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The mark had to be on chemo, all skin and bones without a hair on his head. His black, long-sleeved shirt hung limp on emaciated shoulders and arms. With a skeletal right hand, flesh stretched tight across knobby bones, he toggled the lever on his wheelchair and swiveled into place at the poker table.
Smitty knew that others in his shoes might show weakness and give the guy a break, but Smitty hadn't survived until the ripe old age of eighty-five throwing pity parties. Winners win; losers lose. Smitty knew which one of those he was, and if the cadaver in the wheelchair wasn't a loser then Smitty didn't know a flush from a full house. Besides, the mark's name was Jules Goldman.
"Curry couldn't vouch for you," said Smitty, his once broad shoulders now hunched with age. "He died a few nights ago." Smitty leaned his cane against the table and adjusted his glasses. "But even a blind man can see you're no cop." He lowered himself into the chair across from Goldman, the other eight seats about the oval table empty.
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