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"Hey, Shasta, it's time." Ellie, my cubicle neighbor announces.

I bang my head lightly on the padded wall of my cell —  er, cube. "Huzzah," I reply in the flattest tone I can manage. The first Friday of the month is the worst. Yeah, I know everyone is supposed to love Fridays, but PAMECorp forces us to endure these nauseating pep rallies designed to spark our productivity or some shit.

I click to save my spreadsheet. Wouldn't it make more sense to let me, I don't know, work instead of making me sit through another multi-hour meeting that's supposed to inspire me to want to work? Whatever. If they want to waste their money, it's on them. And they certainly do. As Senior Accounting Manager, I see the receipts for what they spend on these monthly farces.

Ellie and I ride the cramped elevator to the conference room. Actually, it's the conference floor. Floor 17, to be exact. PAMECorp remodeled most of the building with a modern, sleek feel. Technically, PAMECorp only occupies five floors, and in keeping with most corporate decisions that make no sense, none of our floors are together. The rest are rented out as office space to other companies. On Floor 17, they gutted everything and installed retractable walls that can be configured in like a million different ways. On the first Friday, all the walls are open and the most uncomfortable chairs in the world are arranged so the four hundred of us who work on-site can endure these meetings.

All the seats near windows are already taken, so Ellie and I grab two seats in the back row. I set my notebook on my chair and join the line at the snack table. It's the only positive thing about the meeting. I scoop grapes and apple slices into a paper bowl because all the baked goods are picked over so I'm stuck with fruit.

"Look at you, being all health conscious," a deep voice teases from my left. Del Hudson. Ellie jokes that he's my work husband because he hardly talks to anyone else outside of his department. That, and I made the mistake of admitting out loud one time that I think he's cute. He's tall and solid, the perfect example of a "dad bod", with dark hair that's just a little too long and blue eyes that hide behind his black glasses.

"Couldn't make up a suitable IT emergency to get out of this one, huh?"

Del grabs the last raspberry danish —  yuck —  and plops it on his plate. "No. I was stuck on a conference call with one of our security vendors so everyone else got their 'emergencies' lined up."

"I can't feel too bad for you, Del. You've managed to weasel your way out of the last five of these."

"Four. I had to sit through the February one." He shudders.

"That one was the worst." As one would expect, the whole theme of the February pep rally was love. They somehow managed to twist that into how we're supposed to show love for our customers. It was absurd.

I point Del to the seat next to mine. Ellie is on my other side, chatting with Trevor, the smarmy head of the sales team. She adores him. I think he's a little creep. To be fair, he reminds me of my ex-husband, so I might be a little biased.

"Big plans for the Fourth?" Del asks me.

I pop a grape in my mouth. "Meh, nothing exciting. How about you?"

"Family cookout at my parents'. Then we'll spend the evening watching their neighbor's illegal fireworks with 9-1 already dialed, just in case there's another incident."

There's got to be a story there. "Another incident? With fireworks?"

"Yeah. Three years ago one of their roman candles set my parents' shed on fire."

I almost drop my grapes. "No way."

"Yeah. Thank goodness it was only the shed and not the house." 

"Good afternoon, PAMECorp!" Cecily, VP of Bullshit, flounces onto a small platform at the front of the room and grins. She lifts both arms and wiggles her fingers, waving at all of us. Her manic open-mouthed grin is the icing on the cake.

"Oh, shit," Del grumbles.

I smile, which Cecily wrongly assumes is due to my excitement at her dramatic entrance. She points at me and gives a double thumbs up.

"Are we all excited to be here?" Cecily missed her calling as a televangelist charlatan (not that all tv preachers are charlatans, but she totally would be). Instead, she's here, spreading the One True Message about the joy of corporate devotion.

A few people shout, "Yes!" and I'm convinced they've been given a bonus to do so, because nobody is that happy to be at work on a Friday afternoon before a holiday weekend.

Cecily claps her hands and jumps up and down a few times. "Come on, PAMECorp, you can do better than that! Are we all excited to be here?"

Most of us muster a lukewarm "Yeah," which is good enough for Cecily.

"If you're not excited now, you will be," she threatens.

"I'm too old for this," Del grumbles at my ear.

