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ABOUT 'Sun on the Rocks':

It´s a breezy, all-Girl summer and beach banana fiction read all year round, 

trivial, tropical and mood-boosting. These pleasant stories with an undertone of 

humor, follow the adventures of several women over twenty one years of age, as 

they seek to become a world-beating synchronised swimming team, 'Sun on the 

Rocks', led by the incombustible Stevenson Garden Products teleoperator 

Clarity Nice, a woman of resourceful intuition, and acute observer of the laws of 

human mischief.

The Cayman Air Banner: Lying on a beach in Acapulco, Clarity and her 

friends, librarian Lanai Thomson, lifeguard Taimi Kendrick, ethnographer 

Flower Parkwood, Australian surfer Jenna Likeway, and the well-to-do Malibu 

resident Cynthia Stevenson, witness the flight of a crop-duster adverstising a 

high yield investment product offered by a Cayman Islands offshore Bank, Lofty 

Bank, meeting its mysterious representative, a secretive man chauffeured in a 

Rolls Royce, named Buddha Talk.

To inquire about why the financial product is so profitable, Clarity and 

ethnographer Flower Parkwood hide in the crop-duster, landing in the Cayman 

Islands capital. Looking for Buddha Talk, they find a lightweight boxer instead 

represented by the shady bank owner, who leads them to the premises of the 

Cayman bank. Enmeshed in their role as wealthy investors, Clarity and Flower 

find out the working arrangement behind the profitable yield of the Bank´s 

investment deposit. With Buddha Talk closing in on them, they are led to his 

luxurious lair, where they find confidential documents explaining the complex 

ownership structure of the bank and its connections with Organized Crime.



SUN ON THE ROCKS EPISODES, IN ORDER OF ALL-GIRL MISCHIEF:

THE MALIBU CASE.

THE ACAPULCO COCKTAIL.

THE CAYMAN AIR BANNER.

SUN ON THE ROCKS: Banana Fiction light reading, trivial, tropical and 

mood-boosting, like the fruit, this one keeps for years though, unlike the fruit.



SUN ON THE ROCKS – EPISODE THREE

THE CAYMAN AIR BANNER

Chapter One

Somewhere on a sunny private beach in Acapulco

Clarity Nice lifted her auburn hair to one side. She was napping peacefully, 

lying down in her ´shortstop brigade´ calico woven cotton cloth bikini made in 

India, decorated with several shells placed strategically by designers having 

discovered this positioning knowledge through years of anecdote and tradition. 

She turned on her side, feeling the hot sun and the burning white sand of 

Revolcadero private beach, which was not too far from Acapulco airport, or 

from Punta Diamante. She adjusted with a single hand the borrowed collapsible 

parasail Rio Beach sunshade with valance, a sun-blocking rated item of "one 

hundred plus" protection for her trim, tan, good looking, firm, teleoperating 

body.

Satisfied with her current outlook of travel, content with simply living a 

pleasant lifestyle, reading a book on fashion trends now and then to keep her 

brain functioning properly ensuring she still knew how to add two and two, 

Clarity was simply happy, comfortable and cozy in that beach, spending time 

with her friends, before having to return to the City of Wellington, a Caribbean 

bound ocean cruise liner, where she worked as poolside sports entertainer 

performing synchronized swimming routines under their stage name, 'Sun on 

the Rocks.'  The captain was ensuring that all the evidence on Miss Tik and 

Cactus, the two crew members of the City of Wellington who had stolen a soft 



drink formula from a passenger, was presented clearly to the police, so that 

there was no doubt that she was innocent of that theft. Clarity stopped thinking.

It was a good time to doze, for dozing was an opportunity to daydream 

without thinking about work or making money, the only reason to work she 

thought, correctly indeed. In her dream, a handsome man took her in his strong 

arms, unstringing her bikini mesh deftly. Then the thought returned and she 

woke up, startled. Money, they were running out of money because they weren´t 

working at the City of Wellington.

She checked her purse, reassured at the touch of her credit card. She opened 

one eye and peeked at her friendly synchronized swimming smile and play 

quorum of four girls near her. A girl tripped on Clarity, before the Malibu 

teleoperator could get up.

"I´m sorry, I was looking for my earring." Clarity stood up and eyed the 

good looking debonnaire girl that had reached their shade. She was in her early 

twenties, showed long, hazelnut hair, hazel eyes, a nice, firm figure, and a flower 

patterned bikini.

"My name is Flower," she said, "Flower Parkwood."

"I´m Clarity Nice, nice to meet you. We´re here on vacation, me and my 

friends. We perform synchronized swimming choreographies on an ocean liner. 

We want to reach Olympic level with it."

"That´s great, I´m going with you." Clarity stared at her, half stunned by the 

naturality and openness of the answer from the girl, who was already peeking 

inside her purse.

"What do you mean going with us, you don´t even know us, we´ve just 

met," said Clarity.



"Well, you just told me what you do, that´s good for me. I´m an 

ethnographer in between assignments for a few months, I used to swim in my 

New Mexico pool, before I went to College to study ethnography. We´re a great 

fit." Clarity saw Lanai get closer to Flower. They were stuck with this girl, she 

could sense it.

"What does an ethnographer do, exactly?" asked Lanai.

"We study the way cultures and human societies work, the way they interact 

within various historical and social strata. Why Gengis Khan became emperor 

and what his legacy was in Mongolia. Here´s my earring, I left it here yesterday, 

it´s from Mongolia, actually." She picked up a round earring and placed it on 

her right ear.

"Good, you´re welcome to come with us," said Clarity, "that makes six of us, 

we´re still missing one or two girls to complete a genuine Olympic synchronized 

swimming team."

Librarian Lanai, lifeguard Taimi Kendrick, well-to-do cheerleader from 

Pepperdine University Cynthia Stevenson, and Australian diver Jenna Likeway, 

sprang alight when they heard the siren of the City of Wellington horning five 

short blasts. Clarity swept the sand off her legs and looked at the ocean in the 

distance, beyond the beach packed with tourists coming to enjoy the last day of 

the week at the beach.

"I think it just means the boat is turning starboard," Flower said.

"This steward I enjoyed three weeks ago, Claybeam, told me that a boat 

needs to sound one big siren horn when leaving dock. But five, I don´t know, I

´d have to do him again. What is starboard anyway?" asked Taimi.

"It means that it´s going to turn right."



"No, you are plain wrong," said Lanai, "according to rule 34 of navigation, 

five short blasts indicate an absence of sufficient definition of intention from an 

incoming vessel. That may mean danger, or simply insufficient action."

"It certainly means you can get out of the way if you don´t know where you

´re going. Wow, you are well versed on navigation, Lanai," said Clarity.

"I spent a night with Claybeam as well, he told me," said Lanai. "Must have 

been a different night from you Taimi."

"It certainly was, we didn´t meet in his cabin, but we both know why his 

nickname is Claybeam."

"I didn´t ask really," objected Lanai.

"You didn´t try position fifty three, then."

Clarity reached for her phone, a nokia communicator retooled by a friend 

with extra applications such as a mexican peso currency converter, and called 

the cruise ship captain to know the real meaning of the siren sound. The captain 

explained to her that a passenger had left the City of Wellington in a rush, and 

the ocean liner was warning the offshore boat crossing its path to stay away 

from the large ship.

"An important banking agent is in the offshore boat, thank you, yes, we´ll 

ensure that we treat him well if we see him. Yes, we know, ten days, until officer 

Juarez clears the paperwork that clears me of theft charges, and we have to 

return to the ship if we want to eat lobster there again. Good bye captain."

Clarity turned off the phone and became distracted by the buzz of a low 

speed propeller plane above her making a stalling sound. She placed her phone 

in her purse and lifted her head to look at the bright red converted crop-duster 

pulling an advertising banner attached to a towline. The plane made a short dive 

towards the beach area, leaving a suspicious white fume trail before regaining 



altitude and engine stamina. The aerial banner displaying a short message, 

caught the attention of Clarity: Lofty Bank, Cayman Islands, earn twenty 

percent per year and forget about work.



Chapter Two

"Let´s follow this banner plane, I want to know more about Lofty Bank and 

this financial product they sell," said Clarity.

"Cool, I´m going with you where ethnography is to be uncovered, where is 

this plane going?" asked Flower.

"Off-road, I think, it´s headed north along Punta Diamante road towards 

road 200 and Acapulco de Juarez, let´s take our rental convertible and see. 

Lanai, is there enough gas for a not necessarily lawful escapade?"

"There is, we can tour the area two and a half times with a single gas tank."

"Let´s go," said Cynthia, teasing the bikini top of Jenna, who was still 

tanning, sound asleep.

"I´ll let you guys go and stay here," said Jenna. Clarity caught the slide 

fastener of Jenna´s bikini before it loosened open to let her toned breasts at 

view in the sun, and kissed Jenna good bye.

Seating in the back of a roofless Jeep Wrangler, Clarity pushed away Taimi, 

who was getting too close to the keyboard of her communicator. Cynthia was 

seating to their right, while Lanai was driving and Flower was seating in the 

front passenger seat, admiring both the view of Revolcadero Beach and running 

her fingers through the ever flowing nature of her long, blondish hair.

"What are you doing?" asked Taimi.

"I´m using this compound interest calculator from the smart money 

website, to figure out how much money we will have twenty years from now, if 

we invest at twenty percent per year like Lofty Bank´s product says."

"And?"

"It´s astounding, at twenty percent compounded, ten thousand dollars, 

which is reasonable for us as a group, would grow to nearly four hundred 



thousand dollars." Cynthia moved her head ahead of Taimi´s, while Lanai 

veered left on a dirt road, away from road two hundred, following the banner 

plane puffing white smoke less than a mile away from them.

"Do the million, my father wants me to earn a million dollars before he 

takes my business acumen seriously. How much do we need to invest today to 

have a million dollars twenty years from now?"

"Let´s see, I´d have to look at the manual, you have the future value of one 

million dollars in twenty years, and you want to know the present value of that, 

the capital you need initially at 20% anual interest reinvested over twenty 

years."

Clarity heard a loud noise in front of her, and felt a bump on the road, 

nearly dropping her communicator in the tomato salad prepared by Lanai for 

lunch. The propeller plane had landed on the dirt road nearly right on them, and 

was now proceeding towards a lighthouse facing a cliff and the sea. The towline 

carrying the airplane´s banner snapped and the banner landed on the Jeep´s 

windshield, which folded, as explained in the rental car instructions of its 

advertising leaflet.

Lanai stopped the car, as the low "strut braced" wing crop duster, a 

Gippsland GA-200 built in Australia, screeched to a stop as well. Behind them, a 

gold-color rolls-royce phantom limousine with the statue of a silver fat man as 

emblem above the car´s radiator replacing the winged "Silver Lady", overtook 

the Jeep and stopped behind the plane.

The pilot, a man in his thirties, dressed in blue overalls, with a pointed nose 

and dishevelled long hair, walked past them and folded the banner and towline 

into the trunk of the Rolls Royce, whose left rear window lowered.



"Sorry about the banner ladies, it´s an expensive item of fortune," said the 

pilot. “I´m Tarrence.”

"Hi," said Clarity, "we´d like to know more about Lofty Bank´s twenty 

percent financial marvel. Can you tell us more about it, or where we can find 

out?"

The man turned his head towards Clarity. 

"Oh, the ad, it´s not simple, you have to find the bank, and to find the bank 

you have to find the fat man, he knows where your money sleeps soundly." 

"As long as he doesn´t leave soundly with our money," said Flower.

A voice spoke from the lowered rear window of the car and an arm clothed 

in a white shirt sleeve came out, hand closed in a fist.

"You speak too much."

The pilot breathed loudly as the hand came out towards him pulling his 

shirt and him towards the rear seat. The pilot caught the hand reaching for his 

throat and struggled with it with both of his hands, managing to stand solidly in 

place, despite his face turning red.

