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You could say that the following story is "not true."

But you would only be half right.

But here is what you can know for certain: Never ever bring anyone, especially a person you love, to Vegas.

First, let me reintroduce myself. My name is Frankie DeLuca. I used to be a pickpocket on the sly when my father supposedly abandoned me at a train station. Turns out he was watching me grow up on the mean streets of New York City all along. He couldn't bring me back into his life because he was the head of an international spy ring.

I'm sure we've all been through that. 

Anyway, as luck would have it, I had gotten into quite a few snags when trying to discover where my father had been hiding all those years. In the end, I got an old pocket watch, a bundle of cash, my girl and a chance to start over. My dear old pop wanted to recruit me but I felt I had had enough excitement and wanted to strike out on my own.

Now let's get down to the real business of the book you now hold. This is by no means a direct sequel to my memoir "Pickpocket Frankie." If anything, it's a sideways sequel. Here's the gist; near the end of my first book, I had done kind of what looked like a shady bit of storytelling. There is a passage of time that is unaccounted for. Ten years to be exact. Now, naturally that would seem to not be fair to you, the reader. And, in all honesty, I chalked that up to none of your business. I was an orphan, turned scamp, turned criminal, turned unknowing accomplice. It felt like my life had been toyed with enough and I didn't want to relive some of the livelier details. 

Especially all the destruction it caused.

But, since then I've calmed down some and now I am ready to let the cat out of the bag of what happened to me and Claudia all those years ago.

All it took was a roll of the dice...
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"No dice, Frankie," Claudia said as she tossed me another book from my shelf. I caught it just in time and placed it delicately in the cardboard box on my coffee table. She turned to face me. "Besides, I don't feel like the idea of tapping maple trees in the Canadian wilderness is right for us."

We were back at my apartment, packing up what was left of my stuff. What with all the unpleasantness that happened on New Year’s Eve at Time Square, I had taken quite a bit of time to settle my nerves. I was making a habit of lying low at my place. Then, one day I woke up and realized that my cozy one bedroom apartment was a shithole. I was sitting on seven hundred grand. What was wrong with me? 

Delayed reaction, I guess.

We were now six months into the year 2000 and it was summer. Claudia and I had been arguing, sorry, "discussing" a place for a vacation while I settled on a new place to live. I was done with New York. Far too many close calls and muddy memories for my taste.

"C’mon, Claude," I said as I tapped up a box and opened another. The afternoon sun was blinding me so I turned more toward Claudia as she kept chucking me books. We had perfected a rhythm. I struggled to get the window open and then it finally gave, opening all the way, letting a small breeze into my space. "What's wrong with the great outdoors? The fresh air. The beautiful landscapes..."

"Yeah, and the grizzlies ready to tear a tourist to shreds.'

I scoffed.

"I'm sure they won't attack so long as you gift them a pic-i-nik basket."

She rolled her eyes.

I could never understand why some women were so opposed to the wilderness. But then I realized it could be that all that open territory invites hostility. Outside forces such as wild or rabid animals, bugs, bats, malaria...

Okay, so I was making her point for her.

But it wasn't like we'd be in a two person hut. I had personally looked up, on Claudia's laptop, a few rentals that were huge and accommodating. One such place was in Kenora. A tall as hell mansion with a cozy wide living room and huge glass doors alongside, overlooking a hill.

As I was daydreaming, I lost a beat and looked up just in time to see a book hurtling toward my face. On instinct I ducked and the book sailed clear over my head and out the window.

I turned back to Claudia, popping up.

"Which one was that?"

"I dunno," she shrugged apologetically. "It was the last one on the shelf. You didn't tell me to stop."

I rushed to the window just in time to hear the loud THWACK and a man hollering. Then he bellowed. Then he cursed, looking around.

"Ohhhh," I winced, "Claudia, he got the motherlode. A Dickens."

"Oh no, which one?"

"The big one. Hardcover. He got hit with Hard Times."

She winced.

I ducked my head back inside before he could see me. It was a hefty 500 pages, satirizing downtrodden London economics in a fictional place called 'Coketown' which I thought was a little on the nose. Or maybe up it? Scarface would have a field day. I never got around to reading it but them's were the breaks. I could always buy another copy.

"Man, that's gonna leave a hefty bookmark." Claudia smirked.

Deciding to quit packing, I slumped myself down on the futon and a plume of dust sprang up. Coughing, I waved the twinkling particles away in the sunlight.

