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Ace Publisher/Editor/Photographer/Reporter Merle Bass
All the News that’s Unfit to Print
Getting Started – Digging a Well
The Colonel and the Antenna Pole
~~~~
The five monks were the keepers of the once abandoned Mission San Gabriel 200 miles east of Pomona California which was a namesake precursor to the Mission San Gabriel Archangel in Monterey. Only five of them to take care of 16 acres and The Church said they had to be self supporting. The Mission never became part of the California mission system owing to its poor condition, un-mission like boxy design and lack of an interesting history. Very few tourists venture into this area but some day the greater Los Angeles will swallow it up and subdivide it into tiny parcels of ticky-tacky and strip malls.
There was year around desert sun for their small crop but water was scarce. The well was down to providing only a trickle of water and they needed much more. A water connection to the county water system would run $17,000 and there was no possibility they could raise such a sum. Furthermore, they would have to pay for the water from then on. It was decided, the well must be dug deeper. Brother Mack volunteered to be in charge of the project.
There was some confusion as to whether Brother John or Brother Mack was appointed the Mission’s head monk. They were both told they were the head monk by two different bishops and neither sought clarification. They both contended they could work together as co-heads but the tension between them was always near the surface. There was also the underlying fear of each that the other would become the head monk if the situation was indeed clarified.
The well is the typical picturesque stone lined structure with a heavy timber on either side supporting a small badly maintained roof overhead. There is a hole in each of the timbers for a crank assembly for raising and lowering a bucket. This assembly was never seen nor was any attempt made to replace it during the tenure of any of the current monks.
First Brother Mack must reconnoiter the problem. He doffed his sandals and stood barefoot at the side of the well wearing the usual brown robe. He looked down into stone walled darkness and could not see the bottom.
“Hand me a flashlight!” Brother Mack commanded. “No not that one, the one with the lanyard.”
He looped the lanyard around his neck and turned the light on. Sitting on the side of the well looking down, “It looks about 16 maybe 20 feet to the water, I can see mud around the edges so maybe it just needs to be cleaned out. Lower me down.” He grabs a small shovel leaning against the well as he turns around to go down. The other brothers lowered Brother Mack on a rope tied securely around his chest and looped under his arms.
“You know there’s a demon down there.” Brother John says laughing as he gave way on the rope inch by inch.
A muffled reverberating voice coming up from the well responds, “Yes I see him now, I’ll send him up to say hello. He’s a little critter, here he comes!” He dislodged a small loose rock on the side of the well and tossed it out.
The Brothers, a little startled, almost dropped the rope. “Whoa!” they chorus.
“Hey, I suddenly went down over a foot. Be careful with your brother, brother!”
In a few seconds he was at the bottom. They lowered a bucket swiftly and bonked him lightly on the head. “Hey, this isn’t an episode of the three stooges!” he shouted up. “There isn’t enough water in this well to fill two tea cups. Also, this looks like very near to the bottom.”
He takes the shovel and attempts to dig. “Thunk!”
“Oh brother, there is something very hard down here!”
Brother John was at the side of the well looking down, “You hit rock?”
“I don’t know if it’s rock but it’s really hard. I can sure understand why the well wasn’t dug any deeper.”
“It has to be rock, what else could it be? This well is perhaps 200 years old. It was built when the mission was built.” Brother John was adamant.
“Very odd rock indeed! This is smooth, bright and shiny and the flashlight reflects off of it. I can see myself in it.”
“You are looking at your reflection in the water!”
“No, what little water and mud were down here are now in the bucket, this is metal.”
“Maybe it’s a Spanish shield. You know this well used to be called ‘Pozo del Espejos’ or ‘Well of Mirrors’. My guess is some Spanish soldier dropped his shield down the well.”
“You know, brother John, you always have answers before you have all the facts. If this is a shield it is larger than the well diameter.”
“You have always envied my intellect and breadth of knowledge. There were large shields to protect siege weapons of war like trebuchets,” Brother John was on his high horse. “They must have built it into the bottom of the well”.
“What use would a trebuchet be in Old California?” Brother Mack is a little irritated with Brother John’s assumptions.
“Well that’s the point! If you don’t need a trebuchet then you don’t need the shield.”
“And how do they get the shield to the bottom of the well when it is larger than the well diameter.”
“Hey, that’s simple. You do it before you line the wall with rock.”
