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A ‘Strange Tale of the Mayan Snake Worshipers

SENORITA SERPENTE

By EARL WAYLAND BOWMAN

T WILL BE SAID: “It is impos-
I sible; such a thing could not be!”’
Yet, it shall be told:

Cortesana Serrano, most beautiful,
most alluring of all the ladies in the
ranchito at Socorro, or for that matter
throughout the whole of San Bendito,
was also the ‘‘Senorita Serpente,”’ and
lovers who tasted her lips died quickly,
or worsg,!

It is hard to'believe.

But they who are skeptical know not
of the mysteries that take place in the
land of the Azteccas, where whispering
voices, evil and good, come from the
Llano Sonora at night; and in the dark-
ness of the Sierra Negrito gorges there is
enchantment.

Padre Algonza de Reya, the holy
priest who cares for the Mission at Mag-
dalena and has seen many things,, both
pleasant and terrible, saw three men, all
strong in body, young and with souls

‘when they went to the hacienda La

Queratto, where Cortesana Serrano had
enticed them; and when they came back
they were creatures scarcely human or
animal, writhing and hissing, unable to
speak, making noises in their throats
like Blunt Nose, the rattlesnake who

lives under the Black Boulder among the
cactus beds and the basalt boulders on
the slope of San Miguel.

Padre Algonza saw, and Padre Al-
gonza would not lie.

Besides that, there was the thing which
happened to Skinny Rawlins, called by
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the Mexicans ‘‘Senor’’ Skinny, the cow-
puncher Americano, and the Ramblin’
Kid, the other vaquero from Texas and
who i8 known by his gentle manner of
speech, the dark eyes, and who smiles
always, even as he did when he mastered
the ‘‘Senorita Serpente’’ (after shoot-
ing ‘‘Lobo,’”” who was said to be the
Yaqui and who watched) after Senor
Skinny had already yielded and was
helpless. They too, the Americanos, as
.well as Padre Algonza, knew it was so.
‘Who, then, shall say it was false?

Not only were those who went into the
house La Queratto, the fine casa, the
luxurious home of Cortesana Serrano—
the ‘‘Senorita Serpente’’—and which
was hidden among trees behind the thick
walls of the court by the rock-cliff at the
odge of Canyon del Seco, loathsome in
their movements and the look in their
eyes when they came out (if ever they
ecame out), but even their bodics. were
mottled like the skin of the gila mon-
ster, or Blunt Nose, the rattlesnake, and
their flesh had the odor of the reptile..

Tt was horrible.

*They are accursed!”’ Padre Algonza
deolared, ‘‘The breath of ‘Senorite Ser-
pente’—she with the face of an Angel
gnd the passipn of a fiend—has been
blown into their mouths! Their souls
have been withered! No more are they
men. They are snakes!”’

Even s0, no Senorita in all Socorro
was 80 bewitching, so hard to resist, as
was Corbesana Serrano, the “Senorxta
Soerpente.

Men followed eagerly after Cortesana
Serrano.

From where she came was not told—
oply thie: it was from the South. Some
said she was Aztecca, others said she was
Tolteci—and all agreed that Cortesana
Serrano was most beautiful and lived
alone with the old watchman oalled ‘‘Lo-
bo,”’ said to be a Yaqui, at the casa La
Queratto.

Wise men, even, sought Cortesana
Serrano and died —or went mad— in the
embrace of the ‘‘Senorita Serpente!”’

First, there was Francisco Trevino; he
came from Mazapata—very handsome—
a captain with the soldiers of Coman-
dante Garcia. From the moment he saw
the ‘‘Senorita Serpente,’’ smiling from
the doorway of the dance place kept by
the big one, she who smokes mirrihuana,
and is called ‘“Old Bonanza,’”’ Captain
Trevino was under the spell. That night
they went to the casa La Queratto.
Pietro Gonzales, who tends the goat-
herds of Don Alvardo, saw them go in.