Me, too. I'm a few months shy of my forty-seventh birthday, old enough to be steeped in cynicism and immune to people like Cecily. (Why yes, I am GenX. Is it that obvious?) Del's fiftyish, cute in a geeky sort of way, with a wicked sense of humor. We've bonded over Seinfeld references most of our coworkers are too young to fully appreciate.

Cecily presses on. "I'm sure you've all noticed the gift bags on the floor under the chairs."

I hadn't, actually. I'd noticed two things. The lack of donuts and my proximity to the exit. Priorities, you know.

"Go ahead and grab the gift bag under your chair." She clasps her hands as if she expects to be blown away by our collective reaction. 

I lean over, trying not to spill my grapes, and reach back to pick up the bright red gift bag.

"Okay, friends," Cecily shouts. "Open your present!"

Rustling fills the room. I balance my bowl of grapes on my lap and pull the items out of my bag. A thin leather book and a rectangular wooden case. I flatten the bag and open the case. A pen is nestled on foam inside. An expensive pen.

I flip the leather book over. On the front, engraved in gold leaf, are the words, "My Bucket List."

What the heck is this crap?
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"What's this shit?" Del whispers, echoing my thoughts as he inspects his journal and pen.

"I'm sure we're about to find out," I whisper back.

Ellie clasps her book with both hands. "This is awesome," she gushes. "I've always wanted to make a bucket list."

Not me. Bucket lists, vision boards, empowerment dream charts... all that woowoo bullshit is for the birds. No, actually, birds deserve better than this nonsense. My goals are sensible, just like my shoes.

It's casual Friday. Ellie is in an adorable sundress and red heels. Casual Friday, Ellie, casual. I'm in jeans and sneakers and a standard-issue gray prison — er, PAMECorp t-shirt. Nobody likes a showoff.

Okay, that's a lie. I adore Ellie. She's in her late 20s, and steeped in all the perky optimism that comes with being that age.

"What are you going to put on your list?" Ellie asks, just as Cecily retakes the stage and saves me from answering.

"Alrighty, friends, let's get down to business with the PAMECorp motto! Ready? Go!"

The crowd mumbles along as Cecily shouts into her headset. She claps her hands on each syllable. I hope she gets a blister.

"People! Action! Motivation! Efficiency! PAMECorp! PAMECorp!"

People actually applaud. Del and I glance at each other, and I mutter, "If they start rolling in trays of Kool-Aid, I'm out of here."

He snorts.

Cecily beams and holds up her own leather book. "You all know that PAMECorp's number one priority is YOU. Without you, there would be no PAMECorp at all. To show our appreciation, July's theme is all about... can anybody guess?" She cups a hand to one ear and leans toward the audience.

Low, so only I can hear, Del says, "Torture?"

I bite my lip.

"That's right! Independence!" She claps again. "This month's theme is all about YOU — the amazing individuals that make up our amazing team. You all do an amazing job here, and so we want you to make your own bucket list." She holds up a hand in a "stop" gesture. "Now I know you'll all be tempted to put things on your bucket list related to PAMECorp, but we want your bucket list to be full of amazing things for YOU."

"If she says 'amazing' one more time..."

Del whispers, "How dare you mock our Leader."

We look away from each other to keep from laughing out loud.

Ellie is facing forward with rapt attention and I hope I'm not disrupting her magical experience.

Cecily blathers on as I run my finger over the gold leaf title on the journal. I try to stop them, but the thoughts come anyway. When did I become so cynical and stop letting myself have fun goals and dreams?

Oh yeah, I never started. I'm pretty sure I came out of the womb cynical. Probably because my mother was unconscious — back then the actual woman giving birth was a bit of a nuisance, so it was standard procedure to knock her out, deliver the baby, and then bring her around.

In my case, my mother was unconscious, I was born, and my father was flying high as a kite, thanks to his never-ending love affair with cocaine. Despite this, the doctor asked him what my name was. As legend has it, the only thing he could remember was that someone in the waiting room was drinking a soda. Behold, my name. Shasta. Thank God they weren't drinking a Mr. Pibb.

When my mother came to, she was furious. You're probably on her side right now. Don't be. She wanted to name me Moonflower. No, I'm not shitting you. They compromised. My name is Shasta Moonflower, which went so nicely with my original hippie last name of Rivers. When I got married, I couldn't take his name —  DeAngelo —  fast enough. And when I got rid of him, I kept it.

