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Captain Gringo— slashing
through the jungle to a hotbed of horror!

Gringo’s wanted by a local
Honduran honcho in a town seething with revolution, to save his
hide, the Renegade agrees to lead an expedition of greenhorn,
movie-making Americanos into the jungle—and doesn’t regret it when
he gets a glimpse of the tempting actresses and feisty redheaded
researcher he has for company. Gunrunning for the guerrillas while
he guides the group into the steaming green hell, Gringo discovers
that the bloody battles between the rebels and regulars are just
the fuse that can set off a deeper, more dangerous powder keg of
trouble—one almost as explosive as the passions of the women in his
camp.
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Captain Gringo was only human. So when
he met a big black fuzzy monster in a dark alley, he naturally
knocked it flat with a left hook, kicked it flatter with a mosquito
boot, and seriously considered shooting it. But by the time he had
his gun out, he'd spotted what looked like a torchlight parade
coming down the alley at him, too, and decided this was hardly the
time for a man with a price on his head and no valid passport in
his pocket to be hanging around. So he naturally started running
like hell.

Behind him, he heard a voice in
the crowd shout, “Mira! Take him, muchachos!” And while it wasn’t clear from the
ominous roar of the crowd whether they meant him or whatever he’d
just tangled with, he didn’t want to find out until everyone had
cooled down some. So he crabbed sideways into a slot between two
buildings, then cursed as he saw he was boxed in a coffin-wide
cul-de-sac!

The stucco wall blocking his escape
was a bit lower than the house walls on either side. But he still
had a hell of a time getting over it. He lost his planter’s hat as
he grabbed the gritty top of the wall on the third try and hauled
himself over to drop blindly into the patio or whatever on the far
side. He could tell he’d timed it close as, looking up, he saw the
brimstone glow of torchlight flickering on the stucco above. He sat
still as a mouse in the long grass he’d landed in, drawing his .38
once more as he tried to make out what they were muttering about on
the far side. But too many people were muttering too many things at
once, and all that really mattered was that, so far, nobody seemed
to be coming over the wall after him and, miracle of miracles, the
voices were even fading away as the mob moved on, back, or some
damned where.

He waited anyway, until he’d
said “Mississippi” a hundred times just to make sure. Then he got
to his feet, hoping to figure out where he was. There had to be a
better way out of here than back over that wall. Planter’s hats
were a hell of a lot cheaper than his head.

It was black as the inside of a cat,
now that the torchbearers had moved away. There wasn’t one
illuminated window facing the dark, grassy void he’d lucked into.
He sensed it was a little too large to be the patio he’d first
taken it for. He didn’t mind. Explaining what one was doing in
someone’s patio at midnight could be a pain in the ass. He put his
free hand against rough stucco and started following the wall
clockwise. There had to be a door or gateway somewhere.

He made it to a corner, and so now he
had to be heading for the far side of the block he’d been dumb
enough to cut through late at night in a strange town. His hotel
couldn’t be more than five blocks away. If only he could find a way
out of this mysterious black pit. He barked his shin on something
solid in front of him. He put his .38 back into its shoulder
holster and took out a box of waterproof matches. He took a deep
breath and struck a light. Then he muttered, “Jesus, this sure is a
night for neat shortcuts!”

He was standing in a graveyard, at
midnight, after just having had a run-in with a spook. He laughed
anyway as he shook out the match and kept going. Looking on the
bright side, real people hardly ever visited graveyards in the
middle of a dark, moonless night, and, what the hell, he’d just
flattened the biggest spook he’d ever seen around here!

He thought about that as he
worked his way along the wall and over more than one grave. The
brief encounter in that alley hadn’t lasted long enough for him to
have made a lasting impression of whatever he’d decked. He tried to
recall more detail. There wasn’t much to recall. One minute he’d
been strolling through a dark alley, minding his own business; and,
the next thing he’d known, a moaning apparition had loomed out of
the gloom at him.

