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Prologue
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My name is Max McGuire and I lived the craziest month ever lived in the history of the world.

Of course, I had a little help. I had the craziest family that ever existed. And it all seemed to come back to haunt me this one month right before I turned thirty years old. This was in 1984 in Coconut Grove, Florida. (Or Miami, if you want to be more generic).

I thought it my duty to put it all on record. I got connected up with this publisher and told him my angle and hook—they use fishing terms in the publishing industry—and he said, well, that was interesting but the trouble here was that things happened to me. You’re going through life with things happening you have no control over. I said that’s the truth. He said a hero is a person who makes things happen. I said I never claimed to be a hero.

He said maybe I should water it down in places. That sometimes it comes across as you being the unreliable narrator. I told him every word in it was true, with no hyperbole at all.

He shrugged at that, said there was just too many parentheses and, in parts, a different structure. Then he perked up like he had this idea. Maybe you could get your wife to edit it. Shape it up for you. Has your wife read it? Every word, I told him. And what does she think of it? She loves it, says I shouldn’t change a word. Don’t do a thing to it. That the energy is raw and the tone is immediate.

Yes, there is something to the manuscript. But sometimes a spouse is not the best of all possible critics or editors.

I gave him the look with that. He knew he’d said the wrong thing. It wasn’t like I was going to hit him, but he sure got as far away from me as he could without leaving his chair.

Right then, I knew I’d have to write my own book, my own way.

As far as I’m concerned this is the way it happened. And after letting it sit and cool for a while, then rereading it, I have to confess: It’s all true. And I think I captured the atmosphere of it all and my true feelings at the time. I told everything I did right. I told everything I did wrong.

You can’t get more hero than that. In my book. Pun intended. 

—Bermuda Maxwell McGuire

(Now let the story begin; Summer, 1984; Coconut Grove, Florida)
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Day One

(Of the Craziest Month of My Life)
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Chapter One
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The Mayor’s Wife


1.


I was in my treehouse fucking the mayor’s wife when the dead body fell out of the closet.

(This was the sentence the publisher suggested I start my memoir with. I felt I needed the above prologue).

(And actually, all the truth was: I was in my treehouse fucking my married cousin Corky when the dead body fell out of the closet. And we had fucked before—ten years ago. And it wasn’t like she was married to the mayor of Miami. It took two mayors—one for Miami, one for Miami-Dade—to keep the wacky town of Miami running. And she and her husband, Mayor Dan, were getting divorced soon anyway. So, it wasn’t like I was committing adultery).

(Another concern of the publishers was that he “wasn’t sure I wouldn’t alienate my readers because I’m committing incest.” I told him cousins weren’t exactly hardcore incest. That the history books were filled with people of great deeds married to their cousins.

Here’s the irony of this. Here’s this publisher. Before we got into my memoir, we sat there chit-chatting. According to him—he didn’t exactly say this in the exact words—but he acted like the greatest novel ever written was Lolita. I’d read every word of that novel in prison and it’s about, I can’t remember the exact ages, but about this forty year old man, who had a twelve inch peter, screwing his new wife’s twelve year old daughter. And I’m alienating my readers?)

Back to the story:

Corky and I were going at it like old times. The headboard was banging against the wall. That made the closet door jiggle open and the corpse just fell—silently slide, actually—out onto the bedroom floor.

Corky didn’t see a thing. She had her eyes closed, was positioned at the wrong angle, and began to scream in ecstasy loud enough to wake the dead. Luckily, it didn’t.

We had our grand moment and then both of us lay motionless in exhaustion. When Corky caught her breath, she said, “We still got it, don’t we, Cousin?”

“Yes, we do, Quirky.”

Corky looked at her watch—the only thing she was wearing except her earrings. Call that a cliché, I call it a fact.

I didn’t want Corky to see the corpse. Fortunately, she rolled to the other side of the bed and sat up. “I want to hurry up, Max, and be at the restaurant before Dan gets there.”

It was years since I had so much as seen Corky, but I still knew how she ticked. She thought if she were sitting at Bananas when Mayor Dan arrived, he wouldn’t suspect she’d been screwing my brains out all morning. Just two cousins sipping coffee and catching up on old times.

Now, Corky got up and ran down the short flight of wooden steps to the lower level, five feet below. Her clothes lay by the couch. She started pulling her clothes onto her hot, sweaty body. My jeans were on the floor, not two feet from the corpse.

