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Author’s Note
Things are changing fast in the 

Weird West.
The Rail Barons’ marathon race 

of 1878–79 officially ended with the 
catastrophic Battle of Lost Angels, a 
clash whose blows resonated across 
all of North America, as far north as 
icebound Alaska and down into the 
emerald jungles of southern Mexico. 
It could be that we’ve not yet seen the 
full scope of the consequences, and 
some disasters have yet to unfold.

Now, with Santa Anna’s Californian 
adventure and stunning defeat, the 
future seems as wide open as it is 
fraught with uncertainty. In this trail 
guide I hope to illuminate some of 
those uncertainties, and make the 
myriad possibilities a little more plain.

My name is Phineas P. Gage. A 
railroad agent by trade, I have been 
employed by every major Rail Baron 
at one time or another, and some 
other railroad companies besides. In 
my day I’ve personally secured over 
100 rights-of-way. In my spare time 
I have been known to scratch out a 
traveler’s guidebook or two, and it is 
for this reason I was tapped by Editor 
John Clum to take up the mantle 
of Mexican correspondent for the 
Tombstone Epitaph.

It is also my sad duty to inform our 
readership of the former Mexican 
correspondent’s disappearance and 
probable demise. Charles Bascomb, 

world traveler and sometime author, 
was last seen in March of 1879, as he 
departed Tombstone to investigate 
unexplained murders in the coastal 
city of Veracruz. No one has heard 
from him since, and most presume him 
dead. We ask our readership to report 
any information about Mr. Bascomb’s 
whereabouts to the Tombstone Epitaph 
office in Tombstone, Arizona Territory, 
CSA, care of the Editor.

Regards,
Phineas P. Gage

The Tombstone Epitaph
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Santa Anna’s 
Last Stand

Until recently, any treatise on the 
perils and places of Mexico was focused 
first and foremost on General Santa 
Anna and his so-called Army of the 
Night—or Army of the Dead, depending 
on who you talk to. The topic was well-
justified, to be sure, given that any visit 
to Mexico requires passing through 
the Mojave or Sonoran Desert, where 
one was almost sure to meet up with 
Ol’ One-Leg’s many patrols.

With the so-called California Inva-
sion of 1880, such considerations have 
been shattered, blown to smithereens 
as surely as a railroad trestle packed 
with nitro. If the words of witnesses 
can be believed, the march of Santa 

Anna and his Mexican Army upon 
Lost Angels played out like a verse 
from Revelation come to life. They 
say the dead got up and walked by 
the hundreds of thousands. Others 
claim in their rapture that angels of 
vengeance stood stalwart and proud 
upon the city’s walls. Again and again 
the angry dead crashed against the 
gates, like a surging, unclean tide.

The black-frocked Reverend Grimme 
appeared upon the walls with a host 
of his minions, and the tenor of the 
battle changed swiftly. First Grimme 
called down a clap of thunder from the 
heavens that slew scores of Mexican 
soldiers and instantly obliterated the 
dead. Then the angelic figures waded 
into the fray, terrible swift swords 
gleaming in the last rays of daylight, 
cutting down invaders and routing 
the few living soldiers on the field. 
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Grimme’s loyal servants called down 
their own, lesser miracles to smite the 
foe.

To be fair, the “trustworthy wit-
nesses” to date are all loyal mem bers 
of the Church of Lost Angels, which 
makes their reliability more than 
a little suspect in our eyes. No 
doubt something odd—maybe even 
uncanny—happened on that battlefield, 
but no conflicting accounts have yet 
arisen.

What we can tell you for sure, Dear 
Reader, is that the northern arm of the 
Mexican Army is no more. General 
Santa Anna himself is said to have 
gone missing somewhere in the far 
Maze, on a secret mission with his 
most elite troops. Only one account of 
Santa Anna’s fate has surfaced so far, 
and that from the owner of a bait shop, 
Stanley Fish, whose establishment 
stands on a lonely, seaswept mesa. 
[The tales of Stanley Fish, while colorful, 
have been deemed gravely unreliable, and 
his account therefore redacted. –Editor]

Practically speaking, what this 
means for Mexico-bound travelers is 
a lot less fretting about running into 
Mexican troops. That doesn’t mean 
one should forget the French Foreign 
Legion, the Juaristas, or the stealthy 
and vicious predators that stalk the 
border regions by night, and by day. 
Take it from us—you don’t want to 
head south o’ the border unless you’ve 
got a little salt to you.

