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 You
Just Might Find

 


I wrote this novella in Feb 2020. I had just
been to Las Vegas and heard about golf courses being converted to
housing in the middle of suburbs and thought that someone caught in
the middle of that sort of quagmire would have an interesting story
to tell.

 


I

A long time ago, before I was born, Sir Mick Jagger
sang, “You can’t always get what you want.” I agree with that
sentiment wholeheartedly, to the point that I feel my life is a
shining, timeless example of that fact. I have consistently failed
to get what I wanted throughout my life. However, despite his
pragmatic opening comment, somehow Mick was still an optimist. You
see, the chorus continued, “If you try some times / You just might
find / You get what you need.” There, Mick and I have to part ways.
Even with his weasel words (you just might find), I can’t agree
with him at all.






I, Adrian F. Scott, was driving home from work in a
bad mood one spring Thursday afternoon. I was stuck in traffic
because this was Las Vegas on a work-day afternoon. The traffic
didn’t surprise me – I had been a resident of Las Vegas for about
four years – but that didn’t mean it delighted me, either. I lived
here for work. I wasn’t a fan of the desert; desert I could take or
leave. No, that’s not right; desert I could definitely leave. I
like green, leafy, things-you-can-eat-growing-out-of-the-ground
sorts of places, not this wind-swept water-starved eyesore. But, I
was more than satisfied with my job so I stayed. I was the
Assistant Manager and Head of Security at the Whistle Stop Casino.
Maybe you’ve heard of it? Or, then again… I confess that it’s not
the Bellagio. It will never be the backdrop for Oceans 14.
But, it was an exceedingly profitable enterprise in a neighborhood
of North Las Vegas, Nevada in which I got to participate in profit
sharing. The money was good, so like an oil man who was willing to
spend his career in West Texas or Saudi Arabia or the North Slope
of Alaska because that’s where the oil was, I would spend my career
in or around Las Vegas because that’s where the casinos were. My
previous job was at a casino in California owned by a Native
American Tribe – the minor leagues of casinos. It was a good place
to learn my craft, but it is here in the desert where the money is
growing on trees.

Ironic, isn’t it?

I drove myself home in my leased Lexus hybrid
listening to talk radio. I was tired and ready to get out of my
suit and relax, but I knew that the relax part of that plan was
just not going to happen tonight. There was too much going on.
First of all, my son Carl was coming to visit me tomorrow, meaning
I needed to go buy something from the grocery store that had
vitamins and Riboflavin and didn’t come in a microwaveable tray. I
also had a homeowner’s association meeting tonight, meaning I had
to get together with my vice-president for a pre-homeowner’s
association meeting meeting first. And, I was in possession of an
email from the attorney for the company that our homeowner’s
association was suing. He said he wanted to speak at tonight’s
meeting; I’d give you short odds whatever the hell he wanted to
talk about was not going to be good news for me or the rest of the
homeowner’s association.

I am president of said association and have been for
over two years. It’s kind of a funny story how that happened, but
then again it’s kind of not funny, too. It was 100% my neighbor and
vice-president’s fault. Her name is Jasmine Flanders. This being
Vegas, it shouldn’t come as too much of a shock that Jasmine is a
tall, exceptionally well-proportioned, beautiful, blonde woman who
works in a topless review at the Tropicana. As such, she had an
unfair advantage when she stopped by unannounced and told me she
thought I would make an excellent candidate to be president of our
homeowner’s association. I tried to be cagy and I held out as long
as I could, asking questions (What does it involve? How much time
does it take? How much can I screw up all our lives if I suck at
this?), but I already knew my answer was going to be yes. Because
she was a beautiful woman. Because I entertained notions of someday
seducing her. When she said that she would gladly be
vice-president, meaning we would have to work together on a regular
basis, I agreed to go to the meeting and volunteer to be president.
It was at that meeting that I met Petra Jordan, Jasmine’s tall,
exceptionally well-proportioned, beautiful, black life partner who
works in a topless review at the Hard Rock Hotel and Casino. But, I
was not introduced until after I had been unanimously elected to my
prestigious office.

