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Spalding Diggs screeches to a dusty stop in front of the Hotel Buenos 

Aires at high noon on a Sunday in his Jeep Wrangler, his pet iguana 

draped and sunning across his shoulders.  Yes, his name is Spalding, a 

name given to him in high school because of the pitted state in which 

acne scars left face, like a basketball.  Instead of being ashamed of 

the nickname he carries it with pride, like Lloyd (yes, Lloyd), who he 

adjusts with care as he slips a cowboy hat over his dark crew cut. 

  

He reaches into the passenger's seat and pulls over a grey, dusty 

duffel bag.  Opening the driver's door, he slides from the Jeep, his 

muddy boot heels making a "tap-tap" sound on the pavement.  He wipes 

the dust from his slim-cut khaki dungarees and white shirt - the 

sleeves rolled up to a horseman’s forearms, the buttons opened to his 

chest, revealing a rolled, sweat-soaked bandana tied around his neck.  

Satisfied, he slams the door and growls in English, "Come on, Lloyd.  

Let's get this done." 

  

Inside at the hotel front desk, he slings down the duffel bag on the 

counter.  The desk clerk, a boy of no more than sixteen wearing a 

vaguely militaristic navy blue uniform and cap, jumps at the sound and 

stares at Spalding, then Lloyd, then Spalding. 

  

"Spalding Diggs.  Checking in," Spalding says in perfect Spanish. 

  

"You can't bring a lizard in here," the clerk responds, his voice 

cracking. 

  

Spalding reaches into his shirt pocket and pulls out a cigar, which he 

lights with a sterling silver lighter made from a bullet. 

  

"Bet I can't smoke either," he says, smoke escaping from his mouth 

as he speaks, and he leans forward on one elbow to regard the clerk 

more closely. 

  

"Only in the parlor," the clerk says and jerks his head towards a 

set of gilded double doors across the red-carpeted and palm-tree 

decorated lobby, chandeliers hanging from the domed and molded 

ceiling. 
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The parlor doors open for a few seconds as patrons come out and 

Spalding and the clerk catch a fleeting glimpse inside:   smoky haze, 

a flash of tango dancers, couples pressed face-to-face, their legs 

lunging, intertwining in intricate patterns of conquest. 

  

"I thought you'd never ask," Spalding says.  "Here hold on to this 

for me." 

  

He shoves the duffel towards the clerk, who nearly falls from its 

weight and strides across the lobby towards the parlor.  In his wake, 

the mouths of lobby guests drop and tremble. 

  

"Wait!  That is a closed competition," the clerk yells after him. 

  

Spalding reaches the parlor doors and both open as he approaches.  He 

steps inside and hands Lloyd to a woman, who looks like she will faint 

at the honor.  He marches onto the dance floor that is surrounded by 

tables of seated men, dressed in suits and hats, and women, adorned in 

all manner of floral dresses.  At the nearest table, he extends his 

hand to a vixen in a black, lace dress, black fishnet tights, and a 

red rose behind her ear.  She takes his hand, her eyes flashing fire, 

and he pulls her to her feet at the same time twirling her into a low, 

face-to-face dip.  She snatches the cigar from his mouth and takes a 

long drag between her ruby lips before tossing it to the dance floor.  

She exhales and he breathes in the smoke, never releasing her from the 

dipped hold. 

  

From the front desk, the clerk watches, mouth agape, through the still 

open doors.  His supervisor steps behind him and follows his gaze 

before smiling. 

  

"Did you see that?" the clerk asks, indignant and confused. 

  

"Si, Spalding Diggs has arrived," the supervisor says and his 

appreciative smile widens into awe. 

 


