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PROLOGUE


Christmas in Miami


I STAYED A few days at the Indian Creek Hotel north of South Beach, then checked out ’cos I was embarrassed by my drunken behaviour with the staff there, no violence on either side, but ya know when it’s time to go. I moved to The Albion on South Beach, where I stayed in a dinky room – but it had a cool pool and was less than $200 a night, which is hard to find in Miami at Christmas for anything other than a dump; and it was a fine place to cool my heels till my flight to Guatemala.


I tried to get on the daytime flight, but couldn’t. It was the fucking Christmas period: packed! So I had to take the 7 PM, and spent the day by the pool drinking, ’cos what else was there to do? By time to leave I was just a little drunk, but not swaying. I arrived at the airport extra early to be safe, but the flight was delayed, so I went to the bar and had a few more beers. On my way back to the gate I felt a bit weavy, I mean, I had my headphones in, iPod on, and I wasn’t feeling sick or pukey or anything, so I didn’t alert myself to what others might be thinking. What, can’t ya be happy before boarding a boring night flight where all the other passengers are gonna be as boozy as you?


I had my music up as I walked right to the head of the line – I thought people were moving out of my way and gawping at me more than usual – but the lady scanned my boarding pass and said, “Welcome aboard.” Though I think she got a whiff of my beeriness. I had my iPod pretty much on over whatever anybody was saying – ’cos what could they possibly be saying that’s important! – and found my seat. There were no flight attendants anywhere, and no other passengers came on board.


I sat there, shades on like always, probably a hat, now getting uneasy, whoops, better watch my behaviour, wouldn’t wanna be thrown off for being drunk – but not considering that it could really happen.


And it did! The Queen Executive Head Stewardess (I knew she was, ’cos she said so – not the queen part but the rest) and she had that extra-smart blazer only the head ones wear, and she was smiling and saying could you just come with me for a minute, and bring your belongings with you. She wasn’t saying why, but smiling like everything was OK, no big deal. It’s kinda like with the cops: if they ask you to move, you do. So we walked off the plane.


I’m not clear in my memory if she said that I’d been drinking, but when we were actually off the plane it became crystal-clear that she thought I needed to take a later flight. She wasn’t being bitchy about it, but she got me agitated. She’d taken me off this hard-to-get prize of a fucking confirmed and ticketed seat on a Christmas Eve flight, and the next one wasn’t till the next day, and oh yeah, like there would be a seat anyway on Christmas Day – I’d been scanning the flights for days, and they were all packed. My only option was to deny to her face that I’d had any alcohol whatsoever. As she wilted from my sixteen-beer fumes, I told her that I had a stomach infection that was making my behaviour and breath peculiar – you know, the kind that makes you seem like you’re a Roaring Drunk.


“I don’t wanna be rebooked, I’m fine, I need to be on this flight … you can’t do this to me … OK! Take me to the Flagship Lounge!”


I was extremely verbal, and the majority of the world doesn’t associate Drunk with Concise Verbal: they think Drunk equals Slurry. So I was given the chance to speak my clearly enunciated piece in the Flagship Miami Lounge – hey, I was Emerald and had access rights … The Flagship staff, to their credit, were willing to listen. Ya have to fly 100,000 miles in one calendar year to become top-level Emerald Executive Platinum on AA, so this, yes, bought me the courtesy of them listening.


“I want back on that flight! There’s time! I’m teetotal, I have an infection, came off of a London long international, all that cabin air’s made me quirky.”


NOW I was touting this stuff! Should’ve done it on board. But my breath was still an issue. And my shirtfront smelled; I had spilled beer down it at some point. I was basically a brewery. It’s Not Gonna Happen was the Unanimous Mantra.


Then the police arrived.


“Really?” I said, about the flight, about the cops.


“Impossible,” said the Flagship lady, “it’s too late, let me rebook you.” She suggested a flight … four days later.


