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			To you, Patrona, for teaching me that is possible, 
that it is not easy and that it’s worth the pain. 
Your example has been solid gold. 

			 

			***

			 

			To my Champiñon and soulmate, for throwing fuel into the fire when I needed it the most. I love you.
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			FOREWORD

			 

			Game of Numbers is a cool and dynamic story that allows us to enjoy landscapes, friends company and a young Mexican man’s family who, in his twenties, faces the numerical game of a credit that he and his closest are part of. This is not a pretentious project but honest words that show the warmth and bohemian spirit of a young man who faces the consistent demand of his red numbers. These balances are entwine with a personal quest, which balances fraternal responsibility with his basic vital definitions. The concretion, closeness and vitality of characters in this story, contrast sharply with abstraction, remoteness and requirement of the alienating numbers of a debt. The author allows us to transit along with the character between these two poles, in which spontaneity and gratuity of this young man are at stake. It is so that this story introduces us to the feelings and thoughts of a young man who belongs and not to a corporate world, since what he finds strange is precisely what intertwines him with his emotional relationships and clarifies his destiny.

			The intensity and emotionality of the character will allow the reader to travel the sections and chapters of his life with the transparency of a young person. It is a story for those who enjoy the humanity that underlies the emotions along by conclusive judgments or lessons that open space to close conversations between friends; conversations that are not intended more than enjoying the presences around a table or take place to comforting moments along by small and simple things which become meaningful. Curiously, at the end of the story, perhaps for the reader the credit’s history outcome comes to a second term and a pleasant feeling remains of having met and walked along this young man. I celebrate Etan’s dedication and will to share with us this story. Definitely, a story that will be followed by others.

			 

			 

			Miguel Ángel Cuanalo Gómez

			August 24, 2019, Bachajón, Chiapas

		

	
		
			 

			Los caminos de la vida

			The ways of  life

			Son muy difícil de andarlos

			 are very difficult to walk

			Difícil de caminarlos

			Hard to walk them

			Yo no encuentro la salida

			I can’t find the way out

			 

			***

			 

			Los Diablitos, (1993)

			The ways of life. 

			Caribbean surprise.

			Colombia

		

	
		
			 

			Chapter One
What was the trick? 

			January 2007

			 

			 

			I still haven’t pooled money for your brother’s enrolment, my mother told me days before, in a phone call. It was clear that my mom could no longer bear the university situation which came upon her; the storm was coming in the distance with its clouds very dark and loaded. If I didn’t step in, if I didn’t put my shoulder; my brother could not continue studying his university career and would not graduate. The numbers do not lie, they speak to you upfront.

			The first thing that went through my head: where the fuck am I going to get sixteen thousand pesos right now? Just like that, in the heat of the moment and for tomorrow. I wanted to help, but it was barely six months since I had graduated from university and my salary as an operational risks analyst was of nine thousand five hundred pesos monthly. Which meant that, if I wanted to get in, I should have saved two months ago my full salary to cover such enrolment; two months without eating or paying taxis, without partying or smoking cigarettes. I would have had saved every penny in the piggy bank and yet, I could barely pay for that enrolment. So if they had told me that two months ago under that strict saving scheme, hardly –yes– I could have hardly been able to pooled the money. Of course, if I was still alive after not eating anything for two months. 

			Not counting that, even if I had pooled the money, and by the time I pay the enrolment, four monthly payments for the semester –about four thousand pesos each–would be waiting for me with surcharges and I’m telling you that the numbers do not lie, they talk to you upfront.

			Of course, we haven’t counted the ten thousand pesos that I already owed to the engineer, San Ingeniero, money that he lent me to buy decent clothes for my first job: suits, shoes and ties, yes, those are things that, even if you don’t believe it, a risks operational analyst needs to make his job.

			Nor have we counted the other two thousand five hundred pesos that I already owed to my immediate little boss, which I was paying him in easy five hundred pesos installments per month for a used desktop computer that he had sold me and not counting the current interests of my university credit – yes – I still had to pay for my university credit. The numbers do not lie, they speak to you from the front, and my numbers hit me: you can’t make ends meet!

			I still don’t pool the money of your brother’s enrolment. It was sort of I realized it and someone let me know. One of those times when you are told to help somebody to move house, you only have to open the door to the loaders, and you say yes, and you go and you open the door, and you realize that the loaders can’t carry the weight alone, they need your help, and it takes longer to realize, when you are already loading furniture, fitting them in the truck and sweating like a pig... and you remember that you were just going to open the door.