Its big black fuzzy arms had been
spread as if to grab him. So the sucker punch had been easy. But
what in the hell had he punched? Maybe an ape that had busted loose
from some zoo? That would explain all those guys chafing it. A
man-size ape running loose could make people nervous.

But did they have a zoo in Puerto
Nogales? Rom what he’d seen of the little seaport so far, they
didn’t even have streetlights or a for God’s sake tobacco shop
within five blocks of what Gaston had said was the best hotel in
town!

He found his way to the fancy,
albeit rusty, wrought-iron gate. It was locked. He peered through,
saw the calle on the far side was almost as dark as where he was,
and simply climbed over it. He looked both ways. Nobody seemed to
be looking for him. A steam whistle to his right gave him his
bearings. He shrugged and headed back to the waterfront. So much
for going out to buy smokes late at night in Puerto Nogales. If
Gaston was still out when he got back to the hotel, Captain Gringo
wasn’t going to mention this adventure. The small, gray
semi-invisible Frenchman had warned him not to wander around on his
own here. Puerto Nogales was said to be a tough little town.
Captain Gringo wasn’t sure how tough it was, but it sure seemed
well named, when one considered nogales were a kind of
nut!

He saw light ahead. The calle he was
following led him to the waterfront where weary-looking peones were
still loading bananas on that same shelter-deck steamer by the same
lantern light. He knew where he was now. He turned the corner and
passed a squalid little cantina that, alas, sold neither tobacco
nor, indeed, drinks fit for human consumption.

He strode on to the waterfront hotel
Gaston had chosen, he said, for its view of the Caribbean and for
cross-ventilation. The tall American went up the outside stairs,
tried the door, then grinned and took out his key as he saw he’d
beaten his sidekick home.

Inside, the room they’d taken did seem
a little cooler now. He struck another match to light the candle
provided by the management. They’d not only never heard of Thomas
Edison in Puerto Nogales, they’d apparently never heard of coal-oil
lamps, either. But what could one expect of a town named after
walnuts—when even a gringo like Captain Gringo knew walnuts didn’t
grow along the mangrove-haunted Mosquito Coast of
Honduras.

They hadn’t been able to book two
rooms. They’d been lucky to get one fair-size room with brass beds
against opposite walls. But at least the best hotel in Puerto
Nogales had indoor plumbing. Sort of. So he stepped into the tiny
bathroom, lit another candle over the sink, and took a leak in the
commode. It flushed on the second try.

As he washed his hands at the sink, he
noticed he’d stained his knuckles with something black. He tried
the cheap soap and saw that whatever it was didn’t want to come
off. It looked like black paint or maybe roofing tar. That worked.
He’d been climbing over lots of stuff that needed protection from
the damp, humid trade winds they had around here.

By using more soap and rubbing harder,
he got most of it off. Anything that wouldn’t come off with soap
and water wasn’t going to come off on the sheets, and the sheets
weren’t his anyway, so what the hell.

He’d just finished drying his
hands and buttoning up his fly when Gaston came in from wherever
the hell he’d been. Gaston was not alone. The little old Legion
deserter had a mestiza girl clinging coyly to either arm. Neither
one was ever going to make the cover of the Police
Gazette.
But, on the other hand, no lady looks all that bad in a low-cut
peasant blouse by candlelight after a guy’s been at sea almost a
week and doesn’t know another soul in town.

Gaston said, “Look what followed me
home, Dick. This adorable child who says she admires older men is
Rosalita. I think you would get along better with Floralinda here,
non?”

Floralinda giggled, disengaged from
the older man, and came over to snuggle against Captain Gringo. She
was the younger and prettier of the pair, if one didn’t mind an
occasional gold tooth. Captain Gringo put a casual arm around her
but asked Gaston in English, “What about the
evolution-ray?”

Gaston shrugged and said, “It seems to
be off. When I went to contact the people we were to join, there
were some très fatigue Honduran army types loitering about the
premises. So I did not think it wise to go in, hein?”

“Jesus, they’ve been
picked up, and we’re just standing here like big-ass
birds?”

