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About DEAD MONEY

 


 


Leo Denison is tired of scratching out a
living. After making off with a quarter million dollars from a
local Las Vegas casino, the software engineer is ready to leave the
country and start over in style. He's not fully prepared, though,
for what happens next when a group of feisty seniors take umbrage
at his brazen theft and take matters into their own hands to see
justice done. Meanwhile, a struggling musician moves to the big
city searching for the meaning to life.

Carl Hiaasen has been quoted as stating that
his stories are populated with slightly altered true tales from
Florida since truth is indeed stranger than fiction. In that vein,
Dead Money is a 17,000-word humorous take on several real-life
events that were widely reported on during the wild, free-wheeling,
anything goes ’90s decade in Sin City where the author once
lived.

As in the story that follows, a casino’s
bingo software was discovered as being manipulated. Though in real
life the accused died soon after the story broke — his death
reported as suicide. Jacob isn’t a specific person, but rather an
amalgam of various people who flocked to the desert during this
period of time seeking a life do-over. The Bingo Ladies are a
product of the author’s overactive imagination — fractured memories
of real-life neighborhood mothers working hard to provide their
offspring with a better life. Names and dates of this tale have
been altered for obvious reasons.

Taking a hard look at current events, it’s
oddly amusing how Las Vegas almost twenty years ago now seems like
'the good old days.' Maybe decadence is relative.


 


For Pany

 


Thanks for teaching me the value of
laughter.

 


 


 



Prologue

 


(Belmopan, Belize – Present Day)

 


We all lead busy lives so I’ll spare
everyone the mindless chit chat and cut to the chase – I’m not a
good person.

Sex, drugs, the occasional dead body. It’s
all good as far as I’m concerned. For some odd reason, my wife has
hope for me. Thinks I can be redeemed. Personally, I think she’s
batspit crazy even though I know she’s way smarter than me.

Don’t get me wrong – I lead a respectable
and law-abiding life now. Mostly, anyway. Legitimate business
owner. Civic leader. On the board of directors for a local
hospital.

It’s been a long while since I’ve been to
Vegas. A recent invitation has piqued my interest, however, and may
lure me back for one last taste of the old life. The odds for
success in the proposed venture aren’t exactly stacked in my favor
so we’ll see.

Also, I didn’t exactly come out on top
during my last time there…

 


-Leo-

 


 


 


 



Chapter 1

 


(Las Vegas – 1999)

 


Leo Denison drew nicotine from a yellowed filter as
he paced the stained carpet in his downstairs apartment. He peered
outside through the dust-streaked blinds for Bill. The sidewalks
were cracked and dirty and bereft of pedestrians. His ride was
nowhere in sight.

The cigarette’s toxic liquid created a mild buzz
within him as it flowed through his system, easing though not fully
countering the effects of the speed he’d taken earlier. He thumbed
the butt and flicked ashes at a wide-mouthed plastic cup that set
askance on the edge of a faded couch he’d bought six months prior.
A red-hot cinder hit the cup’s rim and bounced off onto the
armrest, creating a burn mark on the fabric. The previous owner was
a woman whose husband had suffered an aneurysm and had died fast
and unexpectedly. She was selling off as much of her furniture as
she could before moving to Wisconsin to be near her only daughter
and her family. The price she was asking for the couch was next to
nothing. Low on cash and good at negotiating, Leo had talked her
down an additional forty dollars.

The amount had seemed like a lot to the software
engineer. Between jobs, he’d doubled as a blue collar stiff in
order to make ends meet, working twelve-hour shifts in steel-toed
shoes on concrete floors while making rolls of generic butt-wipe at
a plant that gave the finger to unions and federally-mandated work
breaks. Forty bucks could buy a dozen steak and eggs specials after
eleven p.m. at most of the casino restaurants, or eight packs of
the brand of smokes he favored from the Texaco station down the
street.

In the larger scheme of things, however, the amount
was small change compared to the cool quarter million nestled
inside the nondescript green Army laundry bag that quietly marked
time on the floor. He bent down and picked up one of the stacks of
hundred dollar bills held together with a red rubber band and ran
his thumb along the edges, flipping through the currency and
inhaling deeply. The winning combination of the bills’
touch-sight-sound trifecta reminded him that the money was real
and, just as important, nearby. Leo felt a charge like a bolt of
electricity go through him as the papery smell hit him. Numbers on
a bank account didn’t give him the same visceral thrill. Not that
he could deposit the money, even if he wanted to. For if he did,
he’d have to explain where it came from and that would lead to
problems. Taking a final look, like a soldier soaking in his family
one last time before deploying for battle, he dropped the bills
back into the bag and kicked all between the couch and a stereo
speaker that sat several inches out from the wall. He started after
his 9mm Glock to add to the mix, but decided to put it off until
right before he and Bill hit the road.

