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“The Adventures of Eddie & Derwood-


THE CRAZY CASINO CAPER”


by

Jed Power
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Eddie Hoar and Derwood Doller sat on the cracked concrete steps of the Hampton Beach Casino. Eddie looked down his nose at passersby like he owned the damn place. He didn’t, of course. Eddie didn’t even own the knockoff designer sunglasses perched crooked on his nose—he’d“borrowed them from a drunken tourist who’d passed out behind the Seashell Stage two nights ago. But he wore them now the way kings wore a crown.

Traffic on Ocean Boulevard rolled by in fits: rusted pickups, minivans sagging under the weight of enough  beach gear to outfit an army, and the occasional out-of-state Beemer with windows up so they didn’t have to smell the traffic exhaust and beach funk mixing in the humid air. Seagulls screamed overhead. Some little kids argued over saltwater taffy near the Funarama arcade entrance. All the usual noises of a Hampton Beach afternoon drifted around them.

Derwood Doller slumped beside Eddie on the steps, stubby, white and pimpled legs sticking out, flip-flops dangling from his toes like they were considering escaping on their own. He stared across the boulevard at the ocean, squinting from the glare. Derwood always looked like he’d rather be anywhere else but stuck with Eddie—and most days, he probably would. It was a dangerous place for him to be, the past had taught him that.

Eddie nudged him.”Felix, I got it,” he said, tapping the side of his head like he’d just discovered electricity. “The Mother Lode. The Big Score. Our ticket outta this broke-ass life.”

Derwood didn’t turn.“Oh, Jesus,” he breathed.

“No, no—listen,” Eddie purred.”This is different, Der. This is genius.”

“That’s what you said last time,” Derwood muttered. “Right before I got  handcuffed next to the dumpster behind the Casino Ballroom with that half-eaten sausage sub still in my hand. Before the seagull swooped down and stole it!”

Eddie waved away the memory. “Technical glitch.”

“Technical glitch? Eddie, the cop said if I even so much as fart the wrong way on the strip he’s gonna bust my ass ‘cause he’s sick a lookin’ at me.”

“No biggie, pal, ” Eddie said dismissively.  He leaned forward, eyes gleaming behind the stolen shades. “This—this is the golden goose. The Casino’s gettin’ torn down next year, right?”

Derwood grunted, still watching the surf. “So what? Everybody knows about that.”

“Bingo,” Eddie continued, “people are goin’ nuts about it. Nostalgia, Franklin. Folks’ll buy damn near anything if you tell ’em it’s ‘historic.’ It’s human nature., Clyde.You get a building that’s stood a hundred years? Memories? They brings tears to people’s eyes. Wallets come outta pockets. Visa cards tappin’ like Morse code.”

Derwood finally turned, slow as a bear coming out of hibernation. “Eddie...what are you thinkin’ this time?”

Eddie grinned. “Souvenirs.”

“Souvenirs?”

“Authentic Hampton Beach Casino memorabilia.” Eddie spread his arms wide like he was pitching a Hollywood exec. “Pieces of history, Clyde. The last relics of a bygone era. All certified. All legit—”

Derwood sat up. “Wait. Certified? By who?”

Eddie puffed out his chest. “By the experts.”

“What experts?”

“Us.”

“Oh, Christ.”

“No, no, hear me out, Marvin. We round up old doorknobs, light bulbs, whatever we got lyin’ around—stuff from your mom’s shed, that heap of junk in her backyard, maybe a few things from the town dump if we’re feelin’ ambitious. Then”—Eddie tapped a finger to his temple again—“we give every item a Certificate of Authenticity.”

Derwood blinked. “A fake certificate?”

“A beootiful fake certificate,” Eddie said cockily. “Glossy.  Gold seal. Fancy script. All official-lookin’ like it came from some historical society.”

Derwood groaned. “Eddie—where the hell we gonna get stuff like that printed?”

“Moe.”

Derwood’s head snapped around. “Moe? Eddie—Moe? That Moe? The hammer-head stoner that printed those fake Two-for-One pizza coupons and left his business name, address, and phone number on the back? The same coupons that almost got us killed cause you didn’t do your research and know that Lucifer’s Hammer bike gang had bought Mama Rosa’s a week earlier? The Moe that ratted us out and told the bikers we ordered the coupons. And they almost stomped us? That Moe? That asshole?” Derwood ran out of breath as he continued, “Every L.H.  biker on the Seacoast was lookin’ for us with orders to kill! That Moe?”

“They never got us,” Eddie said arrogantly. “Did they?”

“Yeah,” Derwood shrieked, “because the cops threw us in the slammer before they could!”

Eddie winced, and said haughtily, “Past performance doesn’t predict future results, Morris.”

“Eddie, he had his name on the coupons he made for us!”“He’s improved since then,” Eddie shot back. “Don’t smoke the high test no more.”

