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Now that Baron Rothschild is a world famous rock star, it seems I can’t run into any of my old friends these days without them asking me if I’d seen him recently. They hardly ask how I am before they start interrogating me about him. They ask me because I was pretty much the last person who would still speak to him after he’d alienated everyone by smoking grass all the time and wearing a tiny cocaine spoon around his neck. 

I suppose he might have done cocaine now and then, though it wasn’t beyond him just to try to freak people out. When people ask, all I say is that he’s still in Mexico City.

I saw him for the first time in about five years a few months ago. He was visiting his parents for a few days and invited me over to meet his wife and kids, all Mexican born and bred, whom I’d never met before. I’d lost contact with him a few years before and actually wondered whether he was dead or alive. I’d heard he’s left Manila and when last seen was on his way back to Mexico City.
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