

Tell the Truth part 2
The following day, I was sitting in the first-floor lounge eating breakfast and watching TV when a young girl approached me. She said, “I have not seen you around here. Do you live here?”
“I nodded my head yes. Then she asked if she could pleasure me.”
I looked at Phil with wrinkled brows. “What did you say?”
I said, “No.” 
I can’t believe that. A twenty-year-old hot, foxy Latin turning down a chance to get off. 
Phil continued, “She asked if I would like to make some money. I said, sure. She said she needed my room for a couple of hours and would pay me. I agreed.”
“What was she doing in your room?” I asked. 
Phil said, “Turning tricks. She was a prostitute.”
“Ooh.”
“The lobby didn’t like her hanging around with strange guys. I would ride the elevator with her and the guy to my room. Then I’d ride down and watch tv in the lounge until she came back.”
“The following day I walked all over Los Angeles, looking for a job. A guy named Willie saw me and asked if I was looking for work. I didn’t care what kind of work it was. I was happy to get a job and make some money. He taught me how to wash and detail cars for a custom car dealership. Willie drove the autos to the car wash next to my apartment. Me and two other black guys would wash and detail them. Then Willie would drive the car back to the dealership all sparkling clean.”
I chuckled, “I can’t imagine you washing cars. Maybe someone washing your car for you. But you. No. I can’t picture that.”
Mario pinched me. 
“Ouch.”
“Quiet. Just listen. Mario turned back to his father. Okay, Dad, go on with your story.”
I wanted to see Hollywood. I had heard people in Hollywood had money, were clean, sharp, and dressed beautifully. And that’s what I wanted. Los Angeles was rough, with lots of drinking. After work, I showered, dressed up, and caught the trolley car to where they make movies.