			I was twenty–five years old, I had just graduated in industrial engineering, not in finance. Life seemed not to care when it pushed me into the ring, or rather better: when life “invited” me to this move. I had just mastered the simple knot of the tie, which I learnt to combine with the white shirt, flawlessly ironed, with smooth cufflinks and neck. And this shaky existence was already demanding me to jump to another level.

			I barely understood graduate life and being part of the workforce of the country, I was experiencing life without books, it’s like having a street fight with blows, is to die head on and with everything you’ve got. Out here there were no exams, nor teachers, nor grades, just give or take. Then I realized that life had other plans for me: there you go and boom! It threw me into the ring and slammed the door behind me.

			Everything was so far from the magnificent plan I had in my head before graduating from university. My plan was to find a job overseas, go away and make shit tone of money just like that, in short. That was my magnificent plan: to work overseas, in a great overseas company, with the fucking salary and the benefits. At university we were told over and over again about those super star graduates who were working in Germany, United Kingdom or United States. That was my magnificent plan, to be part of those super star graduates. That was my aspiration.

			My reality was a different one. What was waiting for me was in Mexico City: working in a Pension Fund, in a one hundred per cent mexican company. Working with Poncho’s father, yes, working with my secondary school best friend’s father: San Ingeniero.

			The second part of this national plan consisted in asking Max for hosting, my high school buddy, who casually lived close to the Pension Fund. Lucky me? No, it had nothing to do with the magnificent plan I had in mind, there was a huge distance between planets, but I had to start somewhere. The Pension fund gig was the only job offer on the table. Operational risk assistant for twelve thousand pesos monthly before taxes. An industrial engineer in a financial field. I won’t be the first, I thought, but I did want to be the last. 

			Suites, ties, girdled shirt, shinny shoes, and a white–collar environment, snug, righteous and restricted. Six months after I was hired. That was my only choice, when my mom said she didn’t have enough money for my brother’s enrolment, What are you supposed to do? Should you study more to improve your grades? Talk to the teacher? Do you make all the book exercises? Get the homework done before the deadline? That is what I knew how to do. That was the way I solved my problems. How fucking naive I was.

			I felt everything falling apart over me, but it doesn’t fall over you, you wanted to be smashed by something from the outside world because it’s easier that something unrelated to you happens which can be used as an excuse, as a shield, something to stop you from doing what you have to do. Is better than being the coward, yes, the loser coward, who, without trying, says I can’t. 

			Once the confusion, panic and hyperventilation passed, I made my numbers, and I’m telling you, the numbers don’t lie. I should have said, like in poker: I gloss over, but the urgency of the situation didn’t let me. I couldn’t leave the poker table just like that, without a fight, motive, free of scratches. 

			I thought promptly and I did what I used to do when in university, I phoned Andy, my university best friend, the one who always pulled me through, lent me money for my black coffee at the university, the one who had a spare key of my flat just in case I lost mine, he who always asked about my mom and he who writes down each and every single one of his expenses– three fifty of the bus and fifteen pesos of the coffee. Andy, have you got any money you can lend me mate? I was never good at beating about the bush, so I did it just like that, head–on, lend me some money mate, I’m in a stuck aggro with my brother, I’m giving you the money back as soon as I can. Andy knew that I meant it literally I pay you when I settle my numbers, I won’t overlook and pretend you didn’t lend me the money, I’m giving you the money back as soon as I can meant I’m paying you on the next fortnight, I just need to manage this aggro. I’m giving you the money back as soon as I can was more worthy than the money he was going to lend me. Give me your bank account, he said, and he deposited the money. Those are true friends. Ten thousand pesos as on loan, then I told my brother to go and speak to school services to tell them he had an enrolment delay, ask them what can we do, there must be something we can do, we won’t be the only nor the last nor the first persons who haven’t pooled the money yet. From school services, they told us, to pay what we could and the rest next week, that was the deadline, only a week and no more, accrued interests start as of the date so you should pay before. 

			So money comes and goes, I wired ten thousand pesos to the university. I needed to get six thousand pesos more in the heat of the moment before accrued interests start running... but that can wait for tomorrow, first let me understand, what happen? how did that happen? and how did I ended up owning one of my best friends from university ten thousand pesos. Tomorrow I’ll solve the rest. Tomorrow I can continue.