“Mais non, we are behaving
as the innocent-looking species of beachcombers one sincerely hopes
we may be taken for until that banana boat down the quay is ready
to leave, of course. If there was another, quicker way out of here,
I assure you I would have found it. Meanwhile, on my way here I
thought it wise to stop at a friendly home for wayward girls and
order these two, to go.”

It wouldn’t have been polite to
grimace in distaste at a lady who was rubbing her considerable
charms against him at the moment. It wasn’t even polite to go on
talking in English. But he had to as he growled, “God damn it,
Gaston. We don’t have the money to spare, even if I paid for my
pussy!”

Gaston chuckled dryly and
replied, “There are times to be romantique and times to be
practique. I’ve already paid their madame. So try to pretend it’s
true love. We have to have some excuse for having booked this room instead of
staying aboard our ship until it’s loaded, hein?”

Suiting actions to his words,
Gaston snuffed out the candle and led his older puta to his own
bed, saying to her in Spanish, “Let me help you, querida. Sacre, is
all of that you,
under that adorable skirt?”

Captain Gringo found himself standing
in the dark with Floralinda and, from the way she was fumbling at
his pants, she seemed in need of guidance too. So he laughed and
said, “I’ll get you for this, Gaston!” as he led her to his own
bed, Or tried to. By the time they got there, Floralinda was sort
of leading him, by the dong. As she sat down on the bed, still
holding it, she sighed and asked, “What is the matter? Don’t you
like me?”

He laughed again and said, “I’m still
thinking about it. Are you always this direct,
Floralinda?”

He knew it was a silly question. But
he had to say something with a lady holding him by a limp leash.
Floralinda pulled him closer to reply by kissing its confused head,
and then—as she took it into her warm, wet mouth and proceeded to
slide her soft pursed lips up and down the full length of his
shaft—that part of him, at least, was no longer
confused.

But the rest of him still felt a
little silly as he stood there undressing himself in the dark as
she blew French tunes on his rapidly rising love flute. He got rid
of everything but his gun rig and boots. Then he shoved her over
backward, growled, “Hey, how come you’re still dressed?” and
proceeded to lay her right, with her skirts up around her waist and
her plump legs around his waist.

She liked it, or said she did. It was
hard to tell with businesswomen. But she sure moved her hips as
good as she could move her head, and pursed her lips down there
pretty good, too. So he exploded in her almost at once, and since
it really had been a long, boring sea voyage, with another one
facing them in the morning if they lived that long, he didn’t
stop.

Floralinda giggled and told her
invisible chum across the room, in a surprisingly conversational
tone, “This one is muy toro indeed! How are you making out,
Rosalita?”

Gaston replied, “She can’t answer
right now. But she seems to like older men as much as she said. Et
now, if you children will forgive me, I must get back to my
meal.”

Floralinda giggled and told
Captain Gringo they were going sixty-nine. He asked himself what
else was new. He didn’t answer. As a lay, she wasn’t bad. But he
was damned if he intended to even kiss her mouth, all things considered. So he just kept
humping, and if she didn’t like it, tuff.

She said, “Wait, let me get out of
these clothes so we can do it right. You have been at sea awhile,
have you not?”

He said he sure had, wondering what
else Gaston had told them, as he rolled off to let her shuck her
blouse and skirt. He was surprised at himself for wanting more. He
knew he should be a little disgusted. But as she pulled him back
aboard her voluptuous and now stark-naked body, he decided to
forgive Gaston. There were worse ways than this to fool the local
law, and if they didn’t fool it good, old Floralinda figured to be
the last dame he was ever going to have. So he decided to have all
she had to offer; and she offered a lot, for a pro.

She didn’t try to kiss him, bless her
professional delicacy, as she moaned that she too was climaxing
and, whether it was true or not, gave a most convincing performance
with her internal muscles. He just enjoyed it, not questioning the
few sordid luxuries of the so-far disgusting little port of call.
So he was mildly surprised when she sighed and told her chum across
the room, “I can’t believe it, Rosalita. But I just
came!”

