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LA P e RDIDA





RESTAURANT GUADALUPE'S

Do you wan' sumting to dreenk?

...este...

si, una coca con hielos, y tres tacos al pastor por favor.  "Yes, a coke with ice and three broiled pork tacos, please."

En seguida.

Cuantos, guerita, cuantos?

...uh ...um  ...no comprendo...

"What can I get you?"
"uh... um... I don't comprehend..."

Bueno... Que quieres guera?  "Ok... what do you want, lady?"

ummm... me gusto un taco de puerco por favor senor.  "Umm... I like me, a pig taco please sir."

Ja ja ja!  me gustas tambien, nena, pero no servimos animales enteros!  Quieres maciza?
"I like you too, baby, but we don't serve whole animals!  You want the lard-fried chopped pork?"

...uh ...mande?  "What?"  (obsequious connotation)

Ja ja ja.  Mandeme usted?  Solo tengo de maciza, cueritos, trompa, buche, ojo, costilla, y surtida, mi gringurt.
"Ha ha ha!  'Your orders, sir?!'  We only have chopped meat, pork rind, snout, stomach, eyeball, ribs, and mixed, 
my little gringo... hee hee hee...

tres tacos al pastor.

ah, gracias

Dejala en paz, maleducado.  "Leave her alone, cretin."

What did you say?!

I just ordered a taco.

From here?  Disgusting!  What did you get?

That stuff.  Looks OK.

Ugh.  At least you didn't end up with snout.

Shit!

ha ha ha ha ha!

I think I need a fork!



You are such a rube!  Look, you roll it, then hold it between your thumb and two fingers like this!

Voila! And you can tip the end up if the filling is falling out.

Hey!  that's my taco!
Give it back!

You forfeit by not being able to hold it.

Oops, too bad.  Mexicans always say they can tell tourists by how they hold their tacos.

Fuck you.  Buy me another one.

Why? You threw it on the ground.

It was your fault!

Hey now...

Shit!
That cabron ("asshole") looks exactly like Ricardo!  It's not him.  It couldn't be, could it?

He has relatives here.  He's related to half the Latin Kings in town.  Shit shit shit.  Are they looking for me?

Is anyone?  I shouldn't be here
I should never have come.  If I can just get on the el... please just make me invisible for five minutes... 
please....



Jesus, I should know better that to come to a Mexican neighborhood.
I should know that I won't feel safe - won't be safe.
All I wanted was a little taste of it, just to feel it a little bit.

But I'm an exile, and a target; I can never go back.
Can you be exiled from a place you don't come from?

I don't think you can.  So I'm just "not permitted."  That doesn't sound half so bad.

But I feel like an exile.



I arrived in Mexico two years ago today, February 23rd.  I don't know what I was trying to pull.

I mean, that is, I can remember, but it's like looking into the mind of a stranger.  My feelings, the needs I 
had, they just don't compute.  Same input, I come up with different answers.

Sus documentos, por favor.
um...
....jour peipers, mees.

I thought I was invulnerable like Superman.  
The plan was, I was going to live there.  I was sick of the USA, sick of everybody.

I wanted to find my Mexican roots.  Somehow I thought I would like them better than my Anglo ones, which 
makes no sense when you think about it.  I'd spent most of my life resenting my disappearing Mexican dad.

Senorita!  taxi?  
No! No taxi!  Donde esta el metro?  No taxi!  Where's the metro?
Taxi?  Por aca!  "Taxi?  Over here."
Senorita!  Dejeme que le ayuda con sus cosas.  "Miss let me take your bags!"

Esta bien chida.  "She's cute"
Ella?  Pinches gringos locos.  Se viste como me abuelita y carga su mochila como si fuera un burro.  
Que coda me pagar un taxi quiere!  "Her, fucking crazy Americans.  She's dressed like my grandma and carries 
a pack like a burro!  Too cheap for a taxi!"



I didn't have money to speak of: a few hundred dollars.  I didn't have a resident visa.  I had never been south 
of Kansas City.  I just went.

My ex-boyfriend harry - well, not my ex-boyfriend exactly, but my ex-something anyway... he had moved 
down three months before.

As soon as he left... well ok, to be honest, I knew before I met him that he was planning to move down 
there.

That was half the attraction.  That's why I even got involved with him in the first place.

I emailed him that I was coming for a visit and he sent me brief and incomplete instructions on how to 
get to his house via metro & bus.  I couldn't figure out the bus, though, and I had a map, so I walked.