I said, “How about I take ya by yer fucking throat?”


It’s what the cops were waiting for, the pass to haul an Executive Club Emerald member cuffed and screaming from the Flagship Lounge with impunity. They’ve gotta have a strangulation threat to make sure they’ve got Probable Cause, ’cos it looks bad slamming someone face-first – BAM! – up against the wall otherwise. The mutherfuckers sent my glasses flying, and I am Super Blind without ’em.


They dragged me through the terminal. I made them; I was now intent on making the cuffs leave police-brutality marks on my wrists. I always seem to do this at this point, but it never comes into proper play. I get the ripped bloody wrists, but F. Lee Bailey never wins the case in my Supreme Court televised trial. Anyway, it always annoys the arresting cops, ’cos they have to carry and drag my dead weight. They always jerk and yank and bully me at first, roughing me up, which makes me holler even louder – not out of pain, ’cos I’m not feeling any, but outrage and the desire to attract attention. Which is exactly what they don’t want. They prefer quiet.


“Shut up!”


And they always stop thumping on me in favour of just hurrying to get me to where they can get rid of me. Oh, I get hysterical, I mean, clinical and nonstop. Once my mouth has opened, it don’t run out or lessen or quieten for hours.


They handle me like I’m a psychotic rather than just a deplaned drunk. Drunks don’t get much sympathy from cops – they treat ’em like contemptible punching bags – but nutbags, they’re always kind of frightened of ’em, scared of the Unknown: insane people do insane shit.


“Walk!”


But I never do.


They were forced to carry me sack-rolled, living-room-carpet style, which really pissed ’em off as they finally dump-tossed me in the back of the patrol car.


One of the cops said, I shouldn’t even give this to you, but I will, ’cos there’s something wrong with you as he shoved a claim ticket in my pocket like to a retard in a haze. “Here! Here! In your top jacket pocket, here! Remember! You’ll need it to get your shit later.”


The squad car ride to wherever took ten minutes. They were in a hurry to get rid of me like an infectious load; after all, they were just airport security police.


The jail they dumped me at sucked on ice! Literally it was freezing, not just normal-jail cold; this was some Arctic bullshit.


Rolanda at reception was in her fur parka, at her typewriter. “Where’s MY fur parka and shit?” I asked her, ’cos I was still very talkative. “It’s fucking freezing in here. Why? What the fuck?”


“Mm-hmm,” said Rolanda; she knew it was extra cold.


Why are the workers at police stations always so fat and plain? Answer: ’cos who the fuck else would do it as a job? It fucks with your soul, a job that, hel-lo, puts you eight hours a day in the same environment as criminals. Rolanda, punished in her parka, enclosed by paint-peeling-freezing walls all day – and she hadn’t even committed a crime!


“That’s a … different name,” I complimented her. We were having a nice conversation in between me giving her my who I am, where I live info. “Rolanda, not really Yolanda like the normal, but a variation on it …”


“Yeah, that’s right, a variation, mm-hmm.”


“I like it!”


“Mm-hmm. You know, makin’ friends with me ain’t gonna get you out no sooner, just so you know, and you look like you do. Not your first time in jail, something just tells me.”


I was led to a holding cell with five or six guys in it, and it was SO COLD I was only in my Calvin Klein wifebeater, and I could see my breath, and all the guys’ teeth were chattering – and it was eighty degrees outside, what the fuck! This was just torture. I heard a girl shout, “Please, they gotta turn the heat up, she dying, she freezing, please!” A lady guard, I guess – ’cos I couldn’t see – said she couldn’t, it was on automatic, but they needed to maintain it at that temperature to fight disease. The prisoner whimpered and moaned but stopped asking, or at least I didn’t hear her anymore, ’cos I lay down semi-passed out on the cold concrete floor to the amazement of my freezing cellmates.


“How he do that? Even more cold down there. He drunk or drugged must be, got no feelings.”


