1914 LCP Update

Dead and gone to dust (October 30, 1914)
Una calabasa grande (1 big calabasa = type of squash, similar to pumpkin)

         The young girl wasn't Mei Lu. Of course it wasn't. Mei Lu was somewhere else. Mei Lu as dead and gone to dust and the dust was blowing in the streets of Juarez, which was why it made Damon Michael weep every time he went outside. 

         "Are you all right? Can I help you, Senorita?" 

Ocho palillos de canela (8 sticks of cinnamon)
         She looked at him, and her eyes were the same black windows to Hell he saw every time he looked in a mirror. "I cannot be helped," she said. Her voice was hoarse. She must have been crying for hours.

 El jugo de una naranja (the juice of an orange)

         The taqueria two doors down from Wing's shop was still closed, but Major Michael went around to the kitchen door. An old Indian woman was preparing food for Dio de las Muertas, but he talked her into preparing some food for them -- yesterday's beans warmed up, some freshly-made tortillas, and a couple of eggs. He let the girl have most of it. He was never hungry anymore. They sat outside in the little yard behind the taqueria, with a couple of boxes for chairs and their knees for tables. 

         She had a fine appetite, anyway.

 Cuatro tazas de agua (4 cups of water)

         Between bites she told him her troubles. How the pistolero Caldwell was her lover. How he'd shot her brother. How Caldwell would kill her if she couldn't get a secret out of Padre Inferno. How she couldn’t get away because the Dorados were guarding the border. 

         “I'm so frightened," she said.

 Un kilo de piloncillo (a kilo of piloncillo = unrefined brown sugar)

         "Don't be frightened," he told her. "I'll take care of you. I am one of Villa’s Captains." She looked up at him and he could see hope in her eyes. It gave him a good feeling. He hadn't felt good in a very long time. 

  Grief 
Who is that man? (November 1, 1914)
Hearst caught the arm of one of the men he had seen in Villa’s group of captains. The stocky man was North American, he was sure. “Excuse me,” Hearst said, “who is that man?” 

         Villa’s man turned in the street and squinted after the robed figure walking across the street. “Padre Inferno? He is one of Villa’s captains.” 

         Hearst said, “Bierce? Is his name Bierce?” 

         The man shrugged. “A lot of people in this army have more than one name. It doesn’t do to ask too much.” 

         “What did you say he is calling himself?” Hearst asked. “Padre Inferno?” 

         “That’s right,” the man said. 

         “It’s a fitting name,” Hearst muttered. “Thank you.” 

Hot jazz in the sack (November 1, 1914)
There he was, at last, in Bierce’s hotel room, William Randolph Hearst, big as life and twice as florid. “Young Master Willie,” Bierce said mockingly, as he rose from the bed. 

         “Mister Bierce.” Hearst helped himself to one of the chairs. “I have been looking for you.” 

         “Have you come to make an offer for my pistol?” Bierce slapped the revolver at his side. “All the world seems to want it.” 

         Willie looked at the pistol with pure disinterest. Gracious! Bierce thought. There was something in the world he did not want! 

         “Did that gun really belong to Mrs. O’Grady’s father?” 

         “The inscription says Jeb Stuart.” Bierce pointed at the butt of the nickel-plated gun Hearst carried. “I see you go heeled. Why don’t you just hire yourself a company of infantry and save carrying it around?” 

         Little Willie flushed. “I came to have a civil conversation,” he said. 

         “Then you have come to the wrong man.” 

         Hearst shifted in his chair. His weight made the wood creak. “I understand you’ve been asking questions in Piños Altos.” 

         “When you were a hot-tempered young man, on your way to becoming an arrogant older one, you spent considerable time near your family’s silver mines. On one of these occasions, you quarreled with a harmless drunk named Soapy, whom you shot five times, in the back, and left dead behind a town bar. The family money covered it up.” Bierce paused. “I have that quite right, I think? I have found all I need to know, and I have the pleasure to tell you that when the story is published, your life and hopes and all your political ambitions will be in rags.” 

         Quietly, Hearst said, “I saved you when you could not make a sou at writing. I allowed you an independence that I never permitted any other man.” 

         Bierce bowed. “For this I thank you, but I beg to remind you that I served you for over twenty years. My name made you a great deal of money. I think that I have fully repaid my debts.” 

         Sweat was coming out in beads on Hearst’s forehead. “So what is the benefit of scraping up stories from the past? Stories that will benefit neither of us?” 

