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The Arrival

I

remember the dawn of March 27, 2001. It was after a long trip.
The annoying procedures at the Miami airport were over. I was

down the road, excited but scared at the same time about an uncertain future.
The driver, who hadn’t uttered a single word throughout the ride
to the hotel, stretched his gigantic hand to grab hold of my money.
He didn’t help me at all with my big luggage, but he considered the
big change as his tip.
The hotel looked like an expensive one. The concierge proved my
presentiment to be right. Finally, I went up to my room. It was too
luxurious for my expectations. Previously, I hadn’t known where to
stay my first nights, so conditioned by a deficient guidance that had
offered me few choices, I finally decided to stay at this place.
The first days were full of panic and anxiety. I think I couldn’t
help it. I spent them running back and forth, looking for a definite
place to live. I made infinite calls. Nobody could understand me or
had nothing available for me. I had the feeling of being an intruder.
My money was going fast. The hot Miami sun was coming into my
1
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window in my hotel room. During my most desperate thoughts, I
would close the curtains. I was dubious whether the sun, or my
anxiety, was melting me down.
At the same moment I set out to accomplish something I considered important; something more important would make me
change my mind. Soon afterward, a better idea would interrupt the
previous one.
My daytime indecisions were terrible. I would go out in search
for a job, fail, and walk back to the hotel, down a palm tree road,
thinking I should be looking for a place to live rather than looking
for work.
Despite all the setbacks and indecisions, I could see a tiny light
within myself that forced me to keep fighting. That light projected
itself into the future, but I was not in a condition at that time to
figure out its meaning and its purpose. I was a young man carried
by an uncertain or indefinite dream. Something undefinable was
waiting like a hidden treasure. Sometimes, the skies would open
and I would rely on spiritual forces beyond my understanding.
Everything was perfect. I was nothing in the world, like a grain of
sand or a leaf, which lives by the Spirit. So there was nothing to
fear. After all, even the biggest disgraces were part of the divine
plan, so why worry beforehand?
Other times, I would sink into depression; forget my destiny;
and, in a rage, question everything, predicting failures.
I’d rather be back. Keep some resources for my plane back! What is
all this craziness? Who brought me here—God? Who is sure of that?
What doesn’t tell me that it’s just my imagination? I would reason in
despair.
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Whenever I thought logically about my fate and my future, I was
brought down. My faith would collapse. Therefore, I discovered
that all thinking is part of the “old.” There’s no room for “faith” or
“intuition” or “universal love” or “God” or however one wants to
call that fact when the “old” is taking place.
When my long trip started, I had decided to live by that flame
that gave sense to my life. At the same time, that adventurous road
was full of setbacks and misunderstandings with people.
The fifth day in Miami, after knocking on several doors and
being rejected, the sun was more unbearable than ever. The palm
trees in a row stood still. There wasn’t a single cloud in the sky. I
found myself walking down Biscayne Boulevard. It was desolate.
Cars were passing by at full speed. I was the only one walking by
the side of the road.
I stopped at an inn. The place was scary and dirty. I walked up
the short stairs that led to the door and went in. An attractive
young woman received me. I wouldn’t say she was pretty, as that’s
not the right word. She looked to be on the point of passion. Her
tasks as a receptionist had turned her harsh and cold.
I explained my situation to her—that I needed a place to stay
because I was living in a hotel temporarily. She responded to me
that they may have space for me. She just needed first to consult
with her boss, who was the owner of the inn.
The clouds covered the sun in very few seconds, as the day turned
gray. Just before she called him, a man in his late thirties or early
forties appeared. He was middle height. His look was untidy: badly
dressed and unshaven. He had overheard my previous conversation
with the receptionist from a side room, so he showed up. A thought
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immediately crossed my mind: The owner and the girl were
together. This man was as sordid as the inn and the surroundings.