Her unseen companion answered in a
husky, bemused voice, “Me too. A considerate customer is such a
nice change. And to think we have the whole night with these two
alone!”

“Let’s make it a party,”
said Floralinda, grinding her groin teasingly against Captain
Gringo as he lay limp in her love saddle, sated for the moment. He
muttered, “Jesus, I don’t even have any cigars to smoke between
times. Let a guy get his breath back, at least.”

She insisted, “Get off. We are going
to play musical cunts. Do you know that game, querido?”

“I think I know how it’s
played. Are you following all this, Gaston?”

“Mais oui, with
considerable interest. But first some rules of the ground, non? I
am as good a sport as any Frenchman. But once another man has
dipped his spoon in the bouillabaisse, I tend to lose my appetite
for seafood!”

Floralinda laughed and said, “Do not
speak tonto. Oral sex is for to inspire bashful married men. It is
not often we get a pair of hard-up sailors who like for to
fuck!”

Rosalita must have agreed with
her. For the next thing Captain Gringo knew, she’d dragged poor
Gaston over to join them. The older, plumper whore climbed on
Captain Gringo’s bed, near the foot, and remained on her hands and
knees there as she said, simply, “Bueno. Somebody put it
in
me, damn
it!”

Gaston said, “I wish you would, Dick.
Even with fresh inspiration, I am not sure what sort of monster I
have created here!”

Captain Gringo laughed, rolled to his
feet, and moved behind the bigger rump of Rosalita as Floralinda
giggled and assumed the same position side by side with the older
whore. Captain Gringo muttered, “This is getting silly,” as he
entered Rosalita dog-style to see Gaston doing the same to
Floralinda right next to him. Then, as he got all the way into what
old Rosalita had to offer, he grabbed her ample hips and added,
“But it ain’t bad!” as he and Gaston proceeded to hump them in
unison while the two whores chatted casually. Apparently they
genuinely liked good sex. But after agreeing the change in partners
was interesting, they got down to discussing something about the
way their laundry was being mistreated by some Chinaman they both
seemed annoyed at.

Gaston chuckled and said, “Eh bien,
this makes me homesick. It reminds me of the time I worked as a
bouncer in a place my Great Aunt Yvette ran, near the Moulin
Rouge.”

“Okay, I can post in the
saddle and talk at the same time, too. So tell me about that banana
boat. Have you fixed it with the purser yet?”

“Mais non. When I saw the
revolutionary headquarters guarded by the wrong side, I of course
ducked into the nearest whorehouse. And the rest you know. They
must like us, the adorable children. They never chat like this when
entertaining the usual contemptible romantiques.”

Captain Gringo wasn’t trying to follow
the conversation in Spanish as the two whores chatted with their
heads down on the mattress and their rumps in the air. The two
soldiers of fortune went on speaking in English, of course, as
Captain Gringo said, “Don’t even mention evolutionary, even in
English, damn it. How long do we have to keep this nonsense
up?”

“I don’t know. I can fuck
for hours, pacing myself like this. It won’t be safe to approach
the steamboat purser before dawn. I did ask one of the stevedores
when they would be shoving off. He said they hoped to have the
holds filled by then. Speaking of filling holds, would you excuse
me a moment? I seem to be climaxing in this adorable little
playmate of yours!”

Captain Gringo laughed as the
small but virile Frenchman started pounding what was hardly
his
playmate at the
moment to glory; and, from the way Floralinda was moving, she too
seemed to have forgotten her old friends. The one he had his own
bemused semi-erection in hissed, “Faster! Faster! They’re getting
ahead of us, Sailor!”

He did his best to oblige, feeling a
little better now. For not only did their casual pickups rut like
the simple healthy animals they were, neither had they bothered to
remember any names.

Captain Gringo was not only big and
strong, but well hung and, in truth, not as interested in what he
was doing to Rosalita as he might have been had not he had other
things to worry about. So she came well ahead of him and announced
it loudly—as Floralinda, probably showing off at least a bit,
replied, “Me too! Madre de Dios! They both fuck so
good!”

