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  Carmen, Whose Face Was Cracked




  




  Clad happily in colorful linen skirts, a white blouse and a light cape with a hood pulled forward over her face, Carmen swept through the streets of Aguafuertes smelling delightfully of cinnamon and burnt sugar from the pastries she had helped her mother make after breakfast.




  There also was a headier, deeper scent about her, an aura, but of aroma rather than wave lengths of light from the rare end of the spectrum. She smelled of beauty and of innocence.




  She couldn’t have known that the day the soldiers rode into her village would be her last day on earth as a girl, that the humid evening to follow would serve as the threshold to womanhood, that she truly would never be the same again. The slightest smile curled her lips. If I had known, I would have done nothing differently except that I would have gone to him more quickly, given myself to him more fully!




  




  The day before that most fateful day, Carmen’s father, Eleazar Dominguez, the alcalde, had received word in his office that the village was in the path of a small contingent of cavalry and that they probably would arrive late the following afternoon. According to the spies, the soldiers had been away from their homes for almost three months; they were battle weary from dealing with Apaches on one hand and rebels on the other; they had not stopped even for a drink and a civilized meal for over a month; and Aguafuertes was their last chance to stock their saddlebags and enjoy a night of relaxation before the final two-week march back to their home base. This would be good news in almost any small, out of the way village like Aguafuertes because of the money the soldiers would bring to the town’s coffers, but it was good news of a very different type for the alcalde. The spies had said the soldiers were being led by a young capitan primero whom one of them was certain was Antonio Guerrero.




  The alcalde’s eyes grew wide. “Are you sure, Pablo?”




  The spy, who was much older than the others and only a couple of years younger than the alcalde, nodded. “Sí, mi alcalde. It is the son of Coronel Rafael Guerrero. He looks exactly like his father, but more so.”




  




  Seeking adventure, as young teenagers Pedro and Eleazar were filled with romantic dreams of serving the revolution. When they went rabbit hunting a few times each week in the early morning hours with Eleazar’s father’s old bolt-action rifle, it was always the same. They would move quietly among the mesquite and creosote and sagebrush, pretending they were sneaking up on a soldier made unaware of their presence by his own thoughts of all the defenseless peasants he had killed. When they scared up a rabbit they would freeze just as if they’d spotted a soldier, and they would crouch low to study the enemy. The doomed rabbit would run a short distance, then stop and stick both ears straight up as if he were tired of living and anxious for Eleazar’s mother’s cookpot. For a moment the two boys would imagine a sound had caught the soldier’s attention and he had become wary, moving rapidly into what he erroneously thought was a safe and defensible position.
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