So, yeah, funny from certain perspectives, but not
always from mine. BTW and FYI, I was hoping to seduce Jasmine, yes,
but that’s OK because I am a member of the unattached community. I
have no life partner or lover; I am divorced and I have not dated
anyone since my move to Las Vegas. I am part of the world that
sneers at Buy One Get One Free (BOGO) or Buy One Get One Half Off
(BOGOHO) offers. I never RSVP with a plus-one. So, I met this
remarkably beautiful woman whom (as far as I knew) was single and
thought it would be good to ask her out; that’s normal, healthy
even, right? Right. So stop judging. Anyhow, that did not work out;
I did not get what I wanted, I did not find that I got what I
needed, either. Screw you, Mick.

I turned into my subdivision and, like every day for
the past seven months, I suddenly felt nauseous. Not because it was
polluted or poisoned; no, my stomach upset was of the
psycho-somatic kind. The entrance street I drove on pointed
directly at the hacienda-style clubhouse and recreation center for
the golf course that snaked majestically throughout our
subdivision, 18 holes of championship-level golf goodness designed
by Troy Schafer. You’ve heard of Troy, I’m sure: he’s the
second-best known active golf course designer who wasn’t a famous
stud on the PGA tour (after Pete Dye). Alas, for the last seven
months, said club house has been boarded up. Said golf course has
been unplayable. These two things were due to the fact that the
company who originally bought the golf course from the subdivision
developer went bankrupt and no one wanted to try to bring the
business back to life again. The course had opened before the 2007
recession and while Tiger Woods was still winning golf tournaments,
before he had been exposed as a lying, cheating, serial adulterer.
Without Tiger fist-pumping his way through the fourth round of the
Masters, The Open, The US Open and the PGA Championship on a
near-constant basis, the casual golfers (the ones who were more
interested in the beer cart than the proper technique for a flop
shot) slipped through the cracks in the illusion of golf’s
invincibility. Fewer people played golf now than in the 1990’s and
early 2000’s, that’s a fact. Therefore, not as many golf courses
were needed. Which ones go the way of the dodo and saber-toothed
rat? It’s hard to say, but the ones in nice neighborhoods, that
attracted non-golfers because of their higher home valuation,
appeared to be at the forefront of courses that have fallen
smack-dab onto hard times. Like ours. I know, because of my work in
the homeowner’s association, that less than one in five home owners
in the neighborhood ever played a round; less than two in five ever
attended a social function, or even had a beer at the clubhouse
bar. That was a recipe for disaster.

The rumors about the golf course’s financial
troubles broke about a month into my tenure as association
president, followed by the actual declaration of bankruptcy and
termination of golf operations. I rode a wave of righteous
indignation and home-valuation panic to get two-thirds of my
neighbors to agree to a special assessment to sue the company that
shut down our golf course. With the windfall from that special
assessment, I have hired lawyers and taken part in depositions and
attended meetings and meetings and meetings but so far had not been
within shouting distance of a courtroom for this matter. And, in
the still of the night when my head hurts and I wallow in the
betrayal of living in a golf course community without a golf
course, I have had to ask myself, “Why in the name of Ben Hogan did
I think suing this company would do any good?” And I have no answer
for myself, making it a rhetorical question, I guess, but still,
what the hell was I thinking? What good does it do to sue a company
that’s not making money in an effort to keep them in a state of
financial peril? Nothing had changed since the doors closed that
would make it any more likely to be profitable today: even fewer
people are playing golf, and that certainly includes my friends and
neighbors. So, I have been trying to cover other bases as well,
like looking for someone to buy this unprofitable golf course and,
hopefully, apply some different business model to make it a solvent
enterprise. I contacted a couple of companies that convert golf
courses into combination golf and footgolf courses. The idea of
footgolf, apparently, is that you kick a soccer ball down the
fairway and, once on the green, try to smoothly roll it into a
monster-sized hole. So far, no one has put together the financing
needed to buy out the current owners, who (it should be noted) have
not been very cooperative to me given I’m the one suing them to get
back into their unprofitable business. I contacted a different
company that runs disc golf courses; it would make me sad each and
every day to watch some hipster in baggy shorts and a straw hat
take a good run up and hurl an expensive Frisbee down the fairway
behind my house, but it would make me less sad than what I see
today, which is shaggy grass and rampaging weeds. We (the
homeowner’s association) pay a landscape company to mow the grass
every other week, but we cannot afford to try to keep the course in
a playable condition. So, there it is: my disappointment, my shame,
my ruined life and broken promises.

