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To my niece Justeen Pierce, who is doing the toughest
work of all: raising three wonderful, smart young women.

 


AMDG
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In addition to Mr. Scott
Zesch’s excellent book, The Chinatown War, there were a number of
wonderful references that I used, most importantly, Michael
Holland, archivist for the City of Los Angeles, who also happens to
be my beloved husband.

I must also recognize the wonderful
librarians of the Los Angeles Public Library’s history and science
departments. They are paragons of patience and determination, no
matter how obscure a question I ask.

Then there are the fabulous people who
support me in my craft and in my life. My dear friend Carol Louise
Wilde, an amazing line editor and even better friend. Ginko Ching
Lee, whose cover for Death of the Zanjero was the model for this
cover, and whose friendship has been a revelation. The
above-mentioned Michael Holland, who is always ready with the
thirty-minute answer, never mind that I only wanted the
thirty-second one. Often what I want is not what I need. Thank you,
darling.
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Some of the characters in
this story have the real names of people who were living in Los
Angeles in 1870. However, since this is a work of fiction, they are
technically fictional characters who may, in varying degrees, bear
some resemblance to the real people they are named after. Those
with real names I have noted. As for anyone else, the reader may
assume that he or she is fully the product of my fevered
imagination.

 


RANCHO DE LAS FLORES

Maddie Wilcox, owner, winemaker,
physician

Sebastiano Ortiz, winery manager, husband of
Olivia, brother to Enrique

Olivia Ortiz, cook, and wife of
Sebastiano

Enrique Ortiz, vineyard manager, husband of
Magdalena, brother to Sebastiano

Magdalena Ortiz, housekeeper, and wife of
Enrique

Armando Ortiz, son to Magdalena and
Enrique

Hernan Mendoza, field hand, husband of Maria,
cousin to Emilio and Pascual

Maria Mendoza, maid, wife of Hernan

Rodolfo Sanchez, field hand, husband of
Anita

Anita Sanchez, nanny, wife of Rodolfo

Emilio Mendoza, field hand, brother to
Pascual, cousin to Hernan

Pascual Mendoza, field hand, brother to
Emilio, cousin to Hernan

Wang Fu, field hand, physician

Wei Li, field hand, brother to Wei Chin

Wei Chin, field hand, brother to Wei Li

Juanita Alvarez, personal maid to Maddie

 


MADDIE’S FRIENDS

Angelina Sutton, undertaker’s wife who
prepares the bodies for burial

Walter Lomax, a deputy on the city police
force

Regina Medina, madam, sister to Thomas
Mahoney

Thomas Mahoney, saloon owner, brother to
Regina Medina

Ernesto Navarro, a deputy on the city police
force

James Rivers, mill owner

 


LADIES OF LOS ANGELES SOCIETY (and their
husbands)

Mrs. Carson, she and her husband Mr. Carson
are presumed to have existed. Mr. Carson owns a stationery
store

Mrs. Glassell, she is presumed to have
existed, as her husband, Andrew Glassell, was a prominent attorney
in town at the time, he also founded the Glassell Park neighborhood
and helped found the City of Orange, California

Mrs. Judson and her husband, the banker Mr.
Judson

Mrs. Hewitt and her husband Mr. Hewitt may
have existed. They own and run the buggy manufactory

Mrs. Elmwood, and her husband, Reverend
Elmwood, pastor of the Congregationalist church

 


OTHER ANGELENOS

William Warren, City Marshal and recognized
as Los Angeles’ first police chief, husband of Juana Lopes Warren.
As in, he was a real person

Juana Lopez Warren, wife of William Warren
and landowner. She, too, is real

Joseph Dye, deputy, former friend of Warren,
real

Robert Brooks, constable

Jose Redona, deputy and real

Mrs. Redona is presumed to have existed

Lon Yu, prostitute, sister to Lon Cao

Lon Cao, grocer, brother to Lon Yu

Doctor Skillen, a local medical man

Reverend Jeptha Bennett, an itinerant
preacher

Leander Wills, notary

Mrs. Lawrence, sister to Robert Brooks

Frank Hill, an employee at the Hewitt
manufactory

Señora Mendoza, grandmother to Hernan,
Pascal, Emilio, mother to Emanuel

Emanuel Mendoza, shoemaker, uncle to Hernan,
Pascual, Emilio, mother to Mrs. Mendoza

Father Jimenez, pastor of the Catholic
Church

Councilman Wilson, insurance agent and on the
city council

Jorge Villega, a worker at the Rivers’
mill

Sam Bonner, ranch hand

Lavina Gaines, daughter to Robert Gaines,
sister to Timothy Gaines

Robert Gaines, land agent, father to Lavina
and Timothy

Timothy Gaines, land agent, son to Robert,
brother to Lavina

Mr. Sedonez, saloon keeper

Biddie Mason, landowner and a real person,
one of the wealthiest people in Los Angeles at the time
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When the shooting stopped
and the smoke cleared, there were five people bearing wounds from
the bullets that had flown so fast and furiously. I had made a
point of diving for cover the moment I’d seen City Marshal William
Warren pull his derringer from behind his back. Most of the other
women in front of the Clocktower Courthouse that fateful afternoon
of October 31, the Year of Our Lord 1870, had quickly left the
street for some safe indoor place the moment they’d heard Deputy
Joe Dye screaming at Marshal Warren. The men and I had stayed to
see the show.

