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Karl speeds in his Jeep towards some lakeside tennis courts to play a few sets of 
doubles. Pulling into his parking spot, he sees his tennis companions are already on 
the court punishing the ball from baseline to baseline. He grabs his racquets out of 
his vehicle and hurries to join. 
 
Karl and the three others meet almost every week to play a sport they all enjoy: 
tennis. Other than their liking of tennis, they have few similarities and come from 
different backgrounds. 
 
Karl moved to Chicago two years ago from Boston, where he studied engineering at 
MIT. He works at Boeing, but he believed he sold out on his dream of starting a 
business. Like so many other entrepreneurial visionaries, he encountered the same 
Big Monster—investors are reluctant to invest in an unproven entrepreneur.  
 
Karl studied Electrical Science and Engineering at MIT. 
 
Karl feeds the ball cross-court to Reagan, a pilot for American Airlines. Reagan 
golfed at Notre Dame, but became a solid tennis player by playing on the road with 
people in different states as she traveled. She is a long time friend of Karl’s mother 
and thus their tennis partnership originated.  
 
Meanwhile, the third player in tonight’s match, Peter, moves in to take volleys. He 
came from his office, a tax practice he started three years ago out of law school. The 
first few years weren’t particularly profitable, but he has since landed a few bigger 
clients that are taking care of his bills quite generously. Karl and Peter played on the 
same high school tennis team and were neighbors. Their mothers took turns driving 
them to school everyday until they graduated high school. After six years on 
different sides of the United States, the two best friends reunited in a two-bedroom 
apartment in Old Town as roommates. 
 
Peter: As Karl mishits a forehand off the frame of his racquet, Peter says sarcastically; 
“We know who is buying drinks tonight” 
 
Karl: Karl ignores the obvious joke, and condescendingly adds, “Pete, you?” 
 
Reagan: I bought the drinks because Peter and I lost! Peter’s tighter than bark on a 
tree. I’m long past the age where it’s okay to drink Bud Light out of plastic cups from 
a dive bar like Snicker’s. That’s the only place Peter has ever bought drinks. 
 
Peter: Peter cracked, “Haha! Snicker’s is my home bar, and if, like I said last week, 
you have a problem with going there, then that is your problem, not mine.” 



 
The four players, two on each side, approach the net, and spin their racquets to 
determine playing partners. The fourth player’s name is George and it is his first 
time playing with the other players. You can tell that he is uncomfortable with being 
left out of the conversation. Peter and Reagan end up partners again this week, and 
the four players stand at the net for a few minutes talking with each other. 
 
Karl: How is the airline-life treating you Reag? 
 
Reagan: I can’t complain – I’m flying a few more hours per week than I am used to, 
but compared to commercial pilots coming straight out of school, I have it good—I 
am always home at least two nights per week.  
 
Peter: Aspiring commercial pilots have it bad coming out of college, you say? 
 
Reagan: Terrible. When I left college, it took me 9 years to pilot my first passenger 
airliner. Now, it may take 15 years before the airline even lets a ‘youngin’ in the 
cockpit.  
 
Karl: Interesting. There is not much I can say about that. I would never work 
somewhere fifteen straight years without even getting to play the game. 
 
Pete: What game are you talking about? 
 
Karl: No Pete, What game are you talking about? 
 
Reagan: Why are you asking Karl, are you thinking about the “path”, after all you 
work for Boeing, it isn’t a huge stretch of the imagination. 
 
Karl: You know me better than that; I can’t deal with the hectic schedule and 
stressful life. The FAA has been giving exemptions for commercial drone use, but a 
condition of those exemptions is that a pilot must operate the drones. If there are 
some disenfranchised young pilots out there at the bottom end of the pilot labor 
market that sounds like a pro for the drone business owner. 
 
Pete: Are you seriously considering starting up a drone business? That would take 
millions. 
 
Reagan: If you needed a pilot Karl, why wouldn’t you just ask me? 
 
Karl: I don’t like involving people around me to my business, things can always go 
bad, but nothing better would be than to make a few people millionaires. 
 
Pete: Anyway, lets play a set of “doubs” and then we’ll let Karl talk about stuff no 
one gives a shit about.  
 



Karl: Shut up Pete, spin the racquet. 
 
Reagan: I’ll serve. 
 
Karl: Bingo. 
 
Reagan and Pete won the set six-four. After some finagling about where to get 
drinks, Karl took charge and decided on a spot down the road where everyone 
would be happy. The three sat down at the bar, ordered three long islands, and at 
last, were ready to catch a little buzz. 
 