The pen is really nice. A Parker pen, to be exact. If I'm not mistaken, these pens run a solid fifty bucks apiece. I glance around the room. About two hundred of us in attendance, plus two hundred smarter employees who are not. So if they got one for everyone, that means the company coughed up twenty grand for pens?! Plus another however much for the journals.

I inspect it more closely. Soft leather cover, thick pages, loop to secure a pen... yeah, these probably cost at least thirty dollars. Twelve grand. Thirty-two thousand dollars on this crap? Not to mention four hundred gift bags? The wastefulness makes me itchy.

I realize Cecily's voice has stopped. I glance around at a sea of bowed heads. Most people are writing in their journals. I look to the front of the room. The giant whiteboard has a helpful suggestion to write "My Bucket List" on top of the first page and then list ten items. Goals. Dreams. Visions. Things to manifest. Whatever.

Fine. I'll play along. Maybe I can manifest a chocolate doughnut.

I smooth the journal open and at the top of the first page, I write, "My Bucket List" and the number one.

It mocks me.

What can I possibly write down? I could write down that I'd like to change my name. No, as much as I fantasize about it, I don't think I'd ever do it. 

I poise my pen over the paper and get ready to write. Is the point to make a list of things to waste money on? Fine. It's not like I'm signing a contract. I could splurge on those fancy cotton candy flavored grapes instead of the regular ones. Wow. No way I'm writing that down, because it's the most pathetic, lame, pitiful wish list ever. Grapes? Really? That's the best I can come up with? 

Cecily startles me by clapping her hands to get everyone's attention again. "Okay! Let's hear some of the things on your lists. I'll randomly call on a few of you to share. Carol S. Tell us something on your list."

A woman in the front corner of the room stands and says, "I want to hike the Grand Canyon."

Applause.

"Monica D. Your turn."

Monica pops to her feet like a sugared-up whack-a-mole. "I want to write a book."

Applause follows her, and each of the next ten people who share their big dreams. I politely clap, not paying attention, until Del elbows my arm. "She just called on you."

Cecily looks over the room and repeats, "Shasta? I thought I saw you earlier." Her hand is over her eyes as if she's shielding them from the sun as she searches for me. 

Shit. I stand up and mumble, "I, um, want to go to Pamplona for the Running of the Bulls."

I sit to thunderous applause. My face burns because I hate being put on the spot.

"Bull is right," Del says.

"What was I supposed to say?"

He leans over and looks at my closed journal. "What's on your list for real?"

I open it and show him the blank page.

"Wow, really getting in the spirit, eh?"

"What's on your list?"

Sheepish, he opens his book and lets me see the page. His handwriting is small, tight, and neat. His first item is to do ten random acts of kindness. His second? Restore a muscle car. That's way closer to what I expected to see. 

Cecily is reading some statistics on goal setting and how writing down your goals makes them eleventy billion times more likely to come to fruition. I look at the clock and sigh. It's only one thirty, which means we're trapped here for at least another hour and a half. 

"We have one last surprise for you. If you look inside the back cover of your journal," she says, pausing for everyone to look.

"You've got to be kidding me." I roll my eyes at the crisp twenty-dollar bill. 

"We're giving you a little bit of seed money to start fulfilling your bucket list!" Cecily gives a little squeal. Seriously. She squeals in delight, the shrill noise giving me a headache.

"How much you think they spent on this?" Del asks.

"Pfft. Upwards of fifty grand."

He makes a strangled noise. "Are you serious?"

"I'm an accountant. I'm always serious."

"Sheesh."

I share the sentiment. I know I'm supposed to be grateful the company is so "employee oriented" but the level of spending — which I feel is directly proportional to the level of stupidity — puts a bad taste in my mouth. I look down at the pile in my lap. I could have put the hundred bucks they spent on my "gift" into an investment account and turned it into more money. It also irks me that they can lay out this kind of money for nonsense like this, but our department has to jump through a dozen hoops and practically sign blood-oath declarations of need in order to get toner for the five-hundred-year-old copier the "can't afford" to replace.

I slide my finger along the sleek black casing of the pen. It clicks so smoothly and writes like a dream. Fine. I can admit the pen is pretty awesome. 

While Cecily continues, I glance over at Del's notebook. "Tell me about the random acts of kindness."