         “Perhaps they will benefit Soapy. He is the one who lies in the ground. I hear the dead have a tolerable need to be remembered and avenged.” 

         “Blast you, Bierce, this is intolerable!” Hearst leaped to his feet, looming over the smaller, frailer man. “You can’t just let this hang over me!” 

         Bierce deliberately folded his arms across his breast. “The manuscript exists. I have refrained from publishing out of respect for your mother, whom I prefer not to distress in her old age.” 

         “If a manuscript exists, then I’ll buy it!” Hearst yelled. He disciplined his voice. “Name your price, Mister Bierce.” 

         Ambrose had been waiting for this moment for years. Ages. “The manuscript is not for sale under any conditions,” he said. “Except, perhaps, to the Pulitzer papers.” 

         Hearst’s great ham-sized fists clenched. 

         “Willie, I’ve got you,” Bierce said. “The manuscript is in a safe place. If I die now, it will be published immediately. If you are reasonable, you have until Phoebe’s obituary appears in the papers. You may be President by then— who can say?” 

         Hearst forced himself to walk to the window. He looked out over the squalor of Juarez. “How did you find out?’ 

         “Superior reportorial skill, young Willie. Your mother mentioned the business the third or fourth time I screwed her.” Bierce leered at him. “She’s hot jazz in the sack, if you want to know.” 

         Hearst spun and pulled out his gun. 

A firing squad (November 1, 1914)
The green-shaded lamps over the table were lit and there were cards and chips set out, but the players were still getting settled. General Villa was off in a corner of the room, dictating a message to one of his aides in an undertone. There was no sign of Mr. Abel yet. Mrs. Sullivan and Lieutenant Patton were at the table having a drink. Caldwell joined them with a glass and a bottle of tequila. 

         "George Patton. I still can't believe it's really you. How long has it been, now?" 

         "Twenty years, at least." 

         "And look at you -- all grown up and a Yankee officer to boot!" 

         "You two know each other?" asked Mrs. O’Grady. She didn't seem very happy about it. 

         "Georgie here and I are cousins! On the Smith side." Caldwell glanced back at Patton, who looked a lot more stiff and polite all of a sudden. 

         The door opened and everyone looked over. But it was just Major Michael, sober enough to walk for once. Caldwell rolled his eyes and sipped some more tequila. 

         Where the hell was Rosita? By now she could have screwed Padre Inferno into a heart attack and brought the gun back. The stupid little bitch. Probably hiding somewhere. 

         "My general," said an aide leaning towards Villa. 

         Villa scowled. "Unless Carranza has taken Chihuahua I don't wish to be bothered. We are here to play poker -- where is Abel?" 

         The officer spoke quietly, but Caldwell was close enough to hear. "Abel is at the Hotel Apolo, my General. He just killed Padre Inferno." 

         "What?" Villa's fists clenched. "Inferno was one of my soldiers! Arrest that Abel and bring him to me at once!" 

         "I'll go!" Caldwell volunteered. 

         There were a dozen or so of Villa's men lounging in the hall outside. Caldwell caught the eyes of three he knew. "Come with me, quickly." They fell in behind him as he went out and headed for the Hotel Apolo. 

         As they passed the corner, a quick motion caught his eye. Someone had just ducked into the side street. Caldwell drew his gun. He could see someone hiding behind a stack of broken crates. "You there! Come out!" 

         Whoever it was remained hidden. Moving cautiously and gesturing for the soldiers to cover him, Caldwell approached the pile. When he was about five feet away the figure bolted. A barefoot girl with dark hair, running away as fast as she could. 

         Rosita. 

         "Stop!" He fired once into the air, then took careful aim and put one past her ear. 

         She either dropped to the ground or tripped and fell and Caldwell had his foot in the small of her back before she could get up. He holstered his gun and took a huge handful of her thick black hair. "Next time I'll just plug you. Stupid bitch. Come on!" 

         He hauled Rosita to her feet and dragged her along with him. The soldiers were trying to keep from laughing, but Caldwell was too mad at her to care. 

         “You working with that Abel? Maybe you told him I wanted the gun, so he plugged the Padre for it? Well, too bad, you little whore. General Villa's gonna put your pal up in front of a firing squad. As for you—I’m gonna shoot you myself." 

         At the Hotel Apolo, Caldwell gestured to his men. "Find Abel and take him to the General. I'm going to see about Padre Inferno." Still dragging Rosita, he began climbing the stairs to the second floor. When she started shrieking again, he gave her a good slap to shut her up. The worst part of it was how people looked at him as they passed. As if he was doing something wrong.