My father often said that I didn’t have the
sense that God gave a goose. However, in my defense, I must point
out that the closest indoor cover was a saloon, from which those of
my fair sex were barred, and that any effort to seek cover across
the street in the market on the first floor of the courthouse would
have been impeded by the crowd that was gathering. I was looking
for some other safe haven when I saw the marshal’s derringer and
decided that down on the board walkway was safer than anywhere I
could reach.

As I rose, I was not surprised to see the
marshal and a Chinaman on the ground and bleeding. What did
surprise me was that Mr. Dye was bleeding from his forehead and his
leg, but so enraged was he that he had pounced upon Marshal Warren
and was biting his ear. Two men, I did not see who, grabbed Mr. Dye
by the throat, and pulled him off the Marshal. Deputy Jose Redona
was easing onto the ground, a bullet hole in his upper right arm.
Deputy Constable Robert Brooks was bent over his bleeding right
hand. The young Chinawoman Marshal Warren and Mr. Dye had been
fighting over sat huddled near Mr. Brooks, too frightened to
move.

I went first to the Chinaman and saw that the
bullet had struck his jaw. I grabbed some bandages from the huge
bag I always wore and began to gently bind his head, but another
Chinaman eased me away and took over. So I went over to Marshal
Warren.

“I’m killed,” he groaned.

“Not if I have anything to say about it,” I
told him.

I began to bandage the nether region above
his limbs in spite of his embarrassment. I did not like doing so in
public, but he was bleeding and the bandage was necessary.

Perhaps I should explain, even though this is
the second volume of my memoirs. My name is Madeline Franklin
Wilcox, called Maddie by my intimate friends, and I am a trained
medical doctor. Nowadays, in our supposedly enlightened Twentieth
Century, sadly, a woman medical doctor is almost unheard of. But
when I finished my training in 1859, it was not all that unusual,
though still fairly rare. My father had been so ashamed of me he
forced me to marry Albert Wilcox, who promptly dragged me here to
Los Angeles, then still a tiny pueblo of five thousand people. Mr.
Wilcox bought a vineyard and promptly died, leaving me to make my
way as a winemaker who happened to have a talent for the healing
arts. I’d been forced to finally reveal myself as a doctor the
previous spring. Not everyone, including Marshal Warren, was
entirely comfortable with my true vocation.

Marshal Warren was an average-sized man with
dark hair and eyes and an overgrown and unruly mustache and beard
of the sort that was favored by men of that time. We’d never gotten
on well. However, we had developed a grudging respect for each
other, and if he did not appear happy that it was me that had come
to his aid, at least he wasn’t fighting me.

Four men took the marshal on ahead to his
house. I told them that I would be there as soon as I checked on
Mr. Redona and Mr. Brooks. Mr. Brooks’ wound was superficial and
barely needed bandaging. Doc MacKenzie was tending to Mr. Redona.
Mr. Redona called out to me. He, apparently, had as little
confidence in Doc MacKenzie as I did.

It wasn’t entirely fair. Doc MacKenzie had
many years of experience, even if he had no formal training. And he
would give me the benefit of the doubt, which was more than most of
the other doctors in town would. Fortunately, that day, we were
both in agreement that the bullet had passed through Mr. Redona’s
arm without harming the bone and little more needed to be done
beyond stitching the holes shut. I told Mr. Redona to keep the
wound clean (which also served to remind Doc MacKenzie that
sanitation was of the utmost importance). Then I hurried off to the
marshal’s house to tend to him.

Mrs. Warren was waiting for me as I ran up.
Doctor Skillen came running up and glared at me. He generally
approved of me when I tended to the women and children in town.
However, he firmly believed that I had no business treating men.
But Mrs. Warren told him in no uncertain terms that she wanted me
tending to her husband and sent him off.

“How is he?” I asked Mrs. Warren as she led
me upstairs.

“Complaining like a little girl,” she said,
then frowned. “That’s good, isn’t it?”

“Usually, yes,” I said, not wanting to say
more.

The case could go either way, based on what
I’d seen on the street. He’d been hit in the pelvis. Had the bullet
pierced his belly, we would have been facing a long night that
would end in a slow, painful death.

As it was, I was able to dose him with some
morphine and ether, then opened up the wound. The bullet had landed
next to his bladder. I got it out, then stitched the wound up, then
cleaned and stitched his ear. You’ll note, I did not sterilize
anything. We didn’t yet know. Mr. Lister’s and Mr. Pasteur’s work
had yet to reach our benighted little corner of the world. All I
knew was that keeping things clean made it less likely that wounds
would fester. I was considered somewhat radical because I used
ether and morphine to dull the pain of surgery.