The corpse lay flat, face up. It was a man of about fifty. In suit and tie. No blood running out. No funny smells. His eyes were closed. Then I noticed. He wore undertaker makeup on his face.

This was some corpse prepared for viewing. Somebody took a corpse out of a casket and brought him up the stairs into my treehouse and hid him in the closet. Who the hell would do that? I would suspect Tony or Eddie. But Eddie was dead. And Tony was debilitated, staying in an assisted living home.

I looked down to see Corky wiggle her jeans over some sky-blue string-bikini panties. God, that woman was gorgeous. Pay attention to a live, hot woman or a dead corpse?

Forget the corpse. I wasn’t getting involved. I was taking Corky to Key Biscayne, then go keep my appointment with Fina.

Whoever brought the corpse here—for whatever reasons—could just, by God, come back and get him/it. I didn’t want to know anything about it.

I pulled on my jeans and ran down to the lower level for the rest of my clothes. Corky was already dressed. She said for me to hurry. She ran off to the kitchen to get a bottle of water.

A wooden railing went along the edge of the higher level. I looked between the uprights of the railing. The corpse couldn’t be seen from the lower level. Good.

I heard something and turned. Corky stood at the kitchen sink a good twenty feet away. She’s just raised the window and was leaning her head out. And, boy, did it give me a great ass shot.

She had on jeans, a long sleeve white blouse, those black Key West style shoes with an open heel and open toes that showed her red manicured toenails.

She looked like a kept woman. Tears almost came into my eyes—her going back to her two-timing husband, and to Paris, Mississippi. (Yes, that’s where she lived. Paris, Mississippi. There’s a contraction of terms for you. Corky lived in an oxymoron).

She turned around, saw me staring at her. She said, “Were you staring at my ass?”

“Yes. I had to. I’m drawn to exquisite works of art.”

She gave this devilish grin, but let it slide. She said, “I think I saw Pinkie the Bird out there in the limbs.”

“Oh, no. Quick! Close the window.”

Corky turned and pulled at the window, but halfway down it stuck. I made a move to come over and help her, but Pinkie flew in through the half-open window.

Pinkie held a pair of miniature skates in her beak and landed on the kitchen table. She dropped the miniature skates, took a quick shit, grabbed each skate in a talon, and started doing laps around the edge of the table.

“She followed us from Tropical Jungle?” Corky said. 

“I don’t think she could fly that far. Maybe she hid in my car behind the front seats.”

I eased up toward Pinkie and offered my arm, for her to hop onto. She wanted no part of me. She made a little hop and altered from skating clockwise to counter-clockwise.

I lunged for her. Pinkie flew up—dropped the skates mid-flight—and landed on the railing and started singing God Bless America, reenacting her stellar performance of the 1968 World’s Fair.

Corky headed up toward the bedroom like she was going to go shoo Pinkie back down.

I hollered, “No!” to Corky, and she stopped dead in her tracks. No need for Corky to find out about the corpse.

Corky turned and said, “You want to just leave the window open? Maybe she’ll fly back out?”

“No. I don’t want any Cuban lizards or palmetto bugs or snakes getting in while I’m gone. We got to get her out and close the windows.” Translation: I don’t want a couple wise-guys coming to get their corpse and finding it all chewed up with a famous cockatoo standing on top of it singing.

Corky looked at her watch. She was getting antsy.

I went over to the desk drawer and got out my Colt .22 Black Hawk revolver. I aimed it at Pinkie.

“Max!” Corky said it half a question, half an admonishment. “You are not going to shoot that beautiful bird?” There seemed to be some hidden sexual arousal at the possibility.

“We saw that parrot show a hundred times back when, Corky,” I said.

Somehow there was always a breeze in there—Buckminster Fuller did a good day’s work designing those geodesic domes—and I usually fell asleep in the plastic chair, but woke up right at the Wild West scene.

I squawked at Pinky: “Tin badge sheriff. Tin badge sheriff.”

Pinkie flew down, landed on the table, and started strutting back and forth, squawking, “Get out of Dodge. Get out of Dodge...”

I waved the gun at Pinkie and hollered, “Bang!”

Pinkie fell over onto her back, kicked her feet up a couple of times, and then lay there motionless. I went over, picked her up, set her out the window on a banyan branch, wiggled the window closed. I went over and put the revolver back in the desk drawer.