For two days after that neither ‘‘Se-
norita Serpente’’ or Captain Trevino
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were seen. What happened in the house
behind the high walls has not been said,

" but there were sounds—like the wind in

the dry branches of a yucca that is dead,
or the noises that come from the small
caves under the basalt cliff where many
snakes are known to have dens.

The third day Captain Trevino was
found, half way between the casa La
Queratto and the cantina El Merino—
crawling on his stomach in the dirt of
the road! He could not speak, he could
not stand, he could only squirm in the
dust with the undulating motion of the
reptile. From his throat there came
hissing, and his face and body were
spotted like Blunt Nose, and his flesh
had the smell of the serpent..

That night he died.

PADRE ALGONZA tried hard, but

could get from Captein Trevino po
look of undertanding, nor a word to tell
what had been done.

‘‘Senorita Serpente,’’ that night also,
came again to the ranchito in Secorro;
her black eyes were brighter, her red lips
were warmer, her dancing more singous
and inviting, and her laughter more 80~
ductive than ever!

Two there were then who did not come

‘back.

One, a Gringo—his hair was the color
of straw—came to San Bendito because
of the mines and was going, next day, to
Los Oro, where the copper ledges are
worked ; instead, that night with ‘‘Se-
norita Serpente,” he went to the case

La Queratto. Never again was he sean.

The second night ‘‘Senorita Serpen-
te’’ once more was at the fandango at
Old Bonanza’s.

"Then it was Manuel Valeneis, son of
Don Julio, very rich. Manuel danced
three times with ‘‘Sencrita Serpente’’ in
Old Bonanza’s after which the two laft
together.

"Pwo days later Manuel was discovered.

crouching against the wall of the captina
El Merino, his head swaying from aide
to side like a snake that is watching to
strike. From hig throat came the hisg-
ing, his face was blotched and hideons,
his eyes were the eyes of a demon, and
the odor from his mouth was the ¢dor
of the gila monster—the reptile diable.

Padre Algonza worked all day and
part of the night, hut could not save the
son of Don Julio.

Again ‘‘Senorita Serpente,’* who had

been gone for two days and two nighta,.

appeared, more fascinating than ever, at
the ranchito in Socorro—yet, in her
eyes at times there was a look that could
not be understood. It was a mingling
of recklessness, of herror, of dread.

FTER ONE NIGHT at the casa La
Queratto, Jose Santoyez, brother of
Pablo, was found trying to hide under
the bench by the great palm at the cor-
ner of the fonde. His head only was
sticking out, and when anyone came near
he hissed at them like the poison viper,
and he also was mottled and smelled the
same as the others—as does a venomous
serpent.

‘Pablo, with the help of Padre Algon-
28, got Jose in a box and sent him to
Hermorillo, and to this day he is there,
in the place where they keep those that
are mad—still acting as he did when

‘they found him.

‘“‘Senorita Serpente’’ came after that
to Old Bonanza’s, and .though she
laughed and danced end her charms
were greater, if anything, than befere,
it could be seen in her soul was a weight
—a sadness she dared not make kmown.

Senor Skinny and th’' Ramblin’ Kid
came then to Socorro.

There was {0 be the Celebration Por-
firo. A great time was to be held. For
one thing, there was the bull-fight. Ste-
bano Venustanio, bravest matador in all
San Bendito, was to kill the black bull,
““El Toro Satan’’ they called him, be-
cause already he had gored sevaral
horses and was famous for the sharpness
of hig horns and the wicked manner of
his fighting. .

Coming from the Rancho del Cragy
Bnake, where they guarded the aattle,
th’ Ramblin’ Kid warned Senor Skinny :

‘It is not necesgary always for a man
o be th’ fool—"" th’ Ramblin’ Kid, sit-
ting on the little roan stallien, teld
Senor Skinny, ‘‘ —on this trip—Ileave th’
senoritas alone!”’