Claudia turned and considered me, standing in front of the small twenty inch screen TV with rabbit ears and tinfoil. She placed her fists on her hips, the classic hero pose but I know she usually did that when she was concerned about me.

"Hey there, bud," She tapped her foot to get my attention. She looked dazzling with her bright red bob cut of hair, her midnight blue eye shadow, a green and white striped short sleeve T-shirt with one shoulder exposed. Her blue jeans, ripped at the knees showed off her tan shins and I wondered if the rest of her legs were pure vanilla. Her shoes were boots, steel-toed boots and they looked dangerous. "That was one of my better jokes. Why the long face?"

I stared at the floor as she sidled next to me on the futon.

She held my hand.

A moment of comfort.

I looked down at my black jeans that had a coffee stain on the left pocket. Then I fiddled with a thread on my gray t-shirt that had Goofy standing next to Pluto with a not-equal sign between them. The bottom text below them read, 'Which is the dog?'

I got it at a Goodwill and fell in love with the damn thing.

"Just thinkin'," I mumbled.

"About what?"

I sighed, long and deep. "My mom."

She patted my shoulder. "Still not over that visit with her?"

"How can I be? Once I tracked her down I thought at least half of my problems would be solved."

"I know."

"Meanwhile, she was trying to move on. She was very polite to me when we met up at a coffee shop but I just knew that she was waiting for the visit to end. I was part of her past that’s tied to my father. I know she loves me but...I don't think she likes me."

"It will take some time. She did ask to see you again. That's something."

"Yeah, I guess I threw a lot at her at once."

"Did you tell her about what happened on New Years? Your Dad? All the spy stuff?"

"No, that felt like a longer conversation in which she calls the looney bin to come and get me."

We sat there a few minutes, just letting time pass.

"Hey," Claudia suddenly said, slapping my knee, "How about we watch something schlocky?"

"You know I'm always down. What did you have in mind?"

She quickly retrieved the clicker and turned on the TV.

"I hear there's a re-run of Killer Klowns From Outer Space on TNT."

It was a 1988 sci-fi horror comedy. In a nutshell, aliens come down to earth in a big circus tent to terrorize humans with demonic popcorn and seal them in cotton candy cocoons. So, you know, a historically accurate romance period piece.

"Beam me up, Scotty," I said in my best Sean Connery impression.

This only seemed to confuse her. Then she shook it off.

What can I say? She knew how to pull me out of my thick thoughts and I knew how to make her smile. And at that moment, those were the only two important things in my world.

***
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And then it happened, those damn commercial breaks. One I had missed because I had made my way to the bathroom. The other two I stared blankly with no reaction. But I could tell that Claudia was getting excited, and not just for the movie. She picked up the clicker, muted the TV and then turned to me.

"What about there?"

"Huh? What about where?"

"There," She gestured to the commercial. It was displaying quick flashes of roulette wheels, fountains with fire (seemed a little redundant), dazzling show girls in sequins short dresses and gigantic headgear, a man winning a hand at poker.

"What about it?"

"Why don't we go there?"

"What? Vegas?"

"Sure, why not?"

Instantly, I thought of a laundry list of reasons why not. But before I could start compiling it fully in my head, Claudia saw my reluctance. "Frankie, we wouldn't need to live there. Let's just go for a week, have some fun. You've been cooped up in this place too long."

"Ah, I dunno, Kiddo."

Suddenly, the mute came off the TV.

That damn clicker had been acting wonky. I was gonna need to fix that or get a new one. Or get a new TV altogether.

"...where your wildest dreams will come true! Only at The Adonis Hotel and Casino. "

Claudia muted the TV.

"See? It's fate. That sounds like a perfect place to stay."

"I've never heard of it."

"Frankie, you've never left New York."

True, but I had just been through some heavy stuff. The fact that there was a whole nother world out there petrified me. It made you feel small compared to the vastness of what could go wrong the further you traveled away from home. Maybe I was stubborn, set in my ways. But she looked so damn excited, I had to break outta my shell one of these days.

"C'mooooon," she cooed, snuggling closer to me. "We'll have a blast."

I smiled, considering her for a moment.

Then I had a bright idea.

"Okay," I said, springing up from the futon and making my way to the kitchen drawer.

"What are you doing?"

"If it truly is fate, then let's let fate decide." Pulling out the long drawer, I sifted through pens, pencils, envelopes, paperclips, mint green post-it notes and about twenty dollars in scattered pocket change. There were dimes, nickels, quarters and pennies. I grabbed a quarter that had my birth year; 1974. I thought it would tip the scales in my favor.