			Days went by as fast as money flies, they went by quickly, so I had to understand how things work before I continue. Understand what a commission is, commission for prompt payment, late payment commission, and the percentages on which these commissions are charged, that it’s not the same on the average balance, accumulated days, overall balance, cutoff dates and payment dates. I had to understand total amounts, I had to understand what I was facing, what my mom was facing. 

			Which were the rules of the game? In which position we were? Which was the strategy, if there was any? The situation was simple: you have ten pesos and you want to buy something that costs forty. It’s not enough money. Everything’s easier written down, but it never matches the reality. From where am I going to get what’s left? How am I going to pay Andy what I already owe him? And to San Ingeniero? And to my little boss? And my university credit? And what about my current expenses? The task was almost impossible, it was a kamikaze flight taking off. I didn’t pay rent, I was staying at Max’s, which makes the pocket much lighter, I spent my money in food and transport, I had to dismiss and prioritize. Time was pressing: I’ve got ten years to pay the university credit, some months won’t make any difference. I owe a pittance to my little boss, I can keep paying him, and San Ingeniero, well... he can wait, shame on me, but I need to prioritize to focus on getting what’s missing, where to get it from and how. 

			Days went by like that at work, thinking about the money I needed, executing my activities on a suit and tie in a protocol environment, in one of those places where the “Manual de Carreño” is included as a list of accurate instructions, yes, that handbook about social and good manners, it is a tutorial which you can implement efficiently for the first time here. Customs and habits were cufflinks with suits, perfume and/or fragrance and with some weekend comments: I went to such and such restaurant in La Condesa, uff, terrific, that is the new fragrance from Hermès, isn’t it? and the cufflinks from Tiffany, and your shoes, who the fuck cares. Why the fuck should I know about that? did that matter? We were coming to work or to a cat walk? I was then, the weirdo, the turtle wanting to be a hare. I was copper in a golden polished world. I didn’t have any connection, I couldn’t relate. There was no exchange. I was the freak. 

			Saying the word fucking was considered a great lack of respect. Of course San Ingeniero possessed political immunity to swear, but not the clerks, those like me, look trashy if they do that, and say the same fucking, in the same sentence and in the same circumstances, world problem. So my little boss told me, you can’t talk like that, and he was almost about to ask me to apologize before the circumstance, except that I ended up saying, that is the example I have from my boss’s boss. My little boss’ penetrating gaze said it all. 

			My little boss: I didn’t meet my little boss at the job interview. No, we had met few years ago, in our youth. He was Poncho’s older brother friend. It was a fake, to pretend that we were boss and employee, that we didn’t know each other, to hold the line, to keep an attitude, and inside being like: what the fuck! What’s wrong with you! We were under the same circumstances, we’ve got a job due to our connections, only that he got it as manager and I did as an assistant. My little boss was very indulgent with everything that San Ingeniero said. In other words, according to me, he didn’t have the enough strength nor the balls to stand and say, no. Everything was, okay, everything was: this is the way the engineer wants it. At university I was wearing red revolutionary t–shirts, and well, now I would do everything as the engineer wants it, by orders of my little boss. I was frustrated to see how they mopped the floor with his tie, and, in the meantime, my little boss smiling. 

			The atmosphere was so confined. It was oppressive not being able to swear here and there. An innocent kick on the chat, a fit of laughter, or a bit of authenticity made my days a kind of elastomer, in which the day went so slow and so pliant my boss’ mood. He did laugh sometimes, sometimes he didn’t and he killed you with his look, understanding his ways was a mystery. The work atmosphere wasn’t the best for me, but it could be worse, and when you have so many problems, the least that bothers you is when somebody mops the floor or smiles. Those were my distractions, my escape from reality, my immediate run away: look how clean is the floor, how smiley is my little boss, look how he is running everybody’s errands. 

			That was my distraction, my getaway. That was where my days went back to normal. Where something from the lots I have to process fit in perspective. If my little boss asked me to repeat the financial forecasts on Excel, I repeated it, and if it was the eleventh time, fine, what’s one more to keep San Ingeniero happy, it’s ten o’clock on the evening and we’re still at the office, and we’ll continue in the office. We have to submit this report by tomorrow morning before nine o’clock in the morning, so we stayed at the office; we haven’t had dinner yet, even better, we are on a diet; we have to work on Saturday, no, I don’t think so, no way jackass, whatever you want during the week but don’t touch my weekends. 