"The fat man is not an easy…easy man to please,” he said.

"The return on investment is twenty percent annually, really?" asked 

Clarity.

"Yes, it´s called the crashworthy deposit." The pilot´s upper body followed 

the hand, while the pilot´s own hand pointed towards the silver statue emblem 

of the car, a point of interest for Flower. Clarity saw Flower caress the belly of 

the silver fat man emblem, depicting an overweight man with a robe seating legs 

folded in lotus position.

The item had replaced the silver statue of a winged lady, normally found in 

Rolls Royce models, known as the spirit of ecstasy. The driver of the Rolls 



Royce, a man wearing a black cap, pressed on the wind shield wiper buttons, 

expressing strong disapproval of Flower´s manual examination. The pilot 

reappeared out of the rear door, looking at Flower.

"You´ve touched the fat man. He can lead you to ecstasy, he´s got the spirit 

of ecstasy, the freedom of ecstasy, and the lifestyle of ecstasy, he just doesn´t 

have the body of the winged lady," said the pilot.

"I don´t think I can lead him anywhere, he´s too heavy for me," said Flower, 

"but thank you. Where is the real statue, anyway, the winged lady, the silver 

spirit of British elegance, you know, the scantily clothed silver lady typically 

found in countryside mansion Rolls Royces, the wonderful car oddity of rich and 

famous lords and of fickle celebrities." Flower lifted her head, closed her lips, 

and jumped forward towards the pilot with both of her feet, opening the palm of 

her hand.

"I want to see the item." The pilot tilted his head and lifted his eyebrows, 

surprised by her move.

"You may be the right companion for the fat man. The fat man keeps the 

winged lady emblem in all of his reencarnation prayers, and gives one to his 

favorite ladies," answered the pilot, "because he doesn´t want to be a rat in his 

next life. He´s got a prayer shrine that brings luck with money. Don´t touch the 

plane, by the way, the brake is on." The Rolls Royce backed off from Flower, 

made a u-turn and rolled forward, driving away from the girls.

"Wait, how much money have you invested in this crashworthy deposit?" 

asked Clarity. The window lowered and the pilot´s head emerged.

"All of my savings, it´s a requirement to invest with Lofty Bank. Come 

diving tomorrow, we´ll be near Paseo del Pescador, to go to a pass-throug rock 

formation in Roqueta Island. Good bye."



Clarity looked at the rear of the car and noticed the silver lettering of the 

words Cayman Roll Model Bank replacing the name of the luxury car model. 

Before the car drove away from them, she heard the sound of the right rear 

window lowering and the muffled voice corresponding to the white shirt, 

echoing the harsh instructions from inside.

"Let´s go diving now. The underwater shrine for the lobster is waiting."



Chapter Three

The girls drove back to the guest house on Costera de Las Palmas, near the 

Fairmont Acapulco Princess, debating heatedly whether diving with the fat man 

was an opportunity or a risk. In the evening, after dinner, Cynthia and Taimi 

were swinging on a swinging lounge sofa, while Lanai was swinging on a 

screeching rocking chair, sitting on the outside terrace of their guest house in 

Tay Bay. Clarity was stepping back and forth, not knowing what to do.

"I know it´s only a car drive from here to the dive shop, but we can´t 

possibly go diving," said Lanai, "it´s not safe. I know this friend of mine, she 

absolutely wanted to see an angelfish, and she lost her regulator on her first 

dive."

"How can you lose a regulator, you´re breathing through it, it´s stuck to 

your mouth," said Taimi.

"My friend tried to imitate the angelfish open and close movement of its 

mouth." Clarity walked behind the rocking lounge sofa, before stopping near a 

pillar of their guest house.

"We can give it a go, if it´s going to bring us twenty percent per year," said 

Clarity. "With ten k as initial investment, we could start thinking about 

retirement, living on interest before reaching fifty. To do that, we need to find 

this fat man."

The rocking chair of Lanai swung to an impossible angle, hanging in mid-air 

for a long three seconds, until Lanai reached for Flower´s sweater.

"This is too important, let´s vote," suggested Taimi. After a raised hand 

vote, those proposing to dive won by three votes to two opposing votes by 

Flower and Lanai, with one abstention, Jenna, who preferred surfing to diving. 

"All right," said Lanai, "let´s go, but I pick the regulator first."



The next morning, Clarity drove the rented Jeep to a dive shop in Centro 

Acapulco on Paseo del Pescador. As they entered the shop, they saw the Rolls 

Royce of Cayman Bank drive by. The diving instructor, a man named James 

Blond, was in debt with the fat man, and was waving his hands, pointing to a 

parking spot for the car. The luxurious car stopped, and the driver stepped out, 

wearing sunglasses. Clarity recognized the dishevelled hair of Tarrance.

"One dive only, today, Blond, to see the lobster. My boss wants to see the 

lobster, before he talks about the debt."

"You need more diving lessons. The lobster lives where it lives, if it´s still 

there, we´ll find it. But I can´t promise you we´ll find it, or give you a rebate on 

our diving rates."

"If the lobster´s not there, we´re not diving. Don´t forget about your debt. 

We are the ones who paid for all the new diving equipment this season."

"I can´t possibly forget the debt, because you keep coming every day for 

diving lessons, but the diving rate holds, we need the liquidity. We´ll pay the 

debt by the end of the season in November. And we´ll find the lobster, although 

it may have moved spot since the last time we told you."

Clarity saw the fat man for the first time, a large silhouette stepping out of 

the Rolls Royce backseat, surrounded by two good looking ladies in their 

thirties, holding his arms. He was about five foot ten, wearing a black striped 

suit, a white collar shirt and a yellow tie depicting small gallinaceous birds 

painted blue, either quails or fowls, she guessed.

Pinned to his suit lapel, the overweight man was wearing a small pin in the 

shape of a pincer belonging to a lobster. Breathing heavily, he squatted to a halt, 

like a sumo wrestler, in front of Flower, while the two women that came with 



him climbed on the roof of the car to suntan in minuscule bikinis, revealing very 

few tan lines. He spoke to Flower in a stern tone, like an Indian Chief its tribe.

"The Rolls Royce needs cleaning. You like its spirit." Clarity saw Flower lift 

her head and eyebrows, scanning the double chin of the fat man, holding his 

stare.

"I like the lifestyle of the rich and famous," said Flower. The fat man ran his 

arm against the hood of the Rolls Royce to clean off dust from the road.

"I like you and I´m rich, but I´m not famous, and I don´t know your 

lifestyle," answered the fat man. Clarity left them to continue their conversation, 

and moved towards Tarrance, who was speaking to the owner of the dive shop.

"Blond, where is the shrine?"

"My assistant, Delemo, is bringing it. Delemo, bring the shrine, stop playing 

with the pincer." A short man with curly hair wearing flowered swimming 

trunks, brought out a twelve inch statue of the fat man built with wood, holding 

a fork and eating a lobster from a plate. The fat man turned away from Flower 

and his eyes squinted. He started rubbing his middle finger against his thumb 

and his mouth turned into a half smile. Clarity turned to Blond.

"He likes the shrine, doesn´t he?"

"That shrine explains his life, really."

"What´s the name of this man, why is he known as the fat man?"

"The fat man? His name is Buddha talk, although he doesn´t talk much. He 

adopted the way of the Buddha, the way of the belly for him, ever since he threw 

a lobster to the boiling pan after it bit his ear with a pincer." Blond walked 

inside the diving shop, filled with surfboards, water skis, and diving equipment, 

including oxygen tanks.

"Why? I mean why Buddha?"



"The lobster made an impression on him because a palm reader in the 

restaurant told him that lobsters bring good karma. So now, he collects live 

lobsters, and thinks a shrine for the lobster brings good karma for the return on 

money invested that he manages for Lofty. My money, in particular."

"Your money, your money is with Lofty."

"All my savings, they are the reason for my debt with Buddha Talk. Put on 

the diving suit," he said, "I need to find the ultra large suit for him."



Chapter Four

Clarity turned backwards and let Taimi zip her diving neoprene wetsuit, 

preventing Blond to cut his hands too deeply on her lower back. She was excited 

to take her first diving class in order to get the Paddy diving license. She saw 

Buddha Talk tilt his head towards the right ear of Flower, dangerously tipping 

the bench inside the diving shop, and lifting Lanai, who was sitting at one end of 

the bench, two feet off the ground in the process.

"Where does that earring come from?" he asked.

"It´s a like a Prada earring, twenty four carat gold, it comes with the other 

earring," she said.

"I see, pure gold, would you like to sell it?  Only one earring, you can keep 

the other," he said. Buddha Talk lifted his body, and the bench returned to its 

spot, dropping Lanai to the ground, a few feet away from where she was 

originally seating, her face landing near the shelve exposing all regulators sold 

by the shop. Delemo moved swiftly on her.

"Are you from Hawaii as well," asked the assistant from across the counter. 

Clarity rescued Lanai and helped her test twenty five regulators, until the 

apprehensive girl, originally from Hawaii, found one that she liked, a pink 

Aqualung regulator tested by Cousteau himself. The girl with auburn hair 

turned her head towards Flower, who was still debating with Buddha Talk.

"I don’t sell my earring, I don´t trade my earring, Mr. Buddha Talk, no one 

touches my earring, unless it´s me, and I don´t change earrings that often. They

´re part of my most precious belongings because the earrings are part of a 

special collection based on the seventh century Shoroon Bumbagar tomb 

findings from seventh century Turkish Aristocrats, in the Mongolian region of 

Bulgan Aimag. I mean, I´d sell my shoes before selling my earrings."



"Think about what Buddha would do, before you reach any hasty conclusion 

about what to do with your earring."

"I don´t know, I´ve never met Buddha, he´d probably fast and observe the 

earring, while I wear the earring knowing it´s there. I´m an ethnographer, I like 

old traditions and cultures, I enjoying thinking this earring is more expensive 

than a Prada. It´s two sides of contemplation, but I contemplate luxury brands 

such as Prada. See, I´m not that far from Buddha, I knew it."

Buddha Talk ignored her comment and placed his flippers on his feet, while 

Tarrance zipped his suit.

"I like this suit, it´s me," he said.

"Time for our diving lesson," said the pilot.

For several days, they rehearsed underwater in a pool, breathing with 

oxygen tanks for several minutes, using the emergency regulator, and emptying 

water from their mask, in case it flooded during a dive. Finally, on the fifth day, 

they boarded a diving ship, ready for their first twenty minute dive. Clarity 

marvelled at the sensation of diving. It was like looking at a different world 

through a television set.

She saw the lobster first on the sea bottom, and the lobster shrine, dropped 

by Buddha Talk near the lobster, nearly landed on her head as well. The 

overweight man squatted on the sea bottom, folding his legs, and bursted 

oxygen bubbles for five minutes, observing the various fish swim near the 

shrine.

She saw Blond swim near Buddha Talk, long knife in hand, attempting to 

cut off a plastic tube which brought oxygen to the fat man´s regulator. The 

overweight man brought his flipper to the sand and lifted it in one slow but 

effective move which blinded Blond. Blond dropped his knife, and Buddha Talk 



used it to pick up the lobster. After a few minutes swimming to the surface, 

Clarity spoke to Blond about the underwater incident.

"So, I think you don´t get along that well with Mr. Buddha Talk, I mean you 

tried to leave him out there, flat out, that is," said Clarity. Blond ignored Clarity

´s comment, as the diving ship was approaching the dock, South of Punta 

Diamante. They hopped on a van and drove towards Paseo del Pescador.

As they walked towards the dive shop, Blond took Clarity aside. "Well, 

Buddha Talk likes sparring underwater, and feel triumphant in underwater 

fights. Of course, we have our differences, in fact this debt and this crashworthy 

deposit is our only difference, but I´ll sink the mongrel next time, turn him into 

a Buddha shrine at the bottom of the white sand bottom. Fortunately, my shop 

is there. I love my shop, it´s a good place, it´s my life, my lifestyle, how shall I 

put it…"

"Blond, the debt, next payment is due today," said Buddha Talk. The 

overweight man lifted his oxygen tank and regulator, dropping it on the 

sidewalk.

