’ve caved in.  Let’s do it!”
“But what of our patients?”  Maria Ramirez, the mother, asked.
“Well, we had a couple days planned for just resting after we got back.  We’ll get back at the same time but there just won’t be so much time for resting.”
Despite almost getting lost and running out of gas twice, the family’s van finally pulled up a dry desert road before the old gold mine.  Mr. Ramirez’s face grimaced in exasperation, “I was beginning to wonder if your artist friend was lying about there ever being a mine out here.”
Inside a shack by the entrance, they found the statues.  They were all made of gold.
“I thought his letter said there was no gold,”said Mr. Ramirez.  “Dad,” said Paco, “Don’t you see.  What gold there was in the mine, he removed.  We found it in this old shack, so he was telling the truth about that too.  If we hadn’t come it would have stayed here maybe another hundred years or so.”  
“Well,” their dad said, “I just know that when you kids get older you can decide what to do with the gold.”  
And many years later, long after their father had passed away, the twins would put the gold to good use.  
Ana would discover that one statue included a very tiny but clear impression of a howling dog just like the one she had seen in her dream, including that it was shining, unlike with Lobo. 
Paco would discover that the artist James Grunyan had not been a common artist at all, but a man whose works after his death commanded maximum prices around the entire world.  
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