His train of thought was derailed by a knock at the
door. “About time,” he said out loud as he ground out his
cigarette. “People nowadays have no sense of punctuality.” He
opened the door and stared at someone who wasn’t Bill.

A man in a white button-down shirt and khaki
slacks made a tsking sound
and said, “You really ought to use the peep hole in your door. You
never know who could be on the other side.” The man
who wasn’t Bill held a gun that was pointed squarely at Leo’s
chest. “Mind if I come in?” he asked stepping inside and closing
the door.

Leo’s jittery mood shifted to one of puzzlement,
then irritation. He ran his fingers through his thinning hair and
said, “What’s with the gun, Paulie? I squared with you last week.
Four thousand plus another thousand in interest. I paid Mr.
Giovanna back every dime I borrowed.”

“Sure, per the original agreement. But you were
late, remember? In fact, you’ve been late every time you’ve
borrowed from the boss. Other clients find out, they might think
they can be late too. Next thing you know, it’s anarchy, and that’s
no way to run a business. Am I right? Mr. Giovanna suggested I
should pay you a visit and send a message to others who may be
contemplating lateness as it relates to their bills. I wouldn’t
take it personally.” Paulie pulled out a silencer and motioned Leo
towards a small table he used for his meals. “Grab a seat.”

Leo’s eyes moved from the gun to Paulie’s face. He
fought the urge to panic as adrenaline pumped through him, instead
planting himself with a forced casualness onto one of the white
cushioned chairs. He looked Paulie up and down. All he had to do
was stay calm and react with split precision. He scratched himself
and said, “You’re pretty tall. About my height, which is five-ten.
Am I right?”

“Five-ten and a half.” Paulie began screwing the
silencer into place. “You know, for a guy about to die, you don’t
look too upset.”

“Classic type-B personality. I’ve been told I’m the
antithesis of the easily excitable.” Leo finished forming his plan.
Its conclusion solved two problems at once and guaranteed his
seeing another sunrise. “Tell you what Paulie, maybe we can work
out a deal. Why don’t you take a peek in that bag over there? If
you like what you see, maybe you can help yourself to a few samples
and forget you saw me today.”

Paulie gave Leo another tsk and threw in a bemused look for added
measure. “That the best you can do? I’m underwhelmed. Though I am
impressed that you’re not sniveling or begging for your life like
some guys I’ve done.” Knowing Leo was stalling Paulie nevertheless
took several steps towards the bag and pulled it out by its
drawstring, his gaze as well as his gun still on Leo. With his free
hand he pulled open the top. His eyes grew wide. The bag and its
contents held sway over the gunman for only a moment, which was all
Leo needed.

Paulie choked down air as a gaping hole opened in
his chest, the result of a muted shot from Leo’s Glock. Leo pulled
the trigger twice more, slamming two more bullets into the torso,
just beneath the first. He’d deftly removed the firearm from under
the table where he kept it hidden and had fired it through one of
the removable seat cushions to muffle the sound. Paulie dropped to
his knees then tumbled over in a heap, a confused look frozen on
his face.

Leo turned the newly minted corpse over to minimize
blood seepage onto the carpet and dragged the body into the
kitchen. Like MacGyver gone wild and given over to the Dark Side of
the Force, he rounded up the last of his cocaine, a bong, a tube of
Super Glue, a can of lighter fluid, a wooden match and went to work
on Paulie.

#

Evelyn, Gladys, and Betty scanned their sheets with
eager eyes, hoping to find the right letter/number combination.
Wrinkled hands covered in age spots and cold cream held death grips
on plastic ink cartridges and hovered over bingo cards like
vultures circling a wounded animal. The eighty other occupants
seated along the long white benches around them did the same,
except for two players who used the stand-alone GameTech card
readers.

No winners yet. Another letter was called, followed
by a number and repeated loudly every few seconds in case anyone
started to forget. Evelyn Hayes and Gladys Morgan daubed squares
marked B5, which appeared on three of their cards. Betty Feldman
stamped one.