Blond glanced gleefully towards the dive shop, a few hundred feet away. As 

Blond lifted his arm to negociate his debt, a deafening explosion startled 

everyone. The dive shop was aflame and the expansive wave of the explosion 

lifted the long auburn hair of Clarity. She saw a burst of fire, and observed 

Delemo running away from the shop, yelling various Hawaiian curses while he 

ran towards them.

"Boss, I mean Boss, did you see, Boss, the shrine, it doesn´t work, we have 

to change shrines, this one is useless, no good for business." Blond ran towards 

the debris left by the explosion, walking near an oxygen tank which had 

survived.



"Now you know why our protection is invaluable, and you have a reason to 

come to Cayman Islands and visit Lofty Bank."

"To recover my money?" asked Blond.

"No, to pay for fire and accident insurance for your shop. It is included with 

your investment, the crashworthy deposit."



Chapter Five

Blond had the look of a man ready to surf to Hawaii from the Southern 

tip of Australia. He was so angry that Delemo had to empty a bucket of seawater 

on him several times, to cool him down. Yet, as he told Clarity, over dinner at 

the girls´ guest house, he knew that he had simply lost access to his money in 

Cayman Islands to Buddha Talk, and that rebuilding the dive shop would take 

months to Delemo. That kind of work would be nothing short of spectacular for 

his assistant, a well oiled, working, non-thinking machine.

"So you think that Buddha Talk caused the explosion of your dive shop?"

"Yes, I owed him money for the diving equipment, and I´ve seen that 

method used by him on someone else before."

"Where?"

"Here in Acapulco, on Delemo, he was my competitor before he became 

my assistant, and he also invested his money in Lofty Bank, before he refused to 

pay Buddha Talk part of the revenues of his own dive shop. After that refusal, I 

convinced Buddha Talk to set Delemo´s dive shop afire, so that I could replace 

him."

"I see, the similarities really are striking, but who is this man, exactly, this 

Buddha Talk," asked Clarity.

"He is an agent for Lofty Bank, and he arranges boxing fights in Grand 

Cayman." Flower, who had skipped dinner to take a nap, came running down 

the stairs of the guest house first floor, towards Clarity.

"My earring, I´ve lost one of my earrings, one of the earrings that my 

boyfriend gave me."

"During diving?"



"I´m not sure, I was suntanning on the deck after diving this morning, 

and Buddha Talk brushed past me. I felt something in my ear, but didn´t give it 

any thought."

"That´s impossible, your earrings don´t come loose just like that."

"This one does, it has a special turn-screw mechanism developed by a 

Mongolian chieftain. We spoke about it with Buddha Talk, and he even tried to 

unscrew it, just to ensure it was properly attached."

Clarity stared at Flower for a few seconds. After several minutes of 

hesitation, the group decided to engage in eating the dinner entrée, a roasted 

duck cooked by the guest house owner, before rushing into any other decision 

regarding Blond and his dive shop returned to ashes.

Clarity could see that Flower was nervous, for the earrings meant a lot to 

her. It was part of her discoveries as ethnographer, and a gift from a cherished 

mongolian boyfriend, a guide who went into the Shoroon Bumbagar tomb to 

find the earrings and bring it to her at the risk of being arrested for tombraiding. 

After eating dessert, a brownie with vanilla ice cream, Clarity opted for a 

definite decision on matters pending.

"We need to recover Flower´s earring," said Clarity, "that´s pretty 

definite, given the historical and sentimental value of it to Flower, and we also 

need to know whether this crashworthy deposit is profitable and trustworthy for 

us, whether Lofty is the right bank for our savings, that is. The fact that we can 

also help Mr. Blond recover his money, is irrelevant, but it is also part of this 

complex mission. Let´s go to Cayman Islands, I´ll go with Flower in fact." Lanai 

sighed, tapping the shoulder of Clarity, trying to convince her of the foolishness 

of her idea.



"That´s nuts. Agreed that recovering Mr. Blond´s money is irrelevant, 

that´s why it´s his own store of value, and not our own. But the deposit is not 

trustworthy, it may be profitable, but profitable for those who claim our money. 

Plus, it´s dangerous. For Mr. Blond, James, if I may call you James, it meant no 

more lobster diving with Mr. Buddha Talk. And no more dive shop or 

regulators, fortunately, with less regulators, less risk in the diving world. I don´t 

think you should go."

Clarity stayed perplex for several seconds, but refuted Lanai´s logic. She 

found out through Blond that Buddha Talk was leaving Acapulco by plane on 

'Duty Free' charter airlines, to go back to the Cayman Islands. Sure of her 

decision to go there with Flower to recover Flower´s earring and understand the 

real business of Lofty Bank, she reached the airport of Acapulco with Flower 

that same evening, walking to the counter of 'Duty Free' airlines, finding an air 

hostess there, reading the 'gossip of Chiquinquira', a newspaper whose features 

included the love life of Acapulco firemen when off duty.

"Mr. Buddha Talk decided to leave on his private plane."

"He has a private jet?"

"He has a Gippsland 200, it´s known as the fatman, a crop duster used to 

carry plane banners around Acapulco. He should be departing for Cayman 

Islands tonight, as usual."

"As usual?"

"As usual, from a dirt road north of Punta Diamante, with or without the 

Lofty Bank banner."

"It depends on?"

"Whether Mr. Buddha Talk found any new customers for the bank. He 

was angry when he landed here last week, so it means he may leave the banner 



in deposit with his bank in Acapulco, the Banco del Coral de la Punta de 

Acapulco, a small subsidiary of Lofty Bank, itself a minor financial institution, 

compared to Bank of America."

Clarity thanked the lady and found Flower nervously looking for flowers. 

The girl with auburn hair stopped her friend, trying to calm her down. She 

finally clarified with her friend that Flower always looked for flowers when she 

was nervous, because it reminded her of how safe she was at home, where her 

mother received Madonna lillies by mistake from her father, which were meant 

for another girlfriend, which resulted in a struggle between both women to go 

out with her father, and which resulted in the very truth of the marriage of her 

parents, in her birth, and in her name, in memory of the Madonna lillies.

"There are no Madonna lillies here, Flower, there may be other flowers 

elsewhere, but not lillies. You don´t need flowers. Your parents love you."

"Sorry, I´m nervous because of my earring. A loss always brings a doubt 

as to the real reason my parents married, and Madonna lillies reassure me that I 

wasn´t born my mistake."

"We´ll find your earring, but stop looking for flower delivery mistakes, 

Flower, they´re irrelevant in the story of your life, the life of a remarkable 

ethnographer."

"Thanks, that makes me feel better, and remarkable, thanks, Clarity."

They waited for nightfall and reached the dirt road north of Punta 

Diamante in the rented Jeep, driven by Lanai, around ten in the evening. The 

banner plane was there, as they had left it a few days before.

"Ensure you bring back the prospectus of the crashworthy deposit," said 

Lanai.



Clarity saw the reflection of headlights in the rear-view mirror of the 

Jeep, and told Lanai to drive the Jeep behind a large rock to their left. Once the 

Jeep was hidden from the dirt road, she said good bye to Lanai and sprung 

forward reaching the Gippsland-200 airplane quickly, with Flower following 

her. The plane, normally seating two people, had been refurbished to add two 

additional seats, leaving a small space of two feet behind them.

"Let´s hide in the back, they won´t see us," said Clarity.

"This is crazy, but I can´t really abandon my earring, it´s my duty as 

ethnographer to recover the past of the Shoroon Bumbagar tomb."

"Quiet, I hear steps. Lift that undercarriage cover behind the fourth seat, 

we need to hide. Pray to the Madonna lillies Flower, and get in first, I´ll ensure 

that you can fit in, and I´ll go after you, just in case."

"Just in case I don´t fit in and get stuck?"

"No, just in case there is crop dusting material in there," she said.

"Ok, I can´t argue with that logic, although I think I could somehow, 

were this not happening."



Chapter Six

Flower stepped inside the reservoir of the plane, followed by Clarity, where 

they settled before closing the cover on them, hearing the sound of the plane´s 

door opening and voices above them, four people in total.

"Did you fold the banner?"

"In the Rolls Royce as usual."

"Good, change the percentage to thirty percent next time. I don´t 

understand why not a single customer has surfaced. Let´s go, I have a fight to 

arrange tomorrow. Sit Beverly and Somerset in the backseats, and tell them they 

can´t play with the banner today."

The plane lifted above Bahamas sky and swerved west, setting course to 

Cuba. An hour later, Clarity felt the hand of Flower on her shoulder. She was 

falling asleep inside the banner airplane reservoir, below the plane´s floor, 

despite the up and down motion of the propeller plane, bound for the Cayman 

Islands. She lifted her head against the floor above them, hearing the voice of 

the fat man.

"Any gas needed?"

"Not here, we´ll let Luke refill the plane in Little Cayman, on our way to 

Grand Cayman." Flower moved closer to Clarity´s ear and whispered to her.

"Where are we going?" Clarity whispered also.

"The Island of Little Cayman, I think, south of Cuba, northwest of 

Jamaica, east of Acapulco."

Flower whispered again.

"Are you sure there´s oxygen for two here?"

Looking at her glowing watch, Clarity hoped the trip wouldn´t last 

beyond three or four hours. She knew that they could breathe because she was 



feeling a slight breeze below her. She just hoped that the floor of the plane 

would stand. After thirty minutes, the plane landed in Little Cayman and 

Buddha Talk and his pilot Tarrance got out for fresh air. Clarity and Flower 

waited for half an hour, and lifted the cover of the plane´s floor, when they saw 

that no one was coming. Looking outside, Clarity saw the official seventy five 

foot hangar of the Edward Bodden Airstrip, along with the grass and gravel 

runway. In the distance, an old man was watering flowers outside the hangar. 

Carefully, they walked to the man.

"Nice place you have here. Would you know by any chance where the 

people that came from that plane are?" The man barely lifted his head, used to 

late night customers coming in from tour operated flights.

"Night out, they´ll be back in one hour. Are you in charge of paying the 

refuelling bill?"

"No, we´re just pass-through passengers, in transit to Grand Cayman. 

You are?"

"Luke, got to go through the in transit area, over there, where the orange 

chalk mark is. Sit down, I´ll explain your duties as in-transit passengers. I can 

also read you passages from the bible, but that will cost you five dollars or ten 

dollars, depending on whether you choose the passages referring to Luke, which 

I like, or not. Any luggage?"

"No."

"Then, there are no duties, you can leave the in-transit area and sit down 

in the arrivals area, over there in those chairs."

Clarity sat down with Flower for a few minutes, then convinced the man 

that their transit time was through and they were returning to the plane. This 

time, Clarity got into the dust cropping pesticide area first, followed by Flower. 



At two thirty three local time, Buddha Talk came back with Tarrance and two 

ladies, and the plane took off for Grand Cayman.

At Grand Cayman airport, it was dawn. Clarity waited a few minutes for 

Buddha Talk and the other passengers to leave the plane, and walked with 

Flower to the baggage claim area, losing track of both Buddha Talk and 

Tarrance.

"We lost them."

"We sure did, can we come back to Acapulco?" said Flower.

Outside the arrivals area, Clarity noticed a small money changing outlet 

showing the logo of Cayman Lofty Bank, a cayman smiling, showing a shining 

tooth falling into a safe deposit box, with the slogan: Lofty, where money falls  

on you every day. Near the counter, she saw few hostesses wearing a shirt from 

Lofty Bank, distributing pamphlets of the crashworthy deposit.