“You sure about that?”

“He said so.”

Derwood buried his face in his hands. “You talked to him?”

“Just this morning.” Eddie dug a crumpled pack of gum from his pocket. “He was straight. Says he only gets high after noon.”

Derwood stared at him. “It’s one-thirty.”

“Exactly. He was sharp as a tack.”

“Great,” Derwood said. “A tack soaked in bong water.”

Eddie ignored him. “Moe can do everything. Certificates. Labels. Catalog sheets. I’m thinkin’ big, pal—eBay listings, weekends hawking on the Boulevard, maybe even  a booth at that huge Seafood Festival they do every end of summer. I’ll even buy you one of them sausage subs you love, as long as you promise not to cover your shirt with the yellow mustard like you usually do.” Eddie hurried along, the words spilling out. “People love this old Casino. They’re cryin’ over  losin’ it. They’re taking pictures. They’ll pay good money for pieces of its  history.”

“Eddie that junk won’t be pieces of history.”

“They will be after we say they are.”

“That’s fraud.”

“That’s marketing,” Eddie spit back.

“That’s gonna get me arrested again,” Derwood whimpered.

“Not if you keep your head on straight and listen to me!”

Derwood sighed so hard a nearby seagull, sitting on a lamppost, looked over to see who expired.

Eddie leaned in, voice dropping to that hypnotic salesman purr he used whenever he needed Derwood fat and  stupid. “Woodrow...think about it.  Picture a line of tourists stretchin’ from our truck in the municipal lot all the way to  Zac’s Barn and Mrs. Mitchell’s. Picture us countin’ cash. Picture fifty bucks a hunk a cement from the Casino walkway. Seventy-five for a ‘Historic Ballroom Doorknob.’ A hundred for a ‘Genuine Shooting Gallery piece of charred wood.’ We label ’em classy. Give ’em fancy names. People’ll eat that stuff up.”

Derwood’s eyes softened despite himself. “A hundred bucks for a piece of wood?”

“Easy.”

“And we’ll tell ’em it came from the Casino...?”

Eddie shrugged. “Yes, sir! People don’t question what they wanna believe.”

Derwood scratched his chin. “We really gonna get certificates? Like real-lookin’ ones?”

Eddie grinned. “Glossy as a seal’s ass.”

Derwood looked back at the ocean, thinking.  Always a long, slow process with him—like his brain had to row out to sea and paddle back with the answer.
Finally he sighed.
“Alright... alright, Eddie,” he said warily.  “I need money for beer.”

“You’ll be drinkin’ imports for a change and not that  Keystone panther piss!”

Derwood, still doubtful, said, “But if Moe screws up again—”

“He won’t.”

“And if you get me arrested again—”

“I won’t.”

“And if this whole thing goes sideways—”

“It won’t.”

Derwood hesitated one last beat. Then:“Fine. I’m in. I got to have beer, or I get cranky. ‘Specially livin’ with you! You know that!”

Eddie clapped his friend on the back like he’d just won the lottery.
“I knew you’d see the light,  Leroy! This is it. This one’s the big one. We’re gonna make a killin’. CCC... The Crazy Casino Caper, baby!”
Derwood grimaced. “Don’t call it that. They’ll know what you’re up to.”

“Too late. Already bought the domain name... ccc.com.  No one’ll know what it stands for, ‘cept us. It’ll be our little inside joke.”

“You bought?” Derwood said amazed, “Eddie, you don’t even know how to turn on a computer.”

“That’s what teenagers are for.”

Derwood sighed again, but this time with the faintest, reluctant twinge of hope, visions of ice-cold beers dancing in his brain.

Eddie leaned back, hands behind his head, smiling like he already owned half the Boulevard.

And just then, as if on cue, a gust of wind blew a loose board off the side of the Casino with a loud clatter.

Eddie’s eyes lit up.

“See that, Emerson?” he whispered, reverently. “The old gal’s practically throwin’ souvenirs at us.”

***
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Eddie’s and Derwood’s B Street apartment always smelled like a mix of stale beer, cigarette smoke, wet sneakers, and the faint whiff of despair. A few days later was no different. The kitchen wasn’t big enough for two grown men, but that didn’t stop Eddie and Derwood, seated in two mismatched chairs, from squeezing around the beat-to-hell formica table, that was covered with piles of what Eddie called, “Casino relics,” that looked like they’d been salvaged from a landfill rather than supposedly a historic entertainment complex.

Eddie held up a cracked, discolored toilet-handle like he was offering communion.
“See this, Marvin?” he said. “This is gonna be a hot item. Official Casino Men’s Room Flush Lever. I got a few of em out of the town dump. along with a lot of other crap. No pun intended! We’ll say  they were used by countless rock legends, playin’ the Casino Ballroom through the years. Joe Cocker probably yanked this one off after takin’ one of his famous pre-show dumps. That’s what we’ll say.”
Derwood winced. “Eddie...How we gonna get away with stories like that?”