It was a good two hours before I was done. My
work apron was a mess, but it couldn’t be helped. Fortunately,
Juanita, my maid and confidant, worked miracles with blood stains.
I was equally happy that I had on my third best riding habit that
day, a somewhat faded cotton and wool suit festooned with ruffles
around the skirt. I finished washing my hands to find that Mrs.
Warren had brought a guest into the room.

He was a tall man, his dark hair neatly
combed as it curled slightly around his ears. His eyes were bright
blue and rather striking, actually. He wore the usual dark suit
which looked fairly new, although there was some dust from the
street on it.

“Reverend Jeptha Bennett, Ma’am,” he said,
nodding at me. His voice was deep and he had a Yankee accent even
thicker than my own. “I helped carry the marshal home and have
stayed to help bear up Mrs. Warren and the marshal in prayer and
spiritual comfort.”

“That’s kind of you, Reverend,” I said,
glancing at Mrs. Warren.

She was small and dainty, with a narrow face
that often reminded me of a cat. Her hair was coal black, as were
her eyes. She was a Mexican, and as such, a Catholic. I’d heard the
marshal was, too. Which meant that the Reverend’s offer was more
kindly meant than practical.

I’d been hearing about Reverend Bennett
through the previous months, although I hadn’t yet met him. He
supposedly espoused the fire and brimstone kind of religion that I
do not hold with at all. A traveling preacher, he’d arrived in the
pueblo in the middle of the summer and his revival meetings had
become so popular, he’d decided to stay indefinitely.

“Father Jimenez is on his way,” Mrs. Warren
told me, eyeing the reverend with mild annoyance.

“It’s a pleasure to finally meet you,
Reverend Bennett,” I said, returning to cleaning my surgical tools
for a couple minutes and hoping he’d recognize this as the
dismissal it was. He did not, so I turned to him. “Reverend, I
would like to speak to Mrs. Warren privately, if I may?”

“Of course.” The reverend bowed his head
slightly and left the room.

“How bad is it?” Mrs. Warren asked the second
he was gone.

“The good news is that the surgery went
well,” I said. “We’ll have to see if he takes sick from it. We
should know in a few hours. I’ll wait here with you.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Wilcox,” she said, going
over and stroking her husband’s face. “Oh, Mr. Ortiz came by. He
thought you might be here and said to tell you that he will tell
Mrs. Ortiz not to expect you for dinner.”

I couldn’t help smiling. I didn’t know
whether Mr. Ortiz meant Sebastiano or Enrique. They were the
brothers who helped me manage my property, with Sebastiano
overseeing the winery and Enrique the vineyards. They had started
as my workers, but we had become fast friends and I’d recently made
them my partners. Their wives managed my household, with Enrique’s
wife Magdalena as the housekeeper and Sebastiano’s wife Olivia as
the cook. It didn’t matter which of the two brothers had delivered
the message to Mrs. Warren, it was clear they knew me well.

“That was a kindness,” I said and went back
to cleaning tools. “Are your daughters at home?”

Mrs. Warren’s three girls were still fairly
young.

“Their grandmother is here but can take them
to her house at any time.”

I glanced over at the marshal, who stirred.
“I’m hopeful, but best keep them close.”

Mrs. Warren nodded, her eyes filling with
tears. She knew as well as I did what peril the marshal was in, and
that it would be best for the girls to be able to say goodbye to
their father if need be. Still, he was breathing evenly and his
color was good for his condition.

I grew more hopeful as the afternoon wore on.
Father Jimenez arrived and sat next to the window, muttering over
his beads. Marshal Warren mostly slept. He awoke once just before
sunset, chided me briefly, then went back to sleep again. Outside
the house, several of the marshal’s friends ambled back and forth,
waiting.

Mr. Leander Wills, a notary of the local
court, came by after dusk to get the marshal’s testimony for the
court’s examination of Deputy Dye, which would be the next day. Mr.
Wills was so insistent, I could hear him all the way upstairs. I
told Mrs. Warren to wait with her husband and went to the front
door.

Mr. Wills was a small man with a rounded
belly and pince-nez glasses. He was meticulously clean-shaven and
his suits were hand-tailored of the best wool, and his vests
usually a shade of blue or yellow. He was wearing one the color of
marigolds that evening.

“I am here as an officer of the court,” he
announced. “I must get the marshal’s testimony.”

“I’m afraid you’re not going to get it,” I
told him. “The marshal is asleep and neither I, nor anyone else, is
going to wake him.”

Mr. Wills’ eyes narrowed. Standing behind him
was Mr. King, one of the two men who ran The Daily News. Mr. King
did most of the reporting for the newspaper. Mr. Wills harrumphed a
couple times. I continued to glare at him. Mr. Wills harrumphed one
more time then turned away from the door. As I shut it, I saw him
shrug at the reporter.

Half an hour later, Constable Brooks came by
to visit and was able to speak briefly with the marshal, as did
Deputy Redona.

“You should be in bed,” I told the deputy.
“You could still take sick from that hole in your arm.”

Deputy Redona laughed loudly and the smell of
whiskey washed over me. It was patently obvious how Doc MacKenzie
had chosen to dull Mr. Redona’s pain.