He started making fun of me, telling me in an ironic way that
there was not a single hidden corner for me to stay in. The receptionist got uncomfortable. Her face switched to an appalling dead
color.
The sordid man kept leaning on the counter, right next to her, as
though they were in complicity and on very close terms. I said
something else that I don’t remember now, just to cover my embarrassment, which the man rejected with a stupid grin as he was making a move to leave.
I left, and the air was fresher than ever outside. A storm was on
the verge of breaking out. The woman I had just seen was still on
my mind. Her face, her hair, and her harsh gaze were as sensual as
cold. I felt exhausted. Sitting on the sidewalk, I gave up.
The dreadful sky was thundering. Soaked in water, my ideas got
brighter than ever. I made the resolution not to worry about anything; I decided to go to the beach the next day. When I stopped
worrying and thinking about my problems, the bright ideas would
arise. My intuition would guide me, giving rise to new possibilities
that had not been corrupted by thought before.
A strange voice was telling me that I had to go to the beach.
Something was awaiting me there. The rain was cleansing me. The
sky was in a rage, and I felt the forces of the universe filling me. The
exaltation was beyond the mind’s understanding. All the mental
torture had faded away.
On the way back to the hotel, I walked downtown, soaked in
rainwater. Some people were looking at me strangely, but in spite
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of it, I felt life had regained meaning. Once at the hotel, the concierge cracked a joke. I laughed, leaving no trace of my previous
misery. There wasn’t anything tangible for such sudden happiness,
but a new faith had been born.
The next morning the sky was clear. The palm trees had been
wiped clean. I left the hotel for the beach. The bus crossed the channel. I found myself walking down Collins Avenue. I needed to
behold the ocean. It had been such a long time since I had seen it!
I was used to the South Atlantic Ocean. The colors were different
over there. Now here at these latitudes, it looked more tropical.
There were palm trees. The calm water was warm, green, and clear.
The sand was white.
I reached the boardwalk. Then, I headed north toward the Fontainebleau Hotel. After passing it, I walked a few yards further and
the boardwalk came to a dead end. I turned around and exited the
boardwalk on 41st Street. I kept going south. The sky was bright. I
saw a hostel or an inn in the distance and walked up to it. It was
old, in a discolored pink. The sign on it said “Oceanlife.”
I decided to go in. It was curious because I didn’t hesitate about
it. It had happened previously, not just there in Miami Beach, but
before: When something I decided to do was wrong, a strong feeling would alert me from within. Most of the time, I would disregard this inner message, so I would hesitate for minutes to face
someone or to go into a place. Now, I was going into this hotel
without a single trace of doubt.
Some good energy was governing me despite the place looking
sordid. I got to talk to an important administrator or manager, who
seemed as if she was waiting for me. The lady was in her late forties.
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We reached an agreement that she would rent me one of the

rooms as though it were an apartment. She said that she was making the same deal with other tenants. That was all I needed at that
time! It could have not been any more perfect. My room was finally
reserved. Right behind her, still in the office, a strange and bohemian-like man appeared. He looked to be in his late fifties. He was
badly dressed, very casual, with a beard of three days. He was middle height, was quite big, had difficulty walking, and held a strange
gaze in his eyes.
“William, get a room ready for this gentleman,” the manager said
rather coarsely to him, who apparently was the handyman.
“Well, I’ve gotta make some fixings for the 366. Don’t you
remember? Then it’s lunch time for me!” complained William, who
was bad mannered and ill-tempered and spoke in an uneducated
way, gesturing with his hands. He seemed to drag some letters of
the words, spoke with difficulty, and was irritable.
“Well, you should have been done a long time ago. How much
longer are you going to take?” The lady complained in a steady
tone.
“What are you talking about?” cried William, raising his voice
and his hands and showing his rotten teeth.
“That oven is all messed up. I’ve been working all morning on it.
Look at me!” Then, he stretched out his wet and dirty T-shirt with
a certain amount of sadism and satisfaction. The lady didn’t even
look at him.