			I didn’t have any friends in Mexico City. Apart from Poncho and Max, I didn’t have anybody to hang out and have a chat with, I couldn’t keep stuffing them with my sorrows, one of them helped me with my studies and work, and the other one gave me free housing and transport. So squashing them with my problems didn’t seem wise to me. So I kept quiet, I saved it all to myself. It was Andy who I told everything each time I went to Puebla to visit my brother. That helped me a lot, it made me gain perspective, it made me feel I landed, it made me feel I was 25 again and that I was just trying to face Goliath, a huge stranger who could eat me on one bite, and I only had a slingshot in my hand, a fucking little plastic slingshot to defend myself. That’s why my little boss couldn’t ask for my weekends, it was when I went to Puebla, when I took refuge in Cholula. That was what I knew, where I felt safe, where the shadow harbors me, there. I never worked a weekend at the office, and my little boss knew it. During the week we drag–out, one, two, or three in the morning, and next day you would see me on my stall first thing, but don’t wait for me on a Saturday, I won’t be there. 

			There was only a week left before the interests start running, I hadn’t even made numbers to check how was I going to pay Andy ten thousand pesos, and we were already talking about interests. I had a lack of six thousand pesos and payday of course, would be deposited in some ten or twelve days. Nothing was helping, interests, payday, Andy. Tell me, what the fuck am I supposed to do. Even if I get them, then, how are you going to pay the semester? The six thousand pesos left, from where jackass? Tell me, from where? Nothing came to my mind, there was no voice telling me this way, no metaphoric spotlight turned on in my head, no blank cheque came to me, nothing. There was no homing pigeon, nor Rosa de Guadalupe winds, I was waiting for a miracle, in which, by divine enlightenment, may the angels came down sent by god, specially sent by him, and told me, look jackass, here’s the deal, easy, this is what you have to do, go to this bank, talk to this person, and hand in this paper. Then wait a few months, more help is coming on the way, don’t worry, keep calm, everything’s going to be okay. That would have been the fucking best thing, but life isn’t like that. Even if you ask for it, even if you pray for it, you’re going to stay waiting, angels won’t come down. You will be seated at the edge of the bench hands crossed, in prayer mood, trying to swallow the Holy Father which is not going to enlighten you, nor take starvation away or pay your brother’s university, it doesn’t matter how good you where during the day, or if you gave any pittance, or if you went to church every single fucking Sunday of the fucking year, and previews years. There’s nobody here. Only you, your sobbing, prayers, or mumbling. 

			That weekend, as always, I went to Cholula, to sneak around in that little flat my brother was still renting, and which I had handed him down. I didn’t have any answers but a pile of fears and panic, they overflow my jean’s pocket, my shirt, my ears, and each and every single one of my body pinholes. What are we going to do? my brother asked me, I don’t really know, I really, really don’t know what are we going to do. I don’t have any plan. We should have gone for some beers, for a walk, or met with some friends, we should have been gone to forget that we were playing a league in which we didn’t fit, mayor leagues, out of our league very very fucking out of our league. We were kids playing to be adults, to be some of those badasses adults, smartasses, who understand the game and know the rules, who know the how, but above all things, they know when to break the rules. We were some fucking babies, in a field of giants. Some pints of beer at the pub, the perfect dose to numb the hamster running around in my head, to stop this nonsense and get it down of the running wheel. A lot of beer jugs, of laughter with friends who are missed during the week: anesthesia for the heart, some fog for the head, and more tequilas please. One more and another one which will help as well. Forget the week, forget the work, the shirt and tie, the fucking tie, and forget everything I was thinking of. To forget? The naive and his buddies. Jugs of beer came and went at the pub while snacks where served, cucumbers with tajin, rolls of jam, shrimp broth, roasted river trout were served back and forth. Chat with friends went sideways very quickly, to the side of those entering the country’s workforce and earning their pennies, theirs and no one else’s pennies. The chat went from signing up in the expensive gym to buying a new car with easy three thousand pesos installments and no down payment, or even better, you can travel Europe, the tickets right now are fucking cheap, or why not? All of them at the same time: the car, the trip, and then the fancy gym. So, I get to do all that with that money… in my head I was missing six thousand pesos, and they were messing around for three thousand pesos and change. Really, can I afford a car? I could’ve afforded the gym, the car and the trip. No. I didn’t quite fit in that circle of acquaintances nor with those conversations. Those acquaintances wouldn’t understand the pressure and the urgency that spilled over my heart to pull off my brother’s university, they wouldn’t know about obligations, about interests, late–payment interests, how could they know why I did what I did. Once I tried to explain them, that it was my responsibility, but it is not, they said. Well, it is not mine, but I want to be responsible for, but why, because he is my brother and my mother can’t manage alone. To me it was more than logical, reason enough to get with the beating; one plus one makes two, and you hit everything with a clench fist, but what about your father, why doesn’t he pay, and then I understood that I was mistaken, not them, I was looking for water in the wrong well. 