“It’ll take more than this little hole to
knock me down,” Deputy Redona said, his body listing slightly to
the right.

Deputy Redona did leave shortly after,
promising to return, and left Constable Brooks in the front parlor
to watch. Reverend Bennett stayed with them. Father Jimenez had
stayed until dinner time. In fairness, it didn’t look like the
marshal was going to need last rites. When the family’s eight-day
clock struck ten that night, I checked the marshal for fever, found
he didn’t have one, then motioned Mrs. Warren outside the room.

“I can’t say for sure that he’s out of
danger,” I told her. “You know as well as I do, wounds can look
perfectly all right, then all of a sudden start festering. But I do
think it’s unlikely at this point. If you want me to stay, I’ll be
happy to. However, I see little point in it.”

“I don’t either,” she said, looking through
the door at her husband. “He just needs rest.”

“As do I,” I said. “If anything changes,
don’t wait to send for me. But I’ll be back by dawn. Would it be
all right if I didn’t knock? I don’t want to wake anyone
unnecessarily.”

“Oh, please, just come straight in.”

I returned to the room to gather my bag and
other things. I almost always carried a large leather bag, not
unlike a saddle bag, with me wherever I went. The long strap
crossed over my chest and wore my dresses terribly. However, I had
my surgical tools and my most useful drugs with me at all times.
The gunplay that we’d seen earlier that day was all too common,
along with knife fights and other forms of violence. Even if it
weren’t, malaria, assorted poxes, and scarlet fever lurked
everywhere, not to mention typhoid and cholera. Then there were the
accidents from runaway horses or cattle or in the mills or on the
farms and vineyards surrounding our tiny pueblo. I never knew when
I’d be called to the side of an ailing ranch hand or child or young
mother struggling to give birth. It was best to keep my most-used
remedies and tools with me.

I had folded the work apron into the bag and
looked, at least, mostly presentable as I left the Warren house.
The crowd outside had lessened to around five or six men. Armando
Ortiz, Enrique’s eldest son and a strapping youth who had just
turned sixteen, was lounging on the porch. He bounced to his feet
the second he saw me.

“Tío had me bring the buggy for you,” he said
softly in Spanish.

“That’s a mercy,” I replied in the same
language. I had already seen the conveyance, hitched to my roan
mare, Daisy, and tied up outside the house.

“Tía Olivia says that she will have soup
ready for you when we get home.” Armando helped me onto the trap’s
seat, then pulled himself up and took the reins.

Daisy ambled her way along the street toward
my vineyard, winery and home, Rancho de las Flores. The wheel on
the buggy squeaked exceptionally loudly and I made a mental note to
ask Enrique about it when I saw him.

“I hope she will not be too put out if I’m
not hungry,” I said. “Señora Lopez made sure that there was plenty
of food and insisted that I have some.”

Señora Lopez was Mrs. Warren’s mother. The
Lopez family was one of our more distinguished. They had vast
holdings in the area and raised cattle for beef, tallow, and hides.
I can’t remember if Mrs. Warren was from the third or fourth
generation since the family had settled here, but they’d been here
almost from the founding of the pueblo in 1781.

Armando shrugged. We both knew that Olivia
considered my care and feeding her personal domain, and it was
impossible to say how she would react to my having eaten.
Sometimes, she would regard someone else feeding me as interference
and become quite resentful. Other times, she’d be grateful that
someone had actually taken care of it. Heaven knows, she did not
trust me to see to feeding myself, alas, with some justice on her
part.

Olivia was waiting on the outside porch as
Armando and I drove in through the gate of the ranch. The adobe
where I and the Ortiz families lived was not far from the gate and
across the yard was the huge barn which was our winery. There was a
livestock barn just beyond that, which housed Daisy, a pair of
mules, a family of goats, and the three ranch dogs. The chickens
had a good-sized coop closer to the barracks house, where most of
our ranch hands and their families lived.

Armando helped me down off the trap’s seat,
then went to lock the ranch gate. I tried to read Olivia’s mood. It
was not an easy task. However sweet and even merry her heart was,
Olivia’s face was permanently set in a scowl. Her black hair was
sprinkled with gray and her dark eyes were the one clue to whether
there would be a tongue lashing in store for me or not.

That night, the soup she had prepared had
actually been made in advance of the morning’s breakfast, as the
weather was turning cold and we’d even had some solid rain the week
before.

“I knew Señora Lopez would feed you,” Olivia
said as she ushered me inside the adobe. “She’s a good woman.”

Olivia sniffed as if to add that however good
a woman Señora Lopez was, her food couldn’t possibly match
Olivia’s.

“It wasn’t as good as I’d have gotten here,”
I said, dutifully.

Sebastiano, who ran our winery, was waiting
for me in the front parlor, which opened directly onto the yard. He
was about average size, with broad shoulders and a drooping black
mustache. I can’t remember if it had started to go gray by that
time or if that happened later. His dark eyes usually flashed with
good humor, but that night, he was not happy.

“We found two more barrels,” he told me.

I bit back the foul words that sprang to my
mind. “Two? How many more could there be?”

