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“Wait, sir, until I finish this call, and then I’m all yours. 

“Hello, Louise, where was I? Ah yes, the man screaming. The yeti—you know who 

I’m talking about? I think his brother must have given him a master key. At 4 a.m., he 

appeared—in all his glorious hugeness—in the doorway of the room of one supercharged 

yeller of a client and his . . . daughter, I’m guessing, but officially she’s Mrs. Yeller.  

“Yes, sir, I have not forgotten you, but you can see that at the moment I’m busy 

talking with someone else. 

“Louise—  

“Sir, if I were you, wanting a nice room and a little peace and quiet, I would not try 

to listen in on my private conversations. 

“I do not know why Francis doesn’t ask the court to find his brother a low-cost 

mental institution, but to let him come here to the hotel at any time, to frighten customers? 

And, of course, when Mr. Yeller—suitably frightened, it must be said, and short on sleep 

and a good hairdresser—appeared before the reception desk at 4:10, demanding the 

manager, guess who was right next to me, his arms crossed, chin high? Exactly. As if the 

word “brother” had yet to find a place in his lexicon. 

“Sir, please take a look at this little sign and repeat back to me the sentence that you 

find there. If we do not pamper you in less than fifteen minutes, you’ll have a free breakfast, 

complete with orange juice squeezed not too freshly and even a mushy apple out of season. 

‘Compliments of the hotel,’ as they say. So, no worries. All’s well that ends well. 

“I’m still waiting to find out, Louise, where they find these people. Booking.com, 

they certainly know how to relax first the large intestine and then the sphincters. Serge, 

having introduced himself as the manager, asked Yeller, ‘But why didn’t you call 911 or our 

security department?’ No cell, of course. Politically opposed to telephones, and perhaps to 

pants and shirts as well. Pretty well built for a man his age, it must be said, and with his 

mousy little daughter-wife who Serge had already picked up on his radar. Men, frankly. All it 

takes is for them to be a little short on looks, exercise, money or charm and they think that 
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any woman, be she wearing Chanel or striped pajamas, blue and pink, if memory serves, with 

her little pink nipples standing dutifully at attention— 

“But sir, it is only thanks to several long weeks at Canadian reeducation seminars 

that I am not now suggesting that you stick something like a broomstick somewhere under 

your wrinkled trousers. And no, I do not care how appropriate you find my choice of words. 

Pay more attention to my multitasking capabilities. At the very same time as I was wounding 

your ears, I was finding you a lovely little room not three steps from here. You will not even 

need to take the elevator, and if you leave the window open while you are mast—excuse me, 

I meant to say “showering”—the fishy-chlorine smell should go away. 

“Hello, Louise, where was I? The tits? No, the tits—the buds, let’s call them—they 

were a minor problem. The opinion of Francis’s eyes and jaw was that Mr. Big Lungs should 

have called instead of coming downstairs in his underpants at 4.10 am. That was one of the 

somewhat less minor problems. Another being that the yeti was still up in the couple’s room 

palpating the little mouse’s cheekinis and trying to sniff her sleepy smell on the— 

“Sir, what a wonderful surprise and indeed what fun to see you again and so 

promptly. It would seem, however, that you have, once again, not taken my advice. Perhaps 

nothing’s taboo these days, but to refuse the pleasures closest to hand, and when it may be 

quite a while before any others come one’s way—such excessive discipline might be a little 

perverse, no? 

“But— 

“Can you wait just a moment, Louise, while this lovely gentleman and I find him his 

next room? You know well that 15 I started him off in—with the air conditioning still 

broken. You were going to give him something else after he had dumped his whole box of 

crayons—his stupids and foul mouths, und so weiter? 

“Sir, sir, first we need to agree on one small thing. If you continue to peer into my 

cleavage, it will be for me to call 911 or security. To date, at least, when I’ve gone shopping 

for lace push-up bras, it’s been with another gentleman in mind. And have I not already 

proposed that you calm down a bit? You must have missed the sign on the door at the 

entrance. With us the customer is job numero uno. We are paid to support you while smiling 

with the discolored teeth now ‘standard’ throughout this great land. Every morning I paint 

and paper my mouth with bicarbonate of soda. But, for you, I can see, that is not enough. It 

only leaks more gas into your retroperitoneum—if you can allow me one more dirty word. 