She approached the money changing counter with Flower and read the 

prospectus of the crashworthy deposit belonging to Cayman Lofty Bank. It was a 

complex financial instrument, combining the interest of a bond, with a life 

insurance policy, dependent on the average temperature in Grand Cayman, 

which could potentially result in a twenty percent return on investment, if the 

airlines Cayman Airways Express and Island Air were still in business and their 

annual report figures had grown by more than fifteen percent that year.

"Would you say it´s a speculative product?"

"It depends upon your risk profile." A man wearing a flowered shirt ran 

towards her.

"Tickets for tonight, ladies?" Clarity picked up a stub handed by the 

scalper.

"Maybe, what´s on?"



"It´s lightweight local favorite Bubba key against new opponent Easy 

Glove. I can place bets as well."

"When is the fight?"

"Tonight, at nine o´clock, at Hoverbay Arena."

"No thank you, we have to attend a conference on the changing nature of 

investment retirement in Grand Cayman. This is organized by this great agent, 

Mr. Buddha Talk, right?"

"Absolutely, the show´s on and everyone looks on, as Bubba key prevails, 

before moving on, to his Coral Stone Club room. That´s literal Buddha Talk, a 

three step rhyme involving the same word. Good Morning to you, ladies, and 

welcome to the Cayman Islands, where money is not a dream."



Chapter Seven

Clarity breathed the hot midday air in sunshine of Georgetown in Grand 

Cayman, and hopped with Flower on the yellow route one bus to West Bay, 

where the Coral stone club hotel, a nice four star, had settled, along with Bubba 

key. She wrote the name Bubba key on a piece of paper. It was certainly difficult 

to understand what money was in the Cayman Islands, thought Clarity, thinking 

about the comment from the scalper, but finding Bubba key was a quicker way 

to find Buddha Talk than going to the fight.

"Money´s not a dream, it´s so strange that he said that," said Flower. 

"There´s plenty of money here, that´s got to be the reason why that man said 

that. People retire here and invest their money. Now, I know money is not real, 

and that why is money not real is in the book the seven laws of money, which I 

haven´t read," said Flower.

"Don´t sweat it, money´s pretty real," said Clarity, "but if it´s not a 

dream, there should be a way to find Buddha Talk."

"Yeah, he looks pretty loaded. I´m telling you, we have to read the seven 

laws of money, it was written by the founder of Master Card, one of the laws 

should apply here, in general, and to find my earring."

"I don´t mind the laws, but I prefer the Master Card gold card." Flower 

stared at her in disbelief.

"Well you´re so material." Clarity was surprised at Flower´s reaction, she 

was normally such a no nonsense girl, specially when it came to shopping. She 

looked at Flower and answered right away, perplex.

"Well, your earring is good, but how far can it carry a family of four?" 

Flower was speechless against that thread of logic.



At the Coral Stone, they asked the concierge for Bubba Key´s room, to get 

an autograph for the aunt of Clarity, a sexagenerian who followed all Vegas 

fights on pay per view on her own, while her husband cooked roast beef with a 

white chef hat and apron, and brought grilled vegetables and a sweet dessert or 

fruit to his wife, during fight.

"I don´t care if your aunt watches boxing, or if the vegetables her 

husband cooks are fresh and organic, you can´t see Bubba Key, he´s in pre-fight 

confinement," said the concierge.

"Good God, it´s such a strict training," said Flower. "Ok, we understand, 

now the next time you come to Los Angeles, don´t beg us for a movie premiere 

ticket in Westwood, because we won´t have it. Take it or leave it." The concierge 

didn´t move and his stare was blank and speechless. Flower stepped away from 

him, slightly altered with apprehension.

"Come with me," said Clarity. She sighed and smiled at Flower´s 

comment. Her friend was impulsive, and it was important to keep procedures in 

line with elegance, stewardship, and a really good sports agency impersonation. 

After an informative talk with a waitress at the coffee shop of the hotel, they 

found the room of Bubba Key, room five zero three.

So far, he had been pretty calm, jumping from his fifth floor balcony to 

the hotel pool on only one night of excessive abundance of non identified 

Mexican alcohol, to meet a journalist who was having a drink at the terrace near 

the pool. The other nights, he had been watched by the maître d', who was 

monitoring his bloodstream more closely than if a lobster was served for 

Buddha Talk himself, an important man, and a loyal giver of generous tips, 

folded in a roll of bills to the waitress after his usual dance trick, rolling his 

weight on one foot, three hundred and sixty degrees.



"What do you want to know from this man, from Bubba Key?"

"Whether he has an account at Lofty, so we can get one as well." Clarity 

walked with Flower to the gift shop, and bought an L.A. Dodgers cap.

"We don´t even know if Lofty is safe."

"The banner plane made it safely."

"We made it as well, but we were lucky."

"We´ll start slowly, by plunging in two hundred dollars."

"Let´s plunge carefully, my savings are slim."

The room´s door opened and a slim, tall, athletic man with his torso 

naked appeared out of room five zero three. His head was half shaved, carving a 

line from neck to eyebrow, with a tattoo spelling 'left brain' on the shaved part.

"Mr. Bubba Key?"

"No, I just carry the name to scare opponents. Yeah!, just kidding, it´s 

me, the genuine Bubba." A debonair smile beamed from his face, showing a 

missing tooth.

"We come on behalf of your sports agency, can we come in?" Bubba Key

´s face turned serious in less time than Clarity needed to flee down the hotel´s 

stairs. He tapped lightly on the white wall with his finger, then lifted his leg and 

kicked the hotel´s wall, leaving a crack on the stucco.

"Sorry, pre-fight adrenaline. My agent? my agent´s not here, I have an 

agent and his name is Budda Talk. Now, I may be stupid but I´m not dum. My 

agent told me this would happen at some point. You´re after my money, aren´t 

you?"

"Not literally," said Flower. Good start, thought Clarity. She stepped in 

front of Flower, firmly. The answer called for a fresh look at the approach.



"My friend´s just kidding, we want to present you with alternative boxing 

opportunities in Thailand." The man changed expressions. 

"In Thailand, they box over there? I mean, I´m not sure because I just 

fight and go from hotel to hotel, from Vegas to Cayman, from Cayman to Vegas, 

from Vegas to Cayman, from Cayman to a place near Vegas..." He led them to 

his suite, a luxurious room with two double beds, and a chilled bottle of coke, 

bathing in ice, on a night table.

"We got your routine, thank you," said Flower.

"Yes, they actually do Thai boxing in Thailand," said Clarity, "you 

freestyle fits in very well over there, we think." 



Chapter Eight

Clarity sat down and crossed her legs on a sofa of Bubba Key´s room, which 

had three areas, the bedroom, an adjacent living room, and a bathroom. She was 

wearing jeans and a white blouse, with loafers, and felt at ease. She sat near 

Flower, who was wearing a colorful dress depicting plants from the jungle of 

Costa Rica. Clarity turned to Bubba Key, who had donned a shirt, and who was 

holding a small metal deposit box with one hand.

"This is my portable life savings plan, it´s why I like Lofty, never trusted 

other banks, because I don´t know where my money is, I lose track of the bills. 

With Lofty, it´s different, all of my crashworthy deposit is here. Let´s talk of 

those sports opportunities. Who is the current lightweight boxing champ in 

Thailand?"

"We represent the sponsor," said Flower, "a maker of earrings. Do you 

know if Mr. Buddha Talk likes earrings?"

"Occasionally, he has offered his favorite ladies a few of them. I´m not 

sure, he´s a great guy. He talks, he believes in carnal workouts, doing well in the 

after life by doing better in this life."

"What does he do for you?"

"He manages my safe deposit box, while I box. He´s the only one I trust 

with this box, that´s why he became my agent. Thank God I box now, because 

the box wasn´t big when I started out. In fact, it was a different box, a box used 

by restaurants when they threw out food. Check out this box, it´s box five zero 

four, very sturdy."

Clarity picked up the box and held it in her hand. She shook it, placing 

the box near her ear, but no sound came out. 



"Certainly, I wouldn´t know if there´s anything of value in there. She 

lifted her head, eyeballing the boxer.

"Is there anything of value?"

"There are important papers regarding the inheritor of Lofty, besides my 

savings investment policy. I´d have to check with my custodian to know how 

much of this is public information. That would be Buddha Talk as well, he really 

does a good job with my investments."

The girls heard a scratching noise in the adjacent room.

"It´s the inheritor of Lofty, the next owner, so to speak. Buddha Talk 

really takes good care of him."

 Clarity got up and stepped towards the living room area, coming face to 

face with a large great dane, that smelled her jeans immediately.

"Lord Moorehead, stay put, these are guests. You don´t want to injure a 

leg, and have us pay for your monstrous insurance."

"How much is he worth?" asked Flower. Clarity noticed that she was 

checking the dog´s collar to see if it had her earring.

"About two hundred fifty three million, eight hundred forty eight 

thousand dollars five hundred and seventy three British pounds. London, Hong 

Kong, Paris, Tokyo, and New York real estate are doing well these days. Strictly, 

Lord Moorehead is the current owner of Lofty, though I´m not sure if Buddha 

Talk got rid of his owner to transfer the inheritance."

"That´s a steep amount," said Flower, "he must be pretty well insured." 

She lifted one of his paws, which dropped as she withdrew her hand.

"And he must be more athletic than he looks. He looks slightly pale to me, 

like he needs vitamins." They heard a plane flying in the distance. Clarity walked 

to the window and noticed the same cropduster that had flown them from 



Acapulco, carrying a slightly different banner: 'Crashworthy Loan Facility: Pay 

twenty percent and forget about earning money at work. Bubba Key: Back to 

work.'

"Lofty is fantastic," said Bubba Key. "Here in Grand Cayman, Lofty lends 

money, earns twenty percent and uses the money to pay investors in Acapulco. 

It´s a coast to coast, island to island paradigm of prosperity."

"If you earn the same here as what you pay investors there, where´s the 

margin for the bank?" asked Clarity.

"That´s our marketing pitch, there is no margin, the profit lies elsewhere, 

that´s what Buddha Talk says."

"I see, where exactly does the profit come from?"

"You´d have to be a bank customer to know that." Bubba Key got up and 

moved to the sliding window. Clarity beat him to opening the window, keeping 

the large mosquito net of the window intact. She stepped on the balcony, 

admiring the pool below, placing her elbows on the balcony´s edge, followed by 

Flower and Bubba Key, who was cracking his neck to ensure the vertebrae were 

aligned with those of his back.

"What are the requirements for being a customer of Lofty?" asked Clarity.

"You have to be involved in the boxing business, or own Lord Moorehead, 

but owning Lord Moorehead is not easy." Clarity opened her mouth, but Bubba 

Key spoke first to offer them a coke, the same coke, to both of them.

"I have to watch the budget, so that I can pay my monthly deposit box fee. 

Split the coke in three please, I need some classic style stimulation for my 

thinking before the fight." Clarity saw Flower serve the coke into three glasses, 

pouring more coke in her glass.



"That´s perfect, we love the boxing business," said Clarity. "You said 

there´s a fee to working with Lofty?"

"Well, there´s no free lunch anywhere, it´s called the monthly fee, but it

´s an investment."

"How much is it?"

"I don´t know, it´s the whole point of calling it the monthly fee. It´s 

small so you don´t have to take a look at it every month, but it´s there so you 

know you have a debt with Lofty. That´s just my contract, though. Let´s go back 

inside." Flower grabbed the long sleeved shirt of Bubba Key.

"I understand, Buddha Talk is like your father, isn´t he?"



Chapter Nine

Clarity drank several sips of her coke, watching intently as Flower raised her 

right eyebrow, sitting on the sofa with her. She saw Bubba Key jump on the sofa, 

coke in hand. He lifted his hand holding the glass of coke so the liquid wouldn´t 

spill.