Eddie dismissed him with a wave of his hand, and tapped his temple with a forefinger. “Because I’m smart and the marks ain’t, that’s how. They’ll believe what I say about these things.” 

He nodded toward the other items on the table, pointing to each as he described them:

* A warped dart, with what might have been dried blood on the tip,  that Eddie claimed had been “thrown by Ray Charles during a wild, drunken private, after-hours casino party.”


•  A coffee-stained Styrofoam cup Eddie swore had been Frankie Valli’s backstage cappuccino chalice.

•  Half a dozen rusty tokens from the casino arcade, Eddie explained, but he didn’t mention, that if you looked close, you would see on each token embossed the word ‘Jolar,’  which had been a notorious 1970’s Boston Combat zone peep show, that Eddie had frequented like a second home. 

•  An old toilet paper roller Eddie insisted they market as “ used by the Beach Boys after they did nose candy, cut with baby laxative before their 1969 Casino show.”

•  A bent full-length drinking straw Eddie claimed was “Jerry Seinfeld’s Personal Nasal Intake Device.”

•   Numerous cutdown crusty drinking straws that Eddie  envisioned as used for Peruvian Marching Powder by various performers through the years.

•  A rusty small blowtorch Eddie said was used by a freebasing David Crosby pre-show in his Groupie-crowded dressing room. 

•  A small pile of pot roaches found in a smokey dressing room, at first believed to be on fire, after Jimmy Cliff, and his band, had used the room. “Ya, Mon!” Eddie proclaimed. “We can restock these every day with our own, instead of you eatin’ them for a cheap high!”

•  A broken motel key from theWaterbeds Motel,  Kittery, Maine. Eddie said was “found in the Casino’s celebrity green room after Led Zeppelin vacated it.”

•  A random piece of metal they couldn’t identify. Eddie called it a“Vintage Casino Structural Tension Beam Fragment: Handle With Care.”

•  A metal shoehorn Derwood recognized from Eddie’s closet. Eddie tagged it “Originally provided to touring crooners during early 20th century ballroom galas.”

•  A wad of melted plastic Eddie grandly named “Historic Ballroom Sound-Absorption Paneling.”

•  A dozen Jack Daniels empty nip bottles left behind by Jim Morrison. “Ill replenish these myself with our first profits,”Eddie declared.

•  Eddie picked up an old sweat-stained handkerchief and said, “ And for the old-timers: a snot rag that Louis Armstrong used to wipe his sweaty forehead.” 

•  Louie who?” Derwood asked, puzzled.  

•  “ The famous black trombone player, ignoramus,” Eddie snarked back. “And we can sell a bunch of these. We’ll just swipe hankies out of the Y lockers. No overhead that way.” “ Unless we have to post bail money,” Derwood mocked back.


The mound of items  looked like the lost-and-found pile from a Motel 6 meth convention.

Every item got its own little handwritten note, scotch-taped to it, telling Moe what to print on the “Certificate of Authenticity.”

Eddie smacked his hands together like a televangelist about to heal someone.
“Okay, load ’em in the box,” he ordered. “Moe’s waitin.’ We gotta give him the full inventory so he knows what historical tales to print up.”
Derwood slumped, remembering. “Moe... Jesus.”
He placed the items gingerly in the cardboard box, like he expected them to explode.
“And you let me do the talking,” Eddie said, pointing a finger at his partner. “We’ll be good that way. Don’t go razzin’ him about the pizza coupons.”

“Eddie, the asshole got us arrested,” Derwood snapped. “He printed his name and address on the back of our fake two-for one pizza coupons.  And I almost got decrapitated by Lucifer’s Hammers ‘cause he ratted that they were for us.”

“Ancient history,” Eddie said. “Moe’s matured. He told me he only gets high on weekends now and after noon only.”

“ Eddie, It’s Saturday and two o’clock.”

“Stop nitpicking, “ Eddie snarled.

***
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One hour later: The boys were in Eddie’s dilapidated pickup truck, heading for Moe and the copy shop in Manchester.

––––––––
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The truck coughed along I-93 like it was dying from some lung disease. The passenger door rattled every time they hit a bump. Eddie drove one-handed, sunglasses on even though the sky was overcast and the windows were filthy.

“I hired some computer geek to set up our eBay page,” Eddie said proudly. “Says he’ll make it look ‘professional and legit.”

Derwood blinked hard. “We’re sellin’ this crap online too?”

“Hell yeah, I told you that! That’s where the real money is. auctions.  We’ll make fake bids and drive up the price! But we’ll still hit the Boulevard ... direct sales, cash only. You gotta diversify, Norman.”

Derwood groaned. “Last time I dipersified with you,  I ended up sellin’ fake coupons to a biker gang and woke up in the ER.”

“That was a business learning experience
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