Sebastiano shrugged. Just over a week before,
yet another group of young men had broken into the winery and
tainted several barrels of the brandy we’d distilled the year
before to make our angelica. It was the local sherry that was made
all over the area, although ours was considered among the best.
With the harvest done and that year’s grapes mostly done
fermenting, we needed the brandy to add to the new wine to fortify
it so that it kept better.

We were, sadly, quite frequently the target
of such vandalism. Sometimes it was from competitors. But mostly it
came from men who believed a woman had no place owning a business,
never mind that I had no other means of support. Even though I was
getting some money for my doctoring services by then, it was hardly
enough to keep me in bandages, let alone support my sizable
household.

“We have enough good barrels for this year’s
wine,” Sebastiano said. “But just enough.”

“I’m assuming you made sure that they are
soundly locked up?”

“Naturamente.”

I thought for a moment. “Are the chickens
locked in their coop?”

“Sí. You want to let the dogs loose in the
yard?”

“It can’t hurt.”

Sebastian smiled. “I was about to suggest
it.”

“I’m afraid I’ve got to get to bed,” I said,
trying to stifle a yawn. “I told Mrs. Warren I’d get back to the
marshal by first light.”

“So he’s likely to live a while longer?”
Sebastiano said, his face rather neutral. He did not like the
marshal, with good reason, alas, but he was too kind a man to wish
anyone ill.

“It looks that way but we both know how fast
that could turn.”

I went on to bed. As I had planned, I was up
well before the sun. Sebastiano had risen, also, and gotten Daisy,
saddled for me. I thanked him, mounted, and trotted off. The first
rays were lightening the sky as I approached the door of the
marshal’s house. The household was still asleep. Deputy Redona
snored softly from the sofa in the front parlor. I slipped upstairs
quietly. Mrs. Warren was asleep in her daughters’ room. Señora
Lopez had, apparently, gone home.

I knew the second I entered the marshal’s
bedroom that something was amiss. The covers around him were
completely rumpled as if he’d been struggling. A pillow lay at his
feet. The marshal’s eyes were wide open and he was dead.
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I have to give Mrs. Warren
credit. She was devastated by the death of her husband, but she
took the news without hysterics. She wept, of course, and stroked
his cold face, shaking her head.

“So the wound went bad after all?” she
asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. I had, at first, felt
considerable shock when I first saw Marshal Warren’s body. But then
I began to feel extremely cross, as I became confident that his
wound had not caused his death. “If I may examine him?”

She nodded and I pulled back the blankets and
sheet. As I had expected, the wound was perfectly clean, with no
sign of festering. I checked his eyes and saw the tiny hemorrhages
in the whites, then looked into his mouth. Sure enough, there were
white strands of cotton caught in his teeth and a small, white,
downy feather near the back of his throat.

“Why are you checking his mouth?” Mrs. Warren
asked.

“Because your husband was murdered and not by
means of a gunshot wound,” I said, pulling the feather free.

“What?”

“Somebody came in here last night and
smothered him.” I straightened and showed her the feather. “See? I
found this in his mouth. The blankets were rumpled as if he’d been
struggling and this pillow was at the head of the bed when I left
him.”

Her eyes grew big. “Could Mr. Dye have come
in and finished him?”

“I doubt it, but perhaps one of Mr. Dye’s
friends did. I’ll have to ask around.”

“No!” Her vehemence startled me. “No. You
can’t.”

“But don’t you want justice for your
husband?”

“Yes, but…” She sank onto a chair, crying
full out now. “I don’t want anyone to know how he died. He would be
humiliated.”

Being dead, I thought he was past
humiliation, but I saw Mrs. Warren’s point. The marshal may have
been best known for being quick to shoot, but he was still strong
enough to engage in a fist fight and leave his opponent the worse
for the wear. I still remember treating a particularly large and
obstreperous teamster who’d had the living daylights pounded out of
him by the marshal. And I could well understand why Mrs. Warren
wanted his reputation left as intact as possible. She clearly cared
deeply for the man.

“You have to promise me you won’t tell
anyone,” Mrs. Warren cried. “That Joe Dye, he caused this as much
as anybody. He might as well be hung for it. Please. Promise.”

I swallowed. I could not let an innocent man
go to the gallows, although I seriously doubted that Deputy Dye
would be hung for killing Marshal Warren. The marshal had clearly
drawn first, which meant Dye had shot in self-defense. I also did
not want to add to the sorrow of a newly bereaved woman.

“Mrs. Warren, I will only say something if I
must,” I said, finally. “But I know from my own horrible experience
that whoever did this terrible deed must be caught before he kills
again. Not seeking him out could put you and your daughters in the
gravest danger.”

Mrs. Warren shuddered, then nodded. “Then do
what you must, but please be careful of his reputation.”

“That I can promise.”

With her permission, I saw to sending for the
undertaker, Mr. Sutton, whose wife, Angelina, was my dear friend.
Leading Daisy by the reins, I followed the men bearing the
marshal’s body to the Sutton’s funeral parlor.