"Buddha Talk, Buddha Talk, is more than a father, he is my mentor, my 

coach for boxing, the one who brings definite moves to get the opponent on the 

floor after two minutes into each fight, he´s the strategic second half of my 

shaved head, the inheritor of my valued possession. Now, if you´ll excuse me, I 

have to train, and follow the message in the banner plane. Otherwise, Buddha 

Talk won´t pay me." He placed the small metal deposit box and his glass of coke 

inside the room´s larger deposit box, and closed the box. With both hands, he 

opened the room´s window wider, stepped on the balcony, and jumped into the 

pool, followed by Lord Moorehead. After a three second flight, both landed 

safely in the pool, and a waiter came with shower towels for both.

"Did you see that?" said Flower. The ethnographer wearing the flower 

dress grabbed the window panes to see the balcony and the pool more clearly.

"He´s so uncanny."

"Well, he´s Bubba Key, good lesson for us, Flower, that´s what fame and 

fortune does to you, you become enmeshed into a relentless routine to perform 

for others instead of living your life for your own self," said Clarity.

"I mean did you see that, Clarity, he jumped five floors to a pool. The dog 

did as well, but the poor thing didn´t know where it was going. It was just 

following its kind owner. I don´t see them now, they´re out. Really, that dog is 

more athletic than I thought."



"Well, I mean, there´s a pool below. Anybody who´s half athletic can do 

it."

"I can´t do that, it´s too high," said Flower, peeking out the window.

"We´ll do it some other time, don´t forget we´re sports agents, we have 

to show presence of mind." Clarity closed the sliding door panes. They heard a 

sudden bang on the door, and the familiar silhouette of Buddha Talk, dressed in 

black suit and white collar shirt, surrounded by two men, also overweight, but 

less than him, and Tarrance, the banner plane pilot. Buddha Talk came 

storming towards them.

"Told you that bit of dress tissue in the backseat didn´t belong to 

Somerset. Get these girls, Tarrance. The dog, where´s the dog?"

Clarity ran towards Flower, placing her smoothly one foot away from the 

frame, and jumped out to the pool, landing in the water five balconies later, 

after deftly moving her hands up and down. She swam to the poolside, noticing 

that the dog and Bubba Key had disappeared. She looked up at Flower, who was 

flying towards her.

"No sweat, Flower, your hands, place your hands along your body." 

Flower landed in the middle of the pool two seconds later, fortunately, not on 

her. Clarity looked at Flower, lifting her out to the poolside.

"I have to say I´d run out of ideas to get out of that room, but still. Thank 

God, diving got me sort of prepared for this. What do we do now?" asked 

Flower.

"Let´s go inside the hall and get out of here."

The girls walked inside the lounge, to check their email, accessible from a 

screen by the entrance.

"You got in trouble?" asked the concierge.



"We´re on our way out," said Clarity, "it´ll only be five seconds." Clarity 

looked up Lofty Bank on the web, and simply got an ad for crop dusting banner 

plane branded as a Gippsland 200. When the mouse, the keyboard, and the 

screen became wet, Clarity decided it was time to go.

"You wouldn´t happen to know where Lofty Bank is, here in 

Georgetown?" 

The concierge looked at her, raising his eyebrows and staring at her.

"Lofty Bank Bill Bank?"

"No, Lofty Bank." Clarity held his stare.

"The only Lofty Bank in the Cayman Islands is Lofty Bank Bill Bank."

"Is it the same bank?" asked Flower. The concierge looked at Flower´s 

dress.

"It´s a Lofty Bank, pretty close to what you´re looking for." Flower pulled 

Clarity aside.

"There may be a bank bill we don´t know about, between Lofty and the 

second Bank. There must be a way to clarify this, I´m not sure how though," 

said Flower. Clarity lifted her head and spoke to the concierge.

"Is this Bank Bill Bank Bank known as Lofty Bank?"

"Yeah, that´s true, it´s known as Lofty Bank, the legal name´s not in use." 

Clarity sighed with relief.

"Good, yeah, that bank, Lofty Bank, L triple B, the only Lofty bank there is 

here in the Cayman Islands, where is it?"

The man reluctantly answered their question, after Clarity gave him a five 

dollar tip.

"It´s on Shamrock Drive, near the Pier. But you can´t go there, you need 

one hundred thousand dollars to invest in Lofty. I´m not sure I´d do it, I usually 



don´t see the investors after they invest. You don´t look like you have that kind 

of money."

"Never underestimate a good sports agent," said Flower.

"Anyway, you need to go to the Diamond Overnational shop, they might 

be able to waive your entry fee there."

"Many thanks," said Clarity. They ran to the bus stop and reached the 

shop an hour later, after stopping at a Starbucks for a quick lunch. The Diamond 

Overnational pawn and brokerage shop was owned by a man in his fifties, who 

was wearing a used apron and round glasses, and was diligently carving dust out 

of a hard stone one inch in diameter, which looked like a diamond, with a 

lockpick. Clarity walked to his, noticing the dim lighting of the shop, and a large 

picture on the far wall of a Gippsland 200 plane, dusting over an agricultural 

area in Montana during a sunny day, which carried the banner of Lofty Bank, as 

it dusted.

"We´re potential investors of Lofty," said Clarity.

"We´re potential, but rich," said Flower. Clarity pulled Flower aside and 

whispered in her ear.

"Why on earth do you say that?"

"I just want to make sure we´re accepted as investors."

"If you say that, our entry fee´s going to rise. Let me talk."  Clarity 

walked back towards the shop owner.

"Is there a way to waive the investment entry amount, the one hundred 

thousand dollars fee. We´re still paying our student loans, you know, but we like 

the market outlook, and think that our savings are in good hands with Lofty. We

´re ready to pawn one earring." The man stopped testing the strength of the 



diamond with his lockpick and lifted his head towards them, getting up from his 

chair.

"Follow me," he said.



Chapter Ten

The man, named Clark, took Clarity and Flower to the lower level of the 

shop, a large basement showing a wall poster advertising crop dusting services, 

and several golf carts parked in line. Peeking in the far distance, beyond the 

carts, Clarity could see an open doorway, leading to a bright corridor. Clarity 

saw Clark place a Cayman Islands fish feeding cap on his head, covering his 

shriveled hair. He pointed to several golf carts and took off his apron, revealing 

a polo shirt with the logo of Lofty Bank.

"Fleet, utility, personal, transportation, pre-owned?"

"We´ll go with transportation," said Flower. She whispered to Clarity. 

"Where are we going?" Clarity walked away from Clark, taking Flower aside.

"I´m not sure, I think he likes us. Let´s follow and look astute. We may 

be closer to your earring."

"I´m already astute, but I´ve never been in a golf cart indoors."

They hopped on a six passenger configuration golf cart, comfortable, 

smooth, with foam seats and leather armrests. After the ride on the banner 

plane, it seemed like a four star hotel to Clarity. Clark stepped in the driving seat 

and turned on the electric engine of the supersteward, a renovated golf cart that 

had been driven in several famous golf courses, among them the Pebbles Beach 

golf course, Pine Valley in New Jersey, the Royal Dornoch in Scotland, and the 

Oakmont Country Club in Pennsylvania.

The cart had less than four hundred miles on it, and was owned by a 

customer of Lofty.They drove into the corridor inside the cart, and Clarity 

noticed the various ads for Lofty, offering a range of financial services, from 

cash management to offshore advisory services, from prepaid phone cards to 

credit cards with a twenty dollar limit per month.



After a fifteen minute ride through the corridor, they reached a large 

worn out wooden door, large enough to fit the golf cart, equipped with an 

electric security code for access. Clark deftly pushed in twenty five numbers in 

sequence to turn off the security alarm, until the wooden door cracked open, 

pivoting on a rusted hinge. 

"This is the back of safe deposit box five zero three, inside the vault of 

Lofty, you´re in the bank."

"We´re customers now?" asked Flower. She was beaming a sunny smile 

on her face.

"I didn´t say that. You own part of this safe deposit box with other part 

owners, the owners of the golf carts, on a timeshare basis. A private banking 

consulting advisor from Lofty should come in and find you. Tell him that your 

reference is Buddha Talk, and that you´ve waived the one hundred thousand 

dollar minimum investment fee, because you´ve bought a golf cart at Diamond." 

Clark drove the cart inside the vault, dropped them off, turned around, and 

drove into the corridor, pushing a remote control device to close the wooden 

access door, which was metallic on the other end.

Clarity looked around her as the yellowish metal door closed behind 

them. There were hundreds of small sized safe deposit boxes made of a metal 

which looked like bronze or copper, all with etched three digit numbers written 

in black, but only one large one like theirs. In front of them, the door panel of an 

elevator was the only other exit out of the vault. After ten minutes of listening to 

elevator music in the vault, Clarity and Flower saw the elevator door panels 

opening. A young man in his thirties, wearing a suit, came out, followed by an 

old lady wearing a hat decorated with a shrub of withered flowers.



"Oh, new customers, hold on, welcome to Lofty, I´m Barney Rapple, your 

private bank offshore investment advisor, let me finish with our client here, she 

needs her bank guarantee. I´ll be with you in a second to open a safe deposit 

box for you and tell you about our crashworthy deposit."

The banking officer walked to a safe deposit box and took out a keyring 

filled with small keys of many shapes and sizes. Choosing a SentiSafe four sided 

security key, he inserted the tip and turned the lock´s tumbler with it three 

times. The metal box sprung open, and Rapple caught the full impact with his 

fist closed, shrieking in pain.

"Security measures have improved, ouch," he said.

Clarity saw the face of Flower turn as pale as the flowers on the lady´s 

hat.

"We have a deposit box," said Flower, "it´s five zero three, the large door 

panel, right to your left. I mean, let´s not get carried away, we´re just looking 

for an earring, it´s really that simple. Our savings are slim, although potentially, 

they have long reach. But, we have another earring, and we´re ready to pawn it, 

in exchange for a lead to the other."

"There´s a safe deposit box for jewelry, but you´re not Lofty customers 

yet," said Rapple. Clarity sighed. Flower was deepening the difficulty of the 

situation. She tapped on Flower´s shoulder to step ahead of her, in front of 

Rapple.

"I´m her advisor," she said.

"Good, good, we have no problem with that, it´s simply another layer for 

us and your advisee. We´ll have to take a look at the earring personal guarantee 

section, and you´ll have to sign the crashworthy deposit life insurance policy, 



committing all your savings to Lofty from now on, with the understanding that 

the earring is your personal guarantee, for an amount up to twenty dollars."

"Really, you´ll accept the earring as guarantee?" asked Clarity.

"Yes, then, you´ll have to earn one hundred thousand dollars, less the 

twenty dollars, or borrow that sum from us." The banking officer opened a small 

deposit box, taking out a plastic box of sand, throwing it to the old lady.

"That´s your husband, he came out pretty tidy, you can move to Florida, 

now, and live off our planned estate." The lady waived to him a military salute 

with a smile, and took off running up the elevator.

"What do you mean work, we waived the investment entry fee, that´s 

what Clark told us, we´ve bought a golf cart at Diamond," said Clarity.

"Who´s Clark?" asked the officer.

"Clark, the man who drove us to the vault, to Lofty´s vault, this vault, this 

place, this bank. We´re in a bank aren´t we?" Rapple stared at her, his face 

shaking in disbelief, non-impressed.

"This is Lofty Bank Bill Bank, known as Lofty Bank, a Cayman Islands 

financial institution. There ain´t no Clark around here, you must have taken the 

elevator down to here, like every other customer at Lofty. Nobody part owning 

box five zero three waives the one hundred thousand investment fee, that´s 

Lord Moorehead´s safe deposit box, and that´s how Buddha works, I mean 

talks. Let´s move upstairs, we´ll be more comfortable, and I´ll let you know 

about our small loan offshore fifty year crashworthy indenture policy tied to 

your deposit box."