De que le damos?  "What will you have?"

(It looked closer on the map.)

When I met Harry, it hadn't occurred to me to actually move to Mexico myself.  His plans just made a 
blond frat-boy type into someone interesting, someone whose future lay in a place I wanted to know.
I wanted a piece of him.

But on the other hand, I offered him strings-free sex for the last few months he was in town.

Flaquita yo te engordo!  "He skinny!  I'll make you fatter!"

He hardly told me to get lost.



I my email, I sort of implied that I would be staying just a few days.

Te dolio?  Cuando te caiste del cielo?  "Did it hurt?... When you fell out of heaven?"

Considering our previous relationship, I suppose he was like, ok, at least I'll get laid, what the hell.

De que le damos?  "What can we get you?"

I didn't think about it then, but to be honest with myself, in the back of my mind I think I planned it 
all along.  
... to move in with him, I mean.  Just that part.  I had no money, he was a trustafarian.  That was always 
justification enough for me.

I had - have - a massive chip on my shoulder about East Coast blue-bloods like Harry (AKA Hamilton 
Emerson Powell III, son of banker, grandson of banker, great-grandson of asshole industrialist...).

It's a shortcoming, as if I needed any more of those.

Naranjas...seis pesos... dos kilos... seis pesos... lleve... sus limones .... cinco pesos... dos melones... cinco
pesos... lleve... sus naranjas... "Get your oranges, two kilos for six pesos!  Get your limes, five pesos, two 
melons, five pesos..."

Before I went down, a lot of people told me horror stories about Mexico City.  Horrible stuff that had 
happened to their friend's aunt's boss's son or something.

I ignored it as best I could, though I was spooked when I first got there.  I mean, there are probably a 
million VW bug taxis in Mexico City, and I couldn't trust ANY of them?

But then I got the the Parque Mexico, and I felt like I'd found the doorway to the part I recognized 
from my imagination, where the hard facts about the crime rate, and the pollution, and the US 
cultural imperialism just don't apply.



How can I explain it? You look at the facts, and it's not that special, really.  Just a plain city park with 
some disused carnival rides in the middle.

But at that moment, there was something magical - god that sounds stupid - but that's how it felt.

I had this immediate feeling that everything would be OK, that I would find the Mexico I was looking 
for, that it still existed.

I'd never seen jacaranda before, and the jacaranda was blooming.  Maybe that's the answer.

The thing I really can't understand is, despite everything, the magic that park possesses never disappeared.

Harry was living just off the park, and his building was just as beautiful and decrepit as all the others around.

But inside it was... well, it was only what I should have expected from Harry.

Hey Carla.  Come on in, take a load off.

Hi Harry, good to see you.

You want a beer?

Sure, thanks.  That was a long walk.

Yeah, that looks heavy.  You can put it over in the corner.



Um, so  - I don't really have an extra bed...

Yeah, that's what you said in your note.

You'll have to stay on the sofa... or you can share my mattress.  If you want.  Not that it's that much more
comfortable.  How's this?

Oh, fine.

So what are you plans?  Are you going to travel?

I dunno...

Joven!  La Carta!  "Waiter!  The menu!"

I'm not sure... I just want to see...

You should go to Oaxaca.  It's very "frida."  You'd like it.

Well, first thing is to go to her house.

Ha ha ha!  Of course!

Museo Frida Kahlo

Frida was my hero.

Un persona - uh - I mean "una persona..."

20 pesos.

Her paintings could make me almost cry.  (Though her house didn't have much of the good stuff.) 
I felt so clearly her passion for life and Mexico and the Mexican people.

But she showed that passion through everything in her life - her clothes... Her house, her passionate love 
for Diego - though, in truth, I couldn't totally sympathize with that.

He did look like a fat frog.  I sort of tried not to think about him too much.  And the politics were a bit 
extreme.  But.  

Stalin?!



Her heart-rending pain - physical because of the bus accident, and mental because she couldn't have 
children.  And Diego's screwing around, of course.

She was my ideal of an artist, a woman.  All I wanted was to be more like her.  But I was faced with a 
lot of obstacles.  Not being able to draw, for one.  Not being Mexican, for another.  I mean, she was 
half Mexican, half German like me, but I think growing up there counts.

Click. Clack. 
Carla, you here?

Hey, Harry!  Yeah, I'm back here...