Outside, on the steps, one uniformed
Honduran who’d crept up on them turned to the one who’d crept after
him and chuckled, “Have you heard enough, Pedro?”

The other suppressed a louder laugh
and replied, “Sí, it was as the madame said. Just a couple of
sailors with a couple of her whores. Come on, we still have to find
those soldiers of fortune.”

They started to move away. Then
the first one said, “Wait. I hear the two men talking. They are
speaking in English. Do you think the Lieutenant might find that
interesting?”

“For why? We already knew
they were off that banana boat from New Orleans. What would you
expect Yanqui seamen to speak, Chinese? Let’s go. Listening to all
that rutting is giving me a hard-on, and you are just not my
type.”

So they moved silently down the steps
as, upstairs, the two whores insisted on changing partners again
and the two soldiers of fortune made some rather crude comments,
again in English, as they went along with the game. The two
soldiers were joined by a third as they stepped out on the quay. He
said, “New orders from the Lieutenant. We are to keep our eyes
peeled for a big blond Yanqui wearing a planter’s hat. He was
spotted earlier tonight, here in Puerto Nogales, and he answers to
the description of the notorious Captain Gringo, Ricardo
Walker!”

One of the two who’d checked out the
hotel looked thoughtfully back the way they’d just come and mused
aloud, “Hmm, that one sailor is most big and blond, no?”

But his partner said, “Half of them
are big and blond. The one up there does not wear any kind of hat.
They told us that at the cantina just now, remember?”

The soldier who’d just joined them
said, “I have an idea. For why don’t we just ask them at the banana
boat whether they have two crewmen getting laid at the hotel,
eh?”

They all thought that was a swell idea
and headed down the quay as, blissfully unaware of the danger they
were in at the moment, Captain Gringo and Gaston went on making
love, or showing off, with Rosalita and Floralinda.

The girls seemed to have some kind of
follow-the-leader challenge in mind by this time. So Captain Gringo
was once more laying Floralinda—or would have been if they hadn’t
been doing it standing up against the wall for some weird reason.
Gaston, after pointing out it wasn’t fair, since his legs were
shorter, had Rosalita draped over the brass foot rails of the
nearby bed in an ingenious position; and as everyone moved
sensuously but by now with calm determination, the two girls were
dissing another whore they didn’t like. They agreed she thought she
was hot stuff but that in God’s truth she was a frigid bitch,
etc.

Captain Gringo muttered, “You know
what? My legs are getting tired and this is really weird. I’m ready
to concede any time you are, Gaston.”

Gaston said, “Oui. Let me
finish, this way. I told you before we got here that the whole
situation up this way was très weird. I can’t wait to get out of
here. Out of this port, I mean. Where I am at the
moment
is not bad and, ah,
oui, this angle is très amusé, non?”

“How the hell should I
know? I’m doing it to a different broad at a different angle.
Speaking of weird—I forgot to tell you, but I ran into some other
weird stuff earlier tonight. Do they have man-size apes in Central
America, Gaston?”

“I don’t think so. Tell me
about it later. Oh, you really must try Rosalita in this position,
Dick!”

Rosalita seemed to think that was a
swell idea, too. So when Floralinda suggested changing partners
again, the older, plumper Rosalita simply stayed as she was,
perched atop the brass rail with a bare foot hooked against either
bedpost, open for business indeed.

Captain Gringo sighed and said, “No
shit, Gaston. I want to tell you about a funny thing that happened
to me in an alley tonight.”

But then he saw he was out voted. So
as Gaston led Floralinda around to assume a more sedate position on
the mattress behind Rosalita, Captain Gringo muttered, “Jesus, the
things you get me into, Gaston,” and got in Rosalita again. Then he
hissed in pleased surprise and grabbed the brass on either side of
her ample hips as he found himself more inspired by this new
position than he’d expected.

Meanwhile, down the quay, the skipper
of the banana boat stood smoking on the bridge wing as the three
soldiers approached the gangplank below.