They were right. For a good two hours, I dozed in a partly frozen coma right on the frozen cement floor. When I finally woke up it began to dawn on me where I was. How had it got this far? Behind bars again … really? But I had to contend with the cold to fucking survive. It was that bad; I mean, you would die of exposure before too long in the same conditions outside. How long, exactly? I’m no expert, but fucking pneumonia will set in, right?


I hollered to the passing guards, demanding my rights to some heat and in fairness to the cunts, they didn’t deny the cold sadistically like it was all in my head. Yes, they answered, it is unusual and unnecessarily cold, but we don’t control the switch. My cellmates were in awe that I’d lain sleeping on the bare ice-slab cement floor. When I tried to lie back down on it – impossible! Sixteen beers must’ve numbed me good, but were now wearing off. I put my arms inside my shirt, and my shirt over my knees, and balled up to try and conserve some heat like every other human in there was doing, teeth chattering and not talking ’cos it used energy – which instinctively we knew we needed to focus on Not Freezing.
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“You know, makin’ friends with me ain’t gonna get you out no sooner”








There were about ten of us in the first holding cell – not many. I’ve been in First Holding Cells with as many as fifty, but it was now early Christmas morning, and who goes out to get put in jail on Christmas Day? I had sobered up and was no longer belligerent and barely conscious, now I was just hungover and feeling filthy, fragile and awake to the facts. You in jail bitch, and it’s Christmas.


They moved us on to Holding Cell Two. It was warmer – still chilly, but not crazy cold, so we could now sit on the floor. That was fine, but the scuttlebutt wasn’t. If no judge showed we could be held for the weekend, three more days. We were all ages in here, and some of us were bleeding. Everyone was coming down off whatever they had been on in the first place to end up in here. Everyone looked bedraggled and dirty, with shattered what the fuck happened? looks on their faces, like mine.


After three hours, we were moved into a dorm with about a hundred bunk beds. I wanted one! I moved fast down the line until I hit an empty bottom bunk with a rumpled blanket. I sat down on it, and instantly a six-foot-four muscle guy was in front of me.


“What the fuck you doing here?!”


He punched me right in the nose. Hard. I was up off his bed and back in the aisle, heading to the front. My mistake. I hadn’t known the territory, the house rules. I just took my bleeding broken nose and moseyed real quick to the bunk beds near the entrance, where the guards were stationed at their desks distributing breakfast cereal and milk and juice packs.


“Your nose bleeding …” someone said, “must be bad coke.”


I guess no one had witnessed the punch; it had happened quick, in between bunks, and I sure wasn’t gonna file a complaint. Snitches wind up in ditches. Jesus, that’s all I needed.


A knowing trustee told me nobody was gonna baby me, but suggested I take the top bunk next to the breakfast station. He commented, “Damn, there’s a lot of cut white boys in here today …” I didn’t thank him for the compliment – in jail?!


There were quite a few of us CWBs, some young, eighteen to thirty years old. One twenty-one-year-old with a huge black and purple eye, totally shut, explained that it was from his brother – “brothers fight, you know” – and he wanted to sell that this was normal, no big thing. I didn’t ask what his brother’s eye looked like, just climbed up to my bunk; I didn’t want no CWB chit-chat small talk with an eye puncher. I’d already met a nose puncher.


What was gonna happen next? Did someone have to come to bail me out? Was there something I should plead, to expedite matters? My horror-fear was that I wouldn’t get before a judge ’cos of Christmas, and be moved instead to a proper prison. That could be big trouble. If they started making us change into prison clothes and slippers and get deloused, oh nice. And I just wanted to get loaded and have a merry Christmastime in Guatemala, not get raped by Bubba in the Big House.


In the morning, a judge did show up. I sought out Purple Eye to find out what to do, ’cos he was a talker. I worked my way over to him as we entered the courtroom, risked cutting past four guys, and got a Big Frown from a scary Mexican thug who cursed me out in Spanish. (I don’t speak it, but what part of kill you when I get a chance is hard to pick up on?)