“And how are we going to dig the well deeper?”
“Oxy-acetylene cutting torch! We can rent one.”
A day later, Brother Mack was lowered down the well followed by an Oxy-acetylene torch. “I don’t know how this is going to work. I’ve never done this before.”
Brother John replies, “The man said, just point and pull the trigger all the way back. He said it would cut its way through half an inch of steel in no time at all.”
“I must not be doing this right, well.... no wait... this is really thick!” Brother Mack was frustrated at the slow rate at which the metal seemed to blow away from the incision he was trying to make. He paused. “I’ve gone an inch into this metal and I’m not through yet!”
“You’re probably blowing the metal into the crack in the dirt you’re making!” Brother John shouted down. The other Brothers chorused a murmur of agreement.
“I just broke through and there’s a loud hiss coming from the little slit I just made!”
“You’d better get out of there; it may be methane or something. We’re pulling you up right now.”
After being pulled up all the brothers huddled on the surface.
“I don’t think anything was coming out. I think air was going in.” brother Mack was sure of his ground this time.
“That’s not possible! There are no vacuums in the ground.” Brother John was giving no ground.
“Okay, my flashlight lit up a speck of dust and it literally flew down the slit. That says vacuum to me.”
“Throw a flare down there and see if the methane ignites,” volunteered Brother Francis.
“That would be really stupid, we could blow ourselves up and the whole hillside besides. I have a simple experiment that will prove you wrong.” Brother John picked up a reel of twine, tied a piece of paper on the end, put the reel on a screwdriver and started feeding the string down the well. Several of the other brothers shined their flashlights down the well to illuminate the small slip of paper. As the slip of paper got near the crack it suddenly yanked toward it and the paper covered the slit. An instant later the paper folded and went through the slit and the reel of twine sped to the end and vanished down the well.
“The twine must be down there somewhere!” Brother John was puzzled.
“Nope!” they chorused. “It went through the crack!”
“Maybe there’s one of those sink holes under the well?” Brother Mack looked over to Brother John.
“Okay, I’m baffled. Maybe you can cut a hole big enough to see in. It may be a big cave. If it’s a big cave we may have a way to make some money for this mission.” Brother John spoke deliberately but much more quietly than usual.
“I’ll go down and make a bigger cut. Keep a good grip on the rope in case everything caves in.” Brother Mack disappears down the well.
Brother Mack hears a lower and louder pitched roar as he cuts a six inch circular piece. As he completes the cut the roar deepens and he has to move to the far side of the well to keep from being sucked onto the hole. “Get me out of here I can’t stand the noise!” he yelled up.
“What?”
“Get me the Hell out of here!!”
“Okay! Okay!” they chimed and pulled him up with greater resistance than before.
“Wow! Even from here it sounds like a whopper of a fog horn. What are the neighbors going to think?”
“They’re going to think the QE2 just pulled up to the side of their house,” quipped Brother Francis.
“We’re going to have to wait until the air pressure equalizes before doing anything further.” Brother John sucked in his lips to emphasize the finality of his words.
Later that day the sound from the air rushing thought the hole was unabated and they were visited by the county sheriff. “Hi! I’m Sheriff Oxley, I’ve heard of missions tolling their bells for hours but why do you have a diaphone. People are complaining for miles around here!”
“We were digging the well deeper and uncovered some sort of giant sink hole. The noise is coming from it.” Brother John explained.
“Boy I never heard of anything like that. Mind if I take a look?”
“If you can stand the noise you are welcome.”
As the Sheriff Oxley approached the well he put his hands over his ears. “God this is really loud!” He stuck his head over the edge of the well and his hair flew forward in the stiff wind going down the well. He backed up with a start. “We should all get the Hell away from this thing. If it is a sink hole this whole area could collapse.”
The brother all mumbled agreement in unison while backing away then they walked briskly back to the mission. “Let’s hope that thing fills up with air soon so we can all get some peace!” the sheriff yelled back as he returned to his car.
Two hours later the sound started to diminish. “Am I going deaf or is the fog horn running out of steam?” Brother Mack wondered aloud?
“No, I believe you’re right because I can hear you just fine and the fog horn isn’t quite as deafening,” Brother Francis responded.
In minutes the horn sound started sputtering and finally stopped. “Should we take a look now?” asked Brother Francis?