Senor Skinny laughed.

““If a cowpuncher can’t fall in love
onch in a while,”’ he answered, lighily,
‘‘wat the hell is the use of bein’ glival’’

*“If & cowpuncher does, as yon say,
‘fal] in love once in a while’—under cer-
tain conditions— '’ th’ Ramblin® Kid re-
plied significantly, ¢‘ —especially jn th’
country we're goin’ to now—"’

“Don’t be so darned mysterious!”
Senor 8kinny cried gaily, ‘‘love is love
wherever it happens—""

¢_he won’t be alive!’’ th’ Ramblin’
Kid finlehed.

Senor Skinny looked superior toler--
ance gt his slender, dark-eyed com-

aniou; Once more Sepor Skinny

ughed, very joyously, and, as wee his

lmb,lt:. when thinking of the ladies, he
broke into song:

““Oh, the bussards woich th’ carcass—
While the coyotes whing an’ yell;
But Old Skinny loves & Moiden—
And Re’ll follow her to ReB!’’



“ “Tg hell’ is truer than you think—"’
1’ Ramblin’ Kid said, scriously. ‘‘You
do not know ,San Bentito! There are
th)ugs-—

““Phero am’t any of thcm worryin’
‘me!”’

“A fool is a fool,”’ th’ Ramblin’ Kid
siuttered pityingly.

~“‘Senorita Serpente,’’ that night, was
in. Old Bonanza’s when th' Ramblin’
Kid and Senor Skinny came in.  Secuor
Bkitiny looked once at her—and was
ready, if necd be, to kill the handsome
Matador Stcbano, who at the instait was
holdmg the hand of the ‘‘Senorita Ser-
pente.’’.

. Slowly, curelessly, the eyes of ti’
anblm Kid also hfted to the eyes of
‘“‘Senorita ‘Serpente.”’
body grew tense. Ilis look . became 2
searching scrutiny. Recognition flashed
aeross his faee:
© “‘Serrano! Daughter of the Snake!”
ke exelaimed under his breath.

*‘Senorita Serpente’s’’ gaze wavered,
her form trembled ; quickly, with a gasp-
mg cry, she turned her head away.

At Senor Skinny the ‘‘Senorita Sér-
pen ’? smiled.

Again, as if unwilling, but unable to
-resist, she looked at th’ Ramblin’ Kid;
in his black eyes was someéthing that
made the color drain from her cheeks,
and once more ‘‘Senorita . Serpente’’
shuddered —even while she threw back
her head and laughed’ daringly, defiant-
Iy, and with a subtle.lift of her brows

“invited Senor Skinny to come to her
side,

GAWD"’ Senor Skinny murmured

to th’ Ramblin’ Kid. ‘‘Did you
gee that? Did you see her.eyes?’’
~ “] saw her eyes,”’ th’*Ramblin’ Kid
answered, a queer gentleness in his voice,

‘‘and I saw in them that which you did-°

n’t see—which you couldn’t see, you
poor damned fool!”’
‘‘Oh, well, everybody can’t see what
“you see,”’ Senor Skinny bantered, a bit
‘scornfully, ¢ When they were little they
didn’t get nursed, like you did, in the
arms of the ‘‘Wise :One’’ of the Tol-
. tee—
At the reference fo his orphaned boy-
hood among the Mozos los Sierras—
““Men of the Mountains’”
. south in the land of the Tolteci, before
‘he wandered north into Texas, th’ Ram-
‘blin’ Kid’s eyes narrowed, grew hard.
‘Then his look softened ; it was pity.
" “‘Fool!”’ was his bnly reply.

Matador Stebano, very attractive in

- the brightly-colored green and yellow
-uniform of his calling, slender and
gmeeful, with the red sash about his

Suddenly his

—far to the '

SENORITA SERPENTE

waist, scowled as Senor Skiuny ap-
proached.