Claudia, by this time, got up from the futon and met me on the other side of the breakfast nook counter.

I showed her the slightly dusty quarter.

"Heads, we got to the Canadian wilderness, tails we go to the city of sin; Las Vegas."

Claudia chewed her bottom lip for a bit, thinking it over. God, she looked hot when she did that.

Then her eyes brightened and she reached out and shook my free hand.

"Deal. Flip it."

I winked at her, flipped the coin about a foot in the air. It clattered to the counter, did a wobbly looking spin and then settled on a side.

Claudia and I both leaned in.

Then we both looked at each other.

She smiled.

I groaned.
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It felt like a new beginning. Actually, scratch that, it felt like the same beginning as before. We were at Pickens Train Station the very next week.

Claudia was wearing blue jeans and a red t-shirt under her black jean jacket, since there was a breeze. Her fashionable gray porkpie sat snuggly on top of her head, her bangs perfectly framing her face. It was bright but cool so I opted to wear some black shades, a gray blazer with a Scooby-doo t-shirt and some black khaki pants. But I had on my best running shoes because, at least, in my case, you never knew when you would have to book it at a moment's notice.

Claudia carried a small red bag with a handle and wheels. No doubt she had clothes, her journal, a few trinkets, her Rubik’s cube and plenty of room for souvenirs. Across her shoulder she had a large black purse, contents unknown. I never thought to ask.

I had my own brown suitcase on wheels and wrapped over my neck and across my chest was my black duffel.

But Frankie, I hear you say, why take the train all the way when you can take a plane and be in Las Vegas in like, what, five hours?

Well, nameless stranger, I happen to have three very ironclad reasons against air travel.

First, I would enjoy a flight to Las Vegas...if I wasn't so busy screaming the entire time. (My limit for heights was in the hundreds of feet, not thousands. Claudia didn't mind.)

Second, with how many stories I read about lost luggage, I did not want to lose mine. Because my duffel bag carried my nest egg. All 25 pounds of 700k. (Airports would have me check my bag, but train conductors ask no questions.)

And thirdly, I liked trains. They gave me time to muse, were smooth, and afforded me and Claudia some hanky panky in a booth all to ourselves. (True, I wouldn't be a member of the mile-high club, but I was certainly down for becoming an honorary member of the Mile Long Club. Which, I'm told, is way more doable.)

So that was our plan as we waited. Watching all walks of life come off the train as we boarded.

The train wasn't that crowded. But I was sure we would pick up more passengers along the way. In 62 hours we'd be in the famous Neon City.

***
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We found our booth pretty quick, locked the door and threw our bags up on the rack. We chilled for a while, getting our bearings as the train started to leave the station. I napped while Claudia wrote in her leather bound journal.

As I drifted, I felt nice and relaxed. This was just what I needed. Some time away from the city that never sleeps. And the reason they call it that is because it’s so damn noisy. It always seemed like the city was alive, teeming with a hive mind generation that constantly worked and never rested.

But when you hear the clickity-clack of the train, the thrum of wheels on rails, it is the perfect soundtrack to doze off to.

As far as my apartment went, I left Mr. Gibson an envelope with enough money to cover three months’ rent. Because, damnit, I wanted to take the whole summer to travel around, take in the sights. I left no note though, seeing as how he still worked for my father. He could have been anywhere in the world at that time and I didn't want to chance bumping into him while I was on this leisure jaunt.

Claudia roused me when the conductor came asking for tickets. As I reached into my suitcase for my paper ticket, kicking myself for not having it out already, I turned and was met with a conductor that was gray at the temples and wore an eye patch. Then I froze...because it suddenly dawned on me who he was.

(If you'll recall, in the first book, when my father left me at the train station, I jumped on the next train to the city. There I met two conductors who didn't take too kindly to my bratty hijinks. When one of them physically and literally threw me off the train, it hurt. And it hurt enough that I pulled out a firecracker and launched it at his face. He patted his eye as the smoke cleared and his buddy jumped off the train and chased after me.)

And right then, the man was in front of me, considered me, but did not recognize me. After all, it was fifteen years ago. To some, that might as well be a lifetime ago. But he did stare at me, unblinking, for quite some time, swaying to the motion of the train.

Claudia also stared at me. I could feel her eyes watching us.

"Um, sir?" the conductor said, his one good eye staring at me. His name tag said Odin, the Norse god who traded his eye for one sip of a mystical brew. How could I have not notice it before? "Are you going to hand me your ticket?"

"Huh?"

