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From 1919 to 1933 most borderline activities were either illegal or tightly restricted in California and the rest of the United states of America. Alcohol, casinos, prostitution, narcotics and horse race betting were all close to or completely forbidden. All of these activities were easily accessible just across the border in Tijuana, Mexico. 

It was a cool breezy autumn night as Xavier rode his Harley Davidson motorcycle thru the wooden gates of the now abandoned school. He didn’t like being so close to the U.S. Border. He preferred his beloved Mexico over the fast paced United States, as well as the state of California directly above the border city of Tijuana. Just like he preferred his brand new 1955 Harley Panhead over the 1932 model he had been riding the first time he came to the casino. 

He still had the old 1932 Harley Davidson, which was his first motorcycle. He’d had it for twenty three years now. He still kept the old 1200cc model just like he kept all the bikes he rode. He had been buying a new one about every two years, but he never sold them. They were all kept in a tightly secured warehouse outside of Chiapas, Mexico. More than anything, he was really enjoying this new Panhead motor made by Harley Davidson as he hummed up the long drive leading to the school. 

It was strange that the gates of the school were open. He expected to have to stop at the gates and have to enter the old grounds of the school on foot. But this was not the case, he pulled through the open entrance and the heavy machine lumbered up the long driveway. He remember arriving here some evenings in the past, when this school was the famous Casino Agua Caliente. Back then, So many years ago, when he arrived this long drive way was bumper to bumper with fancy automobiles waiting to arrive at the front of the hotel so their wealthy inhabitants could make an entrance. There was always a line of cars dropping off the rich and famous and the elite of that era at the front of the hotel. Even back then, so many years ago, Xavier would ride the motorcycle right past the long line of cars. He passed the valet workers and would park the motorcycle himself. None of the valet staff even knew how to drive a motorcycle so he was at leave to park pretty much anywhere he wanted to. The bike now rumbled up in front of the covered walkway leading to the entrance. The facility was so much smaller now, and so many buildings were missing. He turned off the bike to the silence of crickets and other night creatures beginning their evening dance. He immediately found out why the front gate was open.

“We are closed!”

Xavier saw the man with the flashlight walking up the path to meet him. The man was coming from inside the now abandoned school house. The man was dressed in a tan private security uniform. 

“I know my friend. I arrived much later than I expected. I had some problems with my motorcycle,” this was a lie.

The security guard walked up to the motorcycle. The engine was ticking as the ironed metal cooled. The smell of the evaporating gas rose in the welcoming warm engine air and the security guard inhaled the lovely aroma. The security guard loved motorcycles, but could not afford one on his salary. He was excited to see one so close up and personal.

“Wow, a Harley Davidson. What year is it?”

“1955 my friend, it is brand new. I have only had it a week. Would you like to sit on it?”

The security guard grinned. “May I?”

Xavier put the bike on its kick stand and jumped off the bike, he put his hands out motioning for the security guard to sit. “Try it.” He smiled politely.

The security guard sat wide eyed on the cushioned seat and felt the thick upholstery of the seat and the support springs sink just a little in comfort. He put his hands on the handlebars of the motorcycle and began imagining himself riding on a highway. He dreamed he would be just like the mysterious man who just arrived at the abandoned school. He would disappear into the night and let the three big headlights light up the night mist and travel on dark lonely roads. Maybe he would even head down the coastal highway, along the Pacific ocean, and smell the salty breeze as he rode. What a ride that would be!

Xavier let him dream and walked away. He walked under the bungalow style entrance and onto the pathway that lead to the first building. He was mesmerized that even though it was falling apart, this part of the old casino still held it’s beauty and mystery. It was once the premier casino and hotel in Mexico and a lavish get away for the rich and famous of Los Angeles and the surrounding areas, as well as the rest of the world.

“I remember her well,” said Xavier.

“You do?” The security guard was just realizing the mystery man had walked away.

“Yes, only just over twenty years ago she was a casino.”

This broke the security guard’s dreaming, “She was?”

“You don’t know?”

“No, I am sorry, I am new here. And you sir, your name?” He tried sounding official in his tone but was failing miserably. He was not used to being a security guard and sometimes wondered if it was the right job for him. He really didn’t like confrontation and the long nights alone scared him at times.

Xavier walked back to the security guard and extended his hand, “Xavier my friend, and yours?”

“Felipe,” he shook Xavier’s outstretched hand politely, “I really am sorry Xavier, but this area is closed to the public. I only came in early tonight to check for trespassers this evening, otherwise the gate would have been locked.”

“I understand Felipe, but if I may. I have driven a long long way to see her again,” Xavier smiled. His smile was charming, even to another man. “If I might look around just for a minute or two? I can tell you of her history and maybe you can enlighten me of any plans the government has made for her?”

Felipe looked at the man, then he looked at the old white buildings that were falling into disrepair and ruin. He looked at the cracked sidewalks, the holes in the walls in the concrete, and the crumbling stones which had fallen on the ground.

