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By

Jed Power

Eddie Hoar and Derwood Doller were seated on a bench across

Ocean Boulevard from Playland Arcade. Traﬃc was bumper-to-

bumper going past them on this summer day.

The bench was caked with spots of fast food and seagull crap,

but Eddie couldn’t have cared less. He was trying to come up with a

new scam—one that would put him on Easy Street, where he felt he

belonged. Conjuring a brainstorm was all he thought about now and

he wasn’t going to interrupt what he considered a genius at work

because of a little beach waste. He lounged back like he was the

mayor of Hampton Beach, arms draped on the bench back, one

skinny ankle perched on the opposite knee in a pose he clearly

thought was cool. His sweat-drenched silver and lime-green disco

shirt clung to his bony frame like melted tinfoil. His weaselly-looking

face twitched like a ferret on speed, and his black Walter White hat

sat high above his pimply forehead.

Derwood sat next to him like a pile of dirty laundry someone had

given up on. His “I’m With Stupid” T-shirt was two sizes too small and

featured a faded arrow permanently aimed at Eddie. His hairy, white

gut drooped over the waistband of his torn dungarees, which sagged

low enough to show at least three inches of blinding white ass and

butt crack. The back of his neck was the color of a rare hot dog.

Eddie, pointing at Derwood’s shirt, said angrily, “I told you not to

wear that when you’re with me.”

“Jeez, can’t ya take a joke?” Derwood asked.2

“Not when it’s that oﬀ base,” Eddie complained. “It’d be more

spot-on if I wear it when I’m with you!”

Eddie’s occasional eye tic started up. Noticing it, Derwood

muttered, “Hey, you’re tweaking again.” Eddie shielded his eyes from

the sun, as another bikini-clad girl strolled past.

“I ain’t tweaking,” he snapped, scratching vigorously at his

neck. “I had too much caﬀeine...makes me jittery.”

“Ha! That or you snorted a line of meth with your morning Red

Bull,” Derwood snarked.

Eddie ignored the comment. His eyes tracked the girls going by

like a cat watching sparrows from a fire escape. Then it hit him. You

could almost see the lightbulb turn on behind those beady eyes.

“A wet T-shirt contest,” Eddie breathed, sitting bolt upright.

Derwood turned slowly to face Eddie, like he knew regret was

coming. “Oh, no. Jesus. No.” Derwood moaned.

“I’ll no you,” Eddie began. “Now listen. It’s perfect. Big cash

prize, right? Entry fee twenty-five bucks a pop. I’ll hype it up, get a

line of girls around the block. Sal’ll go for it, I know he will.”

“Sal? That Tony Soprano wannabe that owns the Waves Bar?”

Derwood asked warily.

“Yeah, him. Perfect spot for it,” Eddie explained. “Me and him

did a few months together in Rockingham County Jail once. We’re

wicked tight. I’ll sweet-talk him, tell him he keeps all the booze

money, we’ll split the entrance fee and the cover charge. Five bucks a

head to get in. All the hammerhead jocks on the beach’ll be dying’ to

get in to gawk at the wet T-shirts.”

“You’ll tell him five, Derwood said. “But you’ll charge ten, right?”3

Eddie grinned. “Now you’re thinking like a businessman.”

“I’m thinking more like an idiot who’s gonna regret this,”

Derwood said resignedly.

“Look,” Eddie said, warming up now. “You wear that ridiculous

Harvard shirt of yours, be the judge. Before the contest starts, you

walk around real casual like, whisper to the girls, ‘Hey, sweetheart,

toss me a twenty, I’ll make sure you win.’ They’ll eat it up. Think

they’re buying first place. We, of course, keep Sal in the dark about

this dough, too. But...surprise...nobody wins except us, that is,”

Eddie wrapped up cockily.

Derwood blinked. “You mean there’s no actual prize? I dunno,

Eddie. The girls will be pissed.”

“So what?” Eddie said nastily. “What are a bunch a dumb

broads gonna do to us? And maybe they’ll even be some side

benefits for us.”

“Side benefits?” Derwood asked cautiously.

Eddie chuckled. “Sure there will be. You ain’t had a date since

the Bruins won the Cup back in ‘11. You might get lucky with a wet T-

shirt girl.”