Shouts and a woman's shrieks (November 1, 1914)
Kellie went out the back way and then picked up her skirts and ran toward the Hotel Apolo. She wasn't as young as Caldwell, but it might take him a little time to put “George Abel” under arrest. She just might be able to get her father's gun back. 

         She entered the Apolo through the kitchen, ignoring the curious looks she got from the cooks and waiters. As she passed from the dining room into the lobby, she took a deep breath and straightened her hair. 

         Slow and casual, she thought. I'm just another hotel guest heading up to my room. Just an old woman. She saw Abel in the manager's office, and felt a surge of panic. 

         But Abel either didn't see her, or didn’t care. She took the stairs as quickly as she dared. She was just reaching the second floor when the front doors banged open and she heard shouts and a woman's shrieks. 

         Caldwell coming. 

         Padre Inferno's room was open, but the clamor downstairs had drawn away the gawkers. The Padre's body was sprawled on the floor, arms out. There was a bullet hole in the forehead and two in his chest. The rug was soaked with his blood. 

         Kellie held up her skirts and picked her way over to the body. There was the gun, still in its holster. The poor man hadn't even had a chance to draw. She avoided looking at his face as she pulled the gun out. It was a bit big for her handbag, but perhaps -- 

         Caldwell was standing in the doorway. He had one hand near his holster with its Browning automatic. Some little Mexican girl cowered behind him. 

         "Give it to me," he said. 

         "No,” Kellie said, feeling quite calm. “This is mine. This belonged to my Daddy." 

         "Which one was your daddy? Wild Bill Hickok? Or the priest?" 

         "My Daddy was an officer in the Confederate States army," she said, and was surprised at how proud it sounded. "He carried this pistol in the War." 

         Suddenly, Caldwell’s gun was in his hand. “The way I see it, you are robbing the body of one of the General’s men. I don’t think he’d care much for that, do you?” Caldwell still had his hand wrapped in a fistful of the crying girl’s hair, but paid her no mind at all. “Do you know what the general does to those that cross him? He cuts off an ear. At least, that’s what he does to the ones we leave alive.” 

         "The gun is mine. I want to see the American Consul!" Kellie raised the old gun, struggling with the stiff hammer, not even knowing if it was loaded. Everything was in ruins now, anyway. 

         Caldwell raised his gun, then stopped at the sound of another voice in the corridor. It was Lieutenant Patton. 

Shooting a priest was pretty foul (November 1, 1914)
Patton had followed John to the hotel Apolo because he knew there was an American citizen involved, this George Abel, and he didn’t want John to execute the man out of hand. They should work with the American consulate to assure justice. Though, if this Abel had, in fact, shot a priest, then Patton hoped the man would be stood up against a wall. Shooting a priest was pretty foul—even the sort of priests they had here in Mexico. 

         Patton had been shocked at the way John treated the Mexican girl, slapping her and dragging her by the hair. Sometime, Patton thought, he and John would have word about it. 

         John had disappeared into the Apolo and George had followed him a moment later. Abel was in the plush velveteen hotel lobby, struggling in the arms of three of the Dorados and demanding to be taken to Villa. 

         Patton stopped in his tracks. He stared at “Abel,” knowing at that this was no George Abel at all, but a man who was well-known in California— and in New York—and in Washington. A man who had endorsed the dog who had beaten Patton’s father for the Senate. 

         And for some reason, William Randolph Hearst, king of yellow journalism and rich as Croesus—for some reason, William Randolph Hearst had shot a priest. 

         Well then, Patton thought, let Justice take its course. There will be one less muckraking dog left in the world. 

         But John didn’t stop to speak to Abel, let alone shoot him. Instead, he snapped out an order, and the Dorados began hauling Abel away. John continued past the scene, still dragging the Mexican girl, and walked up the stairs. 

         Puzzled, Patton had drawn his gun and followed his cousin up the stairs. It wasn’t hard; John’s spurs jingled loudly as he walked and his mind was clearly dead set on some goal. Patton pursued, his boots noiseless on the carpet. 

         He turned a corner and there was John facing into one of the rooms. The Mexican girl behind him. There was the smell of powder. John had unbuttoned his coat and Patton saw the butt of a Browning in a shoulder holster. 