“No, it’s getting dark and it may be safer tomorrow morning if the ground hasn’t collapsed. I don’t think it will since I actually think it’s a cave and not a sink hole,” Brother John winked his eye.
“But you told the Sheriff you thought it was a sink hole,” Brother Francis bleated.
“I don’t want a bunch of spelunkers out here until after we take a look. This is our, well the Church’s, property so we should get the first look,” Brother John motioned his index finger toward Brother Francis and himself.
The next morning the Brothers went single file toward the well and stopped about twenty feet away. Brother Mack advanced and looked down the well. “There’s just a slight breeze now. Lower me down and I’ll take a look.”
The other advanced and lowered Brother Mack down the well. “What do you see?” They asked almost in unison with excited anticipation and a touch of dread.
“Wait,… I see a floor I think about ten feet down, and … a wall with some kind of writing on it. I can’t get into a position to see anything else. I see the metal plate I cut out on the floor and the floor appears to be some kind of tile. There seems to be a layer of dirt on the floor so it is hard to tell what the tile looks like unless it is dirt colored tile.”
“Can we suspend you while you cut out the rest of the metal?” Brother John asks.
Brother Mack realizing the Brother Michael was quite rotund understood the need to cut the entire bottom out. Just keep the tension on the rope in case the bottom caves.”
It didn’t cave and suspended for the last few inches of cutting he stopped. “I just realized that we don’t want this big metal plate to go crashing down on the tiles. Send me down a block tied to the end of one of our nylon ropes. I’ll put it through the original hole I cut and we can either haul it up or lower it down gently.” Brother Mack had a take charge attitude that was now commanding obedience.
Brother John sensing this shift in position responded quickly. “I’ll have it for you in a minute. I know exactly what you need.” He tied a hand ax to the end of a nylon rope and lowered it down. He had looped it a couple of times around one of the well posts.
“I’ve threaded the needle, hold it taut! Hold me taut as well; here goes.” With that said, Brother Mack cut the remaining two inches and the plate swung wildly stretching the rope an extra foot.
“I need some help here!” Brother John shouted. “There’s no way I can pull this up, It will have to be lowered. Francis get over here. I can’t hold this much longer.”
Brother Francis obeyed and they eased the plate to the bottom floor with the rope cutting into the edges of the well posts producing splinters.
“Okay, now lower me down so I can have a look around.” Brother Mack looked down as he was lowered to the bottom. “Wow!”
“What do you see?”
“It’s a hall, a long hall, about 20 feet wide, 10 feet tall and. I don’t see either end; it must be very long. The ceiling is the same metal and shiny. The walls have some column like dividers with some kind of writing. There are painted murals between the columns. The paint on the murals is peeling so badly that I can’t make out the pictures. Looks like some animals and foliage. The floor tiles are a beautiful blue.”
They all took turns going down the well except for Brother Michael. They were afraid they might not have the combined strength to raise him up again.
When they were all above ground again “Brother John, I think it’s time to bring in the professionals” Brother Mack gave Brother John a very serious look.
“Very well. I know an archeologist at Caltech and his wife is an anthropologist. I don’t think we should bring in too many people at this point.” Brother John didn’t really know the archeologist but rather knew of him. Brother Mack knew this but wasn’t going to quibble about it.
“Let see how fast he will get here. I think we are all anxious to find out more but don’t want to mess anything up.” Brother Mack decided to put Brother John in the hot seat but at the same time hoping he would succeed in getting Professors Craig Runyon and Cynthia K. Jones here and quickly. He knew of them as well since the local paper reported they were out in this area a couple of months before looking at Native American mounds.
The other brothers nodded in agreement.
The next day a Range Rover arrives with Runyon and Jones. “This is a 200 mile trip so I hope you really have something.”
“Oh we do, we do!” they chimed as they greeted the vehicle. They pointed to the well and the Range rover took off toward the well. The brothers scrambled to follow on foot.
When the brothers arrived at the well Professor Runyon was already shining a flashlight down the well. “Nice floor!” His flashlight was illuminating the blue tile floor that was shining brightly due to the dripping well water cleaning off some of the dirt. “I think either someone is pulling your leg or your well was built over a missile silo. This can’t be ancient.”
“This well is over 200 years old, yes 200!” they all chimed in agreement.
“Are you sure the well wasn’t rebuilt at some much later date?”