I think Angelina and Mrs. Warren were
cousins. They were similar in stature, although Angelina’s figure
was somewhat fuller and she had a rounder face. Her hair and her
eyes were dark and shining and she smiled a great deal. But she was
as strong as an ox.

Angelina was waiting when we arrived at the
back room where she prepared the bodies for their coffins. The men
put the body on the table and left quickly.

“So what’s going on?” Angelina asked. “You
don’t normally walk the bodies in here.”

“You were bound to spot it, so I thought I’d
better tell you right away,” I said. “The marshal was
murdered.”

“I know,” Angelina said. “Deputy Dye and him
are all anyone is talking about.”

“It may yet have been one of Dye’s cronies.
But Marshal Warren did not die of a gunshot wound.” I held open one
of the eyelids, which had been closed, but were already starting to
stiffen.

Angelina looked over my arm. “Oh, my. What
happened?”

“I found a pillow at the foot of the bed and
cotton threads in his teeth. I also found a feather near the back
of his throat.”

“He was suffocated?” Angelina immediately
opened the mouth and looked. “Who could have done this?”

“One of Dye’s cronies, I would imagine. It
was beginning to look like the marshal was going to survive.”

“Yes, but it’s in the paper this morning that
he was not expected to live.”

“It was?” I frowned, then remembered Mr.
Wills shrugging at Mr. King. “I think I know what happened. Mr.
Wills was trying to get the marshal’s testimony for Deputy Dye’s
examination today. I told him the marshal was asleep and that
neither I nor anyone else was going to wake him up. Mr. King, from
the newspaper, was standing right there. I was wondering why Mr.
Wills had given up so easily when he had been so determined before.
He must have thought the marshal wasn’t going to live.”

“And that’s what was in the paper.” Angelina
looked over the corpse. “So does this mean we have another killer
to find?”

My heart sank. “We do, but it’s going to be
difficult. Mrs. Warren begged me not to tell anyone how the marshal
died.”

Angelina looked at me. “I don’t doubt it. Can
you imagine the scandal if it got out that he was smothered in his
sleep? Poor thing.”

“Which is the essential problem. His girls
deserve better than that, as does Mrs. Warren, herself.” I sighed
deeply. “But we must find the true killer. The family also deserves
justice. And if there’s another killer operating in secret to hide
his crimes, he needs to be caught and kept from more mayhem.”

The previous spring I had uncovered just
another sort of hidden killer. I could have left well enough alone,
and had I done so, perhaps the killer’s second victim might have
lived. But the killer had been bent on killing again, and I shudder
to think what additional havoc might have been wrought if I hadn’t
intervened.

Angelina smiled. “We don’t have to tell
anyone how the marshal was really killed. It could be the test. Who
knows more than he should?”

“That is an effective test,” I conceded. “But
it will still not be easy asking questions when we have no apparent
reason to.”

“Then we will find a reason.” Angelina came
around the table and laid her hand on my arm. “You’re a very smart
woman, Maddie. And so am I. I think between the two of us, we’ll
find a way to catch this killer. And catch him, we must. It would
be too dangerous to let him get away with this.”

I suddenly frowned. “Do we want to ask Deputy
Lomax to help? After all, several of those of whom we must be
suspicious are his comrades in arms.”

Our police force, at the time, was quite
small, no more than ten men, including the marshal. The Common
Council seemed to consider that number quite adequate, whilst the
more settled of our population felt that the reverse was true. I’d
been told that requests for more police officers was among the most
common petitions placed before the council. To the best of my
knowledge, most of the officers were friendly with each other, but
little more.

“This is true.” Angelina thought. “On the
other hand, Deputy Lomax is going to know who is the more honest of
the policemen in the pueblo. But I agree. Let’s wait to tell him
anything. We’ve been proven good witnesses before.”

“But the court still required the voice of a
man to confirm what we told them.” I bristled at the memory. “We’d
best send for the deputy and show him what we’ve found.”

It didn’t take long, in spite of the early
hour, for Angelina’s houseboy to find Deputy Walter Lomax. News of
the marshal’s death had spread even faster than the newspapers
could be sold and all manner of folk were coming into town for more
news or to pay their respects. Some simply wanted a good seat at
the courthouse for the examination. In any case, the good deputy
appeared far more quickly than I would have expected.

He was of average stature, with brown hair
and eyes, broad shoulders and a square jaw, and was reserved as
much by nature as by needing to protect his family’s secret. He
carried his brown hat in his hands and looked somewhat wary of
being called to Angelina’s preparation room. Laconic, as always, he
didn’t say much as I explained and showed him what I’d found on the
marshal’s body.

“One of Dye’s pals?” he asked me when I’d
finished.

I shrugged “It seems likely, but I can’t say
with any certainty.”

“And we absolutely cannot tell anybody,”
Angelina said. “The scandal would be too terrible for the family.
Besides, we need to know who knows too much.”

“Then how are you going to find out who
really killed him?” Mr. Lomax asked. He knew without us telling him
that we would be on the hunt for the killer.

“I haven’t thought that far,” I admitted. “I
suppose we could begin with the people who were at the house
yesterday. I saw quite a crowd on the street in front.”

