
"The Secret of Translators' Stone" episode 8

#WHODUNNIT

The teachers stated that they could not complain about a lack of unexpected and intense experiences lately and because of this they decided to use land 
transportation. They thanked Ramona and walked over to Esther and her quad squadron. The mighty four-wheeled machines were driven by the tough women 
of the Lobos clan. The teachers put on helmets and took seats for passengers. The guides revved their engines, which started with a screech of tires. Anna and 
Bridget grabbed the handrails placed on the fenders of the vehicles. It was nice to feel the rush of wind on their faces and admire the diverse landscape of the 
Mexican countryside. It turned out that the volcano was less than 60 km away from the pyramid, so the journey did not look too long. A dark gravel road led up 
through green groves that rose from fluffy golden grass. At a certain height, the groves were losing the fight against the grasses, and soon the travelers were 
completely surrounded by a golden color, enhanced by the rays of the sun. Esther noticed that no tourists were passing by. It's strange at this time of year, she 
thought, even more so as there were many fresh tire tracks on the road. The mystery was soon solved.
 
Black SUVs were parked in the volcano slope viewpoint parking lot. Armed sentries stood by the cars. “Mercenaries,” assessed Esther. “Is this our welcoming 
committee?” They were at the command of two young men. The third fired into the air and gestured for them to retreat. They didn't seem to be the target. It's 
just that the sinister gentlemen did not want anyone to climb the volcano. Esther didn't want to mess with them. With a raised hand, she ordered her squadron 
to make a strategic retreat. They descended a little lower, out of sight of the mercenaries. “We cannot risk our lives,” said firmly Esther. “And only this way could 
we go higher. The terrain around is too difficult, even for our quads. The teachers, however, had not traveled half way around the world just to give up now. They 
said goodbye to their guides and decided to try their luck on foot. 

Tall grasses and solidified basalt rocks gave them a chance to hide from the mercenaries. The holiday adventure seekers began the tedious climb. They assumed 
that the Translators’ Stone might be hidden somewhere near the volcano's crater. They had to crawl on several occasions to avoid being spotted by armed 
mercenary patrols. It soon became clear who needed such protection. They saw a group of gray-haired men in black suits coming down from the top. The men 
would have looked absurd were it not for an ominous aura surrounding them. As they were approaching their grassy hideout Anna recognized the figure leading 
the group “It looks like… is it...” gasped Anna, “... Christopher?!”. The women no longer had a chance to change hiding places. The sound they initially ignored 
thinking that it was a buzzing of insects grew louder and reached a point just above their heads. A black drone. The mysterious group had seen them all along!
 
“Ladies, don't you feel sorry for your clothes rolling around on the ground?” Christopher said smiling. “This is not my first rodeo... please, meet my colleagues.” 
The teachers stood reluctantly and saw that the Brit was holding a stone covered with ancient inscriptions in his hands. They were too late. They felt the mercena-
ry rifle barrels between their shoulder blades protecting the interests of their powerful masters. They raised their hands. Unexpectedly they heard a melodic 
guitar chord coming from behind Christopher's group. The surprised men turned. A figure stood against the setting sun. The women narrowed their eyes and 
saw a Latino clad in white twist his pointed mustache, put the guitar back in its case with a sly smile, and pull out a huge machine gun from it. “Hola, Amigos! I do 
not know where you came from and what you are doing on my territory, but I do know that women are not treated like that in here” he winked at the teachers.
 
“The little parrots have informed me that there are some armed gringos in my mountains who have not even introduced themselves to their rightful host...” He 
looked at the stone in Christopher's hands. “And they take souvenirs without permission! What's up my friend? And why does a rock require such protection?” 
The black-clad men cowered. “Amigo, I advise you strongly, stop clowning around, stop asking questions and go back to your pueblo,” Christopher hissed and 
summoned the mercenaries. “Ay, ay, ay,” sighed the Mexican, “and you hear so much about British culture and style. It seems we can’t even talk in a civilized 
manner.” He gave a long whistle, and a dozen
pistoleros, even more heavily armed than their leader, rose from the sea of   grass. The mercenaries considered the situation and put down their weapons 
choosing their lives over the generous wages from the suspicious principals. The Mexican took the Translators’ Stone out of
hands of furious Christopher and turned to the teachers, “The Gringos obviously don't want to talk to me, maybe the ladies will be kind enough to explain to me 
what this is all about?” The charming savior deserved an explanation, thought Anna. She told him about Christopher's intentions and summarized the legend of 
the Stone.
 
The Mexican curled up his mustache again and said, “So we have a real, although cursed, treasure here... I don't need it, I have other methods of earning than 
from trading antiques,” he said as he winked again at the teachers. “It looks like there will always be someone to fight over it, but that also means that there will 
be someone willing to pay a fortune for it. The question is, do you believe in its power and what is your conscience telling you?” he asked. "If I were you, I would 
not be tempted to keep it any longer. Next time, you may not be so lucky. If I can advise you on something from my own experience, it's best to get rid of such 
shabby stuff as soon as possible,” he said as he pointed to the smoking crater of a neighboring volcano. “Or just monetize it and repair your budget,” he said as 
he made a cash gesture with his fingers and winked at the teachers for one more time.

Option B

A: Destroy Translators’ Stone - go to episode 9A
B: Sell Translators’ Stone - go to episode 9B

What now?
Choose the next steps for Anna!