Chapter Eleven

Clarity and Flower followed Rapple to the elevator, which had five 

underground floors. The banking officer pressed on the 'lobby' button, and the 

three of them surfaced in front of a lively lobby with a marble floor, high ceiling, 

gilded columns, and large glass windows. The lobby was divided in two areas, an 

area used for trading, where the voices of traders could be heard, and an area for 

walk-in customers, with a counter, and a single customer waiting in line, the old 

lady who had received the ashes of her husband. Clarity recognized the 

silhouette of Tarrance, the pilot of the banner plane, also waiting in line.

Rapple approached one of the security guards of the bank, who was 

dressed in a navy blue outfit, wearing a large gun sided at waist level.

"Did you see these women walk in here, earlier today?  Found them in the 

vault. They´re part owners of the five zero three account." The guard tilted his 

head, as he stared at both women.

"No, they must have gone through the aisle by the money changing area. 

Unless they were delivered with Somerset´s latest clothing gear package."

"No, we used the golf cart entry," said Flower. The guard stared at them 

with a look of surprise and indifference.

"No sweat, thanks," said Rapple. "Follow me to the customer cubicle area. 

Your fifty year indenture should be ready by now."

"Ready? But we´ve barely met you." Flower whispered to her. "Ask him 

what an indenture is, looks like it´s a good time to negotiate our terms."

"There are cameras in the vault," said Rapple. "Our contract delivery 

employees are very efficient." A man dressed in a polo shirt and chinos walking 

fast, approached Rapple, and handed him a large pile of paper.



"Good, here´s your contract explaining your debt with us, the fifty year 

indenture, you´ll just need to sign to accept the conditions of your ninety nine 

thousand nine hundred eighty dollar debt with Lofty, for the next fifty years."

"This is a ripoff," said Clarity, "we just want to take a look at the jewelry 

deposit box."

"Hold on," said Flower, "you haven´t negotiated our terms yet. 

Remember the earring."

A good looking blond woman in her thirties approached Rapple, followed 

by a tall, middle aged man with a deep tan, dressed in pinstriped alpaca suit and 

striped silk blue and orange necktie decorated with the logo of the Cayman 

Islands monetary authority, an encircled sailboat.

"Inspector Walter Joroby from the Cayman Islands monetary authority is 

here to see you, Mr. Rapple."

"Yes, thanks, Somerset, please sit down inspector, welcome to Lofty." He 

turned to Clarity.

"Could you hold for a second, this is important, and it may affect the 

small print of your contract."

"No problem, anything related to us working can be put on hold."

Joroby opened the button of his vest and sat down on a lithe, aluminum 

ergonomic chair with natural full grain upholstery and 'sitting pocket', made by 

Hermann Miller.

 "The monetary authority is not that comfortable with your current 

showcase product, the crashworthy deposit. We´re not getting any answers to 

the letters we send addressed to a certain Lord Moorehead."

"Crashworthy is trusworthy, it´s a reliable product."



"Well, yes, but what kind of product is it? Is it a trust delegating 

management of investments on behalf of beneficiaries to trustees, is it an 

investment product, a variety of a loan, or simply an advisory service?"

Rapple pressed the tip of his pen on Clarity´s arm and drew a diagram of 

a blender, showing it to the inspector on a notepad.

"It´s a blended product, all four actually."

"You can´t include all four in the product´s offering. Frankly, I came to 

talk about the renewal of Lofty´s bank license, because right now, we see it in 

jeopardy. I´d like to see the owner of the bank. You say the current deputy of the 

bank, named Buddha Talk, is not available, because his agenda is very busy. 

Where is the owner of this bank?"

Clarity saw Somerset run towards them, and recognized the silhouette of 

Lord Moorehead running before the secretary towards Flower.

"That may be difficult, he´s not exactly available, he has difficulty 

speaking our language and prefers to do management by walking around, even 

running around sometimes."

"I see, a reliable owner?"

"Very reliable, and very loyal, also a connoisseur of good food. Rest 

assured of his good intention towards the island. We might be able to arrange a 

meeting with our deputy, though, Mr. Buddha Talk, at an upcoming boxing fight 

taking place tomorrow."

Clarity stepped towards Joroby, bringing Flower with her, as her friend 

pushed away Lord Moorehead, attracted by one of the yellow flowers on Flower

´s dress.

"Would you like to attend the glorious fight with us?" said Clarity. "You 

can speak with Mr. Buddha Talk of the bank´s renewal, during the fight, while 



we let you know of our problems with the small print of our crashworthy 

deposit. Bubba Key´s a sure winner, and he comes from Vegas. Even if you don

´t like to bet, you´ll enjoy his style, he´s going to destroy his opponent, Easy 

Glove." Joroby´s chair rolled away a few feet, to the corridor, before Tarrance, 

who had jumped over the customer service counter, pushed him back towards 

the cubicle. His arm moved towards Clarity, while he grabbed Rapple´s table to 

stop his chair from rolling.

"Good, let´s do that," said Joroby, "yes, I need to know more about what 

customers like about this product. But I want to see the deputy of Lofty Bank 

there, Mr. Buddha Talk."

"You will, sir, you will," said Rapple, "Buddha Talk walks his talk, and 

talks only when needed. Usually, he shows up at the fights he arranges. 

Tarrance, arrange the Rolls Royce for Inspector Joroby and our clients, and 

entertain them in the car until this evening. Tell Mr. Buddha Talk, he´ll have to 

use Jaguar number seventy three."



Chapter Twelve

Clarity and Flower walked with Joroby to the exit of the bank, set on a 

pleasant shopping center known as Cayman Grand Harbor, East of Georgetown, 

which looked like a small, typical British colony village, and included a sculptor 

shop, a bookshop, a liquor store, a marketplace, and a place selling paintings. 

Parked in front of the main street, the Rolls Royce Ghost that Clarity had 

seen in Acapulco, shone its grey color lustre. Clarity and Flower hopped in the 

backseat of the Rolls Royce with Joroby, while Tarrance took the driving wheel 

after donning a driver´s cap and a suit, and Somerset sat as copilot on the 

passenger seat. Clarity, seating between Joroby and Flower, enjoyed the soft 

music in the car, a remake of the instrumental bossa nova song 'Mas que Nada'. 

An extendable arm unfolded three cigarettes, three salmon slices, and three 

apples, on a silver tray.

"We don´t smoke, thank you," said Clarity.

"Some viewing entertainment while we drive to the arena?"

"Yes, thank you." Clarity noticed that the Rolls Royce was rolling forward 

at a slow speed, less than five miles an hour, allowing an employee of Lofty, the 

man in Chinos walking fast at the bank, to show several ads, displaying the 

investment features of crashworthy, such as the included fire and casualty 

insurance, the twenty percent all-inclusive simultaneous investment and loan 

rate, and the advantages of timesharing a safe deposit box.

"Do you always drive this slowly here?"

"It´s not a long drive, but we like you to enjoy the scenery."

Joroby reached for a slice of salmon, but the tray moved towards Flower. 

Clarity saw Flower politely decline the offer of the salmon, and pushed the tray 

towards Clarity. Joroby reached for the tray again, but it moved towards the 



front seat, where a second arm replaced the three cigarettes with three thin 

'Mercaderes' cigars branded as 'San Cristobal de la Habana'.

"A gift from Mr. Castro himself," said Tarrance.

"Thank you, we don´t smoke cigars either," said Flower, "getting kind of 

hungry though, if you can press the 'reach customer' button on the tray, we 

appreciate it."

With the car still rolling forward, Somerset opened the car door and got 

out of her seat, jogging along the passenger side. Tarrance pressed on a button, 

and the image of Somerset jogging appeared on a video screen in front of them.

"She´s our viewing entertainment tonight."

Clarity glanced to her left and saw a Jaguar, with the number seventy three 

tagged in large print to its side, pass them at a slightly higher speed. Inside, she 

recognized the silhouette of Buddha Talk.

"There he is, there´s Buddha Talk, inside that car," said Clarity. Flower 

waved several times at the car, which was rolling at six miles an hour, but 

slowly, the Jaguar overtook them, in a three minute manoeuvre.

"Can you stop that car or go faster, I´d like to speak with the man inside," 

said Joroby.

"I´m afraid not, we´re on schedule now, our cruise control has been 

preset at five miles an hour to save gas," said Tarrance.

Four hours of jogging entertainment later, at eight fifty nine PM, the 

Rolls Royce limped through Georgetown traffic, and reached Seven mile beach, 

driving through a lively crowd of ten thousand people who was going out to 

watch a boxing fight at Hoverbay arena, a multipurpose, indoor facility.

"Buddha lounge or our sponsored cabin?  The Buddha lounge will be 

hosted by eighteen hostesses who work with Buddha Talk to help him assess his 



busy agenda. Our sponsored cabin has no host and no hostesses, it´s a self 

service cabin, where you might even consider sleeping."

"I´ll go with the sponsored cabin, it sounds more peaceful, but I want to 

see this Buddha Talk," said Joroby. The Rolls Royce reached an indoor parking 

lot with space for five cars. Clarity noticed the Jaguar was already parked. She 

reached for the salmon but the tray moved suddenly towards Somerset, who 

grabbed two slices and one apple. She saw Tarrance grab the remaining slice of 

salmon and two apples, leaving them with the three cigars.

"Great, I hope you enjoyed our appetizers, you can get out and take the 

elevator to the upper terrace." Tarrance opened Flower´s back door for them. 

They got out of the car and walked to the elevator, leaving Somerset and 

Tarrance in the Rolls Royce.

"We stay here," said Tarrance, "we have to prepare the next viewing 

entertainment for Buddha Talk, it´s in our loan facility and residence 

arrangement." Joroby let Flower and Clarity in the elevator and pressed the 

upper terrace button.

"Tell me about your view of the crashworthy deposit and what you think 

of Lofty. This is not a usual bank is it?"

"It´s not a bank, it´s a ripoff, there´s an employment contract, a debt and 

a timesharing residence contract built-into this investment product which is 

sold as a deposit, crashworthy," said Clarity.

"It´s certainly difficult to pinpoint the personal belongings area," said 

Flower. Joroby and Clarity looked at her briefly, then resumed their talk.

"Do you have evidence of this fraud?"

"A dive shop exploded in Acapulco, but there´s no more evidence there," 

said Flower. Clarity continued the explanation.



"No, our private banker, Mr. Rapple, kept the papers. Fortunately, we 

have avoided signing on as investors by being with you."

The elevator door opened, and Lord Moorehead, dressed in a purple, 

wool sweater, welcomed them, leading them to the sponsored cabin overlooking 

the arena. There was only a single person inside, Bubba Key, wearing boxing 

shorts and shoes, and a golden belt with a large silver buckle. He was speaking 

on a small cell phone.

"The dog has performed fine as an usher. Your guests are here, I´m 

moving along to the ring. See you after the fight. I´m going to crush Easy Glove 

tonight, no one meddles with our Law and Limited Lofty Banking Corporation. 

Take care of the dog, it´s Somerset´s sweater that it´s wearing."



Chapter Thirteen

Clarity and Flower walked with Joroby to their seats overlooking the arena, 

which was filled with an anxious crowd holding signs such as 'crush Easy Glove 

Bubba', or 'Easy Glove to the compartment.' Clarity looked down from the VIP 

cabin and noticed a good looking woman, the one known as Beverly she had 

seen in Acapulco inside the Rolls Royce, introducing the boxers and presenting 

a platter of lobster to the crowd, lobster widely available in small posts 

distributed throughout the arena. She looked around for food, but didn´t see 

any platter filled with anything to eat or drink, only a Lofty ATM to her right 

admitting only its 'Lofty lobster' debit card.

A large steel panel on the wall in the shape of a crop dusting Gippsman 

200, the cabin sponsor, lifted, leaving full view on the Buddha lounge, a 

comfortable area displaying a group of attractive women, vying for the attention 

of the only man there, Buddha Talk, who was calmly smoking a cigarette near a 

statue of Buddha made with stone, lit by disco neon lights rotating around its 

solemn head.