“““The Scnorita will dance with the
Americano cowpuncher!”” Senor Skinny
swilingly reached for the small warm
hand.

“Tomorrow—I kill—
bano snarled.

“The bull!’”’ Senor Skinny laughed
dcusxvely, as he led the *“Scnorita ‘&or-
penfe’’ nway.

““Who is her—the dalk-c)ed on¢—he
that plays at the monte?’’ ‘‘Senorita
Serpente’’ breathed eagerly to Senor

" Matador Ste;

Skinny, her body ¢lose against his breast

in the danece. ‘‘Ilis look—it—it fills me
with—with dread! His eyes—thcy seem
to—to—know!’’ The last word was al-
most a gasp.

Senor Skinny glanced mdlfferently to-
ward th’' Ramblin’ Kid, scated. already

-at the table where they gamble with the
" cards—.

“That's just th’ Ramblin’ Kid,”
‘‘Senor’’ Skumy replied lightly—‘‘a

. good old scout, in some ways, but not

dangerous! He ain’t much for the
ladies. He don’t understand -’em like
I do, for instance!’’

‘‘He does not care for the senoritas?’’

““Not so you could notice it—"’

‘“Does he fear?’’

‘“‘Nothin’ on earth or in hell!
lived too long with the Toltee—"’

““Tolteci!’’ The syllables leaped from
the lips of ‘‘Senorita Serpenté’’ like the
hiss of a snake; she swayed, her hands
convulsively clutched the arms of Senor

He

. Skinny ; she reeled as if she would fall;

her body became almost liquid in its
limpness, in her eyes was terror—

“Tolteci—’’ ‘‘Senorita Serpente’’
peated pantingly, as if fnghtened
‘‘ —the White One—Son of the Flame—
without fear; without desire!”’

Then she laughed. Such a laugh!
_Blending maddest of passion, wildest ex-

'ultatlon utterly hopeless despair.

After - that - ‘‘Senorita Serpente’’
danced, as never woman danced beforc
—or sinece—in Old Bonanzas in the
ranchito, at Socorro.

PALDRE ALGONZA brought the word.

Because of the bad sickness of the
small child of Mateo and Nanita Sando-
za, Padre Algonza came back very late,
when the moon was going down, and
rested almost on the top of Capaline, the
voleano that is dead; at the entrance of

the hacienda La Queratto, he saw ‘‘Se- -

norita Serpente’’ and Senor Skinny
pause for a moment; from behind the
walls there was a rustling—like crea-
tures gliding through the grass—the gate
swung open, Senor Skinny and ‘‘Senori-
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ta Serpente’ stepped inside of the
place and again it was closed.

Padre Algonza did not wait.

As Tast as he could, he hurried to the
rauchito 1o find the other Americano
cowpuncher, th’ Ramblin’ Kid. In Old
Bonunza's he was still at the monte—

“‘Quick!’” Padre Algonza whispered.
‘““Senor Skinpy has yiclded! At the
casn - La Queratto—with the ‘Senorita
Serpente’---she whose kiss is the death—
or madness. I saw them go in! What
can he done?”’

““Th’ damned idiot.”” Slowly, th’
Ramblin’ Kid got up from the table, ‘I
will go!”’

“And 17"’ Padre Algonza questioned.

‘““Come also. From the outside you
can watch!”’ )

The casa La Quecratto was black; the
great gate was closed tightly and
barred; from within was no sound save

" at times the swishing noise, us though

something brushed swiftly past shrub-
bery heavy and dense.

‘““Your hand, Padre Algonza!’’ Very

low th’ Ramblin’ Kid spoke.
" Padre Algonza’s hand was held down,
th’ Ramblin’ Kid’s foot rested in it—
with a leap he caught the top of the
wall, swung up and dropped to the
ground ingide of the court.

Th’ Ramblin’ Kid stepped to the gate,
quiectly lifted the bar, threw open the en-
trance.