“Speaking of getting out of Dodge...” Corky said.


2.


We got in my convertible and barreled through the woods toward Main Highway.

Main Highway was no highway at all. It was a narrow two lane road that went from the middle of downtown Coconut Grove, through the trendy strip of boutiques and outside cafes, back toward the Coconut Grove-Coral Gables line at Douglas Road.

It was bumper to bumper traffic.

“Max, we don’t have time for this.”

I didn’t say a word. I did a one-eighty on the wide shoulder—gave the man in the little overpriced BMW a fright—went back down the crushed shell drive, passed my treehouse.

I headed straight for Biscayne Bay.

“Max!”

“Don’t worry...”

The car hit the water, bounced, then floated on out into the bay. 

“This is a 1964Amphicar—my inheritance from Eddie, along with the treehouse, banyan tree and quarter acre of ground it sat on.”

“Oh, Max. This is so quirky.” 

“No, you’re Quirky.”

I engaged the propellers and we plowed along in the amphibious car at maximum speed of a little over ten miles an hour.

“This will take too long,” Corky said.

“I’m not going across the bay. Just past downtown Coconut Grove. Enough to miss Main Street traffic.”

Corky raised herself off the seat.

“It’s leaking,” she said.

“Oh, God. Check the door. This car is supposed to be water tight.”

“No, something else is leaking,” Corky said.

Corky was so sweet and innocent. She never cursed. But sometimes the most graphic words could come out of her mouth.

(Okay, that’s a little nasty and graphic, but that’s what she said. Actually, it made me feel good and macho. Before we did it, Corky confessed to me she and Dan had not had sex in months. A sexless marriage; I knew all about that).

I almost ran into a jet skier. The Amphicar rolled in its wake.

I steered back to shore, onto a concrete loading ramp, and shifted into car mode. The back tires grabbed and we came on out of the water.

Everybody sitting on the outside porch of The Water’s Edge craned around to see. I took a short cut through the parking lot, came out by Monty Trainer’s, and got onto Bayshore Drive.

Corky leaned in closer to me. She put her left arm over my shoulder and her right hand, and those long exotic fingers, on my right thigh. Her mouth and tongue were practically at my right ear.

“A bad marriage can be toxic.”

“Poisonous,” I replied. And I had no idea the truth of my statement.

“When I get my part of the Barnum Bailey account, I want to leave Paris, Mississippi, and come to Miami. Max, I want to come here and become a serious artist. I know I can do it. I should have never lost sight of my dreams when I was nineteen.”

How you going to keep her out of Miami, once she’s seen Paris, Mississippi?

The Miami dream. Come to the Magic City and fulfill your fantasies.

“Quirky, maybe it could all be like those five months we had together when we were nineteen.”

“Yes. Like the last ten years didn’t happen. We can live out our dreams.”

I went through the tollbooth, got onto Rickenbacher Causeway. When I got atop the bridge, Corky took a look around.

You could see it all here. Downtown Miami, cruise ships, sailboats, pontoon planes taking off, Biscayne Bay, the Atlantic Ocean. One of those tourist postcard shots.

“Well, Corky,” I said. “My treehouse is always open to you.”

If somebody would just come and get that corpse out of it.

3.

We—Corky, Dan, and I—sat at a booth in Bananas by the Bay eating seafood. Dan had fried shrimp. Corky and I ate broiled dolphin, the fish not the porpoise.

Corky didn’t give me side glances, or play footsies with me under the table. Dan was as dorky looking as I suspected, but more articulate than I would have guessed and did have a winning personality. He gave you that feeling that you were his best buddy. Well, fat Southern politician probably summed him up for me, if I wanted to be critical.

He was showing off his picture with Flipper. Dan stood out on a diving board thing, Flipper was “standing on his tail” out of the water, and Dan was shaking one of his (or her, maybe Flipper was a girl), pectoral fins.

I pretended to be impressed and give a shit. We were all pretending. Me pretending I hadn’t just screwed his wife. Corky pretending she was sitting there with the remnants of our love-making in her panties. Corky pretending she didn’t know Dan was screwing an eighteen year old big-breasted tart. Dan pretending he wasn’t screwing said eighteen year old big-breasted tart.