He blushes a little and pushes his glasses up his nose. "It's no big deal. Something I used to do with my mom when I was a kid. It was the first thing I thought of."

Cecily says something about breakout sessions, and a handful of us take advantage of the motion and chaos to cram into the elevator like rats leaping onto the Titanic's last lifeboat. 

Del's arm is against mine. The warmth is enough to distract me from the uncomfortable position I'm in. If I shift my weight at all, I'll be pressed against his side, and while the idea isn't offensive, it'd likely be an HR violation. I scarcely breathe until the door opens on the eighth floor. Del and I hop out. He heads right and points back at me. "Get to work on that list."

"I'm on it," I answer sarcastically and hold the gift bag over the trash can. My department is to the left, so we part company with a smile. 

At my desk, the red gift bag mocks me. I turn all my attention back to the spreadsheet I was working on, and stifle a curse. I hate being interrupted mid-project, and now I can't remember what formula I was trying to set up. It takes me a good fifteen minutes to work backwards and start that section all over. 

The only upside to these pep rallies is moments like this, where everyone else in my cube farm is at the meeting and it's just me, working in a quiet office. Well, me and Carl, who never attends these things, but he's on the far side of the room. 

It's almost four when half a dozen accountants spill back into the room. Ellie appears in my cube doorway. "Ohmygoshyoumissedit," she says it like it's one word. "Where'd you disappear to?"

"Bathroom." I feel a little bad about lying, but it's so much easier than telling Ellie that I hate those meetings. She loves them, and bless her heart, she'd probably try to convince me to love them, too. It's better for both of us this way. "What did I miss?"

She's breathless. "Oh. My. Goodness. Cecily had us break into small groups and we workshopped items for our bucket lists. We had general topics, like travel, adventure, personal, all kinds of stuff to get us started."

I'm hard pressed to think of something less appealing than discussing anything private with my coworkers. Ellie is the exception, and I think that's mostly because she reminds me so much of my daughter, Katherine. Kat's a little younger at twenty-five, but they both share that unbridled passion for life generally reserved for the young.

"It was sooo great."

"Awesome," I say.

Her eyes sparkle as she catches my gaze. "Do you really want to go to Spain and see the bulls? That would be so amazing."

I can't lie to her about that. I shake my head. "It was the only thing I could think of when Cecily put me on the spot like that."

She looks slightly disappointed. "Oh. What do you want to do?"

"Finish my spreadsheet and go home," I answer with a laugh.

She eyes me just like Kat would. "You should make the list. It'll be good for you."

A moment later I'm alone in my cube. Just me and the stupid blank page mocking me. Well, forget it. There's no way I'm making a list. 

Not now, not ever.

***
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My Bucket List

1.
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I just finished washing my supper dishes when Kat's call comes in. I check my watch. Eight on the dot. "Hey, sweetheart, I thought it was my turn to call you?"

"It is, but I just got home and Daniel's working late."

There's a two-hour time difference between Pennsylvania and Colorado, so it's six there. "How was your day?"

She yawns and I hear the telltale rustling that lets me know she's flopping onto the couch. Probably already in her pajamas. "Good. Long. I was supposed to get off at two, but I didn't want to hand off my patient. I even had to throw her over-involved mother-in-law out of a delivery room this afternoon. Good times."

"Oh, no." It's just something to say, because I know Kat has zero problem handling troublemakers. 

"Oh, yes. The poor mother is in active hard labor, and this woman is badgering her that she's not pushing enough." She sips something. "At one point my patient is crying. She tells her husband to ask his mother to leave. Squirrely little wuss wouldn't do it, so I did." That's my girl, staunch advocate for those in need.

"You go, Kat." I swear she's a superhero. 

"Man was she mad. I asked if she would prefer to stay in the waiting room or be escorted out of the building. She calmed her ass down after that. Half an hour later we had a healthy baby girl and a tired but happy mama. And how was your day?"

I tell her about the pep rally. 

"Mom. You should totally do a bucket list." She sounds far more enthusiastic than I expect. "Seriously. It doesn't have to be big stuff. Just things you never do for yourself. You know, because you never do anything for yourself," she scolds. 

"That's not true. I..." I can't think of anything except binge-watching Netflix. 

"Exactly." There's a pause and something shifts in her tone. "Soooo, part of the reason I called is that I kind of have a bucket list item of my own."