The skipper neither spoke nor wanted
to learn Spanish. So he yelled down, “What do you greasers
want?”

Only one of the three soldiers spoke
any English at all, and he, most fortunately, didn’t speak it well
enough to know what a “greaser” might or might not be. He called
up, “We are military police, señor! We wish for to know if you have
allowed any of your crew ashore tonight.”

The skipper spat and said, “Sure I
have. What’s it to you?”

“Perhaps nothing, señor.
It all depends. Could you tell us if you have a tall blond man,
about thirty, and a smaller darker man, perhaps fifty or sixty, in
your crew?”

“Sure. That sounds like
Butch and Smitty. What have they done?”

The soldier laughed and called back,
“Nothing a sailor in a strange port of call has never done before.
We only wished for to make sure they were your men. Muchas gracias,
señor.”

As the soldiers walked away, a mate
came out from the pilot house to ask what was going on. The skipper
said, “That big blond kid, Butch, went to get drunk with little
Smitty tonight, right?”

The mate said, “Smitty went ashore
awhile, sir. But he’s back on board now, if you need
him.”

“I don’t need Smitty. Them
greasers were just asking about him and old Butch. Is Butch still
ashore?”

The mate shook his head and said,
“Never went ashore here, Skipper. Saw him just a little while ago
in the galley, drinking coffee for a change and not enjoying it
much. Old Butch is low on shore money until we get paid off next
week. So whatever the greasers say he done, he never done
it.”

The Skipper stared thoughtfully after
the three Honduran soldiers down the quay. They were still in sight
but out of easy hailing distance by this time. He took a drag on
his smoke and said, “That’s funny. How could they be asking
anything about a couple of our guys if our guys ain’t anywhere
ashore?”

The mate followed his gaze and asked,
“Want me to go after ’em and check it out, Skipper?”

The skipper started to nod,
shrugged instead, and said, “Fuck ’em. It ain’t our problem.”

~*~

It was just as well neither Captain
Gringo nor Gaston had any idea that the winning side was scouring
Puerto Nogales and the surrounding swamps for any sign of them by
the dawn’s early light. For neither soldier of fortune was in any
shape to run, even had there been any place to run to.

The two exhausted whores were paying
for their own showing off, fast asleep, when Captain Gringo opened
one eye, saw grim, gray daylight winking through the window
shutters at him, and groaned, “Gaston, you lazy old bastard. Get up
and see about sneaking us aboard that banana boat before it
leaves.”

Gaston told him to do something that
was not only perverse but physically impossible, adding, “The
species of boat will not be pulling out this early. Wake me at
nine, you boisterous youth!”

“Wake up, damn it! How do
you know what time they figure to cast off? I thought you hadn’t
spoken to anyone aboard yet.”

“Merde alors, have you
never heard time and tide go together in a shallow-draft seaport,
Dick?”

“Oh, right. They will be
leaving with the tide and, let’s see … yeah, nine-thirty sounds
about right. But stay awake anyway. We’ve got things to chat
about.”

“Discuss them with your
athletique species of bed partner. Thanks to the two of them, I
ache in every one of my adorable old bones; and if you can think of
another grotesque position to screw either of them in, please don’t
tell me about it!”

“Damn it, this is the
first time I’ve been able to talk to you when you weren’t playing
slap and tickle, Gaston. I told you I tangled with an ape or
something in an alley last night. I’ve been thinking about that a
lot. You’re right: there just isn’t anything bigger than a howler
monkey running loose down here. But the ape I met up with stood at
least six feet. Worse yet, a mess of guys were chasing it. They
might have wound up chasing me, too. So how do we check that
out?”

Gaston propped himself up on
one elbow, shoving Rosalita’s plump thigh off his lap as he rubbed
a weary hand over his sleep-gummed eyes. The whore murmured in her
sleep and rolled her face to the wall as she farted loudly. Gaston
said, “If I was not awake before, I am now! Sacre God damn! I need
air!”

He rolled out of bed, naked, and threw
open the blinds. Then he shut them again quickly and said softly,
“Army patrol, big one, marching past along the quay.”