“You really think I could get lucky, Eddie?” Derwood asked

pitifully. Eddie gave him a sideways smirk, turned away, rolled his

eyes, and scratched again rapidly at his neck.

Derwood frowned. “You are definitely on something. Your tic’s

worse than usual.”

“It’s just genius nerves is all,” Eddie said. “Creative energy. You

know, like that smart Alfred Epstein guy, he had it too.”4

“Only Alfred you know is Alfred E. Newman,” Derwood said

snidely. “And you’re just like him, ‘cept he’s better lookin.”

Before Eddie could respond, a shadow blocked the sun. Oﬃcer

Russo, a local beat cop the duo knew well, stood in front of them,

arms crossed, face carved from granite.

“Bench ain’t a homeless shelter, boys,” he growled.

Eddie flashed a smarmy grin. “Afternoon, Oﬃcer. We’re just

enjoying the cultural landscape.”

Russo snorted. “Move it, Hoar. You’re scaring the tourists.”

Eddie stood, adjusted his crotch, and tipped his hat to the cop

like the man was a peon. “C’mon, Der. Time to make the magic.”

Derwood sighed, hoisted his hulk oﬀ the bench with a groan,

and waddled after Eddie, the “I’m With Stupid” arrow bouncing with

each step.

“Where we goin’?” Derwood asked, apprehensively.

“The Waves...see Sal,” Eddie answered. “Make arrangements to

use his dump for the contest.”

“He’s more likely to throw you out on your ass, Eddie,” Derwood

mocked. “And me with ya.”

Eddie waved a hand dismissively. “Bullshit. He thinks I’m Mister

Hampton Beach.”

“That’s ‘cause you gave him a line of baloney when you were in

the joint together,” Derwood said knowingly. “But he’s been on the

beach long enough now to know you’re one rip-oﬀ away from being

buried up to your neck on the beach at low tide.”

“We’ll see,” Eddie said arrogantly. “We’ll see.”5
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The Waves Bar & Grille sat hunched like a drunk uncle, halfway

down a sun-bleached, dilapidated side street just oﬀ Ocean

Boulevard. Half the neon letters on the sign blinked in and out like a

dying EKG. The OPEN sign hung cockeyed and duct-taped in one

corner the facade. A rusty, torn Heineken umbrella flapped over a

crooked patio table with one leg shorter than the others. The whole

place looked like it had been slapped together by scrap wood,

broken promises, and Gypsy workmen.

Eddie stopped out front and turned to Derwood beside him.

“Remember, let me do the talking,” he barked.

Derwood adjusted his shirt—the same ‘I’m With Stupid’ tee from

earlier, only now with fresh mustard stains from the nasty gas station

puppies he’d wolfed down for lunch that had caused his stomach to

churn since. The red arrow pointed right at Eddie like it was accusing

him of murder.

“And how many times do I have to tell you not to wear that

godamn shirt when you’re with me,” Eddie hissed. “It ain’t good for

my image.”

“It’s the cleanest one I got,” Derwood said. “The ‘I Beat

Anorexia’ one smells like clam juice.”

The boys trooped inside, where the air was heavy with the smell

of stale beer, mold, and dead rodents. The premises apparently

hadn’t had a good cleaning since Janis Joplin performed at the

Casino. The bar was long, uneven, and missing a chunk near the

register. Three barstools leaned like they’d barely survived a

hurricane. An inebriated, elderly local tried to light a cigarette under

the NO SMOKING sign and failed twice.

Sal stood behind the bar, polishing a glass with a dirty rag that

might have once been a T-shirt. Short, wide, and balding with a

sweaty combover, he had the look of a guy who watched endless6

Sopranos reruns and thought his favorite character, Big Pussy, was

misunderstood. His eyes drifted over Eddie, then radared in on

Derwood’s shirt, where they remained.

“Who’s this inbred?” Sal sneered. “They let him out for the

weekend? He jerked his chin at Derwood’s T-shirt. “And what’s that

supposed to mean?”

Eddie threw a hand up, all sunscreen grease, and said

condescendingly, “Ah, don’t worry about him, Sal. That’s my gofer,

Derwood, and he swiped that shirt oﬀ a flea market stand in

Seabrook. It’s obviously supposed to be worn by me.”

“Screw you, Eddie,” Derwood squealed. “I ain’t your damn

gofer, whatever that is.”