“All right, William. Stop what you are doing and get a room
ready for this gentleman, and then go to lunch,” she answered on
the point of losing her temper. It was as though she were babysitting
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him, uttering every single word as if speaking to a disobedient
child.
“If it’s for me, I still have time,” I said, breaking into the conversation. “I need to check out at the hotel where I am staying and
pack all my stuff. So don’t worry about me—there’s no rush.” Now
William seemed to feel at ease with me.
“I see, but anyways, William will show you the room you will
use, so when you are back, it’ll be in good condition,” assured the
lady. William didn’t respond, but he seemed to approve tacitly with
a stubborn face to the lady’s demand. However, the lazy man
appeared pleased, having gotten a better bargain out of it. William
studied all the keys belonging to spare rooms; there weren’t too
many. He picked one, and we got on the elevator. There was nobility hidden behind this man’s ill temper.
At my new floor, we got off the old elevator. He moved ahead of
me clumsily. I followed him to the end of a dark aisle. An emergency stairway on the side shed a timid light. It was like a secret
path. Outside, the sunlight was blinding. In here, it was dark, as if
they were afraid of light. Or perhaps they just wanted to see a tiny
shed of light coming from outside, as though it was a tiny hope in
the middle of the darkness.
William struggled to open my room door, awkwardly and swearing at it, because the key was not good. Breaking into the room, he
flung the door open, and the blinding sunlight flashed on us. I
wrinkled my eyes. William looked away from the penetrating light.
I felt the heavy wings of a bat coming from the stairs. Sunlight
invaded all the hidden dark corners.
We finally entered and shut the door behind us. The curtains had
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not been closed. The window overlooked the ocean. The sudden
sight of the palm trees, the bright sky, and the ocean filled me with
a new hope. William seemed not to notice. There was a strange
smell all over the building and inside the room. I don’t know
whether it was the mix of sea salt and dampness, plus the fact that
the building was old and dirty, but the smell struck me the first
days.
William took a quick look around the room of all the stuff that
needed to be fixed before I could occupy the unit. The room was
small but spacious enough for me. There was a bed, a bathroom
next to the door, a closet, an oven, a refrigerator toward the window, a dining table with chairs, and right by my bed a table with a
mini set of drawers.
First, he went straight to the refrigerator in his clumsy way. It
looked all right, and he adjusted it. Then, his inspection passed to
the old oven. He checked the gas outlet and complained about it.
He tried it over and over again, but it wasn’t catching on fire. I
looked through the window. The ocean was appealing. It was green
and the sunlight was gleaming on it. I didn’t mind about the oven.
However, he gave it a big deal of importance. Now he was on his
knees with his head inside of the oven. His T-shirt had lifted up in
his effort, showing a big tattoo on his lower back. It was a blurred,
naked woman. He might have had it for years, since he was young.
There was another big tattoo on his left forearm—a big sword with
a coiling snake. It was blurred and old too.
“Are there sharks here, William?” I asked.
“Not in the ocean,” he answered with a grin and his eyes fixed in
the oven. He meant they were outside. I had noticed it. However,
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there had been by that time several news stories concerning shark
attacks all over Florida and the Bahamas.
I felt I had fulfilled my dream of seeing the ocean once again
after so many years.
“All right, it’s my lunch time. I’ll be back,” said William, giving
up.
“No problem, William. Anyways, I’ve got to go downtown to
check out at the hotel, pack my luggage, and come back. It’ll take
me like a couple of hours.”
He gave me the keys, and I felt grateful to God for having a place
to live, at least for a month or more, until I could get a job. We
both rushed out. Before exiting, I handed my keys to a bellman, a
man in his sixties. He was an immigrant like me and tried to
explain to me what the words “check in and out’” meant. I might
have known them before him, but I didn’t feel like arguing with
him about it. It was good to know that this “hotel” was made into
a “condominium for immigrants.” I took a cab back to the hotel
where I had stayed the first days. The taxi driver was a Cuban man
who felt like talking and asking me questions. It seemed like a
police interrogation. I didn’t trust him, so I told him that I was just
a tourist, which after all and at that time was my real condition.