Reagan: You must not have read the newspaper today, Karl. 
 
Karl: What’s a newspaper? This is twenty fifteen. 
 
Reagan: Never mind you, I am talking about the big headline on the front of the USA 
TODAY about commercial drones. 
 
Karl: Really? What did it say? They finally have some rules to follow? Or, did they, as 
I suspected, do nothing? 
 
Reagan: I just caught the headlines – something about commercial drone usage 
being allowed for everything under four hundred or so feet.  
 
Karl:  Four hundred feet, wow they are generous. I can hit a tennis ball that high. 
What good is that going to do? I guess it might help the people that want to survey 
agricultural land, but where is the excitement in four hundred feet? 
 
Reagan: Consensus among the pilots seems to be that these regulations are very lax 
and a win for the drone operators.  
 
Karl: A win for the drone operators, are you serious? How are they going to enforce 
a four hundred foot barrier? 
 
Peter: They can’t. No chance. 
 
Karl: Exactly, they may be able to enforce it in very obvious situations, like those 
idiots that have been crashing drones into buildings in cities like New York and 
Chicago, but how the heck are they going to catch me if I go down to West Lafayette, 
Indiana and survey some land six hundred feet in the sky. I mean, how are they 
going to catch me if I don’t crash? 
 
Pete: Weren’t you thinking of trying to run some sort of advertising business, Karl? 
It would be pretty easy to catch you, then. Think about it. They just need to strong-
arm the advertiser, who is blatantly visible, into revealing who they purchased the 
drone advertising from. 



Karl: Yea Pete, you’re right for once. I wonder what they could do to me? I’m not a 
pilot so they couldn’t take my pilots license away. I guess maybe all they could do is 
fine me? 
 
Reagan: I’d do a little more research into the penalties before you start getting 
really serious about this idea. 
 
Karl: I won’t get caught. There is no chance. I have something up my sleeve that I 
need to work a little on. When I get it down pat, I will let you both know.  Stop trying 
to steal my business ideas folks – discussion over. 
 
Pete: Thank god – motions to bartender – don’t let these get empty again! 
 
Karl and Pete have a ten-dollar Uber ride to their apartment. They make it home and 
play a game of 2k15 on the Xbox to cap the night. Pete passes out on the couch after 
a twenty-point loss and Karl retreats into his room to read every article available on 
the new drone regulations that are the topic of today’s news.  
 
Sitting in his room, Karl googles “New Drone Regulations” and is inundated with the 
articles regurgitating the proposed FFA Regulations: 1) Under four hundred feet; 2) 
commercial pilot, 3) blah blah blah. The USA Today, Wall Street Journal, New York 
Times, and every other article say the same exact things. 
 
Karl: Mumbling angrily out loud, “This is a racket. These words mean nothing. This 
is a part of our future, whether the FFA realizes it now or not.” 
 
Karl: His voice suddenly shifts to one of vigilance, “I’m gonna figure out a way to ride 
this pony all the way to the bank. I cannot believe I have to bring Peter in on this 
because his greedy nature is going to want a cut way larger than I am willing to give 
up just for his sophomore advice. But, I need the help so I have to ask him. I might as 
well just pay him by the hour so that I don’t have to give him equity. Yeah, that’s 
what I’ll do.” 
 
Karl shuts his computer, turns on the TV mounted across the room on the wall and 
flips it to the HBO range of channels. 
 
Karl: Big Daddy – seen it. Click. CitizenFour – great movie, I should DVR that, but – 
seen it. Click. Click. Blended – seen it. Click. I guess I’ll catch the end of Late Night 
with Seth Meyers. Click. I hate One Direction. CLICK. 
 
Karl grabs three Coronas out of the fridge, his keys for the bottle opener attached, 
and his laptop and heads to the couch – where he plans on retiring for the evening.  
 
Karl: Pete, wake up. Go to bed. I’m about to turn the TV on. 
 
Pete: I’m not asleep man. Jenny’s Snappin’ me.  



 
Karl: The girl from Ernst & Young? 
 
Pete: Yea dude, look at this goddess. 
 
Karl: Damn, bro.  
 
Pete: Oh shit, not that one – look at this one.  
 
Karl: My position stands. Want to get run on the sticks? I’ll give you ten points and 
you can pick my team. Let’s put one of your billable hours on it for some legal 
research for me. 
 
Pete: I’m in the zone man. What do you wanna know? I probably know it already. 
 
Karl: What is the third amendment? 
 
Pete: Why do you wanna know? 
 
Karl: For work. 
 
