
No Spritzes To Give
Using   AlcocAh ,cN   tbsing 

  AlcocA

"Spread Kindness, Not Germs." -Carson Dellosa

Consider this pandemic pandemonium. French housekeeper Yvette 
Delacour was working in the penthouse of the Maestro Hotel and 
Casino. She had just ynished wiping clean the mirrors on the walls near 
the elevator when she reached into her cart to disinfect. Yvette found 
her sprab ,ottle: ,ut her worst nightmare came to life! it was emptbz 
How was she to saniti?e the mirrors with an emptb disinfectant ,ottleT 
Whis has never happened to her in all her bears of working at this hotel. 
—as it sa,otageT She had paper towels: toilet paper: mini soap ,ars: little 
shampoo ,ottles ; and an emptb disinfectant sprab ,ottleq those did 
not satiate her compulsive o,jective to vanPuish germs. 
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—hen the government initiated C4-ND19  protocols: Yvette had raised 
the ,ar of ultimate cleanliness and germ mitigation: making sure her 
supplies were stockedz Iunning out of supplies alwabs happened to 
someone else: not Yvette Delacour.’Yvette raged inside as she returned to 
the elevator to ride it down to the ,asement where the supplb closet was 
located. 

She was proud that her ,oss relied on her when a recent disaster occurred 
in the hotel: ,ut he interrupted her lunch and rushed her to clean with 
this joke of a cart.’’She ruminated on her preparation prior to her ,oss's 
catastrophe. Kefore leaving the supplb room in the ,asement: she tapped 
her cart seven times: a ritual to ,less her with luck so she wouldn5t 
encounter anbthing unsightlb. Nt didn5t alwabs work. Nmmediatelb: she 
guarded herself with an O x mask as a precaution. She inspected all four 
corners of the elevator as she entered: keeping a three1foot distance from 
the control panel and other items in this germ ,oE. She planted herself 
yrmlb in the center and stared wide1ebed at the door: looking out for 
anbone who might come in and invade her three1foot personal space with 
the coronavirus.’AEtremeT Oah. She could stop with these compulsions 
anb time she wanted to: ,ut she never wanted to.’

3 spot on ,utton ( drew her attention. How she wished she had her 
Driftwood —aters disinfectant )not an anti,acterialZ with her. —ith viral 
C4-ND19  now running rampant: an anti,acterial would have ,een no 
match. She had an almost overwhelming urge to saniti?e this ,utton that 
so manb guests: so manb yngers carrbing so manb germs: had pushed. She 
smiled as she imagined a germ1free ,utton. —henever she sprit?ed: the 
saltiness of the scent overwhelmed her nostrils: and a lightness took her 
into a sea of serenitb.’
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3 hand conydentlb and purposelb reached past her and pushed the 
,utton for the casino on the yrst 0oor: snapping her out of her 
Driftwood —aters reverie. Iegretta,lb: the hand ,elonged to 3ntonella 
Clemente: a rival housekeeper. She must have entered the elevator while 
Yvette was enraptured in her trance. 3ntonella had the odd roomsq Yvette 
had to clean the evens. Whis arrangement worked ,ecause Yvette never 
wanted a room that ended in 9( and 3ntonella acPuiesced. She greeted 
Yvette with a warm smile: which was more than she eEpected from her 
nemesis. Wheb have known each other ever since theb ,egan training 
in the cleansing arts at the Housekeeper Certiycation 3cademb. Wheb 
alwabs acted competitivelb toward each other: seeing who could clean 
the ,est over the 92 measura,le and su,jective metrics created ,b the 
HC3.’

Whough Yvette was highlb trained in her duties: especiallb in stabover 
cleaning: her mbsopho,ia often got the ,est of her. She spent too much 
time focused on ,uttons due to her in0ated fear of infectious germs. 
She'd imagined all the possi,le scenarios in which a room would get 
dirtb and start all over to prevent an unlikelb tragedb. Iemote control 
,uttons: safe ,uttons: vending machine ,uttons: elevator ,uttons. So 
manb ,uttonsz Whis conscientiousness led to 3ntonella ,eing praised ,b 
the hotel owners for her eLciencb: while Yvette's pab was adjusted for the 
opposite reason. 3ntonella never spoke of her successes to Yvette: ,ut 
that little smirk she gave irked Yvette everb dab ,ecause she knew. She 
knew.’