			Life was challenging me, let’s see what this guy tastes like, guava? guanabana? It will be sugar cotton, so my heart would squeeze every time I thought about what was coming. Andy asked me, how are you doing? Can I help you with something else? My entire circle of university friends was reduced to Andy, like the character in the Toy Story movie, that is how my brother used to call him. Andy knew what to ask, he knew what this fight was about, I knew he was on my corner, behind the ropes, holding the towel and the barrel of water. I told him I was fine, that I was getting along, that I didn’t know what the fuck was I going to do, but I’m paying you that’s for sure. We are still alive in the game, we still have three lives like Mario bros in Nintendo, bro, we are still alive. I’ll let you know what I am thinking of to get out of this, or if I have one life less, then he would have a toast with me, energetic, he trusted me with eyes closed, he was my safe corner, we’d toast the pints and ask for another beer. hoping that the next shot would take away everything, and waiting for the desired oblivion to come. Fucking oblivion that never came. 

			On Sundays I would go back to Mexico City as late as possible, I extended and extended my return time as much as possible. That week was the same at work, very likely: get up at half past five on the morning, take a bath, get dressed, put on the shirt and tie, tuck in, and at six o’clock you have to be out in the streets, not before, not after, walk to the street corner, wait for the bus which will take you to the city loop and it comes full of people, from the city loop you take another bus and get off at Barranca del Muerto metro station, walk, go up the footbridge, and there it is the Pension fund building.

			Forty five past six I was on the lift, normally. At ten to seven, San Ingeniero was taking attendance. Sorry, he didn’t take attendance, he went to his office with an astronomical accuracy, and his office was just opposite to the lift, which meant he had to walk along the corridor, with his firm step and confident look, he would go through every single cubicle on the fourth floor. He knew who was on time and who wasn’t. That’s the way San Ingeniero took attendance. And I didn’t say my name or here, but a firm: good morning, Ingeniero.

			He’s the father of one of my best friends from secondary school. The person responsible of my entry into the University of the Americas Puebla. Official sponsor of my registration. Do we dive into the time? Let’s go to 2001… without further ado, he told me. Here’s what you need for registration, Poncho already told me, don’t worry. And just like that he gave me seven thousand five hundred pesos in cash. Just like that, with no invoice, or maths, no questions or favours in return. So I took them in my sock to Puebla and on Monday first thing in the morning I deposited them on the University’s counter. 

			Flashback to 2001 and back to 2007. There he was San Ingeniero walking to his office, like every day, besides giving me school he was also giving me a job, the least I could do was to be on time at a quarter to seven every morning. 

			In my head there was only one number, those six thousand pesos that I needed which meant that those seven days were reduced to one question, where am I going to get six thousand and at the same time where do I get the ten thousand pesos, I already owed Andy? Oh boy, what a prestige of mine. It was simple, but I didn’t see it like that. Where the fuck am I going to get sixteen thousand pesos which I don’t have? And we go back to the beginning. “Welcome to the place you never left, Acme trade mark”. 