“Scrabble player, le monstieur? Or do you mean Mr. Uncalmable Underpants? All he 

wanted was for us to find him a room in another hotel and a way to get there yesterday if not 

sooner; failing which, he would remain in the lobby, yelling and pounding and making 

whatever other trouble he could find to make until— And, meanwhile, Serge had come out 

from behind the counter, put his arm on the shoulder of the little mouse, and proposed that 

they find somewhere where she might demonstrate the full extent of her knowledge of 

pajama unbuttoning. 
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“Bring a more open mind to your problems, my friend. Being as prudent as you are, 

and having quickly gotten caught in the web of online travel-booking, you opted for a 

‘standard room.’ And I suppose that, at your advanced age, you are experienced enough to 

comprehend what ‘standard’ means in this context. Yes, well said, sir. And when I think that 

not more than a few minutes ago you were proposing that it was me who was vulgar. Great 

minds run down the same drain, don’t you think? And so now we will try to find the 

snake—I mean the “upgrade”—that can clean you out, costs be damned, you might say. 

“You want me to call you, Louise? Yes, the gentleman is likely to be with me for a 

little while longer. And the poor dear, he has come to seem a little desperate (which doesn’t 

make his comb-over a hair less sexy than it was before). You know me, I’ve always had a 

thing about men at the end of their ropes. They’re not so inclined to fall asleep immediately 

afterwards, but rather before, with their socks still on. 

“Yes, he booked the standard, like everyone does. He’s just lucky the company has 

authorized my giving him the complete upgrade. 

“Yes, it will all be yours, sir. And second floor this time, with a beautiful view of the 

parking lot and a second twin bed should you get the itch—to travel, let’s say. In any case, 

do make your X, please, here, yes, in the box. Bravo, and here are the passes, one for you 

and one for your better half. 

“What have you signed? I think that normally one is advised to ask such questions 

before signing things rather than after. But don’t worry, I’ll explain everything. To elevate 

you from a standard room to one of our ‘economy plus’ rooms, obviously there is a small 

charge. 

“No point in getting angry now; I haven’t even told you the amount. Of course it’s 

always at just such moments that computers decide to go on break. Gotta love their 

reliability. 

“And look now, prices are appearing. Let me turn the screen and you’ll see them at 

the same time as me. 99 dollars—I thought it was going to be something like that. More than 

double the price of the other room? I’m sure you’ve heard that people who see the glass as 

half full have more friends than you do. 

“Why did I not warn you in advance? When you have found the answer to your 

question, push on that bronze bell. Yes, that one, right there on the counter. If you’re lucky, 

you could have an opportunity to try to win the sedan with the blond draped on the hood. 

The usual precautions are recommended because it’s been a while since they have been 

tested. 

“Ah, but if you find me too impertinent, here are Serge and Francis come to look at 

you cross-eyed while you lose your temper. You have to admit he has a gift, Francis—the 

way he folds his arms. E che bello mezzobusto, don’t you think? Chest—his—Francis’s—

impressive. Plus he remains so attached to his brother Albert. Yes, him, the pre-dawn not-
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quite-dry-goods sniffer. But I must admit, you really surprise me. How could it be that after 

listening so carefully to what I was saying on the phone to my former colleague Louise, you 

imagined that the abyss you were in was going to include not only a ladder but one with 

rungs? 

“Yes, Louise, I’m all yours now. Poor me, he’s gone, hand in handle with his 

suitcase. He had already wasted too much of his life with me. That’s one of the last things he 

said. But, you know, men, in a few minutes the phone will ring and it will be him, ready to 

offer to buy me a drink. A little kiss’ll make it better, as they say. 

“‘But what could be worse?’ I’ll tell him. Anger is archaic, don’t you think?”  

 

 

*     *     * 