‘‘Stand here. Do not come in—un-
less_i)

Padre Algonza stood at the opening.
Inside it was dark; from the shadows
there came such hissing as never before
had the holy pricst heard; the thick,
sickening odor of venomous serpents
filled the air; Padre Algonza made the
sign of the Cross and shuddered.

Th’ Ramblin’ Kid, stooping forward,

‘ran quickly to the door of the casa. It

was open. A thin stream of red light
poured from the room; at the door
Padre Algonza saw th’ Ramblin’ Kid
pause for an ingtant. Then he stepped
inside— '

There was silence, save for the hiss-
ing, hissing; that came from every part
of the court silence and the fearful
nauseating smell of reptiles.

““The place ia bewitched—it is ac-
cursed—it is the abode of the brood of
the Evil One!” Padre Algonza whis-
pered.

It seemed an age. Padre Algo-za
could not remember. He waited.

Then, holding the Crucifix before
him, Padre Algonza himself went. cau-
tiously to the door.

That which he saw he cannot forget.
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A SINGLE BURNER hung from a
beam in the center of the room.

Under it was the great copper shield

ot Zachu, ‘“Lord of the Reptiles.”” A

dull glow—red, as from smoldering em-

bers—filled the place.

On a couch, covered with the skin of
the spotted leopardo, at the far end of
the room, was Senor Skinny wrapped in
the slimy folds of a monsier serpent, its

head drawn back, the neck arched, jaws ‘it

wide apart and reaching toward the
parted lips of Senor Skinny, who stared
with entranced vision, unable to move,
into the flendish cycs that to him seemed
to be the carcssing, inviting eyes of
“‘Senorita Serpente’’ burning with love!

Crouched at the other end of the room
was th’ Ramblin’ Kid—his will battling
with the demon will of another great
sneake coiled before him and that blocked
his way to the ecouch on which Senor
Skinny was lying; the frightful head
was reared, ready to strike—swaying
from side to side—held back only by
the look in the eyes of th’ Ramblin’
Kid—

Padre Algonza could not
scarcely could he breathe.

The venomous mouth of thé great
snake bending above Senor Skinny was
lowered slowly, surely, toward the face
of the cowpuncher Americano. Another
heart-beat, and the slimy gums would
be glued to his lips and the soul be
drained from his body—

“Serrano!’’

The word whipped from the tongue of
th’ Ramblin’ Kid like the stab of a
dagger.

““Serrano—Duaughter of the Snake!’’

There was irresistible command in the
tone. The thick folds about Senor
Skinny trembled, the ugly, terrifying,
‘head was turned toward th' Ramblin’
Kid—in the eyes was all the fury and
madness of passion arrested, and, with
the look, a terror unspeakable.

“Serrano!l”’ . '

Again, not loudly, but to be obeyed,
came the word from the smiling lips of
th’ Ramblin’ Kid.

At the interruption, rage tore at the
monster serpent coiled and barring the
path of th’ Ramblin’ Kid to Senor
Skinny and the snake that held him en-
thralled on the couch—the ugly wedge-
shaped head was drawn back—back—
that the fangs might leap with the sure-
ness of death into the flesh of the slim
young Americano before it.

move,

o s s (L CS S5 |
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For the first time, th’ Ramblin’ Kid's . _

hand flashed to the gun at his hip—

‘‘Serrano—that you may live—Za-
caratta, the Aztecca, your malvado
altento—must die!”’

As th’. Ramblin’ Kid spoke, the gun
crashed.

The great snake before him lashed
wildly, futilely, about on the floor. A
hazelike smoke for = moment enveloped
"The overwhelming fumes that come
from the gila monster, the reptile diablo,
when it ‘is dying, filled the room. The
six-foot length of the serpent shuddered
convulsively and grew quiet—

And ‘‘Lobo,”’ the Yaqui, lay dead,
with a bullet in his brain!