The next night, Harry took me to a party some acquaintances were throwing.

Chiapas!  What were you doing in Chiapas?  Have an exclusive with subcomandante Marcos?

Nah, I was doing a story on how the Zapatistas are affecting this one trucking company.  You know, 
yadda yadda.  All the important stuff, right?

Hey Sylvia!

Who do you write for?

Oh, just this wire service that's all business news.  Really boring.

They were all journalists.  I mean ALL.  Also there were no Mexicans there that I could tell.  Maybe one 
or two that were journalists.  It was weird.

Come meet my ex, Carla.  She's visiting for a few weeks.  When are you leaving, by the way?

Oh, uh...

Hey Carla, nice to meet you.  How're you liking it so far?

She went to Frida's house yesterday.  She's a Frida nut.

Oh year, me too.  Did you love it?  It's so cool.

Oh, definitely.

Me too. But isn't it kind of sad to you?

Yeah - her cast on the bed, and the wheelchair, it was...

No, I mean more the fact that the objects are so badly curated and preserved:  wall paint on the retablos, 
the diaries fading in direct light, the clothes falling apart on their hangers...

Oh year, I guess, yeah.  You're right.  I'm still kind of overwhelmed by it all.

I know that feeling.  I was like that my whole first year here.

Really?  How long have you been here?

Three years.  Ish.  And counting.

Wow, that's so great!  I wish I could stay forever.!

Yeah, I'm actually kind of burned out at this point; every day is such a battle, and the fucking air is 
killing me!!



I dunno.  It seems OK.

Just wait 'til April.

It's just that I feel so stupid.  I can't speak Spanish and it's like I'm retarded or something.  I've never 
experienced this before.  Yeah, imagine how Mexican immigrants in the mono-lingual US must feel.  
But you'll pick it up fast.  I was functional in six months.  You here long?

You learned here?  Did you go to school?

Oh yeah, I went to a cheap, sort of terrible little school in Roma Norte.  I was teaching English there too at 
the time.  Whoo what a drag.  Did the job, though.  Hey, you want the address?

I had taken a semester of Spanish during my stint in college, and forgotten it.  I had recently reviewed a 
sort of self-study text, a few chapters at least, but...

Hi, uh, I think I'm in this class?

Ah, si?

Benvenida.  Me llamo Dimas.  Como te llamas?  "Welcome. My name is Dimas.  What is your name?"

Um...

Tu nombre es?  Soy Dimas.  Tu?  "Me llamo"  "Your name is?  I'm Dimas.  You?  'My name is...'"

oh, uh, Carla.  "Me llamo Carla."

Bueno; chicos, presentense.  "Fine.  Guys, introduce yourselves."

Me llamo Hiroshi.  Me llamo Park.  Me llamo Kim.  Me llamo Akira.  Me llamo Kenji.  Me llamo Tomake.

I found out later that this was the only Spanish school around that advertised on the internet.  That explained.
a lot.

At first, things with Harry were fine, almost nice.

So you really don't have any Mexican friends?

Not really.  The guy at the liquor store, but that doesn't count.  It's not like I'm going to stand on the 
street corner and introduce myself. 

Well, no, but your Spanish is totally fluent; you could, I dunno, go to some, like, group event...

Whatever.  You know, I'm just doing what I'm doing.

And what ARE you doing?

I'm trying to capture my impressions of the city, of the people in writing.  I still don't know what final form 
it's going to take.

How can you do that if you don't know any Mexicans?

I'm an outsider, looking in.  I don't want to know anything "official" because it might sully my clear 
impressions.  I think there's a purity to my approach.  You know, Kerouak didn't know anyone when he 
was down here either - 

I don't exactly associate him with Mexico.

He wrote The Mexico City Blues.

Oh, I never heard of it.  Can I get rid of this junk?

Be my guest.
It's very poignant, very true.  He was very unhappy here.  I'm trying to be invisible.  I can't do that in the USA. 
Here, I'm no one to nobody.  Like Burroughs in Tangiers:  "El Hombre Invisible."

You're trying to be unhappy?

I don't matter.



It's very freeing.
We can turn the beer bottles in at the liquor store, to my "buddy " there.

What about Sylvia and Bill and those guys?

The thing is, they don't count.  You, me; ex-pats are all like ghosts here.  We exist in another dimension.

What, the First World Zone?  The Dimension of Money and Privilege?