			Shall we start again? I started the days scratching my head, I got lost in my cubicle looking out the window, watching the cars go through the city loop, I went to the cafeteria yard to smoke and there I was thinking, from where? I’d go back to my cubicle and wonder, how? And there was an avalanche of insecurities coming up with these questions: how about it’s not the best of ideas? Look at your meager salary, you can’t, don’t play the fool, clearly I do believe you have the best intentions in the world, but with intentions you don’t pay shit, with intentions nothing is done, Maybe you jumped the gun on Andy’s loan and didn’t think things through, talk to your brother and tell him you changed your mind, it’s not possible, and explain him with numbers, and reasons why not, why you can’t. Look, you have ten, you need forty. Anyone in their right mind would understand and tell you that it’s a suicide mission, of those kamikazes, it’s a boomerang and you won’t see it coming when it hits you on the back of the head, when it knocks you out. Just leave the table without betting, don’t worry, you did what you could, focus on paying Andy and that’s it. Back off, now that there’s time, it’s time, now that there are no broken plates or glass to collect. Yes, anyone could have thought you could, look how fast you got that 10,000 pesos, but the reality is raw, land before you run out of gas. Don’t be silly. Don’t look for it. You can’t, you couldn’t, and you don’t have to be ashamed. You did what you could. There’s no doubt about that.

			It smelled like defeat, just like you smell the garbage truck right around the corner. Defeat, fucking aftertaste in your mouth. Everybody agrees? Ok, everybody agreed. I reclined in my chair, with all and sigh, they say to speed up things when they go wrong, so better run; leaving work I will talk with my brother and I will tell him how things are. Defeated, there’s no way, no funds, no cheese, no quesadillas.

			I had to check my numbers before the call, and see how to balance Andy’s payments. I went to the computer in my cubicle, opened the web browser and entered my electronic banking, there was my bank balance, there were my poor four thousand pesos and cents. I say poor because it was not the sixteen thousand, I needed, if I had not needed sixteen, those four thousand would have been very generous for what was left of the fortnight. Very generous. I continued with my electronic banking session, wanting to square the numbers, unwillingly, but neither those numbers nor my head were in the mood, my mind was still biting ideas, chewing numbers, still timidly analyzing options. Then, a notification from the bank’s website won all, all my fucking attention: You have a pre–approved credit for thirty thousand pesos. I carved my eyes, I couldn’t believe it, I turned to see who was around, I swallowed and read again: FOR THIRTY THOUSAND PESOS. You got to be fucking kidding me, fucking kidding me. There’s a God and today I’m his favorite jackass of the day. Thirty thousand, really? No, bro, it must be wrong, it must be those fake links, or there has to be a trick here. Holy shit. What’s the trick? You were talking about a boomerang? How about thirty thousand boomerangs on the back of your neck and trick? Boom! There goes your three lives, ciao. Of course, I had no idea what the trick was. I got up from my place and went to the bathroom to pour water on my face and keep thinking about those thirty thousand; from sixteen to thirty there is a great difference, literally, of fourteen. It sounds great, but what’s the trick? 

			I came out of the bathroom, and like those times when your body manages itself, my intuition led me to my little boss’s office, why not? Yeah, with my smiley little boss, the one I was paying for the computer. Something led me to his office, I sat in one of the two chairs in front of his desk and I asked him, Do you have about five minutes? I’d like to talk to you. Yes, of course. If you’re busy, I can come later? No, no, I’ll always be busy, it’s better now, at once, tell me, what can I help you with? I explained patiently: I have this problem, my brother, his uni, his enrollment, and I am missing six… He interrupted me, do you want to borrow money from me? No, not that you want me to wait for you with the payments of the computer? No, neither, although it is not a bad idea… The bank is offering me a preapproved payroll loan, and I don’t know what the trick is, you know about this? And then he went off like a taquero in a taco shop, everything on it? Yes, all in! He explained me how a payroll loan worked: they’re fixed fortnightly payments, at a fixed interest rate, they’re usually going to lend you your base salary for three to six months, and once you establish a relationship with the bank, they can lend you even more, of course, depending on whether you pay or not. So, every time they deposit your payroll, the bank system goes through their share of the loan, you don’t have to worry about anything, well all you have to worry about is that there are funds available in your account on the fortnight days. That’s it? That’s the trick? They charge you electronically? What if I don’t pay? If you don’t pay up, they send you to the credit bureau and it gets good, they send you to a collection office and they’ll make your life miserable. I don’t see why you can’t pay them. Of course, I just want to know the rules of the game. If that’s it, then I don’t know what I’m waiting for to get it, I pay for it and I ask for another one and I take another one, right? My little boss looked at me as if I was growing a third eye between the two, I already had, he raised one of his eyebrows, as if waiting for that third eye to grow. I even said: well, I mean, it won’t be for life, just because of my brother’s four–year university. The more I said, the more he raised his eyebrow. Is there something wrong? I asked him as I looked at him with my third eye. You do know that these loans have very high interest rates? Yes, of course, about five or ten percent, right? More like thirty to thirty–five percent interest. My third eye was stunned. Thirty–five percent of the outstanding balance. I asked him with my newly obtained knowledge: It is over the total monthly amount? What amount? he asked me. What a fool I am. Do you know what a payback table is? A table of what? Obviously, I mean, I’m not in a Pension fund just for my connections, of course... I have no fucking idea what you’re talking about! I rather not stayed as a fool.