Peter: Boeing has lawyers 
 
Karl: Annoyance turns to true inquiry. Seriously though, I want to know which type 
of business entity I should choose to start a drone business and if you can set it up 
for me. I need this set up yesterday. I need to look legit.  
 
Pete: Look legit for what? It costs money to start a real business. You have to pay 
the Secretary of State, a lawyer, and jump through a bunch of hoops so that the law 
will recognize your business completely separate from you.  
 
Karl: How much are we talking? 
 
Pete: There’s a ton of factors, just imagine if only ten people were investing. If you 
went to another lawyer and you were the only investor, then I bet you could get 
incorporated for a few thousand. I can’t do it for free, but I’d consider some sort of 
equity arrangement, but we need to decide on it before I start anything. 
 
Karl: Good info, but typical tactics. I’ll get back to you on that. How did we even get 
started on you getting any equity – I am only willing to put a 2k game on the line. 
 
Pete: Well, because I only take bets where the risk is less than the reward. Gambling 
101, Karlos. But since I know you’re addicted to gambling, I will give you an offer 
that I guarantee you accept. Let’s play. Same rules. But I’ll bet incorporating you for 
free if you bet twenty percent of the company in the chance that I win. Either way, 



it’s a win-win for you because tomorrow your/our business will be incorporated. 
Deal, compadre? 
 
Karl: If you win and are twenty percent will you be the lawyer for the business and 
handle all the accounting for next to nothing until all our investors are paid back and 
we can afford to pay a lawyer? 
 
Pete: Of course, let’s put this in writing because this might be a multi-million dollar 
game. 
 
Pete scribbles down a few terms they discussed and signs it. He then hands the 
electric bill, whose flip side dually serves as contract paper to Karl, who takes two 
glances at it, illegibly scribbles his initials and the date and cascades it onto the 
table. He grabs the controller, adjusts the recliner and looks at Pete. Thirty-minutes 
later, Pete becomes a shareholder. 
 
Karl: That’s ridiculous. You better be up for it man because I will sue the shit out of 
you if you’re incompetent. I’ll just promise that investor your twenty percent if we 
win, so long as he bankrolls your demise. 
 
Pete: Whoa, you litigious fellow. You can buy me out anytime for ten million dollars. 
How does that sound? 
 
Karl: Write that down and circle it. 
 
Pete: Uhhh, no. I gotta run down to Seven Eleven for a pack of stoags. Wanna come 
with? 
 
Karl and Pete grab their wallets and head for the door. Down the hall and to the 
right is the elevator. Normally, both would take the stairs, but tonight the elevator is 
a no-brainer. They walk into the elevator and press “1.” 19… 18… 17… 8… Ding. Phil 
walks in with a newspaper and his familiar satchel. 
 
Pete: Phil! 
 
Phil: Fellas.  
 
Karl: Where are you headed? 
 
Phil: Out to the lake. I am taking the boat up to Milwaukee for a round of golf with 
one of my old comrades. A little fishing once we get up there. The tee time is for four 
people, but we only have two, might you guys be interested? 
 
Karl looks at Pete, rather hesitantly, and starts to shake his head “no.” 
 
Pete: One-hundred percent. When are we leaving?  



Phil: Well, I am going to go get breakfast at the diner, run through Wal-Mart and 
then be out the door by, hopefully, eight. 
 
Karl: Alright, then. We’ll be ready by eight in the lobby. Are you driving? 
 
Phil: Sure fellas. 
 
Ding. The door opens. Mariano, the doorman, opens the door and the three turn 
right out of their building. On the way out, Mariano gives Pete and Karl a fist-pound. 
Phil takes his bike off the bike rack, lifts it gingerly down from the curb, and slowly 
builds speed until the first light turns yellow. He then stands up, looks left and right 
and races through the red light until his blinking red taillight disappears into the 
long line of parked cars. 
 
As Karl and Pete walk the two blocks to the convenience store, Pete grabs a copy of 
RedEye, and catches up with Karl. 
 
Karl: Phil has done something different everyday for fifty years, man. 
 
Pete: I know, he has way too much energy. Maybe I shouldn’t have jumped on his 
offer so quick, I am exhausted. 
 
Karl: I’m glad we’re going. Phil is a good guy to have on our side. 
 
Karl and Pete walk in, grab a few Arizona green teas, and head up to the register. 
The clerk gives them a head-nod, reaches back for Pete’s cigarettes and rings them 
up individually by memory. Pete and Karl walk out the door right as a cab zips by. 
Pete looks at Karl. 
 