Ha ha, right.  No, you just kink of bounce off the shell of the culture.  There's no way in.

That seems like kind of a cop out.  And individuals, they might have different ideas.

I'm just interested in distance, that's all.

People in the USA, they don't even know where the hell I am.  I call people, and they're like, "what 
TIME zone is that" like I'm in Japan or something.  It's like I'm living on Mars, I'm so far away.

But the truth is, we're in Central Time; we're just across the border.  It's a real place and people might 
have ideas about their own lives.

No, that's not the truth.  The truth is what it feels like.
Oh, but speaking of "group events," Sylvia called - she wanted to invite you to an art opening.  Some 
photo-journalist thing.

I was so busy.  I was taking class and trying to see all the sights.

(And I kept finding these gorgeous objects that I just had to have - which cut into my fast-dwindling funds.)

I think I hadn't been in the country two weeks when I met Memo at that photo exhibition.

You're going to LOVE this show.  The guy is a kind of "outsider" artist; he documents masked 
wrestling, but in this really interesting way.

Wrestling?

Masked wrestling.  It's like a folk art, sort of.  It's not as popular as back in the 50s and 60s, when El Santo 
and Blue Demon were kings, but it's still this incredible vernacular art form.

In retrospect, he must have been ridiculous, but I couldn't see it in him.  He put me on the defensive right off.

You are Americans?  You are visiting my country?

Yes!...uh yes, I'm visiting.

Actually, I live here.

Do you enjoy Mexico?  You will stay a long time?

Oh, I love it.  I wish I could stay forever!



This photographer is very "kitsch," no?

Kitsch?

Yes, you must think he's very folklorico.  He makes "outsider" photographs of crazy luchadores.
I think the curator is wrong to put the photographs in the gallery.  He is a man who works to live; he does 
not think about art.  This is a case of the curator covering his work with her ideas, the elitist idea to look 
and the honest work of the common man through the glass of irony and superiority.

Um, yeah, I see what you mean...

So you aren't allowed to look at and appreciate the work of Mexicans who aren't elite?

You are Americans.  I don't expect you to know what it is to live in a third-world country.
In Gringolandia you have irony for everything, so you can look at it and know what to think.

This man is of the pueblo, he is making a living doing what he knows, and now he loses dignity because 
the upper classes and Americans come to laugh at him.

Oh no, I don't want to laugh at him!  I'm half-Mexican, too!

Ah, si?  Then you must be so much more sympathy, of course!

It's... it's just by blood, I mean, I'm not really Mexican.

Of course you are not!

How can you be Mexican when you grow up with the dollar who rides on the backs of the poor people 
of the world, and guns in every closet, and Hollywood that tell you you are right?  Your government...

Dejala en paz, hombre!  "Leave her alone, man."
Can't you see she's upset?

What is it my concern?  I am also upset at the government of the United States and el NAFTA!  They do 
not leave me alone.

So you take out your aggressions on one little tourist?

She and you represent the invasion of American Hollywood and imperialism of cultural and economic. 
You are not innocent, but it is not personal.

C'mon, Carla, let's go.

But I didn't mean anything!  I'm not trying to invade!  It's the opposite!  I want to learn!

You want to learn.

I want to know about being Mexican!  I know I can't be, but - I want to learn about it.  Really.

So, blood tells, eh?  Well, if you want to "learn," you can come to my puesto in Tianguis del Chopo on 
Saturday.

I thought at first that it would have been nice to have someone to do this stuff with, especially when I was 
trying to figure out where the hell the bus to wherever left from.
But when Memo challenged my motives in being in Mexico, it was like he evaporated my shyness.  I was 
determined to learn all I could, and met people everywhere, even when we didn't speak the same language. 
Most of the were more welcoming than he was.



Harry wasn't getting much writing done, though I don't know if he cared.  Mostly, he drank, and things 
deteriorated.

Are you still here?!  When are you leaving?!

Writing not going well, Harry?

Fuck you, chiquita.  I'm doing just fine.  What is that piece of shit?

I got it at the pyramids.  It's Nayarit.

It's fuck-you-it.  That's a tourist piece of shit.

It's a reproduction.

You suuucker!  You ruuube!

Jesus, Harry, you need to sleep it off.

I debated with myself over it, but in the end, there wasn't much question:  I went to find Memo at Tianquis
del Chopo that Saturday.  God, el Chopo.  The market isn't easy to locate in the first place, and then, I mean, 
my style was hardly up to date, but even I could see it was a complete throwback!  I loved it.