About twenty five different dishes, ranging from appetizers like grilled 

vegetables, salads, whole grilled chickens and grilled fish, and abundant fruit, 

dates, and chocolate truffles indicated abundance in the neighboring VIP 

lounge. Flower grabbed the glass panel of the window and set her nose against 

it.

Bubba Key was the first to enter the arena. After waving to the crowd, he 

stepped out of the ring and jumped on Beverly´s back. Then, he abandoned his 

first prey and from one corner jumped on Easy Glove, when the contender 

stepped into the ring to wave to the crowd as well. At the end of round two, the 



door opened and Clarity recognized the overbearing presence of Buddha Talk, 

who walked directly towards the inspector.

"Inspector Joroby, where did you find these two women? I don´t like 

private interference with my business."

"They´re not interfering, they´re with me, that should be enough. We 

finally meet, Mr. Buddha Talk, pleased to meet you." Joroby shook the hand of 

Buddha Talk, which he found mushy.

"Sit down over there, sir, there´s one thing troubling us about Lofty," said 

the inspector, "one very particular thing:  There is simply no customer feedback. 

It seems that the five thousand two hundred fifty three customers, many of 

them golfers, have disappeared without a trace since the bank license of Lofty 

was approved, after receiving their lobster credit card." Buddha Talk swaggered 

towards the inspector´s sofa, while Bubba Key was clinging to Easy Glove´s 

back, trying to bend the opponent to defeat on the floor.

"We know how they travel, and where they play golf, but we don´t know 

where they are," said Flower. A grilled lobster settled on a plate, descended from 

the ceiling, attached to a vertical metal rod, and Buddha Talk grabbed it when it 

was within reach, before Clarity, Flower or Joroby could reach it. He pointed to 

the ATM, telling his guests that they needed Lofty´s lobster card to eat.

"Our customers work with us on a global scale. Some of them have 

decided to do stitching work in the U.S. or Asia, where their labor is valued."

"Was it their choice though, to work for Lofty?" asked Joroby.

"Buddha said that choice is a tenuous road of reencarnation avenues 

filled with flowers of hesitation. They chose well, based upon our 

recommendation."

"Which was?"



"It´s confidential, in our statutory safe deposit box, under BVI 

jurisdiction."

"We´re not in the British Virgin Islands, sir."

"Under the Caribbean Single Market jurisdiction Act, the box is part of 

BVI territory, but is allowed residence in Grand Cayman. Judge Cahry said so."

"Judge Cahry became a Lofty customer and also disappeared."

"That was after he commented on the jurisdiction of the box," said 

Buddha Talk.

Clarity walked back towards the door, taking Flower´s hand.

"Let´s go eat while they´re talking," said Clarity. She felt an odd object 

caressing her hair, and lifted her eyes. A lobster plate was available. She stepped 

further back towards the door, then changed her mind and reached for the 

lobster, but Buddha Talk pressed on a button with a remote, and the lobster 

sprung upwards towards a ceiling trap closing on it.

"We´ll be right back," said Flower, "we know there´s food over there in 

the other room, the lively room of good looking women."

They walked to the neighboring lounge, mingling with the ladies there, 

justifying their presence by saying they were customers of Lofty. Clarity 

approached one of the women, wearing a white cotton sweatshirt labeled as 

'Head Masseuse' in the back.

"Do you have fifty year indentures as well in your crashworthy contract?" 

asked Clarity. The woman, known as Beverly, wearing jean shorts, answered her 

question.

"We all do, we work for Buddha Talk for life, he´s so sweet. Heavy and 

lofty, but sweet. We like the tropical lifestyle here in Grand Cayman, life is so 



easy on us." Clarity noticed one of the earrings of Beverly looked like the one 

that Flower was searching.

"Is that earring yours?"

"No, it´s a replica, Buddha Talk´s specialty, they´re held in a safe deposit 

box at Lofty´s main branch in Grand Harbor. I heard the original came from 

Mongolia."

"My earring," said Flower.

"Your friend´s funny. Hey, would you like to join us after the fight, there

´s a pool party at the balcony of Bubba Key´s hotel room afterwards. I´ll tell you 

about how to get the lobster card."

"No thanks," said Clarity. Making her way through several women, she 

finally reached a platter filled with grilled lobster, and for several minutes, 

simply didn´t stop eating. She whispered to Flower as they left the Buddha 

Lounge.

"Now, we have proof of fraud against Lofty. We just need the replicas, 

your original, and some additional evidence to justify that it´s doing illegal 

business here."



Chapter Fourteen

Clarity and Flower came back into the sponsored cabin, knowing they´d 

done the right thing by eating before proceeding with their mission. Buddha 

Talk was showing Joroby a one hundred dollar bill from Lofty´s bank reserves, 

insisting that the bill looked washed but that it was genuine, and that Lofty 

needed very little cash to function, in fact the one hundred dollar bill, carried by 

Buddha Talk everywhere in person, was the bank´s only cash on hand.

"And if customers need cash?" asked Joroby.

"They don´t, they use our lobster credit card," said Buddha Talk, "all their 

money is plowed into crashworthy."

"The inspection´s moving along, I think," said Flower.

Clarity heard a roar below her, in the arena. Something was happening in 

the boxing ring. She looked closely and saw Bubba Key pounding on Easy Glove

´s chest with one of his gloves, as the contender was lying on the floor, knocked 

out by a solid series of punches from the Las Vegas-to-Cayman boxer and well 

known low cost flight adherent. It was round number three.

The umpire struggled to take Easy Glove´s glove from the hand of Bubba 

Key, and lifted the hand of Lofty´s client in victory. The bell from the boxing 

ring rang several times, indicating the end of the fight. A grilled lobster 

descended from the ceiling attached to a steel arm, and Bubba Key grabbed one 

of its pincers in triumph.

Simultaneously, Clarity heard a knock on the door. She opened the door and 

saw Beverly smiling to her, with ten other women behind her who had changed 

their pants or dress for Tahitian, flowered pareos.

"The girls like you, they´d like to party with you tonight after the fight inside 

Jaguar number seventy three, and offer a four hour, ten hand lomi lomi 



massage while you think of Buddha, at his one point eight U.S. million dollars 

mansion on Governor´s Harbor Canal in Nelson Quay."

Clarity smiled inwardly, looking at Beverly´s cleavage. A party headed by 

the head masseuse would interfere with their focused search for the earring of 

Shoroon Bumbagar, the seventh century aristocrat from the Mongolian region 

of Bulgan Aimag. She liked the thought of being pampered by five good looking 

women at the same time, though.

"We´re on ethnographic assignment, we need to find one of the original 

earrings of Shoroon Bumbagar."

"A new authority on Buddha?" asked Beverly.

"You can say that, a Mongolian authority actually, but he can´t answer right 

now," said Flower. Clarity looked at Joroby and Buddha Talk. Joroby was 

scolding Buddha Talk for the lack of transparency and compliance reporting 

tools of Lofty Bank, but Buddha Talk wasn´t answering or moving, he kept 

staring at the eyes of Joroby as if he was looking at a grilled lobster.

"Time to leave," said Flower, "the conversation isn´t moving very much."

"You´re right, let´s go."

Clarity and Flower ran away from Beverly and reached the arena´s parking 

lot. Parked beside the Rolls Royce and Jaguar number seventy three was an 

eight passenger golf cart labelled 'Beverly´s Cart to Enlightenment'. She stepped 

towards the cart and noticed the keys were on the cart. She sat in the driver´s 

seat while Flower seated beside her. Clarity glanced at the Rolls Royce with 

tainted windows. There was condensation on the window glass from the activity 

inside between Somerset and Tarrance.

"Where are we going?" asked Flower.

"To Lofty, we need that safe deposit box from Buddha Talk."



"The bank must be closed now, how are we going to get past security?"

They drove the golf cart below the local speed limit, and reached the bank 

forty five minutes later. The security guard was dozing at the entrance of the 

Grand Harbor shopping center. Flower tapped lightly on his shoulder, waking 

up the guard after shaking him several times against the table where he was 

resting his head.

"Mmmh, yes?"

"We´re customers of Lofty, our plane leaves tomorrow at five thirty, we 

need to check out our personal belongings in the jewelry deposit box," said 

Clarity.

"Box number?"

"Five zero three, we´re brand new customers of Lofty," said Flower, 

beaming a smile.

"The scandium deposit box, it´s on the right, in the vault, it´s pink cast in 

color, the only one there is like that."

"And to open the box and check our belongings?"

"Being Lofty customers, you must know this. You have to believe in 

Samsara, the continuous cycle of life and rebirth, and in anicca, a corollary mark 

of Buddhist existence. The box is voice activated, each customer has a Buddhist 

word to open it."

"Any Buddhist glossary available, here?" asked Flower.

"Inside the vault´s elevator, press on the button named 'stupa', it´s Sanskrit 

for shrine. Good luck."

Clarity looked incredulously at both as she stepped inside the lobby of the 

bank with Flower. Lofty was a Buddhist bank, and Flower had caught that, so 

naturally. She told herself she´d protect her friend from then on, from all of her 



bohemian dangerous inclinations. They thanked the security guard and stepped 

inside the elevator leading to the vault.

Clarity pressed on the 'shrine' button and a pile of sheets sprung out of one 

elevator panel. She looked closely and found the English translation of the word 

anicca in Pali: It meant impermanence. Beside the word was another indication, 

labeled as 'step on tiles one and three'. The elevator door opened and they 

stepped inside the vault towards the small golden deposit box, a shiny box with 

the etching 'genuine scandium melted by Buddha Talk, use for safekeeping 

purposes only,' on it.

Clarity stepped lightly on floor tiles one and three beside the golden safety 

box indicated by the security guard, and said out loud the word 'impermanence' 

in Pali. The security box made of light scandium, opened. Flower looked inside.

"There´s a key with a keyring inside, but there´s no earring.



Chapter Fifteen

Clarity looked closely at the key. It had an address: 503 bis Governor´s 

Square, Seven Mile Beach, Nelson Quay, Grand Cayman.

"Where´s my earring?"

"Let´s hold on to this key and ask the guard," said Clarity. They closed the 

safe deposit box saying the word 'koan' aloud, a word indicated below the 

opening word, 'anicca', which meant riddle-like puzzle, and was used to teach 

Buddhist wisdom, contradictions such as what is the sound of one hand 

clapping. They rode the elevator to the lobby and found the guard playing 

'mahjong' on a computer.

"That´s the address of Mr. Buddha Talk. Don´t go there tonight, it´s private 

night for him and his eighteen companions. One of his security trucks came to 

pick up an earring, earlier today. At this time, it´s probably safe in his mansion

´s deposit box."

"Many thanks. Bye." Clarity and Flower steamrolled the asphalt with the 

borrowed golf cart, at thirty miles an hour, reaching Seven Mile Beach within 

forty five minutes of leaving Lofty´s headquarters. The mansion was built in 

British colonial style, and was guarded by a doberman named 'Rothman Slim', 

restless and hungry, posted inside a small cabin where the guard could rest.

"Do you have meat?" asked Flower.

"No, why?"

"Dogs like meat, otherwise I don´t see how to get past that dog in the 

cabin." She yawned and placed her head on Clarity´s shoulder.

"Well, we have to get past the guard, really, the dog´s nearly irrelevant. We

´ll drive through with our cart."



The security guard at the iron gate had a semi automatic weapon holstered 

across his chest.

"Hi, Beverly told us to get the table ready for the party, they´re on their way, 

but decided to take the Jaguar number seventy three."

"Who are you?"

"We´re new masseuses, intermediate level more or less," said Flower, 

"Beverly recruited us after we signed our fifty year contract with Lofty. Do you 

know if the earring´s home, the one earring that is special for our very Buddha 

Talk?"

"The earring´s been sent to the Bahamas, it´s a special gift from Mr. 