“No, please go down a take a look. Bring plenty of light.” Brother Mack pleaded.
“Okay. You can help us unpack but be very careful.”
“What’s the inflatable baby pool for.” Brother Vincent inquired?
“To catch the well water. We don’t want water to destroy anything down there.”
As soon as the rope ladder was thrown over the side of the well Professors Runyon and Jones went over the side and down the well. “What the hell is this place! Shit, this is big!”
“Craig those are monks up there, please watch your language.”
“But look at this. Who the hell did this?”
As Professor Runyon was effusing the monks were coming down the ladder with electric lanterns and spreading out through the cavernous hall.
Brother Vincent peering at some unusual marking on the wall remarked “These look like elevator buttons.” On impulse he pushed the button marking and the wall in front of him slid to the floor revealing a small empty room. “It’s a door opener!” He walked in to look around and the wall slid up enclosing him in the room.
“Where did Brother Vincent go? Hey, we lost Brother Vincent!” Brother Michael yelled in panic.
“Okay, no one touch anything until we figure this out. Where was Brother Vincent standing?” Professor Runyon ran in the direction of Brother Michael.
“He was right here.” Brother Michael pointed a few feet away to a wall. “The wall opened and swallowed him up!”
Professor Runyon moved close to the left side of the wall. He could see that the wall was touched in a button like depression since there was a thumb shaped print where a light coating of dust was removed. “I believe he put his thumb here to open the wall.” He hesitated. “I’ll try it.”
As soon as he touched the depression it seemed to faintly flash and the wall opened by sliding down. Brother Vincent was not present in the chamber behind the wall. “It looks like we have a bit of Houdini here. Are you guys playing an elaborate trick on me.”
“No Professor. It would cost a fortune to make all this even if someone knew how to make it.” Brother John could see Professor Runyon was having a difficult time swallowing all this.
“Brother Vincent left his light on the hall floor, where ever he is he’s in the dark and probably very confused and frightened. Then this room must have another door.” Professor Runyon walks into the room with his and Vincent’s lamp. “There must be some buttons in this room as well.” Before he finished the sentence the wall zipped up.
“Oh crap, I think I’m in a B haunted mansion movie!” Professor Jones lamented and she pushed on the button depression with no result. “Damn, we should have brought our walky-talkies!”
“Look, this one opens too!” Brother Mack gazes into an identical room to the one Professor Runyon and Vincent disappeared into.
“Don’t go in there! Please don’t go in there!” Professor Jones implored.
“Don’t worry, I won’t! I don’t want to disappear. I think every wall panel in this hall has a button. Look this one does.” He touched the button and the adjacent wall panel slid down to open and the previous one he just opened closed.
“Please don’t mess with the buttons. We don’t know what’s going on down here and those panels sliding up and down are going to damage the murals even more. Most of the paint is already gone.” Professor Jones was trying to keep cool but her voice was cracking with a tinge of fear. The light from the electric lanterns seemed to fade quickly with distance giving an eerie exaggeration of distance casting long undulating shadows of the monks as they milled about. Out of the corner of her eye she caught sight of a mural with a damaged but recognizable image of an upright lizard like creature in a robe with some sort of staff in one hand.
Suddenly the door next to her opened and Professor Runyon and Brother Vincent quickly stepped out. “It’s an elevator, a real working elevator and it goes to eight levels. I have no idea how large each level is but they are not small. I stopped at each floor and called out to Brother Vincent and there he was on the bottom floor right by the door.” Professor Runyon was extremely excited.
“It was pitch black in the elevator and so I just felt around until all of a sudden it started to move and I heard the door open. I jumped out into the blackness and just waited. I just sat there and prayed and you see my prayers were answered.” Brother Vincent looked admiringly at Professor Runyon.
“Boy, am I glad to see you; I’m glad it was not some kind of Indiana Jones trap.”
“Oh are you related to Indiana Jones Professor Jones.” Brother Vincent naively asked.
Professor Jones started to laugh. “Outside of the fact that Indiana Jones is fictional the answer is yes.”
Brother Vincent looked embarrassed and puzzled.
“I was inspired by the fictional character Indiana Jones and I used to pretend he was my father when I was little. So you see you are not too far off track.”
Brother Vincent looked a little relieved.
“Craig, take a look at this.” She showed Craig the mural of the robed lizard.