All the punk and goth kids in the city seemed to be there stocking up on cheap black clothes and bootleg 
hardcore cassettes.  Memo was at his stand selling communist t-shirts and buttons.

Hole.  Oye, it's the "student" of Mexico!  Chavos, miren, esta estudiandonos!  Que tal guapa?  Como te llamas?
"Guys, look, she's studying us!  What's up, foxy?  What's your name?

Um, you said what's my name?  "me llamos Carla...

Ah ha ha, so you don't speak Spanish?

Uh, no.  I'm studying. Yo estudiar.  "I to study"

Ha ha!  You study that too!  Very good!  You will speech in the Zocato soon! 

Que onda?  Como Estas?  
This is Ricardo.  This is Sarita, Oscar, Marco, y yo soy Memo.
Here, you can take some papers of Subcomandante Marcos and Che.  You can study Spanish with them.

Oscar... he was so sweet from the first time I met him.  The fears I had about meeting Memo again all came 
to nothing just because he was so nice to me.

Que tal?



Ey, media-Mexicana.  I surprise that you come here after I fight with your friend.

Joo espik Espanish.

No, um, yo estudiar ahora.  "I to study now."

Esta bien.  Que haces aqui en Mexico?  Eres una artista?  "That's good.  What are you doing in Mexico? 
Are you an artist?"

Um... No compre.. entiendo.  "I don't compre... understand."

Artista?

Yo?  Artista?  No! ha ha ha!

Without Oscar, I might never have seen those guys again.  Imagine.  I was still, technically, a tourist.  And, 
let's face it, I was acting like one, still checking off the must-do-in-Mexico list.
I was so in love, though; I was delirious with Mexico.  I was avoiding thinking about the inevitable, the ticket 
looming in my backpack, threatening the end, until finally I bit the bullet and looked.  I had missed my plane 
by a week.

I don't know why you have to keep your apartment so shitty all the time.

None of your business, frankly.

Well, I have to live with it too.

Oh, you do, do you.  That's why you pay me rent instead of buying all your fucking folklorico crap all the 
time, right?

When ARE you leaving, anyway?

Um... I'm. um. not...

What?!  What the fuck do you mean you're "not"?

Not soon, anyway.

What happened to your flight?  

It was, um, two weeks ago...

Two weeks ago???  

I forgot about it, and then I thought it was a sign.  Memo said...

Memo?  MEMO?? Memo who has never seen an actual capitalist in person, so attacks me instead? Memo 
disguises his assholenish by draping himself in populism?

Communism...

Memo doesn't fucking have you living with him!

Well, I'm sure I could, except he lives with his parents...

Ha ha ha!  Fucking great.  It's not very communist of you to crash at the oppressor's pad, Carla.



Harry's parents worried about him.  You could tell because they called all the time.  His mother set up a 
meeting for him with a big-time journalist at Reforma, a major city paper.  I suppose with the nothing that 
maybe he's decide to be a reporter and get his act together.

Is she going to report back on you?  Is that why you tucked in your shirt?

Mariana Fernandez was an organizer of a freedom of the press organization (whose members, it seems, were 
regularly assassinated for writing the truth) that was affiliated with a human rights group that Harry's mother 
worked with.  She must not have heard about the assassination part. 

So, How can I help you?

Uh, I'm not sure.  I'm a writer, and my mother thought, I think, that you might have some advice for me?

About writing?

Um, or about Mexico City?

That was her cue.  She launched into a litany of the incredible difficulties of living in el Distrito Federal.

Well, this is a very dangerous city.   You cannot be too careful here.  I have a driver - I trust him because he's 
been with me for 20 years.  Every day he picks me up at a different time, we take a different route to the office, 
I arrive at different times.

She progressed from telling us about air pollution and earthquakes to telling us about the desperation of the 
poor after the peso crash of '94.

Please be aware that the police can be dangerous.  Of course there are good people in the police, but they are 
radically underpaid and also under-trained and not educated.  Small corruptions are common, and then there 
are always those who have turned to crime to supplement their income.

The way she laid it out, if you looked at the bare facts, living in Mexico flew in the face of reason.

Of course, you must never take a taxi off the street - there are gangs, often involving off-duty police, 
who steal taxis and impersonate taxi drivers.