"Frankie, hand the man your ticket." Claudia looked embarrassed and gave the conductor an apologetic look.

"Oh, right. Here!"

I too-forcefully jutted my hand out with the ticket and accidentally bumped his considerable belly to which he said "Oof!"

"Oh shit, sorry."

"Frankie!"

"What, I said sorry."

The conductor started to wave the mishap off but then I stupidly said, "I have poor depth perception."

At that he glared at me and Claudia groaned.

"What I mean to say is, that's a nice eye patch. Were you in the service? Thank you for it if you were."

He grudgingly clipped my ticket and looked back up at me. "No, as a matter of fact...I lost it saving a kid from a fire."

Well, of all the nerve. He was lying to me.

He held my ticket out for me to take.

"Oh, I'm so sorry. Did the kid make it?"

Odin heaved in an annoyed breath. Remembering. "Barely, made it out with his life."

I took the ticket and nodded.

Claudia gave me the classic what-the-hell-is-going-on-look as the man turned his back to us. I gave her a quick shake of the head that meant promise-I'll-explain-but-please-not-now.

The conductor turned back to us as he opened the door and we were both all smiles.

"By the way, if you see any children running around the train unattended, be sure to flag down a conductor. We like to keep our trains in order and don't want any rascals stirring up trouble."

As I stuffed my ticket in my coat pocket I said, not even thinking, "Well, I'll be sure to keep an eye out."

Claudia practically gasped.

The Conductor’s one eye went wide.

Then he grunted and closed our door a little too firmly.

"What's the matter with you, you goof? Were you born with permanent foot-in-mouth disease?"

"He didn't save no kid from a fire."

"Oh, how would you know?"

"I just know," I whispered, "Sorry. I panicked. I thought he recognized me when I was a kid."

"Why would he know you?"

"Because I was the brat that...gave him a rough time my first time traveling to the city."

"Oh," Claudia said, looking at the door as I sat down. "Man, what are the odds?"

***
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At hour twenty on the train, Claudia and I were getting a bit restless. It was dark out still and we had already amused ourselves. Me with a copy of Catcher in The Rye and her with her trusty Rubik’s Cube. She was getting better at it, I could tell.

But, being young twenty-somethings, what usually happens when you both run out of things to do?

The answer: you do each other.

Or at least try to, anyway.

We knew that an airplane bathroom would be tricky. But brother, it sure is a hassle to try getting down in a booth or berth or whatever the hell they called it.

Twice we butted heads getting undressed. Then I tripped shutting the blinds over our door. Then I made the mistake of turning around too fast, fell over Claudia as she was untying her shoes and landed on my back. I laughed it off. And she giggled. We were like a couple of teenagers still. But that didn't stop us.

We undid each other's pants and kissed each other passionately, rolling around like two wild animals.

When we were done both of our hairstyles were a mess.

We laughed at each other and then we snuggled up to each other and drifted to sleep.

***
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When it was morning and Claudia was still sleeping on her side, I reached into my duffel bag and pulled out the gold pocket watch.

It still shined brightly.

Sometimes I polished it with a terry cloth.

From time to time, I'd take it out and examine it between my fingers, wondering what made it tick besides the mechanisms inside. What made it so special? Was it a gift or a curse? It definitely drew the eye, sort of like Frodo's ring in The Lord of The Rings. But could it be mastered? What was it triggered by? Thought? Proximity? Did everyone who wielded it get the same amount of luck as the next person or did it vary?

All good questions, no good answers.

I pushed the button to open it. For once it was telling the right time. I still kept the old black and white photo that the original owner left in of his true love. Maria.

I rubbed the case and the chain it came on. Well, if this were to be my Aladdin’s lamp, so be it. Just so long as it didn't bring more problems along with it.

I gazed out into the orange hue of the morning sky. There were no more trees but flat cities glittering with lights. So, we'd be in Vegas...where all my troubles truly began.
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The Man with Two Faces
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Claudia and I were excitedly getting our bags together as we were just one hour away from the city. As luck would have it, we arrived in the evening, when all the lights popped on and made the city shine like some grand beacon; a glowing Oasis to a weary traveler. Come to think of it, we saw The Oasis Casino. I practically fell over in awe witnessing all of these lights.

It was one bright spot in a state mostly comprised of desert and coyotes, prairie dogs and rattle snakes.

But when it first started, in 1946, one place called Flamingo's Casino was all there was in the sprawling flatland surrounded by mountains. And it was owned, operated and financed by the country's most notorious gangster at that time; Bugsy Siegel.