Pete: What’s the definition of commercial for drone use? Say a cab driver wanted to 
quickly survey a neighborhood with ten or fifteen bars in his cab to determine 
whether or not there are other cab drivers around or people waiting outside at the 
bar. Could he send a drone up high enough to quickly survey everything, press some 
“return to home” function and have a real time view of the customers and 
competition in a one-minute time span? 
 
Karl: I like where your head is. That seems risky and in the face of the regulators. It 
makes sense and could be used by the taxi drivers, but I don’t really see any 
profitability unless it was on a huge scale because it seems like the taxi cab drivers 
wouldn’t be able to afford paying that much per drone. But it is a good thought, you 
should write it down in an email and send it to me so that we can memo it. 
 
Pete: Yea, whatever. Just an idea. I see the flaws already. 
 
Karl: I am about to bring a drone out on the boat today to take some footage.  
 



Pete: Sounds good. I’m about to take a power nap. Wake me up at 7:45. I’ll set my 
alarm too. 
 
Neither says a word until they make it up to their rooms, where they collapse into 
their beds. Pete’s alarm goes off three hours later to the annoying rooster ringtone 
on the old Droids, and he awakes to Karl dressed like Payne Stewart. Pete grabs his 
briefcase, his golf clubs, and a night bag packed with some golf gear, a change of 
clothes, and a few grams of reefer in a little mason jar. Karl grabs his golf bag and his 
drone and they are on their way.  
 
Phil is dressed like he about to go on an African safari, when Pete and Karl walk up 
to him in the lobby. He is pulling a cart with his gear he needs for his adventure 
today. The three walk to the parking garage, when Phil looks at Karl’s drone and 
smiles. 
 
Phil: A DJI phantom 2. I didn’t know you had an interest in model aeronautics. You 
might like something that I have on my boat. A pet project of mine. I’ve been putting 
together model airplanes and helicopters since my days in the Army. Making quotes 
with his fingers. “Drones,” as you folks started calling them, are nothing new. 
Hobbyists have been flying your “drones” since I can remember. I like model 
airplanes better, there is more beauty in them, but drones have been much more 
fitting for my applications. 
 
Karl: Your applications?  
 
Phil: You will see. It is pretty awesome if I do say so. 
 
Karl, Pete, and Phil hop into Phil’s Ford Bronco after they put all of their gear into 
the back. They pull out onto Lake Shore Drive and speed to the marina.  
 
Pete: Holy shit, Phil, is that your boat? 
 
Karl: Snagarello? 
 
Phil: That’s my boat fellas. You think I’d live in the same apartment building with 
you guys if I didn’t have to pay for this sucker? I’d be able to afford to live in the 
Trump Tower if it wasn’t for this monthly payment. I’ve had a boat for as long as I 
can remember. 
 
Pete: That’s not a boat, Phil, that is an RV on water with one-thousand horses. I was 
expecting an eighty-five Chevy Cavalier on water. 
 
Phil: Why, ‘cause I drive a beat-up Bronco? 
 
Pete: Something like that. 
 



Phil is the first one to jump onboard. He lays his daypacks over the railing, takes his 
shoes off, lights up a hand-rolled cigarette, and climbs onboard. Phil looks down at 
Karl and Pete’s feet, and cracks a grin. 
 
Phil: No shoes allowed in paradise. No shoes allowed on the Snagarello. 
 
Karl: Why don’t you just live on this, man? 
 
Phil: I would if I lived in a better climate, but this is Chicago and boating season is 
miserably short. When my kids moved out and it was just my old lady, and I we 
bought a live-aboard sailboat down in Florida. We hopped around for a few years, 
but ended up selling it and moving back up here. This is home. 
 
Karl: Home is where you slept last night. 
 
Pete: Knock it off. Karl. 
 
Phil: Anyway, I’m gonna prepare us to disembark. You two scallywags follow me—I 
need some young blood to do a little gritty dirty work for me. This would have been 
easy work for me back my day, but I’m an old man now. What is the good in getting 
older if you can’t take it easy once in a while? 
 
Pete and Karl head into the largest room in Phil’s boat. They see different circular 
saws, drills, and wood laid across two saw horses. 
 
Karl: What the heck are you doing in here?  
 
Phil: You fellas remember telling be about Netflix? Both Pete and Karl raise their 
eyebrows and shake their head wondering where Phil is about to make the connection. 
Well, I watched Tiny. It’s about people that live in very small living quarters, but use 
the space so efficiently that they can fit everything of a normal house in like 300 
square feet. It’s the cats meow. That’s what I’m doing in here. I need your guys’ help 
mounting a table and bed. 
 
