Ninety-six Percent on a Bad Day
Luis Diaz is once again sitting behind his large mahogany desk with Eugenio Rosario, his lieutenant, again sitting to his right side, and Alejandro Martinez, his accountant, again sitting to his left. But this time they’re joined by Juan Valdez, who’s sitting directly across the desk from Diaz, in between the other two men.
They’re conversing in Spanish.
“We would really like to get this deal done,” Diaz says.
“As would I,” Juan Valdez says.
“But thirty thousand per kilo is a little rich for our blood.”
“Then go somewhere else,” Juan Valdez says, “and get it for less.”
“We have spoken with someone from Medellin –”
Juan Valdez laughs out loud, cutting Diaz off in mid-sentence.
“What is so funny?” Diaz says. “They are asking twenty thousand dollars per kilo – a full ten thousand dollars below your price – that is thirty million dollars less than you want to charge us.”
“Then get it. If you feel comfortable with seventy percent pure, get it. But it will wind up costing you on the back end.”
“And what is your purity?” Diaz asks.
“Ninety-six percent on a bad day,” Juan Valdez says. “Ninety-seven, maybe ninety-eight, on a good day.”
Diaz’ lieutenant and accountant exchange quick glances with their boss.
“Do you have a sample?” Diaz asks.
“Certainly you jest,” Juan Valdez says.
“Why would you say such a thing?” Diaz says.
“Only a fool,” Juan Valdez says, “would board an international flight and go through U.S. Customs with a contraband drug in his possession.”
“So how do we know about the purity you claim?”
“If you think that I would mislead you in any way,” Juan Valdez says, “then this discussion has reached a conclusion. Perhaps you would be better served getting your supply from Mexico. From your own organization.”
“That is what we are doing now,” Diaz says. “And I meant no disrespect. But much like yourself, we would like to become independent.”
“And what do your superiors have to say about that?”
“They do not know,” Diaz says. “Not yet.”
 “That should be an interesting conversation,” Juan Valdez says.
“Indeed.”
Juan Valdez holds the upper hand by a wide margin. He’s been negotiating drug deals of this magnitude for two years, but this is the first attempt by Diaz to buy a wholesale shipment on his own. Plus, as Juan Valdez just found out, Diaz is going behind his own cartel’s back to make this deal. He is treading on thin ice.
“Thirty thousand is the market price,” Juan Valdez says, “and I believe it is fair.”
“We would like to establish an ongoing relationship with you,” Diaz says. “And we were hoping that – in good faith – you would discount your price – this one time – to help establish a good – and trusting – and lasting relationship.”
“And exactly how much good faith are we talking about?”
“We were thinking twenty thousand per kilo would be fair,” Diaz says.
“No way,” Juan Valdez says, then stops talking.
He’s bluffing. It costs him only $2,000 to grow, process, and deliver each kilo of cocaine. Even if he gives in to Diaz and sells it to him for $20,000 per kilo, he still makes a profit of $18,000 per kilo. In a transaction of this size – 6,000 kilos – his profit would amount to an astounding $108 million. He could easily agree to Diaz’ counteroffer. But like a shrewd businessman, he wants more.
“Well,” Diaz says, “are you considering our offer?”
“Let us say that I agree to your offer,” Juan Valdez says. “How much cash are you willing to hand over to close the deal – right now?”
“Alejandro,” Diaz says as he looks at his accountant, “how much cash do we have on hand?”
“One million dollars,” the accountant says.
“What do you plan to do?” Juan Valdez says with a sly smile. “Give me a check for the balance?” Then he laughs out loud at his own joke. “I am very sorry, sir, but it seems as if we have no deal.” He looks from one man – to the other – to the other. “Gentlemen, it was a pleasure making your acquaintances. Perhaps, at some point in the future, we can come to some sort of arrangement.”
“Please, sir,” Diaz says. “We dearly want to make this deal.”
“In that case,” Juan Valdez says, “if you were to sweeten the pot with some more cash, I might be willing – as a show of good faith – to drop my price somewhat.”
“How far is somewhat?”
“To twenty-five thousand per kilo.”
“Alejandro,” Diaz says to his accountant, “is there any way to get your hands on more cash – right now?”
“I have another one million dollars in the safe,” the accountant says. “We were supposed to use it for, let us say, something else. But I could borrow it now, then replace it tomorrow. But that is all the cash that is readily available.”
“Two million dollars?” Juan Valdez says. “That is all the cash you have available to purchase six thousand kilos of cocaine. Is that what you are trying to tell me?”
“Yes,” Diaz says. “I am afraid that is all we have on hand.”
“That is a shame,” Juan Valdez says. “I like you gentlemen, and I would like to establish an ongoing relationship with you. But friendship is friendship – business is business – and this is business. So here is my bottom line.”
“Please,” Diaz says.
“I will split the difference,” Juan Valdez says, “between your twenty thousand per kilo and my twenty-five thousand per kilo.”
“So if we agree on twenty-two thousand, five hundred dollars per kilo,” Diaz says, “do we have a deal today?”
“Yes, sir,” Juan Valdez says. “Provided we can reach an agreement on a few other terms of sale?”
“Which are?”
Juan Valdez takes out his cell phone, turns on the calculator function, and starts performing a calculation.
“Twenty-two thousand – five hundred dollars per kilo – times six thousand kilos – comes to one hundred and thirty-five million dollars. If we subtract the two million dollars that you say you are going to pay me right now – in cash – that leaves a balance of one hundred and thirty-three million dollars. Is that correct?”
“Alejandro?” Diaz asks his account.
The accountant is performing that calculation on his laptop, which is sitting on the near corner of Diaz’ desk.
“That is correct,” the account says.
“Good,” Juan Valdez says. “Then, if we were to divide that balance in half, we would be looking at two payments of sixty-six million – and five hundred thousand dollars – each. Is that also correct?”
Diaz looks at his accountant.
“Correct,” the account says.
“Good,” Juan Valdez says. “Then, in regard to your second payment, you must agree to make it at the same time that my men deliver the shipment to a destination of your choice. Can we agree on that?”
“Agreed,” Diaz says. “And when do you expect the first payment?”
“Right now.”
“But how?” Diaz says. “We only have two million dollars on hand.”
“Your accountant,” Juan Valdez says as he turns his gaze to the accountant, “already has his laptop out.” Juan Valdez reaches into a top pocket, removes an index card, and passes it to the accountant. “Transfer sixty-six million – and five hundred thousand dollars – into this account – right now – and not by bitcoin. I want good old American dollars. Do that – and we have a deal right now.”
“But –” the accountant says as he looks at his boss.
“You heard the man,” Diaz says to his accountant. “Transfer the money.”
___
-