“Fifteen minutes, then you can sit on the bike again when we return?” Asked Xavier.

Felipe looked at Xavier, he was not a tall man, but he was not short either. He was thick and barrel chested and had large strong arms and Felipe guessed that this man would definitely best him in a fight. But he also seemed harmless and friendly. Why think of thoughts like that? Why think thoughts of having to fight with this man? Oh, because he is a security guard, and that is his job. Then he thought of the ghost.

“I am sorry Xavier, but there is another reason we have to leave.”

“And what would that be?”

“Well,” Felipe seemed nervous to even talk about it, “I am not a superstitious man.” He looked back towards the old school. “But some people have seen a ghost here.”

“A ghost?”

“Yes, it is said that she tried to kill a man because she loved another, but instead, this man killed her.”

Xavier ran his hands through his hair, he kept the sides short and the top long, it always seemed in style no matter the time period. Then he tugged on the manicured salt and pepper beard gracing his chin, as if he was deeply listening.

“They say she her name is Maria,” Felipe continued, “and she is still searching for her one true love, that he left her and he never returned.”

A dark ruby red tear came from Xavier’s eye. He turned and wiped it away before Felipe could see it. 

“Her name was Andrea, not Maria.”

“What?”

“Felipe, I have come a long way. Believe it or not, there is some truth to the ghost story you have just told me. But it happened so long ago. Let us walk, if only for awhile, so I can see the old hotel one more time. And in exchange I will tell you a story.”

Felipe loved a good story, and for some reason he trusted Xavier. He got off the bike and walked over to Xavier. He reached out his hand and shook Xavier’s cold hand for the second time.

“Riding makes your hands cold?” Felipe said laughing.  

“Yes, yes it does,” Xavier grinned back at him.

“Okay then, let’s walk. But only fifteen minutes. Agreed?”

“Agreed,” Xavier smiled.

The two began to walk down the path to what was once the reception area for the hotel, and Xavier began to tell his story.
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Because Tijuana was so close to the border, Mexican law dictated that only a Mexican citizen could own land in Mexico. American border barons (Baron H. Long, Wirt G. Bowman, and James N Crofton) needed someone to fill this position. Abelardo L. Rodriguez, then Governor of Baja California and a prominent military commander, eagerly accepted the role. He later became President of Mexico from 1932 to 1934. 

In 1928 the “Casino Agua Caliente” or “The Caliente” for short, was built in Tijuana Mexico. She was a premier resort and casino and people came from all parts of the United States and Mexico for entertainment and more. Even then Xavier preferred southern Mexico to the states, but he would still venture north once in awhile to see what new inventions and customs were brewing in northern Mexico and in the United States just north of the border.

The prohibition was being enforced in the United States of America and Tijuana was just over the Mexican border. Here there was no prohibition and the Mexican and American entrepreneurs were ready to accept the job of transporting liquor across the border. Xavier remembered saying this would spark some of the most dangerous mobsters in Mexico, and it did. Some of the biggest drug cartel families were birthed during this time period. 

The casino was opened by 4 notorious border barons, 3 American men and one Mexican man, the latter later became president of Mexico. The casino’s popularity grew and grew. The wealthy of the United States, including Hollywood’s movie stars, came for gambling, liquor, and prostitution. Some even called the casino, “The Devil’s Playground”. Diplomats, sports celebrities, politicians and the nouveau rich came for entertainment, vacations, and more. Jack Dempsey, Bing Crosby, Clark Gable and Charlie Chaplin were just a few at the beginning of a very long list of the elite upper class frequenting the Casino.  

And by 1932 there was another attraction. A gigantic new age facility and race track was built just for for horse racing. Even one of the most famous horses in the world came to race. Phar Lap from Australia, came to race and win in the handicap series racing held at the fine establishment. Agua Caliente was quite a sight to see. Even the infamous mobster Bugsy Siegel once said that the Casino Agua Caliente was his inspiration for building his grand casinos on the Las Vegas Strip in Nevada.

Within a year of opening everyone who was anyone was going to the famous resort. Sometimes even the wrong people heard about the amounts of money being made at the resort. Less than a year after opening, gangsters near San Diego held up the casino’s money car. The money was in transit to a banking institution in the United States. The robbers killed the courier and the guards. The aftermath of the manhunt and trial of the apprehended killers made international headlines all across the United States and Mexico. 

Movies were even filmed in the now famous casino. And the soon to be discovered Rita Hayworth was singing that evening in the lounge. That is why Xavier was coming to the Casino that day in 1935. At this time she was not known as Rita Hayworth, her real name was Margarita Cansino, she was seventeen years old and she was already a fiery Spanish beauty. She was performing with her father and they called themselves “The Cansinos”. They came all the way from New York City! Their fame and popularity preceded them and Xavier wanted to see the New York dancing and singing team perform.