"Oh?" I'm immediately on edge. What is she up to now?

"You know how much I love being in labor & delivery, and that's where my heart is."

"Yes." Ever since she was little, Kat was destined to work with babies in some capacity. When she finished nursing school and had the chance to take the job in L&D, she didn't even hesitate. In fact, her internship in school had been at a birthing center. My girl has always known where she was going.

"I have an amazing opportunity. Now don't freak out."

"Kat." What's the easiest way to get me to freak out? Tell me not to.

"We're moving to Nashville."

Surprising, but hardly the bombshell I was expecting. "I thought you loved living in Fort Collins."

"I do. We do. But."

Oh. I sense something big coming.

"I got a scholarship to get my Master's so I can be a certified midwife."

"That's incredible." My heart surges with pride. "Where?"

"Vanderbilt."

"Holy shit, Kat!" I'm on my feet. I wish she was here because I would bear-hug her so hard. "That's amazing!"

"Here's the part you're not going to like."

I sit back down. 

"The scholarship stipulates I have to be a full-time student. Which means I'm not going to be working. Not that I'd have much time anyway. It's an intensive program."

I bite my tongue. She's already heard my lecture a billion times about not relying on a man for support.

"It's a two-year program. Daniel already has a job lined up at Vanderbilt UMC that he's really excited about."

"When are you moving?"

"Three weeks."

I don't expect that answer. "That's really soon. Do you have an apartment lined up? Are you okay for the move?"

"Yes." She sighs. "I wish we could have toured it in person before we signed the lease, but we couldn't afford to fly to Nashville and back and then move."

"Ugh." My risk-averse spirit shudders. Kat's always been bold and adventurous. I envy her sometimes. "What can I do to help? Do you want me to come to Nashville and help you move in?"

She correctly translates my offer. "Mom, you don't have to go check the place out. It'll be fine. We're hiring movers." Before I can comment, she says, "Yes, they're legit, yes, we're getting the extra insurance, and yes, I'm packing our breakables myself. And yes, we'll have our valuables in our cars, and out of sight."

"How long's the drive?"

"Like eighteen hours. We'll stop in the middle and get a hotel somewhere."

I'm nearly bursting with the desire to give her advice and warnings, but I hold my tongue. She's got an amazing head on her shoulders, and I like to think it's because I gave her the right kind of guidance while she was growing up.

"And yes, I promise I will text you when we leave and when we stop. You don't have to worry."

"I might not have to, but I will."

"I know you will."

"Tell me more about the scholarship."

"It's amazing. I applied on a whim and never in a million years thought I'd get it. It's practically a full ride. Covers all the tuition and most of the lab fees. I still have to cover books and scrubs and stuff like that."

"That is amazing. Let me know what you need. You didn't use all the college money we had set aside. I'm not sure exactly what's left." That's only partially true. I know the principal amount to the penny, but it's earned interest over the two years since she graduated.

"Dad said he's going to buy my books."

"Great." The word flies out of my mouth, a reflex so I don't laugh or tell her not to believe it until his check clears.

Her words are hesitant. "I was hoping you might help with the security deposit for the new place."

"Only if you're on the lease."

"Of course I am." Her answer is a little prickly, which I fully understand, but my priority is making sure she's protected. Daniel's a nice guy, but his feelings aren't even on my radar. "We do have enough in savings, but I don't want to run us short in case we have something unexpected come up during the move. I'll pay you back when we get this security deposit back, but it might be like a month."

"I'm in no hurry. Just let me know what you need and when." No hurry indeed. She doesn't need to pay it back ever.

"Thanks, Mom."

"I'm so proud of you, Kat. I can only imagine how stiff the competition is to get into that program, and to do it with a scholarship is incredible. You're incredible."

"You are too. Which is why I think you should do your bucket list. Put some fun stuff on there. Spend some of your moldy money," she laughs.

Joke's on her. I'll use PAMECorp's moldy twenty bucks. "Fine. I'll put something on this stupid list."

"I'm serious. When's the last time you thought about doing something fun?"

I don't like it when my daughter flips the script and sounds like the wise parent. "I'll work on it."

No way she's letting me off that easy. "What's your first thing?"

"I haven't put anything on the list yet. I need to think about it."

She makes an impatient noise. "No, you don't. Right now, right off the top of your head, what's one thing for your list?"