“Hey, man, do you know what’s gonna happen?”


Purple Eye didn’t; but a fiftysomething sort of failed-used-car-salesman-looking, dishwater-blond I’m gonna be a derelict on the street in three years did know. I got hung up on his suit. It was the kind bums wear when they’re trying to not look like bums, but which just makes ’em look more like bums – the ill fit, the cheap material, the dress shoes no non-bum would let get that scuffed. The guy was on the slide down the toilet into the sewer of the rest of his life.


The bum told me I’d be good for immediate release. “Your first drunk in the streets? Oh, 100%! Plead ‘no contest’ and you’ll be released, just have to pay a fine, about four hundred dollars.”


“I ain’t got it on me.”


“They’ll give you a ticket, you’ll have sixty days and you can pay by VISA or MasterCard.”


He knew it all! And so he should: he’d had four convictions in four months, and his wife was getting ready to leave him over the last drunk-tank episode three weeks earlier. But he seemed to think it was funny; he’d sobered up now, and couldn’t wait to get out and have a drink.


A lawyer and a lady judge were in a plastic bulletproof room that we could see off a TV set. They called us over to a mic when it was our turn. The lawyer read the charge and advised most everyone to plead no contest, as this pretty much matched the offence – mostly drunk-and-disorderly. The judge could hear the banter between the prisoners and the lawyer. She looked young and seemed friendly, ruling that everyone – about ten people so far – be freed “on your own recognisance”.


Purple Eye was up for felony assault plus resisting arrest: there had been a tussle at the scene, his brother had run off and the police were looking for him. Purple Eye said he hadn’t been resisting – it was just that he and his brother had still been fighting and the cops had been breaking it up, so the punches got kind of mingled; but they hadn’t been directed at the cops! At least his weren’t …The lawyer put all this to the judge, mics off to us, and the judge came back and told Purple Eye that on account of the arrest being for a felony, she’d have to hold him over for a trial date. Purple Eye was upset, said it was just brothers, you know, they fight sometimes, and it’s over and he didn’t hit no police; but the judge said sorry, court on Monday, next case.


Oh, God! Had I resisted the cops? I’d made ’em drag me around like a sack of damp spare ribs, but that wasn’t assaulting them … Resisting is kicking and trying to slap or punch. I might have cursed them; I didn’t know, I couldn’t remember exactly. I probably spat at someone during the arrest, as that’s my normal operating procedure … But did it matter? I hoped they had clocked it as random drunk drool.


The lawyer smiled at me reassuringly, seeming to treat my case as a standard D&D; then he paused, and began reading the charge sheet. I saw he was getting to the deplaning and the Flagship Lounge fracas. He frowned and conferred, mic off, with the judge. Her face looked like it could go either way, but her lips said: “Own recognisance; have a Merry Christmas!” My lucky day! It really was Christmas!


I was almost free, had to go first into the freedom-paper processing room next door. My bum followed; he’d also got an OR. We were jittery with expectation, and both over-talkative. He couldn’t wait for a drink and a cig. This was true for me, too. We were getting the most bizarre expectation highs about continuing the party on release: the tension of getting out of jail triggered the need to meet it with extreme partying. The need was sweet, overpowering and exciting. My bum told me there was someone outside ready to sell us single cigs, serving people like us with this freaky desire for immediate smokes and liquor. The booze was around the corner, ’cos mustn’t drink within sight of the police station.


The fine I had to pay was $465 – fuck! It was payable through a barred wall hole by credit card or cash, but I had neither on me, nor – nightmare! – my glasses. The cash that was in my jeans, $130, was returned to me, as was my belt (taken so I wouldn’t hang myself) and boots, and my denim jacket with leather arms which they hadn’t let me keep to stop me freezing, though Rolanda had said it was better she stored it – otherwise it would have just been stolen off me in the cells, so OK. But my shoulder bag with passport and credit cards was … where?