By 1935, in addition to the race track, the casino had grown into a multiplex of: a large hotel and bungalows for housing, the casino, numerous restaurants and shopping outlets, an eighteen hole golf course, spas, tennis courts, and even a small airfield for those flying in their own airplanes. On the other side of the casino there was even a train depot for guests taking the train to the resort. 

The casino and hotel even had it’s own country club membership, which was available only to the ultra elite, ultra rich or ultra famous. Xavier was a card carrying member of the country club ever since the resort opened.  

Xavier seemed to get lucky enough to see many celebrities when he visited Casino Agua Caliente. The last time he was there he saw Buster Keaton and one time he even saw Babe Ruth, the legendary baseball player. Babe Ruth was always with many woman and lots and lots of booze! He was treated like a god. Xavier was amazed at the popularity of the mortals. 

He remembered a time before the arrival of the Europeans, the time of the Aztecs. The kings of that age seemed so much more powerful and deserving of their royalty and titles than these “movie stars”. These movie stars were of course made popular by the growing cinema industry. This industry was bringing entirely new visions to the world. 

Before this time, one only knew that which was taught to them. Or one could read books and learn of the outside world that way. Now for five cents you sat inside a theater and watched movies and within an hour you saw African jungles and Egyptian pyramids and other unknown lands that, prior to this, were only thought of in dreams.  

In 1931 Xavier traveled to Los Angeles to see the premier of Dracula. He loved the film but laughed at the situations in the film. He found it especially amusing when Dracula could not see his reflection in a mirror. 

“We can see our reflections,” he laughed to himself.

And he had seen many sunrises as well. It was true the rays of the sun made him feel weak. But it hardly felt like it would kill him. He would sometimes watch a sunrise just so he would sleep better while sun was in the sky and as he waited for the night to come again. And garlic and crosses? There was nothing religious about being a vampire, and the silly notion that a simple garden herb like garlic would stop a powerful vampire? Again, he laughed at the absurdity of it all.

And it was also there in Hollywood that Xavier learned that they made another film. The Spanish version of “Dracula” was made on that same set during that same time. Only they filmed at night while the English version was filmed during the day. A year later Mexico and all of Latin America and any other Spanish speaking populations would be introduced to the Spanish “Dracula”. He saw the Spanish version just a year later in Cuba. He and other critics agreed, the Spanish version was the better film. 

As one critic put it, “There was just so much more passion and life in the film!”

Xavier mused at the word “life” as it was used to describe a being others described as lifeless. He of course knew this couldn’t be farther from the truth. He may be cold, or more aptly, room temperature, and he may not have a pulse, but he was full of some sort of “life energy”.  
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The American version of the famed horror film “Dracula” was released in 1931. A little known fact is that while this film was being filmed during the day, the Spanish version was being filmed on the very same Hollywood sets during the evening hours. “Dracula”, the Spanish version was also released in 1931 and directed by George Melford. It was released in Cuba in 1931 as part of Universal Studio’s attempts to gain a wider movie audience. Although the film was forgotten about for a number of years it did gain more notoriety in later decades for its passionate acting and directing.  

“Xavier, why are you talking about vampires?” Asked Felipe. He was a little surprised at how a story about a casino was now talking about vampires. Maybe it was just what Xavier remembered about the time period.  .

“I am sorry Felipe, I think I just got off the subject a bit as I remembered those days.”

They walked around the school and came across a large field in the middle of the white washed bungalows. 

“This, Felipe,” he pointed out into the large open area, “was a pool.” Xavier kicked at the dirt under their feet. “They must have covered it with earth. How truly disappointing.”

“You swam in this pool?”

“No,” replied Xavier, “but I did so enjoy sitting poolside while admiring the multitude of bathing beauties that so loved swimming in the cool water or just sitting poolside. Even in the evening, the outside area of this pool was just as busy as the casino was inside. Many men gambled in the casino and just as many women sat by the pool drinking margaritas and other fancy drinks.”

Felipe walked out into the grassy area. He too looked down as if he was trying to see the pool beneath his feet.

“Was it blue?”

Xavier was lost in his thoughts looking back at the white washed bungalows. “Was what blue?”

“The pool,” said Felipe with wonder.

“Oh yes, the pool. Yes my friend, it was a beautiful shade of dark sky blue made with lavish porcelain tiles. Even these white walls you see over there,” he gestured to the bungalows, “turned blue from the reflecting water. In the center of the pool was a large fountain with a dolphin in the center. And other fountains surrounded the pool as well. Picture the women my friend, the beautiful wealthy and sometimes lonely women, they were such a sight my friend.” Xavier paused and winked at Felipe.

“Lonely?”

“Yes, lonely. The men played in the casino, at the race track, or they golfed. And sometimes they even left for other business or their own promiscuity. The Casino was well known for having plenty of ‘senoritas’ for company while visitors were here. Many unsuspecting men left their women here to play. And if you do not know it my friend, women can play much harder than men.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
L





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