			Payback table, sounds like a bologna sandwich to me, I would have said in the spot, but the term sounded so serious that its better if we don’t mock things we don’t understand. And again my little boss went like the taquero, with everything on it. A repayment table is that, it’s a table that shows you the repayments you have, that is, it’s a loan roll–out, it’s an x–ray of the loan. How many payments you have, the annual or monthly interest rate, the outstanding balance, the total balance, the amount of payments; not all loans are born equal. In some strange way the terms no longer seemed so foreign to me, I was referred to classes of economic engineering and… why the fuck did I not pay more attention to that class? What classes? If you needed money, not lessons. My little boss proceeded to open a spreadsheet on his computer, and boom, there was a file ready to be used. He says to me: how much will they lend you? Thirty thousand. At what rate? well, put the highest, thirty–five. How many months? I have up to three years to pay. He clicked on the button that said “calculate”. There it is, this is your loan, do you see what I was saying? They are very expensive. I had no fucking idea what to see, what column to concentrate on; there were lines full of numbers, I understood some patterns, but nothing more, the amount of payment never changed, how weird? It’s always the same, interests dwindling as you looked down, who knows why? And the outstanding balance seemed like you were never going to finish paying it, it dropped pennies every period, and, of course, I didn’t understand why that happened. Pricey? I asked him, do you see this column? He pointed to the interest column of the database. Do you see that it decreases every month? Yes, I said excited about it. Every month that’s what you’re going to pay the bank for the money they’re lending you, then, of your monthly payment, the bank takes the interest out, and puts it in the bag, and what’s left is subtracted from your total balance. So, if you add up everything you pay out of interest, he said while he was mouse–selecting the whole column and dragging it to the last line, you’d be paying on interest almost the same as what you’re being loaned. I was like, what? With a three–eyed face and a fourth coming out, all of it. And my little boss was already excited thru and thru, so he continued with his financial analysis: if you compare in total what you pay in interest, against what the bank lends you, then there it is, you can see it, they lend you thirty thousand and you end up paying almost twice as much. That’s why they’re so expensive. Don’t you have a friend who can lend you money and then pay him back? I already did that. Or don’t you have a credit card? Cards have much cheaper loans than these. Credit card, don’t you see I’m just understanding… amortization, sorry, no, I don’t have a credit card. Well, there it is, if you want I’ll e-mail it to you. Yes, please. My intuition wasn’t wrong. My little boss gave me a class in basic finance, university and classes, my foot! There, at that moment, I learned more from my little boss than all the economic engineering classes put together. Payback table. 

			I went back to the bathroom to get some water. There’s the trick, that’s the turn, you think they’re going to lend you 30,000 pesos just like that, for your pretty face and need. No, mate, there are always interests involved. 

			Don’t hire that loan, you’re going to get in trouble for free, you saw what you’re gonna end up paying interest on, but I can pay it sooner and that reduces interest, what money you’re gonna pay it with, you got no money, what part you don’t understand, Now suppose you take out the loan, and you pay it off, with that thirty you pay the famous sixteen, you have fourteen left, what are you going to do with what you have left, I pay my little boss the computer, And the rest I use to pay for what’s left of my brother’s semester, or I don’t pay my boss and I put it all up for school, or something, and then how you’re gonna pay for the rest, I don’t know, then why you get into trouble, because it seems like you can, but you’ve seen that you can’t, and it’s four years of university, four, but what if it happens and later there’s something we can do to keep, you know, juggling the money like my mom did in the warehouse, juggle, what are you going to juggle if you just learned from amortizations, you don’t know about this, don’t do it, You’re going to regret it, you’re gonna regret it, I’m telling you not to, stop, wait, wait, I’m telling you no. And no means no. I went back to my cubicle, logged in to my electronic banking, and clicked on “Accept loan”.
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