Sitting there, I had no idea if Corky had ever confessed our past together to Dan. (Like stupid me with Mona; she’d starting throwing that up to me in the end, like I was some kind of pervert).

Then I realized that Dan wasn’t some stupid rube I made him out to be. I was getting a little paranoid. Like maybe he’d hired a private eye to follow Corky and he had pictures of us screwing. Something he was going to present at the divorce settlement.

Well, what did I care? I had a corpse to worry about.

Dan said, “I’ve heard a lot about you, Max. Your mother is one dear lady, I tell you that.”

Yeah, crazy is what she was. And Aunt Lynnette, Corky’s mother, got all the credit for being the crazy one. 

“Yes, she is,” I said. “Thank you.” Why not just keep lying and pretending?

“I mean you are quite a legend in your hometown of Fair City, Alabama...”

Thank God I was spared. Some man walked up and pardoned himself. “Nashville,” Dan said. 

“Listen, Paris...” (I guess all the mayors had an inside joke of calling each other by their respective town names). “...If we get over to Miami Beach right away, all us mayors get a photo op with none other than George Hamilton!”

Dan told him to wait for them. He lost his good table manners and started stuffing shrimp in his mouth. “Come on, Corky. We have to go now.” They had to catch their ride for Dan to get his photo op, then to one last meeting of the Convention and then to the airport for Paris. Corky and I would not be together again before she left.

We all did our hugs. Nice to see you, Corky. Nice to meet you, Dan. And off they went. I sat back down to finish my free meal compliments of the fine citizens of Paris, Mississippi. Or to the toxic waste company that was romancing Mayor Dan. 

I had just settled in to be alone when Corky comes back, slides in the booth and scoots in until her body was next to mine. At first, I thought she’d left Mayor Dan on the spot.

She reached under the table, got her purse and plopped it on the table. “I forgot this on purpose so I can have one last moment alone with you.”

Then she gave me a long, wet kiss. She reached down and pulled my shirttail out at the front and ran her hand up it and rubbed my abs. “You are harder than ever,” she said.

Corky was never one for sexual allusions, so I accepted the compliment on my abs.

“Good, clean living,” I said.

She said, “We’re going to be great together. Young and virile and beautiful and successful. I’m going to be back soon, Max.”

She gave me one more long, wet kiss and then bit me on the neck, grabbed her purse and ran off.

Corky. Quirky. I knew the truth. She’d left me once. Corky was quirky. She might go right back to Paris, Mississippi, and I not hear from her again. You see Corky whenever she pops up, I told myself.
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Chapter Two 
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The Ambassador’s Wife




1.


I finished eating alone. The waiter came by, said that a desert and a coffee came with the meal. I told him I’d take a Key Lime Pie. 

Here’s the thing, I didn’t eat much crap anymore. I was about ninety percent vegan. Maybe once a week I’d have a hamburger and once a week or so I’d have some sweet desert. Once a week, I’d drink a soda.

I sat there and worried. Hell, I hadn’t worried much since I inherited Eddie’s treehouse and life had turned around for me.

I worried about the corpse in my treehouse. I worried that Mayor Dan had hired a private eye and had climbed up in the banyan tree, looked through the window and got a picture of Corky and me in the throes of passion. Or worse, saw the corpse fall out of the closet.

I was worried about the arm bone I’d dug up at Tropical Jungle.

And now I was worried about Fina. Here was my worry: 

I hadn’t seen her since Eddie’s funeral. That day, I looked like warmed over shit. Fina appeared pudgy. We stood sipping cocktails after Eddie’s funeral. Once we were young and beautiful. Once we were great lovers in Quito, Ecuador. (Or actually I was her eleven year younger lover. See The Crazy McGuires for more information, if you haven’t read it yet). The day of Eddie’s funeral, we were old and tired.

Since then, in the last year, I regained my health and sanity. Inherited the treehouse. Discovered a somewhat lucrative occupation. Used that money to go organic and healthy. I, pardon my boldness, looked better and was more fit than ever in my life.

Meanwhile, Fina had turned forty. Put a few more pounds on her five-two frame, and gloss it over with her contented dedication to grandmotherhood and I’m sure we looked generations apart.

Last month, in a phone conversation, she told me she’d had an operation. I could only imagine it was a hysterectomy, but didn’t ask any questions. Maybe she had one of those faint mustaches, baggy skin at the elbows.