I returned their nasty jail slippers. Strangely, all this took place out of doors, on the pavement, through a bulletproof window with a bank-bucket deposit/collection slot operated by A Creature Who Knew Nothing.


I bought the entire pack of cigs from the single-cig seller. She charged single prices, fifty cents a cig – ten bucks a pack! And she was wearing slippers like from in the jail. Was she an exprisoner who, on release, got a bright entrepreneurial idea?


I was not in any fucking mood to search for my glasses and shoulder bag. God knew where my checked luggage was now, either. I’d have to call American to track it; it coulda been offloaded, could’ve been sent on to Guatemala. Hell, naw! I needed to relax and treat myself and my New Bum Pal to the luxuries of life we’d been deprived of in the clink. I insisted he come back to mine for drinks by the pool, and lunch on me.


We took a taxi to the Albion, costing $40 – where the fuck had we been?


“Dade County Jail,” said my bum.


He was delighted to accompany me for a celebratory cocktail or two, and screw the Little Woman at home, she could wait, she didn’t know where he was, anyway. So what’s another couple hours, or six? The mutherfucker seemed ready to start it all up again. It came out that he liked crack, and couldn’t wait to get some – but he had no money. I didn’t offer to pop for some, though I wouldn’t have minded some good blow; but in my experience, crackheads don’t know where to get good coke.


I was all hi, honey, I’m home at the Albion as I explained my situation – well not all of it, just that I’d been separated from my bags and could the hotel re-check me in.


“Sure, Mr Froelich. Glad you came back to us, happy to help!”


The receptionist did some tapping and got all the proper approval codes off my previously registered Diners card. I escorted My bum to the pool and ordered up a couple of steaks and a bottle of wine in a sweating silver bucket, like I’d fantasied about in my cell. I enjoyed the celebratory (“we’re free!”) company, sharing our just been in jail experience. Wow! The wine was goin’ down a fucking treat, like water after a week in the desert. We were laughing, not really at what the other was saying, but the fact we were saying it Out of Prison! He stayed long enough to finish a second bottle of wine with me and then he split, taking the bus back home.


I went to the pool for some sunbed action, in the Calvins. No one said shit. Who wants to say shit to a drunk in his underpants? By sundown I was exhausted; it was time to crash. Upstairs, in my room, the phone rang, it was my bum! He was like, “Oh, I’m home now and smoking crack on the sly from my wife, but she suspects me and is following me around the house, that’s why I’m whispering.” The dude was Seriously Weird. I told him I was all done, just in case he said he might come back over. He said, “Mañana!” and hung up.


Sleep!


I guess I had been really Too Drunk to Fly, the kind of drunk that makes you wanna open the emergency exit at 30,000 feet, punch a flight attendant, storm the cockpit to be pals with the captain … so drunk that maybe they would’ve had to land the plane ahead of time. I don’t know, I’ve never actually had them abort a flight because I’m so … infectious. Maybe I would’ve just been happy and a bit too talkative. Booze doesn’t always lead to belligerence.









PART ONE


Antonio









Guatemala City


THE FOLLOWING DAY, I started the evil process of tracking my shit. I tried to do it with as little interaction with the world as a Blind Bat can. First, I had to get my glasses – again, where? I started with the AA Flagship Lounge at Miami International Airport. I phoned and got the boss lady. She said she had heard something about my fracas, and would check what had happened to my belongings. She came back a few minutes later, hadn’t cut me off, and actually had the info. The cops had all my stuff, she said; if there were glasses, they had them too – they always took everything.


“What, this happens a lot, does it? Exec Plats are regularly deplaned and dragged off to prison?”


She continued, staying cool and enquiring only if I wanted her to rebook me for Guatemala. I asked if there was anything for the following day. She found I had already been rebooked on the day flight: “Is that good?”