Well, my most recent set of disappointments, shame
and broken promises. My life had been ruined for a number of years
before that.

I drove to my driveway, used the garage door opener
to remotely lift my garage door, and parked the Lexus for the
night. Screw shopping; Carl probably wants to have some input on
what he eats anyhow, so we’ll just go shopping tomorrow afternoon
after he arrives. After closing the garage door behind me, I went
inside to the blessed air-conditioned comfort of my 2,400 square
foot anchor around my neck. Its value had dropped fifty percent
since the golf course closed and the litigation started; no one
wanted to move into a neighborhood where their housewarming gift
was an equal share of a loser lawsuit. I could afford to move, I
guess, if I was willing to pay off a big chunk of my mortgage by
tapping my savings down to nothing, but short of that sort of
desperation heave, I was stuck here. And I was a lucky one; most
neighbors didn’t have the desperation heave option. I was
surrounded by people underwater in their homes in the desert. Isn’t
it ironic, don’t you think, Alanis?

I changed into casual slacks and a golf shirt; a
little extra dollop of irony on top of all the rest for the meeting
tonight. After popping a TV dinner in the microwave without
bothering to read which part of the plastic wrap on top was
supposed to be loosened or removed, I called Jasmine. “Hey; is now
a good time?”

“Sure, sport. See ya.”

I quickly let myself out the sliding patio door in
the back of the house, closing it as quickly as I could to keep the
cool inside. I stood there in my small yet beautiful back yard. I
had paid thousands to have a gas barbeque, a gas fire pit and a
flag-stone patio installed with a couple patches of kidney-bean
shaped fake grass putting greens around the edges. All of this was
surrounded by a four foot fence. There were two other large houses
on each side of me and the useless 13th fairway straight behind me.
If I leaned over my back fence I could see the overgrown tee box on
one side and the mound fronting a fairway bunker to the other. But
I didn’t go over there; it would just make me sadder and madder.
Instead, I walked to the side wall that abuts Jasmine’s
property.

A minute after I got there, Jasmine quickly exited
her French Doors and closed them behind her. She wore a flouncy
cotton skirt and a long tank top with wide shoulders, completely
concealing the breasts that are an important part of her business
portfolio. Jasmine, despite working half-dressed, was really a
pretty reserved young woman. She also had a degree in business from
Berkeley, reminding me to avoid judging books by their covers. “Hi;
you look pissed,” she told me as she met me at the fence and kissed
me on the cheek.

“Yeah.”

“Anything new? Or just your baseline level of pissed
off?”

“Pretty much baseline. I got an email from Eric West
saying he will be at the meeting tonight and asking to speak, he
didn’t say why.”

“Great. Whatever it is, it can’t possibly be good
news.”

“Yeah. How goes your discussions with city hall and
the non-profits?”

“Crappy,” Jasmine replied with a sigh. “The Parks
and Rec department, the Audubon Society and the Sierra Club all say
they are 100% on board with the value that either a park or natural
open space would provide in this part of Nevada. But, none of them
have the money to buy the land outright.”

“I’m starting to think our problems could be solved
if we just had more money.”

“That’s from The Big Bang
Theory, isn’t it?”

“More or less; I think I’m paraphrasing.”

“Got it. All of these organizations are also telling
me that our situation is far from unique, that there are at least
half-a-dozen homeowner’s associations that have contacted them for
this same reason, so even if they had money to help…”

“…which they don’t…”

“…which they don’t, we’d still be screwed because
they would help the lucky bastards that contacted them first.”

“Great. Just charming,” I replied, shaking my
head.

“And you? Any footgolf, or disc golf or golf
solutions coming to fruition?”

“Why don’t they call footgolf ‘folf’ or disc golf
‘dolf?’”

“I dolf know.”