Bugsy, besides being a career criminal for most of his life, was a charmer in the daylight but with a ruthless reputation at night. He had no need for concepts of right and wrong. And nobody could talk him out of his dream of bringing people to the middle of nowhere to gamble their life savings away. He told all his money men when he was first building the casino, "I don't care what you do, just make it look legal on the books."

It was quite an accomplishment for a childhood friend of Al Capone. He curried favor with him when Capone had to dodge a warrant for a murder charge. Bugsy suggested hiding out at his aunt's house. Ever since then, they did favors for one another. But all that was short lived when just one year later, a relaxed Bugsy was busy reading the LA Times in his Beverly Hills home, chaos erupted as shots were fired from a semi-automatic carbine rifle (the same rifle used in World War II) shattered the window and ripped through Bugsy and his paper. Two of the rounds got him in the head. 

To this day, nobody knew who the trigger man was. But once Bugsy was out of the picture, it allowed other developers to muscle in on his territory and thus, The Sunset Strip was born.

Sounds like just the spot for a nice, wholesome family vacation, doesn't it?

***
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When we arrived at the McCarran International Airport and Amtrak Station, we stepped out on the platform, weaving in and out of the crowds to get to the exit doors. The night was cool, not balmy and we voted against a taxi and opted for a white stretch Limo.

We expected some gentleman to be standing, waiting for us.

But the Limo was parked, with its hazards on, with the driver nowhere in sight. Me and Claudia looked at each other and I nodded, walking up to the driver side door while adjusting the strap on my duffel. The windows were tinted so it was hard to see inside. I had a brief bout of hesitation before rapping a knuckle on the window. I held my breath, half expecting Henry, my driver from my previous adventure to be behind the wheel.

Thankfully, this was not the case.

There was a muffled sound of an argument in the car.

When the automatic window rolled down, I was greeted by a sweating Serbian man with graying temples under his cap. He was in a very loud argument with someone on his car phone and I had just caught the tail end of it.

"Tell him I said the Sanderson’s are not allowed in the goddamn pool. Not after what Junior did."

With that he slammed the phone back in his cradle and looked at me, tipping his cap.

"What!?'

"Um, I believe you're waiting for a Mr. Dash?"

"Huh?" then I could tell it dawned on him, "Ohhh, yeah. Certainly. Where are my fucking manners? Please. Allow me."

He stepped out, helped put our bags in the trunk, ushered us inside, closed the door, got behind the wheel and drove the car gingerly into merging traffic.

Now, you may be wondering, why was I going by the name of Mr. Dash? Well, in a nutshell, that was my cover. I had fake ID's made for both me and Claudia. Seeing as how I wanted time alone, I didn't want either of us going by our real names, to be found by my father or any other type of spy ring.

Thus, I was Mr. Eddie Dash and she was Mrs. Elaine Dash.

When we settled into the limo and the partition was up, Claudia decided to ask me, "So how did you decide on Eddie and Elaine Dash?"

I fiddled with the pocket watch in my right hand.

"Do you remember that old Gene Wilder and Richard Pryor movie we watched a couple months ago?"

"Stir Crazy?"

"Great movie. No, the other one."

"Silver Streak?"

"Fitting, but no. The other one."

"See No Evil, Hear No Evil?"

"Nope."

"I give up."

"I'm not surprised. It was their last outing together on film. It was called Another You. Gene played a released mental patient and Richard played an opportunistic, aging con man who sets Gene up as a famous rich man by the name of Abe Fielding. But even though it's mistaken identity, Richard pleads with Gene to play along. You don't remember?"

"It must have been one of those times that we were fooling around and it was playing in the background. You know I'm terrible at multitasking."

"I see your point."

"So you're Richard's character?"

"Yeah, it was a silly movie but I kind of like it. Eddie's quick on his feet and resourceful. But I'm a Gene Wilder at heart."

"And who's Elaine?"

"The femme fatale who smacks Gene around."

"That tracks," with that, she smirked at me and gave me a wink.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

FIVE



[image: ]


As our driver drove down the strip, we looked out the tinted windows at all the dazzling lights. The Hotel Adonis and Casino expected us at 7:30 that evening and we were making good time. I admit, I was hypnotized by everything Las Vegas had to offer; Golden Nugget Casino, The Bellagio, not to mention The Stardust and The Hard Rock Cafe. Most of those are gone now. 