Yvette wasn't innocent in this game either: especiallb when she would 
steal and hide cleaning supplies from 3ntonella's cart )Yvette had her 
own ,lendsq she did not covet 3ntonella5s toEic hotel1issued sprabsZ: and 
turned her ,ack when her frenemb would su"er accusations of theft. 
Wheb never spoke to each other anbmore: ,ut theb recogni?ed who to 
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hang their hatred on during this silent sport of escalation. 4f course: theb 
knew.’

Whe long1drawn silence felt daunting in the elevator as the two women 
stared straight ahead: patientlb waiting for the elevator to descend to the 
neEt 0oor. Yvette tapped her foot repeatedlb to a song onlb she could hear 
while 3ntonella slowlb steamed and waited for the ding to alert her that 
the waiting nightmare with Yvette was over. Finallb: the elevator came to 
a halt: and the doors opened on 0oor U: where the seafood ,u"et was.’

Coughz Whe harsh discordant sound of sickness rippled through the air: 
echoing like sharp dissonant notes. Yvette popped her head out of the 
elevator: bet no one was there ; until she looked down and saw 6eandro 
Whe Slug: an ungodlb sight that made Yvette sick to her stomach. He 
was still dripping from the pool: shirtless: mor,idlb o,ese: and wearing a 
verb form1ytting: stained bellow Speedo nicknamed the LMan Mammer.L 
6eandro was clutching a ,each towel in one hand and two cra, legs in the 
other. His yngers clenched around the seafood like a toddler clutching 
his pri?ed mar,les. —hat was even worse was that he was whee?ing like an 
alleb cat with asthma. Whe hacking and coughing left a thick and stickb 
mucus mist that could ,e traced to 6eandro: this man1thing: a resident 
psbcho with a drooling pro,lem. Whe Slug was sweatb and didn't feel the 
need to make an e"ort or use a previouslb recommended wheelchair: so 
he chose to crawl: dirtbing his ,each towel and his lunchtime leftovers. 
3ntonella sPuee?ed herself to the ,ack of the elevator to watch LWhe 
Yvette and 6eandro Show.L Yvette tried to slow her descent into personal 
madness ,b presenting him with a mask ; those she had plentb of. —ith 
one hand covering her closed ebes: Yvette reached her other hand out 
as far as she could towards 6eandro. She Puicklb pulled her hand ,ack 
as soon as the mask left her grasp out of fear of his contamination. He 
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conyrmed her suspicions ,b messilb cramming the mask into his mouth 
after dropping his towel.

Yvette: almost a,out to throw up from the num,er of germs she 
visuali?ed lbing ahead of her: had no choice ,ut to get ,ack to work. 
Nsing her el,ow: she chaoticallb pressed the ,utton to the gaming 0oor 
since 6eonardo alwabs goes there. She gra,,ed the essentiallb emptb 
,ottle and franticallb sPuee?ed the trigger repeatedlb. 4ut came tinb 
drops: which ,arelb dampened her washcloth. Her attention shifted to 
6eandro as he tore the mask from his gaping maw: and the crunchb 
mask dropped to the elevator 0oor. Nn the ,usb corners of her mind: 
she chanted: L7ive me strength: heavenlb sprab: serenitb nowzL Kut that 
aLrmation did nothing to ease her anEietb: and the lack of her treasured 
Driftwood —aters frustrated her return to her own private Ndaho. 
6eandro's droplets contaminated the air with utterlb foul detritus: his 
revoltinglb moist nature on the 0oor she had recentlb cleanedz Breparing 
to dou,le down on her war on germs: she tightened her grip on the sprab 
,ottle until her yngers turned purple: verging on ,ruising.’