“Ha. No, nothing new. Well, one thing new, but it’s
bad news, so that’s not very new. I talked to a company that has
been successful in running golf courses near Chicago by offering
reduced rates to people who run from shot to shot and carry their
clubs with them in a quiver-like sling on their backs. They can get
a lot of people through in a day, and the fitness aspects of it are
staving off a loss of participants. Anyhow, they have no interest
in expanding to Vegas, but they did tell me something important:
our biological clock is ticking.”

Even in the low light I could tell Jasmine was
glaring at me. “Isn’t that my line?”

“A different biological clock. If we can’t find
someone to take over the course within a year of it shutting down,
nature will have reclaimed so much of what was a golf course that
anyone who does try to run a golf course here will pretty much have
to start over. Re-landscaping, re-seeding, re-everything. So, if we
can’t get someone in place soon and they can’t get their act
together fast, the five months we have left before that time bomb
explodes will be gone.”

Jasmine’s lovely features were distorted into an
unpleasant looking scowl. “Yeah, you’re right. A new variation on
bad news.”

“Yeah. So, we can talk about all this with the rest
of the officers later, but at the meeting tonight…”

“I know,” Jasmine interrupted me. “All rainbows and
sunshine. Report the positive and bury the negative.”

“Yeah. Especially with Eric there. We don’t want to
give him even more reason to go back to his clients and say, ‘Stall
‘em, they’re near the breaking point.’”

“Agreed. But, Adrian, we are near the breaking
point.”

“Are we?”

“Uh, yeah, we are staring into the abyss. Pretty
soon it will all just be weeds and bugs out there instead of the
beautiful manicured shades of green.”

You can’t always get what you want. “Let’s hold it
together for now. All it takes is one yes to turn this all
around.”

She smiled at me, a smile that I always received
with the same thought: I wish you weren’t gay. “You’re the perfect
president for this crisis. Some are born to greatness and some have
greatness…”

“…thrust upon them by their sexy neighbor. How’s
Petra?”

“She’s fine; she’s working tonight so will miss all
the fun.”

“Poor girl. See you tonight.”

“Right-o.”

After watching Sportscenter while eating my
over-processed, salty carb-fest, I reviewed the electronic files
that constituted our books, mentally rehearsed my upbeat, rallying
words and walked to Agnetha’s house for the meeting. Without the
clubhouse to the golf course, we didn’t have a natural meeting
space anymore and so had to ask for volunteers to host each
meeting. It was always crowded, because everyone in the
neighborhood suddenly became vitally interested in the business of
the association after the golf course closed, but it was the best
we could do. Agnetha, who moved here when her husband retired and
before he passed away, was a strong supporter of getting some sort
of folf, dolf or golf course up and running in the neighborhood.
There were fewer and fewer of us all the time; by now, a majority
would prefer the course just be made into a meandering park and be
done with it. I still was carrying the golf course torch, but if
Jasmine were able to find a way to get the city or county or some
non-profit to take over, even if that involved turning it into
irrigated wetlands for migratory and… whatever you call
non-migratory birds, I was all for it, too. Anything was better
than this uncertainty and expense of trying to keep nature in check
as an association.

When I walked into Agnetha’s living room, Eric West
was already there, immaculately turned out in a beautifully
tailored suit, sitting by himself with a self-satisfied little
smile on his face. Maybe they taught classes in smiling through
boredom and hostility in law school. I waved and he waved back. I
noticed that he had a cardboard cylinder with him, the kind you’d
use to mail a poster or rug. Or a map.

I called the meeting to order and gave my upbeat
summary of companies I had talked to about trying to get the land
playable again. I conveniently left out the financial barriers to
any of them getting involved. Jasmine did the same with the park
and open space options. There was some grumbling amongst our
members, but anytime it looked like someone was going to call us on
our half-truths, they glanced over at Eric and kept their mouths
shut. Finally, when I had nothing else on the agenda, I said, “Eric
West has asked to address us this evening on behalf of the owners
of the golf course. Eric, can you come up here and let us know
what’s on your mind?”