Without warning, five Nevada Gaming Control Board
agents swept into the room. Their frames carried dark suits, thin
ties and humorless expressions. Four of them immediately paired
off, two positioning themselves on either side of the twin
entrance/exit doors and stood stock-still. Another agent spoke
quickly and quietly to the startled woman in charge of the room,
then hustled her out the door.

The last agent stepped up to the microphone. “No
need for alarm,” he said. “Due to a flaw in the software code,
we’re shutting down the electronic device that controls the system.
We hope to have the problem contained and everything up and running
again as soon as possible. In the meantime, please proceed through
the exit doors in an orderly manner where a cashier will cheerfully
refund your money for any unused games. Feel free to enjoy any of
the other fine machines or tables available for your gaming
pleasure. The Everglades hotel-casino management team extends its
deepest thanks.” With that, the agent turned his head and in a
quieter, less friendly tone droned into a two-way
walkie-talkie.

A free-for-all took place. At least in the minds of
the players. Their infirm bodies, however, remained glued to their
seats. An eighty-five-year-old retiree fiddled with his hearing aid
and asked the person next to him if someone had won the current
game.

A handful of players gathered their things and
departed. A quick-thinking employee announced free coupons to the
Sunshine Buffet. Expressions brightened and the remaining patrons
hustled out. Soon the room was cleared and sealed. The agents
whipped out their tools and began pulling apart the gaming system’s
hardware.


Chapter 2

 


The meeting had gone well. After the break, when Mr.
Akita and his assistants returned, Arthur Compton would exchange a
few last pleasantries then seal the deal. With a kiss if necessary.
The agreement they’d hammered out would be advantageous to both.
The Japanese businessman would sign a lease for space in the
Everglades hotel at a discounted price, and Arthur would be given
the names and contact information for Mr. Akita’s well-heeled,
well-moneyed Asian friends who loved to gamble.

The casino Arthur helped manage was starting to dip
below a 12% return on investment, the magical figure Wall Street
held in such high esteem. Continued slippage would lead to nasty
write-ups in the Wall Street Journal, which in turn would divert
customers to the casino’s competitors. Arthur scribbled a note to
himself to authorize another high roller baccarat table. Hundred
thousand dollar per hand wagers weren’t unusual for the CEOs and
company presidents with whom Mr. Akita associated, even during
troubled economic times.

As he wrote, Arthur felt a vibration against his
hip. He peeked out the door and down the hall. Failing to see Mr.
Akita, he retrieved his cell phone. Caller ID showed it was from
his head of security.

“Yes, Sam.”

Light static. Then, “Wanted to let you know I’ll be
out of pocket for awhile. The software that runs the games in the
Bingo Sanctuary has been corrupted. The code’s been deliberately
manipulated. Grohl will be filling in for me.”

Arthur’s jaw tightened. “Were we the only ones
affected?”

“No. At least a half dozen other places were hit,
too.”

“Do we know who’s responsible?”

“The police think it’s the work of one person. Guy
by the name of Leo Denison. Works at The Golden Nugget.”

“How much did he get?”

“We’re still collecting data. The police think he
could have gotten as much as $250,000. Only a fraction of that came
from us, fortunately.”

“Is he in custody?”

“He should be soon if they haven’t already picked
him up. The police have his home address. Hold on, Terry’s giving
me an update.”

A tic started underneath Arthur’s left eye. Sam was
back on the line before Arthur had a chance to extract his pills
from his coat pocket.

“The cops just left Denison’s apartment. He’s dead.
Said it looks like the guy set himself on fire free-basing and then
was shot multiple times. Probably either over a drug deal gone bad
or a robbery since all the money’s missing. Guy was messed up
pretty bad. The tips of his fingers were melted off along with most
of his face.”

“Well, I’m finishing up a meeting and there’s
nothing I can do till I get back, anyway. You can fill me in on the
rest later.”

“Fine. One last thing: we cleared out the Bingo
Sanctuary so the Nevada agents could get a look at the system.”

Arthur took a deep breath and focused on
remaining calm. “Tell me you didn’t. Please tell me you waited till
after they finished their games.”

“What difference does it make?” asked Sam. “
Bingo is mostly a break-even proposition, anyway.”

Arthur stopped responding.

“Hey, I’m getting static on this end. You still
there? Hello?”

