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Chapter One: The Epistolary Overture 

Mr. Publisher,

I write to you at the gentle insistence of a mutual acquaintance—a man whose judgment I generally trust, though his fondness for secrecy is as dense and persistent as the Bulgarian yogurt he consumes each morning. I am told that you are a man of formidable industry, one of those titans who grant a letter no more than a raised eyebrow before returning to the graver labor of rejecting masterpieces. You inhabit a realm of ink, paper, and eternity; I, meanwhile, write from a damp basement where the only eternal things are the odor of unwashed laundry and the ever-present threat of a blunt instrument.

I submit to you my observations of a territory inhabited by a species distinguished by a form of wicked joy and an astonishing absence of personal responsibility. In a former life—one wrapped in a discretion that fell short of a State Secret yet fully qualified as a Quietly Kept One—I perfected the delicate, uncelebrated art of observation. Do not, under any circumstances, mistake me for a Writer. Heaven forbid I succumb to such alcoholic delusions or to the adhesive, subjective babbling that now passes for literature. What follows is not art, but clinical, firsthand reportage from the vast human soup known as Sunny Resort.

It is a recreational complex that functions equally well as a petri dish for human and non-human amusement, containing three hundred hotels and enough concrete to pave a direct road to Nirvana. In Sunny Resort, enemies who normally regard one another through the crosshairs of costly weaponry suddenly find themselves singing karaoke together, embracing like toddlers in a multilingual kindergarten. It is a place of contagious euphoria, the precise antithesis of those grim documentaries aired on CNN. This hunger for joy resembles the frantic vigor of a man given a terminal diagnosis but granted only a single week of vacation; each hour becomes a desperate grasp at life.

You, Mr. Publisher, reside in the long eternity of ink and paper, but here the tourists exist in the minute. My reports alone could supply your publishing house for years. I might offer Sunny Resort: A Survival Guide for Reputable Men—those who wish to remain respectable beyond Facebook—or perhaps All-Inclusive: The Hygiene of Zen Relaxation. What I cannot provide is a tidy synopsis. Madness, accelerated breathing, and the sudden, involuntary eruptions of the human soul resist compression into three obedient paragraphs.

The air in this town is unlike any other. It is heavy with the odor of inexpensive tanning oil and charged with the ozone of approaching thunderstorms. People arrive as individuals and dissolve into a single sunburned organism. They come seeking a happy holiday delirium, a state in which shameful behavior is elevated to good taste. They want to resemble victims of jaundice at dawn and compose five-star reviews by midday.
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