He rose and ceremoniously buttoned all three buttons
on his suit coat, tugging the lapels a little to get just the right
line, before stepping around and over people packed into Agnetha’s
living room and joining me, Jasmine and the other officers in the
dining room. He stood in front of the table, so I and my fellow
officers were watching the back of his suit jacket as he made this
brief speech. “Good evening. I’ve been asked by my client, Jones
Recreation Trust, Inc., to inform you of a change of status for the
property they own in this housing development. JRTI has decided to
sell the property to a local consortium of investors who have filed
plans with the city of North Las Vegas to begin development
immediately. The land will be used for condominiums, town homes and
a few single family homes. Naturally, access to these new homes
will be needed in the form of roads and sidewalks, so there will be
some small land claims made by the city in the name of imminent
domain of some of your property to provide that access. The sale
will be final in a few weeks, and at that time my firm will file a
motion to dismiss your law suit because my client will no longer
have any interest in the property.”

It was completely silent in the house. I could hear
the wind lightly shaking the windows as it cruised over the open
space that would not be open much longer. And then the noise began,
profanity and protests from everyone in the living room. Eric
turned to us now, set the mailing tube on the dining room table,
and turned to go. That was not an easy process for him; almost
everyone said something to him or grabbed at him as he slowly
worked his way to the front door. I was still shell-shocked, so
Jasmine opened up the mailing tube and dumped out a four foot by
three foot architectural drawing and unrolled it on the table. It
featured an overhead view of the neighborhood, showing the
existing, nearly overlapping homes we all lived in, but added
multi-story buildings running along each fairway until some of our
backyard fences abutted three stories worth of condo or townhome. I
didn’t even bother to look at what was planned for the 13th
Fairway; I was afraid I would not be able to handle what I saw
there.

Now that Eric was gone, the mob all tried to push
into the dining room and directed their unhappiness and criticism
towards the officers of their association. Everyone wanted to see
the drawings, everyone just had to see those drawings right away,
as if it made any different in the final analysis if you saw it
now, or after your neighbor, or tomorrow. I stood and made pleas
for calm and quiet that no one heard. So, I joined the cacophony
and vowed resistance and vengeance to my dying breath. It felt nice
to let go from the normal reserve required of an association
president. But, it didn’t help me figure out how to solve this
problem.

You can’t always get what you want, indeed,
indeed.






II

I arrived at work on time the next morning, despite
traffic that would make Los Angeles jealous. Though Vegas is a
relatively small city, it is all about the car, so it always feels
like there is traffic in any direction you might want to go, at any
time of day. And I am a smart enough local to avoid driving up or
down The Strip any time, day or night, because that’s just asking
for heart attacks and road rage.

I walked slowly around the floor of the casino upon
arrival to check on what was happening. It being early on a Friday
morning, the answer was, “Not much.” The average age of our
gamblers was over fifty, but this morning it looked like mostly
octogenarians pulling the handles on the slot machines. And our
clientele never looked like they enjoyed what they were doing; they
stared at the machines like zombies who have given up eating brains
and just stared at flashing lights all day instead. I recognized
two or three people as being locals; since we’re a neighborhood
casino, we draw in a few people from the neighborhood. I greeted
the folks I recognized and wished them luck, knowing that all the
luck in the world was not going to change their lives or our bottom
line. The math was too firmly on our side.

The casino floor was small when compared to the big
boys, about the square footage of two basketball courts. 90% of
that was devoted to slot and poker machines, a lot of penny
machines and the rest quarters. The only table games we offered
were blackjack (four tables) and roulette (two tables). There was
one dealer and one croupier stationed at the tables right now; I
briefly chatted with each, since they had no customers at this
hour. They both treated me like I was their boss, which wasn’t
quite accurate (I didn’t supervise the floor staff), but I must
admit, that default respect, it felt nice. Especially after
continually having my ass handed to me in my side gig as a
homeowner’s association president.

I went to my office and did all the normal stuff
desk-bound employees do. I checked my email. I checked my
voicemail. I fired off replies to both of those things, where
needed or warranted or I just felt like it. I looked at the
casino’s numbers from the last 24 hours; it had been a pretty good
Thursday, not the best ever but better than average. And then I
gave myself permission to take a work break and called my
lawyer.
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