For all you greenhorns, we hear Fort 
Lincoln is nice this time of year.

The “Other” 
Civil War

No matter what you’re thinking, it’s 
Maximillian, the Emperor of Mexico, 
who still wields the power to utterly 
change the face of the Southwest. 
He’s got a fleet superior to that of the 
Bluebellies or the Rebs, and an army ten 
times the size of anything the North or 
South could assemble on short notice. 
Problem is, he’s about to be standing 
at the center of a full-blown civil war 
of his own.

With the failure of Santa Anna to 
take Lost Angels, dominoes have 
begun to fall. Attacks upon Mexican 
Army supply lines in the south by 
rebel Porfiriatistas have increased, and 
the north has seen countless hit-and-
run attacks by Juaristas of the People’s 
Government upon the Legion’s border 
forts. Maximillian is reportedly eager 
to begin campaigns to suppress the 
rebellion, but other informants—who 
shall remain nameless in order to 
protect their lives—claim that Maxi-
millian’s closest advisors, like Field 
Marshal Achille Bazain, have been 
warning him of some other, greater 
threat.

For now the Porfiriatistas and Juar
istas are primary dangers, since both 
factions used to rule Mexico and both 
of them want it back. In the north Benito 
Juárez’s government-in-exile hides, 
while in the south General Porfirio 
Diaz leads an army of guerillas.
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Geography
Mexico confronts travelers with a 

lot of different climates and terrain, so 
let’s take a few moments to sort them 
out.

The mighty Rio Grande River forms 
about half of Mexico’s border with the 
CSA. The rest of the border stretches 
across the Mojave Desert to touch the 
Pacific Ocean between San Diego and 
Mexicali.

The northern third of Mexico consists 
of the Sonoran Desert, a southern 
continuation of the Majove. Full of red 
rock, scrub brush, cacti, and canyons, 
it also hosts several border garrisons of 
the French Foreign Legion, placed here 
to hunt down the Juaristas. The Legion, 
as they’re known around these parts, 
are not lightly messed with. Northern 
Mexico is a harsh land, home to wild 
and hungry predators of all kinds. 
Despite the Legion’s presence, it is still 
considered the domain of the Juaristas.

The central, mountainous section of 
Mexico is far more temperate and cool, 
and is known as the Valley of Mexico. 
“Valley” is a deceptive term, since 
most of the region is over 7,000 feet 
in elevation. It remains warm most 
of the time, but there’s more water 
and a slightly longer growing season. 
Most of Mexico’s population dwells 
here, where the French Empire and 
Maximillian’s armies hold sway.

Southern Mexico tends to be warm 
and humid, unpleasantly so for 
“northerners” from the Great Maze, 
Arizona, and Texas. Much of the area 

is mountainous, but almost all of it 
is covered by green, steamy jungles, 
especially the Yucatán Peninsula. 
The Phantom General, Porfirio Diaz, 
claims southern Mexico as his own, 
but some whisper that its true rulers 
are hidden behind acres of trees and 
vines. The Old Gods, say the folk tales, 
remain in the forgotten places of the 
Maya and Aztecs, waiting for their 
time to come round again at last.

Camarón
The village of Camarón, where a 

whole company of the French Foreign 
Legion was destroyed by Mexican 
soldiers during the French invasion, 
remains abandoned even today. It lies 
about halfway between Matamoros 
and Veracruz, north of the rail line. 
Hardly anyone goes there, for they say 
the spirits of dead Legionnaires haunt 
the trails all around it.

Chihuahua
Chihuahua’s name derives from 

an ancient language, and means 
“between two waters.” It is a relatively 
green grotto in the middle of northern 
Mexico’s Sonoran Desert, and serves 
as the de facto seat of Benito Juárez’ 
government-in-exile. The town was 
founded in 1709 by a Spanish explorer 
named Antonio Deza y Ulloa. In 
the 171 years since then, Chihuahua 
has grown from a meeting place 
for missionaries to a major center 
of Mexican industry, and a seat of 
government for the presidencies of 
Benito Juárez and Porfirio Diaz.
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