Arthur’s tic ran full bore. He terminated the call
with Sam. Mr. Akita had left his mother there at the gaming hall
before the meeting to keep her entertained. Arthur knew she would
be able to make it back to her comped suite, but he also knew the
embarrassment Akita would feel when he found out how his mother had
been treated. Though accidental, the incident could wipe out all of
today’s work. Arthur thought hurriedly for a remedy. An apology,
maybe? Groveling, with even deeper discounts than he’d already
promised? He wished he’d brought a PowerPoint presentation with
him. He was always better when he had visual aids.

The group reappeared. After nods and clipped
bows, they sat to resume their talk. Mr. Akita’s representative
looked at Arthur and smiled. Arthur acknowledged the rep with a
remark involving Mr. Akita’s mother and a leather teddy.

Stunned silence. Arthur was in the midst of an
episode. Yet even if he could get to his pills, he knew they’d be
of little help at this point. His right arm jerked and flopped at
his side. He tried clearing his mind and starting again.

Arthur turned to Mr. Akita, attempting to
explain his behavior. As he spoke, a glob of spittle struck the
startled man across the face.

There was a collective gasp, followed by angry
remarks. Yelling and heated exchanges filled the conference room.
Carefully constructed Feng Shui disappeared into an invisible void.
Arthur lowered his head and made his way out. Inexplicably, he
caught himself humming, “Always Look on the Bright Side of Life” in
a minor key as the din faded off in the distance.

#

Gladys, Evelyn and Betty made their way into the
video quarters section of the casino. “I’m hungry. Let’s eat,”
Evelyn said. The trio headed into the Gator Café and ordered three
specials.

The eatery held only two other customers—a
vacationer from Meridian, Mississippi, seated at the counter
guarding a bucket of quarters like Leprechaun gold, and a murderer
mistakenly released by the Nevada Department of Corrections. The
killer, the third accidentally given premature freedom this year,
was serving a life sentence up until three hours ago. He’d been on
his way to the bus station via the driver who’d picked him up, when
a radio announcer informed listeners that the Doobie Brothers
containing at least one original member would be playing tomorrow
night at the Everglades along with a Kansas cover band as special
guests. Unable to non-violently talk the driver into changing
destinations, he’d popped the Good Samaritan in the head, rolled
his semi-conscious body off onto the side of the road, and was now
brainstorming ways to make concert money and pay for the coffee
he’d been served. He smiled at the man at the counter who was
oblivious as he played with his coins.

Evelyn excused herself to the restroom where she
could take her medication in private. “Now what?” Gladys wanted to
know. “The Bingo Sanctuary closing throws our whole day off
schedule. What should we do next?”

As Gladys thought, Betty pulled out a card and
began filling in small square boxes.

“What’s that?”

“A mail-in rebate for an appliance I got last
week.”

“Sucker.”

“What do you mean?”

“The odds of seeing your money are slim to
none.” Gladys added a touch of salt to her veal. “Here’s how it
goes down. After making your purchase, you fill out a card like the
one in front of you that includes space for your address, phone
number, and e-mail address. The company that manufactured the
product then turns around and sells your information to mail order
companies, telemarketers, and computer spammers who bombard you
with offers for their products and services.”

“Can they do that? Legally I mean.”

“State laws vary, but regardless of whether or
not they cross over the line, it still happens. Now, after sending
in a copy of your receipt, the serial number, proof of purchase,
and anything else the manufacturer thinks it can get away with, the
waiting game begins. If you filled out the card completely,
and if your letter makes it through the mail system, and
if you follow up with multiple calls to a non-toll free
business number, maybe you’ll get a check in six months.
It’s all a marketing scam. The last electronic device I bought
didn’t even have a serial number on it. I sent the rebate card in
anyway.”

“And?”

“I never heard back from anyone.”

Before Betty could say anything else, Evelyn
returned and said, “Hey, that’s Mabel over there.” She leaned in
and lowered her voice. “She’s flashing the secret signal.”

The three looked at each other, simultaneously
producing more than enough cash from their purses to pay for their
uneaten meals before hurrying out of the café.

#

Jacob scanned the crowd as he played the
final notes on his guitar. Eleven o’clock, and the Tacoma,
Washington, dance club was packed.

Downstairs, bartenders scrambled to fill
orders as thirsty patrons leaned over and yelled out their orders.
Arms flailed above heads as men and women exchanged dollars for
double and triple drink orders. Better to get as much as you could
carry now to cut down on the twenty-minute standing-in-mob time
later.

