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SITTING AROUND A TABLE with a bottle of tequila and shot glasses on it, on a terrace looking out onto a view of the Pacific Ocean at an exclusive hotel in Acapulco, Mexico, Avi Baumshinsky, Moishe Katz, Lawrence Fish, Jimmy Fox, and Mexicans Armando Sampedro and Diego Suarez are in a meeting. The Americans are here to make a deal. And make one they will. Purple Haze is the name of the game. Baumshinsky wants to use it as a way to control Bayside City and then the rest of the United States. Fish, Sampedro and Suarez can make that happen.

“Well, you sure have a nice country, Mr Sampedro,” Baumshinsky says to Suarez, who's translating everything the American's saying to his boss.

Sampedro's father was a marijuana farmer during the Mexican revolution between 1910 and 1920. His son followed in the profession, though it wasn't until he met a pharmacology student from the University of Mexico City, Diego Suarez, who had formulated a way to trigger Tetrahydrocannabinol – the main cannabinoid constituent in the plant – to react in the human body with a greater intensity, that the money started to come in. The factory where Sampedro and Suarez farm and treat the plant is deep in the jungle, a few dozen miles inland from the coast.

Sampedro doesn't trust Gringos. How can he after the stories he heard as a child from his grandfather about the war of 1846-'48? Niggers, too, for that matter. They're only here because Suarez met Fish at a nightclub in New York City when the native Mississippian was introduced to the Mexican who was on a short study trip there. They struck up a conversation. When Suarez found out through further meetings Fish had connections to the Bayside City underworld, it was too much of a business opportunity for the Mexican not to get further acquainted.

“Thank you,” Sampedro says, answering Baumshinsky's compliment with the only English words he knows. Sampedro says something in Spanish again to Suarez: 

“Anyway, gentlemen, this understanding we've got going, I don't want to see it ruined by greed and avarice,” Suarez says.

“Jesus H. Christ, Diego, go fucking easy on the words,” Baumshinsky says with a laugh.

The discussion goes back and forth. There are laughter and some sore points. The distrust is evident, but Baumshinsky wants to make the deal at all costs.

After hours of talking and drinking tequila, Sampedro retires to bed once an initial deal has been negotiated. It remains now for Suarez to finalize any loose ends:

“Listen, guys, Mr Sampedro means business – if you fuck up, you're going to have him after you. He's serious. You're only making this happen because he thinks he can do good business.” He turns to Fish: “I hope you understand, Lawrence?”

“Of course we do,” says Fish.

“So how are we gonna get it to the east coast?” Baumshinsky then asks.

“Well, that's the thing... The furthest we've had to smuggle it before was to Costa Rica.”

“Where the fuck's Costa Rica?” Baumshinsky says.

“Closer to Mexico than the United States,” Suarez replies.

“Okay, that don't matter none at the moment,” Baumshinsky says. “What does matter is in principle we've agreed a deal?”

“That's correct,” says Suarez in his perfect English.

“Lawrence, do you think you'll be able to iron out any logistical problems?” the Jew asks Fish.

“Sure thing... Me and Jimmy can handle that.”

If Baumshinsky can somehow get it across the US border, manage to set up a distribution system and then sell the stuff, the potential earnings could be phenomenal. But all the above boxes have to be ticked first. There's a risk, but Baumshinsky's willing to do anything to try and get ahead of Bertoni in Bayside City.

“And you say the people who are gonna buy this shit will be the rich and famous?” Baumshinsky then says to Suarez.

“Yes, no doubt about it. You can quadruple your profit by doing that.”

Katz – a wise and cautious man if he has to be – has some doubts in his mind. Up to now, he's been a silent observer:

“Can I ask a question?”

“Go ahead, Moishe,” Suarez says.

“Just suppose we pull this off and we get it into America. We sell the shit. High profits come... What then? Are you gonna raise the price up? Change the fucking conditions?”

Baumshinsky's not happy with his man:

“Now hold your mouth talking that shit... We have to trust 'em – don't we, Lawrence?”

“It'll be cool,” answers Fish.

“You see, Moishe, there's no need to worry,” says Baumshinsky.

“I fucking hope so.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


THE MILE HIGH CLUB


[image: ]




BAUMSHINSKY, KATZ, Fish and Fox are on a chartered DC-3 aeroplane heading for Bayside City. They're somewhere over the Gulf of Mexico. Because of the distance, the pilot will have to make a refuelling stop in New Orleans in about an hour. On board, apart from them, are a Mexican couple and three American businessmen. Two attractive female flight attendants are serving them.

“So what do you think, Avi?” Fish says to Baumshinsky.

“I think it's gonna be a great fucking opportunity.”

“Do you trust Sampedro?”

“He's a smooth operator. Let's just see how it goes... Listen, about getting the stuff into the States... what about by boat? I know we've already discussed it, but it seems safer to me and half the risk.”

“I dunno,” Fish says, doubt in his eyes. “The Gulf can be a dangerous place, especially during hurricane season. We'd have to make the trips seasonal, and we can't really afford to do that.”

“I aiyn't so sure about over land. Hey, Moishe, pass us that map, will you?” Katz, holding a bottle of whiskey in his hand, gives Baumshinsky the map. “Now look,” the Jew says, pointing at the political map of Mexico and North America, “to get the shit all the way to El Paso aiyn't practical. We'd have to establish a network of guys who know the locales and that's gonna cost money.”

“What about through Brownsville?”

“It's an option. I still think getting a boat on the Gulf coast would be our best bet... What's this here?... Yeah, look, Tampico – we could take it from the place to Tampico.”

“I aiyn't got no contacts in Tampico.”

“Well, you could get some. The factory to Tampico... How many miles is that?”

“I dunno – maybe five hundred.”

“Five hundred! Exactly... Whatcha think?”

“I told you - we'd have to establish contacts there. Get a boat. There's a lot to think about.”

“Moishe!” Baumshinsky shouts over to Katz, who's in conversation with one of the flight attendants.

“What, boss?”

“You're a married man, you sonofabitch. Leave the broads alone... Listen, come here, sit down.” Katz sits down in the seat in front of Baumshinsky and Fish. “What do you think?”

“What do I think of what?”

“Should we use a boat or truck to get the gear into the States?”

“I dunno.”

“Whatcha mean? Of course, you know. Everybody's gotta fucking opinion.”

“A boat could be risky... Do you know what a hurricane is?”

Baumshinsky looks at Katz, then to Fish, back to Katz again, then once more to Fish:

“Have you been talking to this prick?!”

Fish just smiles.

The co-pilot comes out from the cockpit.

“We'll be landing in New Orleans soon,” he announces with a smile.

“Well thank fuck for that!” Baumshinsky says with a cheer. He's drunk now and has become an irritation to the five other passengers on board the plane. The noise from Baumshinsky and the other guys is making the Mexican couple – obviously the reserved kind – annoyed.
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