Buddha Talk to one of his girlfriends, a shrewd business woman who lives in 

Nassau."

"Good, thanks," said Clarity.

"Do you know who won the fight, I have invested one thousand dollars on 

Bubba Key."

"Bubba Key crushed Easy Glove in three rounds." The guard placed his 

weapon on a ledge of the cabin, and opened the iron gate.

"Good, good, come in, I´ll hold the dog so that he doesn´t go after you. The 

mansion´s empty. Do you have the key?"

Clarity hushed Flower before she could speak. 

"We have the key, thank you." They drove through an alley to the entrance 

of the home. Clarity saw a safe deposit box with the number five zero three bis, 

made of a metal similar to the one at Lofty, and inserted the found key. The 

entrance door opened and several red laser beams inside placed for security, 

stopped shining, shut by Clarity´s key insertion. She recovered the key and 

stepped inside, hearing the humming noise of the air conditioning.



"How did you know we had the right key?"

"I´m starting to know Buddha Talk, he takes precautions, and he´s the only 

one who has all the information. Let´s find his bedroom."

They walked up the marble stairs of the large two floor home, reaching the 

main bedroom, which had a tiger pelt on the bed, with the tiger´s teeth pointing 

at them. On the right, there was a dressing room.

"Let´s go in there, there should be a safe there, with my earring."

Flower´s intuition surprised Clarity once again. They found the safe, made 

of scandium, behind a folded white shirt. At the bottom left of the safe, there 

was a sign that said 'genuine scandium melted by Buddha Talk, use only for 

homekeeping purposes.' The safe opened with the same key from Lofty. Clarity 

reached with her hand inside and found the safe deposit box of Bubba Key.

"Wow, I wish my earring was as easy to find as this box. I can´t believe 

Bubba Key trusts Buddha Talk with all his savings."

"I can´t believe all his savings weigh so little. Let´s see if the key works here 

as well," said Clarity. She inserted the key from Lofty and miraculously, it also 

opened the boxer´s safe deposit box. Inside, she found a single bearer share, 

indicating that whoever held the share owned all net assets of Lofty Bank, cash 

onhand less any debt of the Cayman Islands bank.

"There´s no earring, but this share is the key to Lofty, we own Lofty, so to 

speak, I think," said Flower.

The girl dressed in the flowered dress picked up the second item in the box, 

a scandium lobster credit card, and Clarity jotted the pin number on her 

notepad.

"Not exactly, read the small print, it says that only if the bearer of this share 

owns Lord Moorehead III, the Great Dane of well known, British Lord 



inheritance, and five times best in show at the Westminster Kennel dog show, 

the superbowl of pet shows, held alternatively in Nassau, Bahamas, and 

Coconut Grove, Florida, as per the inheritance papers of Lord Moorehead III  

written by Chesterfield Moorehead, known as Lord Moorehead II, at age 97 

and ninety four days, in the City of London, United Kingdom, is this bearer 

share active as sole ownership share of Lofty Bank for the bearer, and as 

ownership share of additional business interests, such as boxing match stakes,  

and the night club premises of Neria B opened in Nassau, Bahamas, by a close 

associate of Mr. Buddha Talk specializing in the beauty segment.

In such event of bearer ownership, Lord Moorehead III will act as front  

'man' of the bank and main recipient of all official mail notices from the 

Cayman Islands monetary Authority or any other senders, including The 

Arkhon Syndicate, which may or may not finance activities of Lofty Bank 

depending upon its cash onhand derived from its fund placement and cash 

remittance services, known as 'the sprinkler', such sprinkling referring to cash, 

and not water. That´s why all notices go to Lord Moorehead, because the poor 

dog can´t answer them, and then Buddha Talk does what he wants with Lofty."

"But how did Lord Moorehead become the 'front' owner of the bank?  That 

doesn´t make sense. I´m starting to think that we´ll need to really own Lofty to 

get my earring back and to get twenty percent return on investment."

"Well, a dog is the ideal front man, certainly, it never talks. In any case, to 

own Lofty, we might need to go to Nassau or Coconut Grove and find out more 

about the pedigree and the inheritance of Lord Moorehead there."

One floor below, they heard the sound of Beverly and Somerset, jogging 

together in the lobby.



"That was fun, it´s getting us ready for the triathlon this year. Let´s go 

upstairs and then have dinner," said Beverly, "I think he´s in the mood for 

tigress outfits, now that he sent the earring to his girlfriend. Who is she?"

"I´m not sure, a business woman in the beauty business, she´s the one who 

guides his pleasure philosophy. There´s a book on pleasure that he never shows 

us that she gave him when he went to Nassau to meet members of the 

Syndicate."

"Is that his secret? Every time I´m with him, I just let go, and he keeps me 

coming for hours in the same position, legs folded, with my body almost still. He 

just checks that my all my buds are standing firm, and he tells me I´m a healthy 

and enlightened woman. That gets me off every time, he´s so sweet."

"It´s part of his secret, you know he never talks about sexual ecstasy, for 

him it´s sacred. I heard he can satisfy seven or eight women for hours in a single 

night. Let´s change into the tigress outfits, maybe it´ll be our turn tonight, you

´re getting me in the mood."



Chapter Sixteen

"It´s Beverly and Somerset, they´re here, let´s take the share," said Flower.

"We can´t take the share, Buddha Talk will kill us."

"Let´s take the share to James Blond, he´ll be the one to get killed." Clarity 

sighed.

"Let´s get out of here and then discuss, without the share," said Clarity. 

Flower reached for the back of Buddha Talk´s safe.

"There´s a phone and a pile of money in the back. Look."

Clarity grabbed the cell phone, which was turned on, and looked at the pile 

of paper. They were Treasury bonds, one hundred in total, in ten thousand 

dollar denominations.

"There´s a million dollars here," said Flower, "well, we found our 

crashworthy deposit, let´s take the money." Clarity looked at her as though she 

were crazy.

"The money or the share," said Flower. "If we don´t take the share, we have 

no bargaining leverage as Lofty working customers. If we don´t take the money, 

we´re mush in the hands of Buddha Talk. And we need this kind of money to get 

out of here." The cell phone rang.

"I have to take this phone, it feels good to be rich," said Flower.

"Yes?, yes, I´m Somerset, oh good, the hydroplane is here, good, thank you. 

No, no banner is necessary, we´re not going to advertise Lofty in the Bahamas, 

that territory is covered already. Mr. Buddha Talk, well, he may not be coming 

this time. The yacht´s on repair, that´s ok. The Syndicate is waiting for Mr. 

Buddha Talk next week at the Neria B night club in Nassau, yes, Nassau, 

Bahamas, well thank you, I knew where Nassau is, good, yes we´re writing it on 

the agenda. By the seaside, two minutes, thank you, and then the Lofty Airlines 



flight for the infomercial in Little Cayman airport that will take us to Nassau to 

prepare Mr. Buddha Talk´s meeting. Got it, got all of it. Make it four minutes, 

we need a few minutes to gather our thoughts. Bye." Clarity heard the roar of 

'Rothman Slim' and the voice of Buddha Talk entering the bedroom. She 

whispered to Flower.

"Good, that´s our way out of here, let´s take the cell phone and the bonds, 

and leave the share. Leave the dresser door closed."

"Deal, you get past the dog first, though, that thing´s dangerous."

Clarity heard the voice of Buddha Talk and the sound of window panes 

sliding, bringing a soft sea breeze to the dressing room.

"Go Rothman, you can jump to the pool as well as Lord Moorehead."

Clarity heard the dog stepping on the balcony and jumping into a pool with 

a splashing sound. After twenty five minutes, there was lively talk in the 

balcony. Clarity peeked at the balcony. At nineteen people, including Buddha 

Talk, the only man, the balcony was full. She grabbed the hand of Flower and 

slipped outside the dressing room into the bedroom. They crouched to reach the 

bedroom door and closed it behind them. They walked to the garden towards a 

small wharf, ensuring they remained in the shadows from the entrance iron 

gate. They found a rowboat and noticed a hydroplane landing three hundred 

feet away.

"The yacht´s on repair, our luck. I don´t know where that dog is, must be 

swimming."

"Let´s go, let´s say we´re part of a varsity row team." They heard the voice 

of Buddha Talk screaming from atop the balcony.



"The money, my phone, they´re gone, get those girls, Rothman, I know they

´re here somewhere." Immediately, the doberman got out of the pool and ran 

towards the jetty.

"Yeah, let´s move swiftly, I don´t like the sound of Buddha Talk´s barking 

item of home surveillance," said Flower.

They rowed to the hydroplane and reached the main cabin. A good looking 

pilot with a scar on his cheek welcomed them, beaming a flashlight at them, as 

the screams of Tarrance, Beverly, and Somerset behind them reached them.

"I was expecting Bubba Key, you have company it seems," said the pilot.

"We´re flying on our own." Clarity took a single ten thousand dollar 

treasury bond, and gave it to the pilot. The man looked at the bill and rolled his 

eyes.

"With this kind of money, I´ll take you anywhere. Give me all of it. Where 

are we going?"

"To Little Cayman airport, we have to catch a plane there going to Nassau." 

The pilot grabbed the pile of treasury bonds and folded them inside a leather 

pouch.

"Ah! yes, the infomercial, fasten your seat belts, let´s get moving. There´s 

some piña colada in the back, if you´d like refreshments."

As the plane lifted off, leaving Buddha Talk and all other talk behind, Clarity 

looked at the beautiful Caribbean sea, watching the sun rise. Closing her eyes 

after a tiring night, she started dreaming of a Cayman Island beachfront home 

on Nelson Quay, partly owned in a one hundred and three year timeshare 

agreement with her friends Flower, Cynthia, Taimi, Jenna and Lanai.



Chapter Seventeen

SUN ON THE ROCKS episodes, in order of All-Girl, Banana fiction 

reading.

THE MALIBU CASE.

THE ACAPULCO COCKTAIL.

THE CAYMAN AIR BANNER.



Chapter Eighteen

The calculation which made Clarity look into Lofty Bank:

At 20% compounded over a period of 20 years (interest reinvested), 26.084 

dollars grows to one million dollars (1.000.000 dollars). At 10% compounded, 

which is approximately the average annual 10 year growth rate of the S&P 500 

stock index, 28.654 dollars grows to 500.000 dollars over 30 years, a hefty sum 

around retirement at age 70, starting to invest at age 40, to pay for living 

expenses at age 70+, when you won´t be able to make as much money then, or 

even any money at all. The calculation works if you start at 35 and retire at 65.

A Simple Savings Plan:

To save $28.654 by age 40, you can start at age 30 by saving 2.865 dollars 

every year, 239 dollars ($ 2.865 / 12 months = $239), every month for 10 years. 

It´s a lot of money to put aside every month, but it´s worth it.

Compound Interest Calculator Clarity was looking for:

http://www.smartmoney.com/calculator/other/compound-interest-

calculator-1302835239643/

Careers and accreditations to consider:

Chartered Financial Analyst: http://www.cfainstitute.org

Chartered Wealth Manager:

http://www.financialcertified.com/chartered_wealth_manager.html

http://www.financialcertified.com/certifications.html (other certifications)

Certified Financial Planner: http://www.cfp.net/



Wealth:

Robert Kiyosaki´s Wealth Community: http://www.richdad.com/

Books on wealth and cash flow by Robert Kiyosaki:

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Robert_Kiyosaki#Bibliography

Cash Flow 101 Game: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cashflow_101

Educational sites and global news:

Khan Academy: http://www.khanacademy.org/

Visual Thesaurus: http://www.visualthesaurus.com/

Visual Global News: http://www.newsmap.jp/

Featured universities:

Pepperdine, Malibu, California: http://www.pepperdine.edu/

UCLA, California, Academic Programs:

http://www.ucla.edu/academics/departments-and-programs

Indian Institute of Technology, Delhi, India: http://www.iitd.ac.in/