Sal snorted, not liking the jist of the conversation.

Eddie leaned in closer to Sal. “Listen, my man, I got a

preposition for ya. You wanna pack this place, move a ton a booze,

and rake in dough like it’s a strip club in New York on New Year’s

Eve?”

“As far as your proposition goes, I’m always in the market to

make extra dough.” Sal began, getting his back up. “But I already got

a bus load of drunks from an elderly complex and a guy who pays a

little extra for his drinks so he can pay with his bootiful phony bills.

Who all come in regular like every day, so I ain’t exactly starving.”

Eddie smirked. “You ever hear of a wet T-shirt contest, Sally?”

Sal’s face flushed and he narrowed his eyes. “A what?”

“A...wet...T-shirt...contest,” Eddie said, drawing it out like it was

magic. “Broads, soaked T-shirts, jigglin’ boobs, screamin’ crowds,

guys elbowin’ each other to get in. You get the bar sales, all of it. We

split the five bucks and the twenty bucks contest entry fee. I handle7

the contest and everything else. You just stand back and listen to the

register ring.”

Derwood piped in with all the enthusiasm of a death row inmate,

“It’s...uh...brilliant...ummmm...Eddie says.”

Sal kept staring at Derwood’s shirt.

“I heard the straight crap on you, Hoar,” Sal finally said. “And it

ain’t nothing like that oral diarrhea you dribbled out in the joint.” He

pointed at Eddie. “You’re just a two-bit con man. Tried to sell

pedestrian tickets on the beach last summer I heard. Told people

they’d get front-row towel space.”

Eddie chuckled. “Oh that? That was volunteer promotional work

for the beach. Attendance was down, so I was tryin’ to help out. And

this is diﬀerent, my man, strictly legit. I even greased a town oﬃcial to

look the other way.”

Sal raised a bushy brow. “You bribed someone?”

“Two hundred bucks,” Eddie lied smoothly, “They usually don’t

allow wet T-shirt contests on the beach. But the grease changes that.

Gotta pay to play, Sal. That’s how things work in Hampton. And,

uh...,” Eddie scratched his neck and held out a hand. “You just throw

in half, just to show we’re partners and seal the deal. I already paid

him the two bills.”

Sal squinted. “Wait a sec...you said five-dollar cover?”

“We split it,” Eddie answered cheerily.

“And how much is the entry fee?”

“Twenty per girl.”

“And I get...?”8

“Half of both. Yeah, and you keep all the booze money the horn

dog guys’ll be throwin’ at ya,” Eddie layered on.

Sal chewed that over like it had fat in it. His gut said no, but his

skimpy bank account—and the part of him that still pictured himself in

a tracksuit with gold chains, standing in front of his own Bada Bing

strip joint—said yes. Sal opened the register, counted out one-

hundred dollars and reluctantly handed the money to Eddie who

grabbed the bills and made them disappear somewhere on his

person faster than a magician’s trick.

“We use the outside shower in the back,” Sal muttered. “I ain’t

parading wet girls through my exquisite dining room.”

“Of course,” Eddie said mockingly.

“I hope you know what you’re doing, Hoar,” Sal said

suspiciously.

“Come on, man. Trust me. It’ll be perfect,” Eddie said, clapping

his hands. “We’re gonna make history, Sal. You’ll be the pioneer of

jiggly innovation on the New Hampshire seacoast.”

Sal didn’t smile. “You screw me, Hoar, I’ll bury you behind the

dumpster with last week’s dead rodents.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” Eddie said, with a smile, as he was

already silently scheming of how else to screw Sal.

As Eddie and Derwood left and got outside, Derwood leaned in

close to Eddie and said, “You sure we’re not gonna get in a jackpot

over this, Eddie?”

“Relax, will ya,” Eddie said, eyes glittering. “What could possibly

go wrong?”

***9

The next day, Ocean Boulevard overflowed with sunburned

tourists, sunscreen grease, and the thumping bass vibrations of car

radios playing loud, annoying music. Eddie strutted through it all like

the only rooster in a barnyard, his sheer, cheap rayon shirt

unbuttoned half-way down his bony chest, a gold chain bouncing

against skin that hadn’t seen sun since the Hampton Bridge had a toll
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