“Looks a little like an Egyptian painting, mythical animals in robes. The writing on the columns looks more like a modern alphabet by its simplicity but I don’t recognize it. We should be able to carbon date some of this peeled paint. The black peel here should contain some carbon black. I’ll put some in a sample container. I would be surprised if this is over 50 years old. Some very rich lunatic must have made this.”
“Either that or we have the find of all time. We might want to bring in a mural restorer but we should swear him to secrecy. All of us must be sworn to secrecy. If the news media gets hold of this place we’ll be overrun with crazies. We will have to post 24/7 guards and that won’t be sufficient since people will be digging into this from adjacent properties.” Cynthia turned towards the monks while she was talking and they were all nodding in agreement. “I think we should all get out of here for now and come back when we are better equipped.”
“Wait, I want to go to another floor and see if I can find a piece of furniture so I can cut a piece off for carbon dating.” Craig pleaded.
“What if the elevator stops working while you’re in it or while you’re trying to get back from another floor? We don’t have either a plan or the means to extricate you.” Cynthia was always the most cautious of the pair.
“Point taken.”
As the professors were packing up the monks started up the rope ladder and were greeted by the Sheriff Oxley.
“I didn’t find anyone at the mission and saw the Rover out here so thought I might find someone here.”
The brothers looked at each other knowing they were not supposed say anything
“So what’s down there?” The Sheriff Oxley gave Brother John a hard stare.
“We’re not … supposed to say.” Brother John responded with obvious reticence.
“Who told you not to say? Who’s here?” Just as the sheriff completed his query Craig’s head appeared out of the well.
“This is Sheriff Oxley and he wants to know what is down there.” Brother John was very anxious to shift the Sheriff’s questioning over to the Professors.
“We’re not sure what we have here. I suspect it’s an elaborate practical joke but we can’t be sure at this point.” His wife followed him out.
“We must keep this a secret for now or we will have all the news media and a world full of nuts here within hours.” Cynthia added.
“Who are you folks?”
“Oh sorry, I’m Professor Craig Runyon and this is my wife Professor Cynthia Jones. I’m an archeologist at Caltech and my wife is an anthropologist”
“At USC!” she added.
“Can I take a look?” Sheriff Oxley looked at Craig then at Cynthia and they looked at each other.
“Okay, but don’t touch any of the walls, don’t touch anything. Here’s a lamp.” With that Professor Runyon handed the lamp to Sheriff Oxley and he made his way down the rope ladder.
“Holy shit!! This is huge!” Came the voice up from the well. Craig gave a knowing look to Cynthia and she nodded. Craig then went back down the well to make sure the Sheriff followed his directive.
“The hall extends at least 200 yards in both directions,” Craig said pointing up and down the hall.
“Who made it?”
“We really have no idea at this point.”
“What’s it for?”
“We don’t know that either.”
Sheriff Oxley walked along one wall examining the murals. “I know who made this, the lizard people.”
Craig taking Sheriff Oxley seriously, “Is there a group of people around here who call themselves the lizard people?”
“Not now, but there must have been at one time. Look these are all lizards with clothes on.”
“Yes, the Egyptian drawings had animal like figures who represented various gods with robes on somewhat like this.” Craig misunderstood what Sheriff Oxley was implying.
“But these are all lizards with their own personas. Look at the faces they are individuals.”
Sheriff Oxley pointed to the various figures.
“You’re right. You are a good observer.” Craig was quite taken aback by the sheriff’s observations.
“Well, I’ve taken quite a few CSI courses but I don’t think that has a lot to do with it. I’ve always been a pretty good observer. You think this is a hoax?”
“I can’t rule it out yet.”
“Well, my family has been here for a several generations and I can tell you that whatever this is it wasn’t built within the last hundred years. Something this size would have attracted quite a bit of attention. There’s no possibility it could have been built in secret.”
“Well you are only looking at the tip of the iceberg”
“There’s more?”
“There’s at least eight stories worth, maybe more, below us.” Craig thought he might as well tell the sheriff the whole story so he proceeded to tell him about the elevator incident.
“Is it a bit lighter in here don’t you think?”
“What?” Craig saw that Sheriff Oxley was looking at the ceiling so he also looked up. It appeared to be lighter than what would be expected with reflected light. He clicked off his lantern and noted the section of hall they were in had a ceiling which was dimly lit. “Phosphorescence perhaps?”
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