Me, I was the picture of health. I thrived from the sun, nutritious foods, vitamins, supplements, saltwater swims, exercise, and a financially stress-free life.

When Fina opened her door, there was going to be an awkward moment. Once we had looked like a beautiful couple. Young man and beautiful older woman. Now, former lovers would look a generation apart.

Then the waiter brought me over the pie, said the coffee would be right out.

I looked down at it and said, “What’s with this green pie?”

“Management is making the dessert chef dye the Key Lime pie green. If the pie is yellow, the tourists think it’s lemon. So, they dye it during tourist season.”

“It’s not tourist season.” I wasn’t even sure there was a tourist season any more.

“Management had it extended until after the end of the Mayors’ Convention. Key Biscayne lured a lot of them over here. Downtown Miami is pissed.”

“Who the hell wants to stay in downtown Miami?”

“Most of the mayors. They can get over to South Beach quicker from there. Seems mayors have a thing for lap dances,” the waiter said.

“How is a self-respecting South Floridian like me supposed to eat a green key lime pie?”

“Pretend you’re a fucking tourist,” the waiter said and walked away.


2.


The concierge told me to go on up. I got in the elevator, rode to the top floor, one above twenty-two.

I tapped once on Fina’s penthouse door. The door opened. I was not ready for what I saw.

Fina looked twenty-five years old! Lost at least twenty pounds. Her face radiated youth and health. She had these muscles and veins going for her on her arms. Her skin looked tight and tan.

She used to be self-conscious about her ability to turn dark, so stayed out of the sun. But now, she looked like she’d been training for a Hawaiian Tropic competition. The tan looked good against her unique chocolate-colored eyes and her teeth, which appeared to have been professionally bleached.

I couldn’t tell much about her actual figure because she wore a big white T-shirt, baggy black sweat pants and was barefoot. Still, I could tell she’d lost weight, just by her taunt face and neck. Her hair was almost shoulder length, and looked like she hadn’t combed it all day. She ran her hand through her hair and told me to come on in, and she closed the door.

“Hello, Fina. You’re looking young and healthy.”

“You’re looking pretty healthy yourself, Max.”

We hugged.

I said, “So you wanted to show me your new body? That’s what you asked me over to see?”

Fina slapped me on the shoulder. “No.”

“Tell me what it is you want me to see before it turns my hair gray.”

“Your hair is back it’s shiny black. It looks good on you short,” Fina said.

“So, what do you want me to see?”

Fina said, “I found something hidden in Carly’s personal effects and it made me very disturbed. I called you.”

I never tired of hearing Fina talk. That crisp, undistinguishable, but cosmopolitan accent. Like the word effects. She spoke it with a hybrid Spanish and French pronunciation and accent.

“I have walked into the world of intrigue?” I asked.

“Perhaps. Follow me.”

I saw she still owned a couple of my father’s Monets. (He was once one of the world’s great Monet forgers. See The Crazy McGuires if you haven’t read it). They hung on the living room wall.

She led me into her large bedroom, opened the door to the walk-in closet, and motioned me in. She turned the light on.

“Up under there,” she said and pointed to the bottom of some hanging clothes.

I got down on my knees. “And how’s your granddaughter?”

“She’s three now. And they moved up to Davie. They couldn’t take Miami any longer. My grandma days have slacked off.”

I pulled out two backpack looking things. “Parachutes?”

“Yes.”

“You took up skydiving?”

“No. I have a fear of being trapped up here twenty-two floors and building on fire. If that happens whomever I’m with and me are jumping.”

“Hey, there are low altitude chutes. Eddie had some like these!”

“That’s who I got them from.”

“Oh, my God! Probably these very chutes, we sailed off of Mount Pichinchi with these things. We didn’t jump. We just let the wind billow out the chutes, then sort of parasailed down. I was scared shitless. But you know how it is being with Eddie...”

With that Fina reached over my shoulder and slapped me on my back. We both laughed. Sometimes, if I got to talking when we started making love, she’d slap me on the back and say, “Fuck,” as a command. 

“Get to the matter at hand?” I said.

“Yes, please,” she said. “What I’m about to show you has me worried.

“What is it I’m looking for?” I asked.

“An old shoe box. On toward the back corner there.”

I reached back under the hanging clothes, found a shoebox, and pulled it out. 

“Look inside






























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