Captain Gringo nudged his own bed
partner to ask how she felt about breakfast. She moaned and turned
on her belly to sleep more soundly. He swung his naked feet to the
floor and said, “Bueno. We don’t have to feed ’em, and I sure as
hell don’t want to fuck anyone for at least a month.”

He reached under the bed to haul out
his oilcloth satchel, fumbled under the duds he’d piled on the bed
table for his gun rig, and rose to go into the bathroom as Gaston
risked another cautious peek through the shutters and muttered,
“Merde alors, I didn’t know they had that many men in the très
fatigue garrison here!”

Captain Gringo tested the hot water
tap. He hadn’t expected hot water at this hour. So he shrugged, wet
a hotel towel good, and gave himself a quick, tepid whore bath as
he studied his face in the cracked mirror and decided he could get
away without shaving this morning in such crummy surroundings. He
rinsed his mouth out with snake-bite remedy from his little
traveling kit and was drying off when Gaston joined him to ask,
“Are we going somewhere, my foolish youth? I just told you the quay
is très lousy avec troops!”

The taller American replied, “I heard
you. So what? For once we seem to be ahead of the game. We’ve got
the front money they wired us back in San Jose. We can’t contact
rebels that have already lost their revolution, so we’ve lived up
to our part of the contract the easy way for a change.”

“Your logique is perfect,
up to one small point, Dick. I agree it makes sense to take the
money and ran. Mais, the moment we step outside, we may have to run
faster than a man my age is capable of! Before you make any silly
remarks about heading for the border via the très amuse jungle, I
told you before we got here that Puerto Nogales is surrounded by
jungle of a particularly alarming nature, hein?”

“That’s good. If there’s
no way out of here cross-country, the army has things under control
and, more important, knows it has things under control. You’d
better wash your crotch, at least, before we talk to the purser of
that banana boat. You smell like an old whore.”

Gaston took a fresh towel to wet as he
told Captain Gringo he was crazy. But by the time they’d both
cleaned off and got into shape to clear out, the quay outside
seemed clear again. As Gaston put his own linen jacket on over his
gun rig, he asked Captain Gringo how he’d known that miracle would
come to pass. Captain Gringo said, “Easy. I’ve led troops through
more than one Indian village in my time. Guys massed and marching
aren’t searching. They’ve already searched and reassembled to march
somewhere else.”

“They don’t seem to have
searched this hotel yet. I’m sure I would have noticed, even eating
pussy.”

“They checked. Down at the
desk, at the very least. Obviously, and as we hoped, a couple of
non-Latin names shacked up with a couple of local whores didn’t
read ‘Honduran rebel’ to them. Let’s go. We’ve time for breakfast,
and I’m hungry as a bitch wolf for some reason.”

They left the two girls in the arms of
Morpheus—who was more than welcome to them, now that they’d seen
them by the cold, gray light of a soggy morning—and eased down the
outside steps, carrying their scanty luggage. They both agreed it
seemed impolite to bother the management about checking out when
the room had been paid for until noon.

The cantina just down the quay was
open twenty-four hours a day, bless it, and was not too crowded at
this hour. So they took a dark corner table and asked the
sleepy-looking waitress if they could get anything to eat to go
with their cerveza. She said they could have beans with rice or
rice with beans. Captain Gringo said beans with rice sounded fine,
and Gaston, just to be different, ordered rice and
beans.

Most of the other customers seemed to
be native stevedores, just finished a night’s work. Nobody worked
the docks under the tropic sun in this part of the world unless it
was important as hell, for double pay. A handful of seamen off the
various vessels in the harbor were trying to sober up with black
coffee at other tables here and there. Nobody seemed to be paying
any attention to the two soldiers of fortune or anything else. So,
as they waited for their order, Gaston murmured, “Eh bien, those
troops we were worried about have not been bothering innocent
bystanders. They must have made a clean sweep after all. I wonder
how? The people who hired us could not be the ones who informed on
them, hein?”

Captain
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