Las Vegas might have been started in the desert, but it may as well have been built upon quick sand. The real estate game was constantly shifting. When one casino conked out, it was removed in short order and a new one would be up and running six months later. Meanwhile, Bars and theatres were flooded with eager tourists, desperate to make their fortune or catch a world class show.

Yes sir, Vegas had much to offer.

Me and Claudia were flying high on the experience.

But what goes up, as they say, must come down.

***
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We pulled into a wide circle drive built around a gargantuan fountain. The water was spritzing up in different colors. The driveway was occupied by trucks, Hummers, Sports cars and classic cars straight out of the 1950's. It was a mesh of old and new. Our limo pulled up front and it was quickly greeted by two attendants. The big Serbian fellow got out and waved them away with his hanky as if they were gnats. At the same time he patted his face with it, sopping up the sweat that had collected on his forehead.

He bent over, pulled the door handle and helped my lady out with one hand. She did a playful curtsey and gave her bag to the bellhop.

I scooted forward and the driver waved for me to get moving. So I set my feet on solid asphalt and lifted myself out of the seat. The driver closed the door behind me as soon as I cleared it.

While adjusting my duffel strap, I took a long look up at the edifice before me. It was painted gold, looked to have at least forty floors, it looked like some kind of retro toaster owned by Spacely Sprockets from that show The Jetsons. And at the top of this monstrosity was a golden statue of a half-naked Greek man, sitting among, what I assumed were clouds, holding a lightning bolt in one hand and a mask with a sly grin in the other. His real face was cherubic, innocent of all wrong doings. He was just here for the sights and a stiff breeze.

As I looked up at the 'faux heavens' something brutal brought me back to earth.

"Wow," I said, "This is really..."

But before I could finish whatever thought I hoped to have, my shoes got hosed down by a fountain. A fountain of bile. A fountain of bile coming from some disheveled guy's mouth.

"Jesus!" Our driver yelped. He shoved the guy in the tan coat, red dress shirt and floppy aged fedora. The man's face was a series of emotions. But something told me he felt better having unloaded his troubles right at my feet. His eyebrows were sharp and his stubble sharper, blue eyes never leaving mine as he wiped his mouth with his sleeve.

"Beggin' your pardons, Misterfellows,” the man said in a heavy Boston accent,  "I guess I had too much to drink."

"Too much?" The driver scrunched his nose, "Smells like a full-time job to me."

And this was the start of my troubles in Las Vegas.

"No problem," I said, trying not to wiggle my toes in my overflowing shoes. At least it was only liquid. I didn't spot any rogue chunks of partially digested food. "These are just my travel shoes."

"Here, lemme, lemme make it up to ya."

The driver got between us, "Larry, scram."

"You know this guy?" I asked.

"I told you," trench coat guy said, "I go by two names. Lawrence and Rence for short."

Rence dipped his hand into his coat and pulled out a sheaf of papers. "Maps to the stars homes!" he declared.

"This is Vegas, Rence. All the stars live in the next state."

"Well, he might wanna visit the stars when he gets there don'he?"

I was confused.

"Two maps for five or the entire lot for forty-five?"

"What am I gonna do with forty-five maps?" I asked.

Rence looked insulted, "Sell 'em like me! They go pretty fast."

"Thanks buddy, but I have to get going."

"Hold on," The driver piped up. "You can't go sloshing into an establishment like that. Soaking shoes and shit. Hold on a tic."

He went to the trunk of the limo, completely ignoring Rence's hard sell tactics. Wish he would find me a crowbar to wrench me outta the situation.

"Seriously, I got it all," He went rummaging through his pockets again, "Maps, butterscotch candies, fine gold watches, maps, those little mint chocolate things they put on your pillow, maps..."

A barrage of quarters and nickels came out of his right pocket and went bouncing on the sidewalk around him.

Without missing a beat, he said, "Spare change! I got maps, spare change, butterscotch, forget-me-nots, moonstones, diamond studs, whiskey bottle bud, the little ones..."

All the while, he carried on, even as the driver handed me a towel, a new pair of socks and an old pair of shoes.

"My first customer had those shoes. I guess he fucking died a while ago so he won't need them. He never came back anyway."

I cleaned off my bare feet with a bottled water, wondering where Claudia had gone and why I had to be stuck in between Abbot and Castello here. Tried to make quick work on putting on the piss-poor shit-brown shoes.

"Brass rings, shiny things, crystal trunks...what the fuck?"

Rence looked at me and dropped the sales pitch.

"Say, fella, anybody ever tell you you got two different colored eyes?"

"It's called Heterochromia
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