I told the concierge that I was leaving, or “checking out,” as the
receptionist of my new hostel was trying to teach me, boasting of
his English mastery. It didn’t take me long to gather all my
unopened bags and get down the elevator. Then I paid the bill,
which was more than I would’ve liked to spend. Afterward, the
kind concierge called me a van to help me move out.
In no time, a Portuguese man stopped by in a yellow and
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spacious van. Heading toward the beach, back to Oceanlife Hotel,
I felt inspired by the driver. His good nature was filling me with
hope. He asserted calmly that I was going to find a job in the short
term. In the middle of my insecurity, he came like a God-sent
angel. Then he stated, “Everything is possible in this country.” I
explained to him my situation and that I needed to send money to
my sick mother, who was back in Argentina. That was one of the
main purposes of my trip. He kept encouraging me, and for some
reason, I took it as a benediction from God.
I felt the “Guide” again in the middle of uncertainty. I was filled
with peace for the second time. The feeling was indescribable
because I could behold vividly the sunlight gleaming on the channel, the cars going at full speed through the bridge surrounded by
the immensity of nature. The black downtown skyscrapers were left
behind, clashing against the bright blue sky. Now, I was at the
beach once more. The good man helped me with my bags.
Once inside, I ask the receptionist for my keys. He remembered
me from the “check-in, check-out” incident. He handed me the key
for 663. Up in my room, William was back from his lunch and
finishing with the oven and other details.
Even though he wasn’t sure the oven was going to last, he decided
to leave, putting an end to his toiling again. However, he asked me
to let him know whether it worked in the future, which I doubted
it would.
When he left, I opened the bag where I had put my swim trunks.
I couldn’t wait. I got a towel and changed clothes, and it didn’t take
me long to get to the sand. I went running toward the ocean and I
plunged in it for the first time. I swam far out in the deep in spite
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of the sharks. I had never before felt the ocean water so warm. I
floated in the deep for a few minutes. I felt baptized with new life.
The salt was running through my throat and my nostrils.
Soaked in salty water, I lay on the sand for about an hour. The
heavy sun dried me in a matter of seconds. My arms smelled like
salt. Some yards away to my right, a girl was sitting on the sand on
a purple canvas. The other people around us were very scattered. It
was evident that she had come to the beach in search of a “boyfriend.” She kept smiling at me every now and then. The seduction
game possessed me. I was gasping for breath. After several minutes,
I decided to get on my feet. Immediately, for some reason, I felt
awkward walking up to her, so I made a move to walk to the water.
Side glancing at her, I could feel she was realizing all my indecisions
and my shyness.
Finally, I made the big resolution to approach her. I felt she was
welcoming me with a smile. Her body was well shaped but not too
slim. Her hair was light brown. Her skin was tan. Her eyes were
dark and expressive, and her legs were beautiful. I introduced
myself. She gave me her name, which was Gloria. She was twentyone, from a state up north. She was actually travelling. She also
wanted to know where I was from.
It struck me when she started inquiring about my economic conditions.
“Do you have a car?” was one of her first questions.
“No,” I replied. After that, she didn’t even want to exchange
phone numbers. She concluded that she was in a hurry and let me
know that next time we could see each other at the same spot. She
left.
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After the disappointment from the money vampire, I felt at ease

again, laying my back on the sand. Trouble invaded me little by
little. I needed to find work. Black clouds peeped on the horizon.
It might have been a storm in passing. It had just rained though. I
decided to go back and buy some food.
I spent the first night in my room, overlooking the timid boardwalk lights. The ocean was invisible. A lighted ship could be seen
far away.
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