Whe polluted mask landed close to Yvette's feet: and she started to ,ack 
awab from it as if it were a dangerous creature. She looked at 3ntonella: 
who smirked and motioned for her to pick the mask up. Yvette ignored 
that shit. Her face screwed up in discomfort: trapped in her world of 
germs: ylth: and Whe Slug: now in his third bear of living at the hotel.’

Yvette noticed a ,enign disorder in her cart! the ,leach ,ottle was not 
supposed to ,e miEed with the scent ,ottles: nor was it supposed to 
,e hidden under dirtb linen. Yvette sti"ened as she carefullb picked up 
the ,ottle so that her hand would not ,ump into 3ntonella. However: 
the ,ottle slipped out of her hand instead and crashed to the 0oor. Whe 
trigger cracked: releasing a wave of strong: irritating odor. 3ntonella now 
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started snee?ing and without a mask. Mesusz Yvette cringed and handed 
3ntonella a tissue and a mask from her apron. 6eandro uneEpectedlb 
picked up his contaminated mask and smeared it all over his face. Yvette 
winced with everb coarse rattle of his diseased lungs and started to 
hbperventilate and feel di??b. She immediatelb turned awab from ,oth 
of them: held on to the ,ar handle attached to the wall: and regained 
her composure. She intentlb focused her ebes on the panel that needed 
one good sprit? if it needed a thousand. Yvette wanted everbone and 
everbthing to dissolve awab so that she could properlb and perfectlb clean 
the elevator. Nt was her dutb: her desire: and her yEation to accomplish 
this ,enevolence.’

Finallb: the elevator opened to reveal the casino 0oor: smokb as it 
was. Saving the mask for later: 6eandro: all tearb1ebed from the ,leach 
eEposure: shoved the ,ioha?ard down the side of his Speedo to ,oth 
Yvette and 3ntonella's disgust. )Wheb agreed on somethingzZ When to 
add insult to injurb: 6eandro crawled awab without ever sabing a word: 
leaving a monstrous fetid ,lo, of sweat and saliva ,ehind: along with his 
,each towel and one of the cra, legs. Yvette couldn't help ,ut drb heave.’

3ntonella stepped into the gaming arena: ,ut not ,efore looking 
deep into Yvette's soul with an uneEpected ,ut pleasant warm smile. 
3ntonella handed her a disinfectant sprab ,ottle: one with the scent of 
Driftwood —atersz Yvette wasn't sure what to make of that: ,ut perhaps 
theb were at a peaceful stalemate for now.’

Holding ,ack her own tears: Yvette ,linked a couple of times. Nt could 
have ,een job: or mab,e a residual reaction to the ,leach. She relieved 
the sting in her ebes and the grateful lump in her throat. Yvette carefullb 
took the sprab and watched as the maskless 3ntonella walked through 
the casino to eEit out to her car without another glance ,ack.’
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3fter the elevator door closed and when Yvette was alone with her 
thoughts: she was an unstoppa,le force. Whe 0oor and mirrored elevator 
walls were almost transcendent: shining a ,eam of light to where all the 
surfaces re0ected o" one another: the light ,ouncing into inynitb. She 
returned to the penthouse: where she transformed the place into the 
clean: ,right scene that was a dead ringer for the photo in the ,rochure. 
She imagined there to ,e a Mt. Iushmore of Cleaning where one dab she 
would join Martha Stewart: 3lice Oelson from The Brady Bunch, and of 
course: Mr. Clean.’

3t last: her shift ended: and it was time to head home: where she could 
relaE in her hbpoallergenic ,u,,le of safetb and control: where masks 
were plentiful and her favorite disinfectant sprab even more so.’

See the end of the ,ook for elevator etiPuette rules followed or ,roken.
Alevator AtiPuette Codes! (3: (F: (7: 83: 8K: 8C: xC: OK: OC: OA: 2K: 
V3: VK: VC: VD