...Then when you get in, their associates jump in after you, steal your credit cards and ATM cards, and kidnap
you for hours while they use the cards.  They usually beat their victims and leave them in a bad part of town.

If the government was ineffectual and corrupt, you couldn't trust the police, and you could be kidnapped, 
robbed, or killed at any time without recourse, then what was life in the capital but some kind of mass 
hysteria on the part of the whole population?

Oh yes, kidnapping is a big problem here.  Many wealthy people and members of their families are 
kidnapped for ransom.  That is why they live behind high walls, have bodyguards, and bullet-proof cars. 
Of course, sometimes it's their bodyguards who kidnap them.

But in the end, she was paradoxically encouraging.

Listen, you mustn't let all this ruin your experience here.  This is a vibrant, exciting city, and yu can't lock 
yourself in your house like the rich people and hope it goes away.
You just have to be informed, and make decision about what you will do with the information.  But enjoy 
the city.  It's a wonderful place.

But if none of the systems of power worked, or not well, then the day-to-day functioning of the city was, 
realistically looked at... an act of sheer faith, of agreeing not to examine the fabric of life too closely for 
fear that it might not hold.  But the funny thing is, it did hold.  It does hold, despite the rips and tears.



I sort of hated her for her truth-telling, since it pit my desires against my judgement.  But I was young, and 
young people are capable of remarkable faith in their own indestructibility.  For example, Harry just let 
it all roll off his back.

Ugh, what a doomsayer.

What if she's right?

Nothin' I can do about it, so why should I let it get to me?

Oscar may have been the reason I saw those guys again, but it was Memo who kept things interesting.

Carlita!  Yo estoy aqui, tu inamorato!  Vean, no se ve toda triste y sola?   "Carlita!  I'm here, your 
paramour!  Look, doesn't she look sad, all alone."

Aside from the whole political thing, where he made me feel like I was dumber even than a newborn baby, 
because I had wrong ideas.  

Hola, Como estan?  "Hi how are you?

Lissen!  She speak the Spanish.  El Espanish.

No es linda?  la Carlita.  "isn't that cute?  Our little Carla."

He was easily more of a drunk than even Harry was.

Que mal que este tan plana, porque se no seria una Zorrita bonita.  "Too bad she's so flat-chested.  She'd be 
pretty otherwise.  Little vixen."

Calmate, guey, todovia es temprano.  "Cool out, man, it's early still."

Um que los gusta tomar?  "What like to have you to drink?

You invite us?  So nice!  Tequila!  Why you be nice today, yesterday you not call me? 

Um, yo llamo, per to abuela no quiere... "I call, but your grandmother doesn't want...."

Don't talk about my abuelita!  Ellan es una santa!  "She is a saint."

Ella con tu sucia boca!  "You better not talk bad about her with your slutty mouth!"

Callate guey!  Controlate!  "Shut up man, you're out of control!"

Que me controle?  Chinga tu madre, pendejete.  Puedo hacer lo que yo quiera.  "Out of control?  Fuck you, 
pip-squeak.  I can do what I want."

OK, OK, ya estuvo.  "OK,OK, that's it.  You've really got to go."

Me voy si quiero!  "I'll go if I want to!"

Tiene que irse.  He borracho,  He go.  "He has to to, he's drunk."

Oh, um...

Sultame, indio!  "Get your hands off me, peasant!"

I couldn't believe he was putting Memo in a taxi!  At night!  On the street!

Uh, um, you're sure this is safe?

Que?  Lo estoy mandando a casa.  "What?  I'm sending him home."

The taxi?  OK?

Si.  OK.  Go house.

If you say so...

I thought I would spend the rest of the night worrying about Memo, but instead Oscar taught me how to 
salsa.  At least we didn't have to talk.



Oh my god, it's dawn!

El Sol!  "The sun!"

Su,  El amanecer. Es bello, no?  "Yeah, sunrise.  It's beautiful, don't you think?"

Pero, esperame...  "But, wait a second."

Ahora esto es belleza.  "Now that's beauty."

Oh my god, Harry's going to be so pissed!

What the hell are you doing?

You said you hated this wall paper.

No fucking shit I hat it!  What fucking business is it of yours?!

Well excuse me for trying to improve my environment.

Your environment?  YOUR environment?!  Since when is this your place?

I've been living here for three months, in case you hand's noticed.

And I've been trying to get you to leave for two and a half, as you evidently didn't notice!

Maybe it's hard to take you seriously when you're in the middle of fucking me.