The upstairs bar was just as chaotic. The
females dispensing liquor across the sticky hardwood counter could
more easily hear orders being yelled at them since they were
farther away from the music, but the revelers were just as wired
and eager for service.

Nearby, part-time staffer and full-time
bodybuilder Henry “The Hun” Blocker worked the floor. He wore
form-fitting spandex, boots, dark chest hair and a specially made
belt that held a Jose Cuervo Gold bottle on one hip and a container
of Seven Up on the other. For five dollars a pop, he would pour
ample amounts of each liquid into a waiting mouth, then grab the
person’s head and shake vigorously for several seconds. Henry’s
customers were usually women who couldn’t part with their money
fast enough.

Not to be discriminatory, the club’s owners
situated a college co-ed near the main entrance with a giant metal
washtub full of ice and long neck Budweisers. The bottles from the
corrugated container weren’t any colder or better tasting than
those sold elsewhere in the bar, but the males flowing through
appreciated the décor of the hostess’ thong bikini.

Towards the back of the main level was the
sound system. Hundreds of thousands of dollars' worth of the latest
equipment kept feet happy and hips shaking. Since scientific
studies had shown that people eat and, more importantly, drink at a
rate related to the rhythms of the music they listened to,
fast-paced songs were the only ones blaring through the built-in
speakers during peak hours of the night. Young men and women would
twist, shout and grind faster, then drink more during their evening
out. Tonight, the equipment was in use only during band breaks. The
members of the Bottom Feeders were finishing their first set.
Guitarist and lead singer Jacob Van Alstyne talked into the
microphone as the final riff drifted off.

“Hey, thanks a lot. We’re gonna take a short
break, then be right back.”

Jacob grabbed a 16-ounce water bottle from
behind one of the speakers and drained it. His four band mates
headed off for a smoke outside and a short rest. They propelled
their way through the throng of sweaty torsos. Jacob used the brief
interval to increase the band’s profile by interacting with the
crowd. As he stepped out from behind the equipment a half dozen
people were already waiting.

“Hey man, great friggin’ show,” said one.
“We saw you last week at Bad Attitude. You guys rock!”

“Yeah, way to ply those fingers,” said
another. “Your fret work’s amazing.” Because of the noise, Jacob
only caught half of the words but picked up on the intent.

“Thanks,” said Jacob. “Glad you’re enjoying
yourselves.”

For twenty minutes, fans circled and shouted
their appreciation. Jacob smiled and chatted, declining drink
offers. He knew that while some audiences liked getting stoned,
they didn’t like singers who were.

Soon the other musicians worked their way
back on stage. Jacob finished his conversation with the three young
women who wanted to know where he would be playing next.

With the intent of establishing a wider
audience, the group had been easing more of their own material into
the sets between cover tunes the past few months. With a large
enough following, a record contract might eventually follow. No
more busing tables, cleaning fast food grease vats, shoveling
stable manure, or other static day jobs. Mike, their drummer, could
move out of his parents’ garage. Jacob moved in front of the others
and glanced at the play list. Ducking his head under the guitar
strap, he positioned the instrument across his chest.

“We’re back,” he announced. “Since you’ve been so good tonight
we’re going to start off our next set with…”

“Old Time Rock ‘n Roll!
Whooooo!”

Four college seniors from Seattle’s University of Washington
stood near the front and sang different parts of Bob Seger’s
classic song, carefully avoiding anything resembling harmony. Jacob
had noticed Husky emblems and the same Greek letters on shirts of
eight or nine people that night.

“If it’s all the same we’re gonna kick off
with…”

“Whatta ya talkin’ about? Come on, crank
it.” Without warning, one of the lettered Greeks jumped up on stage
and started conducting his own sing-a-long. The bass player
responded by placing his foot in the small of his back and pushing,
sending him careening into his fellow rent-a-friends.

Someone yelled, “Mosh pit!” and chaos ensued.
Regaining their footing, the four fraternity members rushed the
stage in an attempt to land their fists on the faces of the band.
Thinking the group was playing again, one inebriated tone-deaf
couple danced in the far corners, away from the violence.

Security sprang into action and proved as
effective as a leaky condom. Fists flew, curses rang out, and much
bar equipment would never work again. Hoping to salvage his liquor
license, the owner shot off a call to the authorities.