Oh my God, were they trying to make me fall in love with AA all over again?


I got through to the cop department, right away.


“Where’s your baggage claim check ticket, Mr Froelich? Didn’t the police give you one for your personal belongings when they arrested you? They always do, look in your pockets … they stick ’em in there …”


It was all coming back: my Arresting Pig had said, don’t lose it, it’s in your top pocket, and there it was – in the top pocket of my denim jacket.


Next, I was off on a blind ride to Miami International. I had to take the word of the taxi driver that we were at the exact stop, the third pillar outside Immigration Post Number Whatever. And all my shit was there! I moved off to a quiet place with a chair to sit and sort and see. My glasses sat funny. My nose was broken – not badly, but it was a bit off to the side, with a crooked bump at the top. The baggage-claim ticket for my checked bag was there in my travel folder, along with my passport. I was not missing anything, even the $400 in fucking cash was still there!


I hit the Lost Baggage Claim Counter, where they pecked in my numbers.


“It went on to Guatemala on the flight we deplaned you from, Mr Froelich.”


So much for security, and for not letting terrorists check a bag and then not accompany the plane. I could’ve blown the Cunt AA flight crew up and got away with it, scot-free. Well, I’ll know for next time …


Back at the Albion, I ordered a 7.45 AM wake-up call. I was right off partying, and just wanted to get through security and sit nice and tight and quiet at my gate. The thought of being considered Too Drunk to Fly had scared me right fucking straight. I arrived at the airport an hour earlier than necessary. I had nothing to do, but I didn’t wanna give them anything to nail me with. I didn’t walk around, didn’t go to a restaurant, certainly not a bar, I just sat at the gate nicely and read. The arrest had rattled me, and I fucking resented it.


I got myself a Business Class upgrade at the last minute, using stickers. Whoo-ee! The flight was on time, and the flight crew did not seem to be whispering/pointing/staring at me (hey, there’s that guy we chucked off the other day). I kept my nose buried in a Vanity Fair article till the doors shut, accepted only water pre-takeoff when the doors were still open – and I didn’t ask for hard liquor the whole flight. How goody-goody of me. But hey, I can give myself a break from my own bullshit for a moment, right? Right!


The airport in Guatemala City was modern as fuck, huge and gleaming … and empty. Who were they expecting? Years earlier, a mob attacked a bus full of Japanese tourists, who were believed to be there to steal their babies or some shit. Everyone got that wrong, but the villagers set on those tourists' asses, killed two people – nice! That’s what stuck in my mind, and if it stuck in mine, why not others’?


Reclaimed my Berghaus over-the-shoulder duffel that indeed had come in all on its lonesome, on the flight I was deplaned from earlier – just dumped in a corner, lonely, next to the only baggage carousel. I definitely needed my baggage claim to reclaim it; security checked them numbers hard – obviously Guatemala’s a country where shit gets stolen.


The second I stepped out onto the terminal pavement – whoosh! – hordes of peddlers and dodgy derelict-looking fuckers were right on me. There was a kid with no legs on a board with wheels selling lighters, but aggressively! He hounded ya, banged your ankles if ya tried to walk away without purchasing anything. They were a dollar each apiece, which was way too much, but ya couldn’t ask for change from a guy with no legs on a board with wheels and not feel like a Mega Turd.


All the hotel shuttles were there waiting, but the Westin shuttle had a driver in gold-braided regalia shining amongst the rest.


“Joo on the list?”


I told him I was two days late, a deplaned jailbird. The description of my antics did not shock him.


“Shit like that happens. The hotel will have a room for joo, they empty.”


“Not busy at Christmas?”


“Hell no, Westin is for businesspeople, nobody want to stay here over Christmas.”


The guy was a giant – a normal six-footer, really, but that was gigantism for a Guatemalan: everyone I’d seen so far was no more than five-foot-four. That was why they let him do the shuttle, I supposed; it didn’t impress Westin guests to be greeted curbside by a dwarf.