         “The gun is mine. I want to see the American consul!” a woman said, and Patton was surprised to recognize her voice. It was the Widow O’Grady, well-known to the men on base as a prominent citizen of El Paso, with a ranch not far from town. She must have been involved in some shady business affair with Hearst. 

         The Mexican girl screamed as John thumbed back the hammer on his gun and raised it to shoot Mrs. O’ Grady. 

         —John! Patton called sharply. 

         John turned and Patton shot him in the heart. This did not make him fall or even drop the Browning so Patton pulled back the hammer on his single-action Peacemaker and shot him in the heart again. And then a third time, before John fell against the wall and slid down the wallpaper with its red roses. The little Mexican girl ran, swift and barefoot. 

         Patton stepped forward and saw Kellie O’Grady standing in great surprise. The body of the priest was splayed out against the bed and the O’Grady woman stood with the antique pistol in her hand. Patton touched his hat. 

         —If you will put that pistol down, Ma’am, Patton said, I will escort you across the border. 

         —It’s my pistol, she said. 

         —You can’t walk down the stairs with a big old horse pistol like that. The Dorados would blow your brains out— and mine. 

The honor of Mexico is no longer for sale (November 1, 1914)
“¿Qien diablos piensas que eres?” Villa shouted. “Piensas que puedes entrar a Mexico y matar a un pinche sacerdote. Piensas que no tenemos leyes aqui?” ("What devils you think that you are" Villa shouted. "You think that you can enter Mexico and kill a damned little priest. You think that we do not have laws here ")

         “English!” Hearst said. “English! I don’t understand!” 

         “Yo soy la ley!” Villa roared. He thumped his chest so that his medal bounced. “Yo traje la ley a Mexico! Y ningun gringo cerote va a cambiar mis leyes!” He switched to English. “You unnerstand, amigo?” ("I am the law" Villa roared. He thumped his chest so that his medal bounced. "I brought the law to Mexico! And no foreign cerote is going to change my laws " There am switched to English. "You unnerstand, friend")

         “Please!” Hearst said. “Speak more slowly!” 

         The two Dorados who had Hearst in custody were laughing so hard they could barely hang onto him. Major Michael leaned against a small table in the corner with a half-empty bottle of mescal. Otherwise the room was empty. Everyone else had cleared out the moment they dragged the fat American in. 

         Villa reached for poker chips on the table and hurled them at Hearst. “¿Tu piensas que puedes comprar todo?” he demanded. “Ahora te compro a ti amigo. Okayyyyy?” He let the last North American word drag out in mockery.  ("Your think that you can buy everything" he demanded. "Now I buy you a friend. Okayyyyy " English. "You unnerstand, friend")

         “This- doesn’t- have- to- change- anything!” Hearst said. He spoke slowly and distinctly so that Villa could understand. “We- still- have- an- arrangement.” 

         Villa stepped close to him, looking up at Hearst’s square face. He could see the sweat that dotted Hearst’s forehead. He mocked Hearst with the same precise diction that Hearst had been using. 

         “Why- you- kill- the- priest?” 

         Hearst stared at him in blank desperation. 

         “You- kill- for- fun?” Villa asked. 

         Hearst shook his head. “The man wasn’t a priest. He was . . . an employee.” 

         “El era soldado!” Villa shouted. He thumped his chest again. “Era uno de mis soldados!” He jabbed a finger at Hearst’s face, and Hearst flinched. “¿Sabes cuantos federales mato ese viejo en Tierra Blanca?” He waved a hand. “Un hombre como el puede decir que es Papa y no me importaria, carbon!” ("He was a soldier" Villa shouted. He thumped his chest again. "He was one of my soldiers" He jabbed a finger at Hearst's face, and Hearst flinched. "You know whichever federals I kill that old one in White Earth" He waved to hand. "a man like can say that it is the Pope and not important to me, coal")

         “Listen!” Hearst said. The sweat was pouring down his face in rivers, dripping onto the breast of his ridiculous fringed shirt. “Nothing- has- to- change. I- will- still- support- you. You- will- still- have- the- guns— “ He hesitated a moment. “I- will- also- provide- a- subsidy.” 

         And then, because Villa didn’t understand the last word, he said, “I’ll give you money!” 