Whatever.  Whatever.  I'm not talking about this.
But fucking leave my "environment" alone.  I like my squalor.

I noticed.  Is is artistic to live in a hellhole?



Is this a more "authentic" Mexican experience that way?

Oh fuck you, don't you start with that bullshit!  You're no more Mexican than me, and...

Is that supposed to hurt my feelings?!  Maybe I'm not, but at least I'm trying to understand the culture...

Fuck this shit.  I'm going to lunch with Bill and Steve.  Are you coming?

Oh, thank you very much for deigning...  

I'm going to los Girasoles and frankly, I don't give a flying fuck what you do.

Slam!

Tink tink.  

What the hell?

Scrape, scrape.

A steel plate.  People have some odd notions of home repairs.

Ugh.  Better go eat.

Yeah, Burroughs show his wife upstairs in this building.

Oh, bullshit.

I heard he shot her in a car.

He was married?  Wait - wasn't he gay?

Seriously.  Right upstairs.  At some kind of party.  They were playing William Tell.

I think I'm thinking of the film of Naked Lunch.  Wasn't there a car in there?

That part at the end?  That was pure Cronenberg.  That part was great.

Hey Angela.

Do you think he did it on purpose?  I mean, subconsciously?  Because he was married and gay?

Hi Steve.

That's been a matter for speculation since he did it.  I think somewhere between reckless and subconscious.

Were they just hopped up on drugs or whatever?

Just really really drunk.

Bill...

I think he was just drinking incredible amounts of alcohol at that point.

Did he go to prison?

I'm sure he got off.  You know, he paid someone off.

I saw a picture of him in Lecumberri once.

Well, he might have been in for a few weeks.

He was really into guns, right?  Shouldn't he have been way too good of a shot to accidentally shoot her?

He was just incredibly drunk, I think.

Well, it was something of a regular parlor trick they did.  Maybe it was foreplay.  Maybe it turned her on.

Supposedly, killing his wife is what made him become a writer.

Why?



You know, he was wracked with grief over her, she was the only person he ever loved.

Yeah, that's why he turned gay - he could never fuck another woman.

They were actually married?

They were in love, they were married, but they were soul mates.  He was still into guys.

Did Burroughs and Ginsberg get it on ever?

Ha ha ha!  Yeah, I bet!

I thought just a couple of people were there.  I thought it was in a car.  I don't know why.

On the Road;  kill your wife?

Yeah, hah!

Kerouak was here too for a while.

Yeah, the Mexico City Blues.

He hated it.  He thought it was a filthy, disgusting town.

Boy, I've never heard that one before.  Mexico squalid?  He was going after a really "authentic" experience.

Fuck you Carla.  Don't start.

Hey, be cool.

It's just that, Harry, I've been wondering what the hell you're doing down here.  You don't have Mexican 
friends... You don't participate in the life of the city, you live like a bum squatting in a tenement...

And you, with your new friends, you're being "real" right?  You're all down with the people, right?

But now I can see it!  You're following in the footsteps of your heroes!  Hanging out with ex-pats (no 
offense to you guys....)  Getting wasted on cheap tequila and beer and being "tortured"... Is that the plan?

Uh, I'm...

I don't mean you, Steve, just him.

I'm not getting into this again.

You're like the army, or something.  Go to foreign lands, meet exotic people, and then look down on 
them and write about how corrupt and stupid they are.

Screw you.  Get off your high fucking horse.  You think because you go to ART galleries and the 
fucking PYRAMIDS you know what's going on in this country.  You fucking poseur.  You tourist. 
You don't even speak Spanish.

Uh, you guys...

You come in here with your fat wallet, order people around, rent a beautiful apartment then trash it, 
breeze in and out like it doesn't fucking matter, but you're completely a colonialist asshole.

You hate my apartment so much, you fucking hippie, then clear out.

What's next?  Go back to the US and start shooting up like Bill Burroughs?  You call him Bill, right?  
Off to Morocco for a while?

It's Tangiers, you moron.

Jesus, Harry, chill out.

Is this my fault??

Both you guys, chill.

Don't worry, I'm leaving.

It's 24 pesos, bitch!  Am I supposed to pay for you, BITCH?!!



De que le damos, senorita?  "What can we get you, miss?"

Un agua de melon, por favor.  "A melon-ade, please."

ungh.

nnn... dizzy...

unnh...

huhn!

Jesus!
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