He put my stuff in the back and offered me a cig. It was local, and harsh as shit. “A beer would be good,” I said.


He told me not to get a drink at the airport, as they were strict about that in Guatemala. The guy spoke really good English, actually. He said he’d worked in the States for eight years at a Hyatt in Hawaii, and someplace else. I gave him a $5 tip when we arrived and told him to bypass the check-in and take me straight to the bar.


“Mang, I never had a customer hit the bar with his luggage, you cool!”


Was I? Anyway it was nice to hear – if everyone was a cunt right off the bat when you’ve just arrived, tired and vulnerable, it colours your whole first taste of a place – but a simple compliment, and I was all, Viva Guatemala!
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Ya couldn’t ask for change from a guy with no legs on a board with wheels








“What’s a good rum? I’ll have that straight up.”


“That’s Ron Zacapa. Get the Centenario.”


I offered to buy him one too, expecting that he’d refuse ’cos he was on duty – but he accepted: “Nobody usually never offers me a drink! Thank joo!”


He drank his quick, told me to enjoy mine as well as the free cashews and another cigarette, and he’d be back in ten minutes to check me in and escort me to my room. I relaxed and scanned the place. The hotel had the sort of chi-chi, Louis-the-Something, hoity-toity, plush opulence I liked, marble halls and chandeliers. Thought it was gonna be all Corporate Brown for $109 a night – fantastic!


My driver returned dressed in a silver tux with waistcoat and tails; he’d become Head Bellman! What the fuck?


“Freak jore shit out, huh? Joo ready to check in now, sir?”


He spoke Spanish with the head reception guy and to the other servants hoovering around, brushing them off and away from me. He had commandeered this Special Customer for himself, this giant with a face like an Aztec mask. Of course I didn’t say that – he might have taken it as an insult, as in ‘not an Aztec god, but a wooden-faced mutherfucker’.


“Got you an upgrade,” he said, as he snatched my duffel right outta the hands of an older bellman and escorted me to the most fucking complicated lifts in the world: “These the most fucking complicated elevators in the world, mang.”


He tried using my room key, groaned and went back to reception for fresh keys to make it come alive, telling me he’d worked at hotels in the States for years and he’d never had this bullshit, but that security was especially tight in Guatemala – and especially at the Westin, where presidents and kings stayed when they were in town.


He’d gotten me a room on the Executive Floor, with its own private breakfast area. It was a smoking room with a pool view, Marlboro Lights for sale in the minibar and Armour cocktail wieners in a can – my kinda joint!


“Joo happy?”


I was happy, and told him he’d done a great job with the upgrade (which I would have got anyway with my Gold Starwood card, but why make him feel bad?): “You’re the magic man!”


I duked him $10 – I was pondering maybe twenty, but that’s a lot anywhere, let alone a poor country, and might seem shockingly too much, even weird. He replied that no one hardly ever tipped shit, and seemed genuinely grateful.


As he left, he said: “Anything you need, just ask for me, Antonio.”


I didn’t usually do this with a hotel employee, at a place where I was staying, but, what the fuck? Guys don’t hesitate to ask the concierge for hookers. “Anything?”


“Anything!”


“Yeyo?” I sniffed. “Not crack, but powder?”


“Yeyo?” He hadn’t understood.


“You know, from Scarface, as in ‘Hey, man, you got the yeyo?’” I did a lousy Tony Montana impersonation.


“Coke!”


He said he could get it, but that he’d have to be very discreet – very – as this could cost him his job. He said this place had eyes everywhere, and was gossipy as fuck. I said I wouldn’t say shit, I’d just stay in the hotel quietly till he brought it; $20 per gram, right? I started low, ’cos I didn’t know local prices. Antonio replied that it was $25; I said fine, and gave him $100 with the promise of a $40 tip to make it worth his while. He took the cash and said he’d be back in the evening.
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