Jacob tried as best he could to protect the
instruments. Several of the speakers had taken direct hits, and a
sticky substance dripped from the drums. He was maneuvering the
keyboard towards safety when an errant blow sent him sprawling.

Out in the milieu, he was immediately
stomped. His internal organs pleaded with his legs to pick a
direction and get in motion.

Looking up, he saw a political advertisement
pasted on a support beam exclaiming, “Now’s The Time To Get
Involved.” The last three words were blurred from a shattered
bottle and all that was readable was “Now’s The Time.”
Superstitious by nature, Jacob interpreted the garbled slogan as a
sign.

He hauled himself up and alternately walked
and stumbled towards the door, hacking a path toward the exit with
his Stratocaster.

Passing through the double entry doors, he
heard sirens off in the distance. After crossing the street, he
pulled out his cell phone and dialed the number of a friend several
states away. On the third ring a voice answered. “Hello?”

Half a football field away, eight squad cars
screeched to a halt and policemen poured out of their squad
cars.

Through swollen lips Jacob said, “Hey Luis, that
offer to visit you in Vegas still good?”

#

The drive from Tacoma covered more than 1,200 miles. Jacob had
packed his few belongings into his 1997 Hyundai Accent he’d dubbed
“the green toaster” and started out around noon the day before.
He’d stopped for short power naps at rest areas and made it to the
outskirts of the city of lost wages in just over 24 hours. He was
on I15 south and watching for the mega resorts he’d seen on CSI
years ago. He didn’t have to look hard.

As he drove, they eased into view. He saw the orange
reflective windows of the Mirage, the rising columns of Caesar’s
Palace, Bellagio’s stately presence, and the looming white walls of
the Monte Carlo. Farther down was part of the roller coaster from
New York New York, the castle-themed Excalibur and Mandalay Bay.
He’d heard the Luxor had lights that ran up and down its pyramid
structure and a beam at its apex that shot straight up into the sky
at night. Jacob looked forward to seeing all again after sunset
when they were lit up. He found his exit and, soon after, the
apartment he was looking for. Luis answered the door and
bear-hugged his friend.

“Glad you made it. Come in. Did you stop
somewhere in between to rest?”

“Drove straight through pretty much. Was
looking forward to starting the first day of the rest of my life
and all that. What’s this?” Jacob gestured at the clothes strewn
about the room.

“Casual day at the apartment. I swapped
shifts and arranged for a couple days off to help get you
acclimated. Here, for you.” He handed Jacob a plastic container
filled with a sweet smelling beverage. “A toast. To new
beginnings.”

“To new beginnings.”

They bumped cups and drank.

“Good stuff. What is it?”

“Family recipe. Ancient Chinese secret.”

Jacob stared at dark skin. “You’re from Sri
Lanka.”

Luis grinned. He plopped down on an olive
drab beanbag and finished his beverage and said, “So, tell me about
it.”

Jacob planted himself on the black and white
paisley couch. He twisted to the right till he felt a muted pop in
his spine. “Not a whole lot to tell. Had a little falling out last
place we were playing.”

“With the band?”

“Audience. We wanted to play something that
tasted great. They wanted to hear something less filling.”

Luis gave a slow nod, following the gist of
it. “You’ve had off nights before. Why here, why now?”

Jacob got up and moved into the kitchen. A
gelatinous substance pulled at the bottom of his shoes, causing
sticky theater floor sounds. “I’m not really sure. Part of it is
that I’m not sure what I want to do with my life. Also, every time
I talk to you on the phone, you play up Las Vegas like it’s the
do-over capital of the world. Washington is great, but I need to
find a direction.”

“Your passion.”

“My what?”

“Passion. Fervor. Desire. That which makes
life worth living and gets your blood pumping. The thing that
floats your boat, raises your flag, gives you a reason for
existing.”

Jacob rummaged through the refrigerator in
search of a snack. “Passion,” he said trying out the word. He
pulled out half a sandwich wrapped in aluminum foil. “I love making
music. Is that my passion?”

“I don’t know. Is it?” The phone rang. Jacob
ate while Luis chatted with his caller. He hung up and said, “Looks
like luck’s already going your way.”

“What’s up?”

“After your call from Tacoma, I made a few
calls for a job for you, in case you planned on an extended stay.
That was Vinnie, a guy I know who works at the Plaza. He knows
someone at the Everglades and thinks he can get you juiced in.”

“Doing what?”
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