I blurt out, "I want to buy a lottery ticket."

"Yay! Mom, you did it!" Her level of enthusiasm is entirely disproportionate to the task I've chosen.

Then it hits me, like the proverbial ton of bricks. It's probably the most frivolous thing she's seen me do.

"Mom? You still there?"

I hold the phone a little tighter. "Kat, am I boring?"

Her silence answers me before her carefully chosen words do. "You're amazing. I would never call you boring. You're funny and kind and... careful. I do wish you'd do more fun stuff. I know you think a lot of stuff is wasteful, but maybe if you reframe it as paying for the experience?"

I swallow down the lump in my throat.

"Geez, Mom, I'm sorry."

"No." I clear my throat. "No, don't apologize, you're one hundred percent right, and nothing you said was wrong."

"Yeah, but I don't want to hurt your feelings."

I smile. That's my girl, so thoughtful and empathetic. It's what makes her an amazing nurse, and will make her an outstanding midwife. "Kat, you didn't hurt my feelings. At all. I'm just taking stock and it's depressing."

"Eww, it shouldn't be depressing. Go buy your lottery tickets."

On second thought, buying lottery tickets seems stupid. I could easily find something more fun to spend the money on, right?

As if she reads my mind, Kat says, "The fun of lottery tickets is imagining what you'd do if you hit it big. Did you write it down?"

"No, not yet."

"Huh-uh. You said it, now write it down as your first bucket list item."

Guess I'm not getting out of this. I open the journal and write "Buy a lottery ticket" on the first line. "There. I wrote it down. Happy now?"

"Yes. Have fun with it. Hold the ticket in your hand, and until the numbers are called, it's potentially the big winner."

This does make me laugh. "Schrödinger's money?"

"Exactly. The ticket is simultaneously a winner and a loser. Either way, you've had fun imagining the possibilities."

"Okay, I guess I can see that."

"Daniel just pulled in, so I'm going to go."

I hate to hang up. Kat's my favorite person in the whole world. "Okay, sweetheart. I'll cash app you the money for the security deposit. Have a good evening, and congratulations again. I'm so proud of you."

"Thanks, Mom. Love you."

"Love you, too. Say hello to Daniel for me." Despite his low rank on my list of priorities, I do like Daniel. He's good to Kat, and she loves him.

We hang up and before I can change my mind, I put my sneakers on and grab my keys. I drive to the convenience store and park. People are like ants, streaming in and out of the busy store. Are their lives as boring as mine? Probably, if they're spending Friday evening here. A car parks beside mine and I feel the thumping bass in my chest. 

Inside the store, it occurs to me that I have no idea how to buy lottery tickets, so I stall by getting a soda from the fountain. No ice.

I pop a lid onto the cup. 

From the corner of my eye, I see a man hanging back, waiting for the fountain. I grab my straw and move out of the way. 

"Hey, Shasta."

My head jerks. "Del. Hey." It occurs to me that this is the first time I've seen him outside of PAMECorp. He looks different, but it might be the lighting. My heart flutters a little. 

"What'cha up to?" He fills his cup to the top with ice and then root beer.

I watch the bubbles foam to the top. "You know you're just paying for ice."

He grins. "I like my soda cold all the way to the end."

Why does that bother me? I drink barely cool beverages all the time. Heck, they don't even use ice in Europe, right? Fine. It might not taste quite as good, but I get a lot more drink for my money.

"Big plans this evening?"

My attention lands on his nicely tanned bare forearms. Does he work out? "Um, no. I came out to buy a lottery ticket and then I'll probably watch television or read a book or something."

A slow grin spreads across his face. "Lottery ticket? That doesn't sound like you."

"It's the first thing on my bucket list."

He laughs. "You're using the PAMECorp seed money, aren't you?"

My cheeks heat a little. "So?"

"So nothing. I like the loophole. You won't spend your hard-earned money on something so frivolous, but you'll use the free money from the company. Smart."

"Yeah? What are you using your seed money on?"

He winks — actually winks! — at me. "Lottery tickets."

"You're making fun of me."

"Not at all. I buy lottery tickets every Friday night."

"Why?" Every Friday? The concept is foreign to me.

"Because it's fun."

Doesn't get simpler than that, does it? We walk toward the cash registers. "But surely you don't win all the time."
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