“It was the snake—I swear it—th’
Ramblin’ Kid shot,”” Padre Algonza
afterwards declared, and Padre Algon-
za would not lie. ‘“Yet, it was ‘Lobo,’ the
Yaqui—that died!’’

Even the roar of the gun did not
break the spell that held Senor Skinny
—his mouth open, parted in an idiotic
grin, still eagerly reaching for the touch
of the hidecous serpent-jaws bending
toward him,

Breathless, Padre Algonza watched

Th’ Ramblm Kid stepped forward,
over the body of ‘‘Lobo”’—
to the couch—

““Serrano—your Master!”’ tenderly,

almost a8 a lover speaks, the words came’

from his lips, srmhng, gently, sadly.
—Without fear—

'I‘he open hand of th’ Ramblin’ Kid
shot out and slapped the dripping mouth
of the serpent.

** —Without desire—’’

Again the hand crashed against the
ugly head, and with a laugh—not of
mirth, not of anger, not of passion—th’
Ramblin’ Kid turned away!

The. sinuous coils tightened . convul-
sively, then loosened, the head drooped,
a haze like that which had enshrouded

the other covered the forms on the

couch—Senor Skinhy end the reptile—
and out of the mist came suddenly the
agoni%ed scream of a woman, filled with
torture, and ‘‘Senorita Serpente,’’ the
Cortesana Serrano} stood up—swayed—
and fell sobbing and moaning to the
floor! Her lips were bruised as if they
had been struck and blood was at the
side of her mouth.

The great scrpent was gonel

Senor Skinny, dazed, his eyes star-
ing wildly about, started dizzily up from
the couch,

quickly went

““Where in hell—what’s happened?’’

‘“‘Leave quickly!’”’ Padre Algonza
commanded.

Th’ Ramblin’ Kid paused at the door.

On her knees, her body rocking back
and forth, her hands clasping the Cruei-
fix that hung from Padre Algonza’s
girdle, ‘‘Senorita Serpente’’—Cortesana
Serrano—piteously called: .

““Tolteci! Tolteci—my own!
the Flame—the White One!”’

Th’ Ramblin’ Kid stepped to her side,
looked tenderly down into the upturned
tear-drenched eyes; & smile of infinite
sadness trembled on his lips as he
whispered :

““Not yet, Serrano! Not yet. . .”

‘Son of

THAT NIGHT, not waiting for the
dawn, th’ Ramblin’ Kid and Senor
Skinny rode to the North.

The body of ‘‘Lobo”’ Padre Algonza
left where it lay; ‘‘Senorita Serpente,’’
the Cortesana Serrano, he took to the
Mission at Magdalena. Never again did
“‘Senorita Serpente’’ dance in 'the
ranchito at Socorro, nor from that day
has any person gone, into, the casa La
Queratto. .

In the afterglow, when the sun has
dipped beyond the wild crags of Del
Christo range, and Jdarkness is over the
Llano Sonors, ‘‘Senorita Serpente’’ slips
out from the Mission and by the giant
yucca stands and looks hungrily—her
eyes no longer burning with the passion
that lured men to the casa La Queratto,
but instead glowing with the soft luster
of undying love—toward the White Star
that hangs over the top of Sentinel
Mountain, far to the North.

There Padre Algonza found her the
night after the Fiesta of the Penitentes..

‘“‘Padre Algonza—’' ‘‘Senorita Ser-
pente’s’’ lips quivered with a smile,
heart-tearing in its wistfulness, “WIlil
He come? Will Tolteci—my Own—the
White one—Son of the Flame—come
again to Serranof’’

The answer brought hope to the up-

turned eyes—

‘““He will come, Daughter of Sor-
row—"' the arms of the priest drew the
head of the girl to his breast, ‘‘ —Toltee,
your Own, will come when your Sonl-—

-having been proved—can meet Him—

Padre Algonza paused, the last words
were a whisper— :
“_Without fear; without desire!”’