Angelina picked up the corpse’s hand. “It
doesn’t look to me like he’s been dead all that long. If he died in
the middle of the night, he’d probably be a lot stiffer.”

“There were still people waiting when I left
at ten o’clock last night,” I said. “Unless he was killed by
someone inside the house, someone would probably have seen the
killer go in or out unless the killer came by before first
light.”

Mr. Lomax shrugged. “Sounds right. That’s
when there would be the fewest people on the streets.”

I thought about it for a moment. “Deputy
Redona was asleep on the front parlor sofa when I went into the
house this morning to check on the marshal. I assume he was there
to guard the marshal, but I slipped past quite easily.”

“Didn’t their housemaid wake him when she
went to the door?” Angelina asked.

“I didn’t knock. I wanted to be there by
first light, just in case the marshal developed a fever overnight.
So I asked Mrs. Warren if she’d mind if I came straight in, which I
did.”

“Mr. Redona is a good man,” Mr. Lomax said.
“He wouldn’t have been sleeping if he thought the marshal was in
danger.”

“He’ll be at the examination, won’t he?”
Angelina asked.

“I think I’d rather talk to him sooner rather
than later,” I said. “Where does he live?”

Mr. Lomax gave me the address, which was on
the north side of town on the Calle de Eternidad. It was a small
house but kept immaculately clean by Mrs. Redona, a heavy woman
with dark, flashing eyes, and black hair that kept escaping from
her pins. She invited me into the front parlor and stayed when her
husband came in.

He was the worse for the wear, in a rumpled
shirt and with stubble on his chin, although I thought that his
head was causing him more pain than his arm.

We spoke in Spanish.

“How are you feeling today?” I asked.

“How do you think?” Mr. Redona grumbled.

“It’s your own fault,” his wife snapped. “You
should have waited for la bruja.”

She meant me. Many of the Mexicans in town
referred to me as la bruja from when I went about as a woman
skilled in healing rather than a medical doctor. The word means
witch, but in their case, it means a healing woman, rather than one
who has sold her soul to the Devil.

Mr. Redona grunted.

“May I check your wound?” I asked.

He grunted again. I undid the bandage and
checked the stitches. Doc MacKenzie had done a competent enough
job, and the wound looked mostly clean. It was oozing a bit, but it
didn’t have the fiery red of contagion that could spell disaster. I
cleaned it again, applied a poultice for gunshots, and put on a
fresh bandage. He winced but held his peace.

“You’re going to want to change that bandage
a few times a day,” I told him. “How’s your head?”

He groaned. I looked up at Mrs. Redona.

“Do you have any willow bark for tea?” I
asked her. “It will help his head. If not, I have some here.”

“I’ve got it,” she grumbled. “Why he let that
idiot near him…”

“That was my fault, I’m afraid,” I said. “The
marshal was in much greater peril, and there was some hope. It was
pretty clear your husband only needed stitches and Doc MacKenzie
can do that reasonably well, as long as someone reminds him to keep
things clean.”

“But he got poor Jose drunk!” Mrs. Redona did
not approve of spirits, which was why Deputy Redona remained among
the more sober of our policemen.

“I should have given him some morphine.” I
sighed. “My only excuse was my concern for the marshal.”

Mrs. Redona snorted but refrained from
arguing whether my concern was warranted. And she did have some
justice on her side. Given the location of the marshal’s wound, it
was more likely than not that it would have killed him, and given
that likelihood, I probably should have made more of an effort to
make sure Deputy Redona did not take sick from his injury rather
than focus on an almost certain lost cause. That the marshal did
not, in fact, succumb to his wound did not entirely lend justice to
my decision to care for him first.

I turned to the deputy. “You were at the
Warren home when we found the marshal was dead.”

“I went to relieve Constable Brooks,” Mr.
Redona said. He sighed deeply. “I was supposed to be there by two
in the morning but didn’t wake up in time. I think the clock struck
half-past four right after I got there. Pobre Bobby. He’d fallen
asleep.”

“Did you go upstairs to see the marshal?”

Mr. Redona began to shake his head, then
winced. “No. I didn’t want to wake him. Bobby said he’d talked to
him sometime after midnight and that he was in a foul temper.”

I could well imagine that. “Were you able to
stay awake long?”

“I wasn’t asleep!” Mr. Redona said.

“You must have just been closing your eyes
when I came in.”

“You fool!” Mrs. Redona snapped. “I told you
to stay home. Send someone else, I said. Ask Mr. Lomax, I said. Did
you? No. You had to go out and fall asleep on Mrs. Warren’s
sofa.”

“Basta!” Mr. Redona snarled. “Woman, you’ll
make me an old man before my time!” He glanced up at me. “All
right. I was asleep. I thought you’d come in through the back. I
never heard you.”

“It’s hardly your fault, Deputy,” I said.
“You were wounded, and stronger men than you couldn’t have stayed
awake after all the whiskey Doc MacKenzie gave you.” I looked over
at Mrs. Redona. “Doc does tend to be over-generous in that regard.
I suspect it accounts for his popularity.”