         Fury rose so strong in Villa that he thought his head would burst. “Entro por la puerta el liberador de Mexico, y salgo un empleado?” He turned away, disgust rising in him, fueling the rage. He swung back at Hearst. “¿Para terminar muerto como el otro empleado?” ("I enter by the door the liberating one of Mexico, and leave as an employee" He turned away, disgust rising in him, fueling the rage. He swung back at Hearst. "to finish dead like the other employee")

         Hearst just gaped at him, trying to understand the Spanish that was deciding his fate. Villa decided that he couldn’t abide the stupid sweating face any longer. He reached for his Colt. 

         “El honor de Mexico no esta de venta.” (The honor of Mexico is not for sale)

         And then, the pistol butt cool against his fingers, he froze at a sudden sound. 

         Click-click. 
Aimed straight at the general's head (November 1, 1914)
"I'm sorry, my General, I cannot let you do that." Villa turned to look at Damon, and at the pistol he held, aimed straight at the General's head.  Beyond him, Damon could see Mr. Hearst smiling in triumph.

Afternoon tourists (November 1, 1914)
They walked across the bridge as casually as any afternoon tourists. She held Lieutenant Patton's arm tightly, letting him choose where they went. Her mind was whirling. 

         Despair clutched at her. She would sell the ranch and all the land. If she was lucky, she might be able to raise enough money to keep one of the Mesilla Valley farms. 

         George Abel—or she should call him Hearst now, she supposed—would take his guns and cannons home. No hope of a deal with Villa now. No chance that Kellie would get paid for the use of her land as a crossing point for smuggling the ordnance into Mexico. 

         Or… 

         A mean Texas dust devil of hope suddenly whirled up inside her. It didn't matter if the deal with Villa fell through. George Abel was William Randolph Hearst! He could pay of the bank loans on her spread with his pocket-change. And he was going to… or else she would tell the Government everything. The man wanted to run for President: no way could he afford to be caught running guns to Pancho Villa. 

         "Are you all right now, Ma'am?" asked Lieutenant Patton. They passed the Customs station with just a glance and a wave from the officer on duty. 

         "Oh, yes," she said, and relaxed her grip on his arm. "I'm perfectly all right. Thank you for everything, Lieutenant." 

         He looked a little sad, and she remembered that Caldwell and he were cousins. But then the Lieutenant smiled and gave her a little bow. "Any time, Ma'am. I was merely doing my duty." 

From PadreInferno’s page (after his death)

Occurrence at Juarez (November 1, 1914)
There was no time to draw my own gun. Instead I flung myself on Willie and butted him in the face.  He fell back with a cry, and I grabbed his pistol. I struck him with it, a blow with the barrel upon the temple. He fell, whimpering.

I opened the door and dashed into the corridor. To my immense surprise I saw there Johnnie Caldwell, walking to my door with murder in his eye. He was fast, but Willie’s pistol was already in my hand. I fired three shots and spread his brains over the white plaster walls, and then I walked over the body, down the stairs, and into the lobby.

The lobby was full of Dorados brandishing their own weapons, looking for the source of the shot. “Captain Caldwell has been killed by Senor Abel!” I cried.

The Dorados came lunging up the stairs in a body, with a terrible death glittering in their eyes for the man who dared to molest their leader.

In a blink of an eye the lobby was empty save for the night clerk whose impassive face never changed.

As an appalling volley of gunfire echoed down their stair, speaking the death of William Randolph Hearst, I collected my manuscript from the hotel safe and walked into streets of Juarez.

I took a horse cab to the bridge and crossed into America. Within moments I had purchased a first class railway ticket for the North.

On the journey to New York I revised my manuscript and then mailed the new copy to Mr. Pulitzer’s newspaper.

I came to the sitting room and met there the noble matriarch of the Hearst clan. “Phoebe, darling!” I cried. “What a dreadful thing!”  She hurled herself upon my breast in a torrent of tears. I strove to comfort her. There was no man living who could come between us now. 

Across the river (November 2, 1914)
She (Rosita) didn't know where else to go, and Wing Lee seemed like a kind man. He let her use the back room and she tried to earn her bed by sweeping out the rubbish and brushing away all the spiderwebs and dead flies. She chased some scorpions outside with the broom. 

         But right now she was too tired to feel fear. She lay down and was instantly asleep. 

         When she woke in the first grey light of the Day of the Dead, a man in a uniform coat and sombrero was standing over her in the dawn light. Villa's men, she thought. When we get outside, I will run and perhaps they will shoot me. 

         Then he knelt, and she saw the Major's (Major Damon Michael) face. He was smiling. She had never seen him smile. "Come, daughter," he said. "Walk with me across the river. I believe I have made our fortune." 