“I don’t need to be excused. I failed in my
duty,” Mr. Redona sighed.

“It was no duty of yours,” I insisted. “You
had no business being there, wounded as you are. Now, I expect you
to stay in bed today. Change that bandage several times and keep
that wound clean. If you don’t, you could lose your arm. Do you
want to sacrifice your arm to your pride?”

Mr. Redona lifted his chin defiantly but then
ducked it as his wife folded her arms and glared at him. I felt
sorry for the poor deputy. He really shouldn’t have been trying to
be on watch. I did not want to burden him with the fact that the
marshal might still be alive if someone else had assumed this
duty.

Which, as I mounted Daisy and left the house,
made me wonder why someone would have felt the need to ensure the
marshal’s demise. After all, if the newspaper report that morning
was reflecting what was generally thought, then there was no need
to smother the marshal. He was supposedly as good as dead. Unless
the ill-intentioned visitor either knew that the marshal had been
faring surprisingly well, or had come to gloat over his impending
doom only to find that he was not nearly as close to that final
trumpet call as had been rumored.

I also realized that I did not know the
particulars of the dispute between Deputy Dye and Marshal Warren.
Having witnessed the argument, I knew that Mr. Dye felt that the
marshal had cheated him out of something, and I didn’t doubt that
the young Chinawoman was at the center of it. I had assumed there
was a bounty involved but didn’t know whether that was certain or
just the usual assumption one made. And it was a direction that I
could pursue without saying why I needed to know. I might not even
have to ask about it.

I would have to speak with Deputy Lomax.
There were strong feelings on both sides of the dispute. Marshal
Warren had a great many friends and supporters in the pueblo, as
did Deputy Dye. I also decided to go to the examination. At least,
that was my intent. As I rode up to the Clocktower Courthouse, I
saw that the tie ups on the street were filled with horses and
buggies. I managed to squeeze Daisy in at a tie up across the
street, then headed toward the courthouse. But the courtroom was
far too crowded for me to even approach the hallway. So, I chose to
linger in the market downstairs.

I was not the only woman there. The moment
they saw me, Mrs. Carson and Mrs. Glassell bustled over. They were
two of a kind, even though, to my knowledge, they had no familial
relationship. Both were of medium height and rather round, with
gray hair. Mrs. Carson was somewhat rounder, and her hair had dark
strands through the gray. She wore her favorite blue walking suit,
trimmed with black lace that gathered in the back of her hoop
skirt. Mrs. Glassell’s suit was obviously brand new, in a brown
wool serge with matching silk ruching all over the newly in fashion
narrower skirt with a back peplum. Her matching feathered hat was
piled on top of hair that had once been a lighter brown. They were
both the worst gossips in the pueblo, and, as such, the best source
of news.

“It’s utterly dreadful,” Mrs. Carson gasped.
“We couldn’t get into the examination.”

“At least, Mr. Glassell is there,” said Mrs.
Glassell.

“Is he representing Mr. Dye?” I asked.

“Oh, heavens, no!” gasped Mrs. Glassell. “I
wish he was.”

I didn’t doubt it. Mr. Glassell was quite a
prominent attorney in the pueblo. He also owned several farms and
huge swaths of land in the Anaheim colony to the southeast. He was
an excellent source of news since he was inclined to rant about
whatever was going on in the pueblo in front of his wife, who was
quite happy to pass the news along.

“Everyone is saying it was clearly
self-defense,” Mrs. Carson said.

“The marshal did shoot first,” I said.

“Hmph!” Mrs. Glassell snorted. “Mr. Glassell
thinks a case could be made that the marshal shot first in
self-defense, given the way Mr. Dye was coming after him with a
cane, no less.”

I thought back and vaguely remembered Dye
carrying a cane as if he were carrying a cudgel. I still did not
think much of Mr. Glassell’s supposition, though I would have never
dreamed of saying so. And, as it turned out, it was a good thing I
didn’t. Even before Mrs. Carson or Mrs. Glassell could continue the
conversation, there was an uproar from the courtroom upstairs, one
that quickly filtered down to the marketplace.

The word that was passed from mouth to mouth
was that Deputy Dye had been ordered to stand trial and bail was
set at $2,000, at the time, a huge sum, to be sure. One could have
bought several acres of prime farmland for that amount. But then,
there was an even greater rumble and uproar And we presently
learned that someone, it was not clear who, had paid the bail right
then and there. It was so astonishing that even Mrs. Carson and
Mrs. Glassell were lost for words.

Soon the crowd shuffled, quieted, and
eventually parted as Deputy Dye and several of his friends made
their way downstairs and out to the street. I knew the deputy could
not have killed the marshal, as he had spent the night in the jail.
I believe Dr. Skillen had tended to the deputy’s wounds, and from
the way Mr. Dye limped, it looked like the leg wound was causing
him no little pain. Fortunately, he did not appear feverish, and so
I surmised that he wouldn’t take sick from his injuries. I was not
entirely surprised. Dr. Skillen and I may have had our differences,
but he also advocated for better sanitation during surgery and the
like. If I was occasionally more popular, it was
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