The bed and table get mounted. Phil lifts up a piece of hardwood and opens a trap 
door. He pulls out a bottle of bourbon, an icebox like the ones you find in hotels, and 
three chilled glasses. Phil replaces the piece of floor. He stands up, takes a few steps 
and pulls a lever that lowers the table the crew just hung at the same time a bench 
folds up from the floor and the three sit down. 
 
Pete: Phil… me up again! A couple more of these and I’m going to fall asleep right 
here while you two hit the links. 
 
Phil: Here you go. Phil gives him a three-finger bourbon and flicks on the radio. I’m 
glad you fellas came with me today. I’ll be honest, I thought Pete was just a rich boy 
loud mouth playboy when I met you two, but I like you guys.  



Pete: What! If you thought that about me, I don’t even want to hear what you 
thought of Karl. 
 
Phil: Haha! That’s hilarious. I figured Karl was a square—I remember he wouldn’t 
take a shot the first time we ever went to lunch. I’ve met every type of person in my 
day. Both of you two are going to make good for yourselves. I have faith in you two. 
But, before we any further, we need to get going full tilt towards Milwaukee. 
 
Pete and Karl went to the back of the boat and sat facing the sunrise towards the 
rear of the boat. Karl rummaged through his bag until he found his Altoid tin can. He 
snapped it open, placed a rolling paper in the folded out lid of the tin can, and rolled 
up a joint for the ride. Meanwhile, Karl took out his drone and placed a lighter in the 
mechanical claw he added to the bottom side. Karl took a few steps, used his 
controls to maneuver the drone a yard over Pete’s head and dropped the lighter 
square on Pete’s lap. 
 
Karl: Excitedly. That’s a sweet shot. I’m definitely going to upload that to my blog. 
Sarcastically. Oh wait, never mind. Smoking weed is illegal here. What do you know? 
Good ole’ Chicago. The worst crime in the nation, but we spend our money on red 
light cameras and arresting people for outstanding pot warrants. They should just 
elect me as Mayor. 
 
Pete: Who cares? Not like posting a video of someone rolling a joint can get you into 
any trouble. Isn’t it starting to become legal in Illinois anyway?  
 
Karl: It’s a waste of time to wait on Illinois to pass anything sensible. I’m not holding 
my breath. There’s a bunch of predefined conditions that will allow you to get a 
medical card, but other than that, all the regular stoners are straight out of luck. 
Smoking weed doesn’t even have a stigma anymore. But it’s so illegal. Here’s what 
makes no sense to me. I would say that public perspective of medical slash 
recreation use is like eighty percent for it and twenty percent against it. 
 
Pete: Well, I’d say eighty percent of people just think there’s nothing wrong with it. I 
wouldn’t say that they are for it? 
 
Karl: Either way you are proving my point. Why don’t the laws change in every state 
if eighty percent of the people believe there is nothing wrong with it? 
 
Pete: Come to think of it, it is a lot like drone law. Nobody gives a shit what the feds 
have to say because their rules are completely awful. Like, if it’s not that bad and 
there’s no chance of getting caught, why not just fuckin’ do it? Do you think the 
founders of SkipLagged thought for a minute whether what they were doing was 
legal? They’re saving people money, they’re making money, and they’re not hurting 
anyone. 
 



Karl: Not hurting anyone? I own stock in an airline mutual fund. They’re hurting 
your boy. But, you know what? They’re helping me more than they’re hurting me. 
You know why? Because they stand for what I stand for. My dream is to be named in 
a lawsuit by someone as powerful in the airlines? You know why? Because that 
means they are scared of me and pissed off that I thought of what I did before they 
did.  
 
Pete: Well, whenever you get into that situation. Let me represent you. We’ll go 
down together. 
 
Karl: Don’t say that ever again when we are on a boat. 
 
Pete: Fair enough. 
 
A few minutes pass by while the two puff puff pass the joint until Phil finally 
reappears with a coat of white sunscreen covering his face.  
 
Phil: Pass me that J. I will match you once we’re on our way. 
 
Karl passes Phil the joint and flies his drone about 200 feet up in the air to take a 
panoramic of the marina. He presses return to home, then kills the power as he 
athletically snags the drone from midair single handedly.  
 
Phil: Let’s get on our way boys. Clear water. Good time. Let’s roll.  
 
The boat backs out of its slip, slowly heads towards the break wall, and turns up the 
throttle as it gets in the open water. Three hours later, the group arrives and there is 
a car waiting at the marina to pick them up and take them to the country club. As 
they pull into the golf course, Phil motions to the driver to drop them off at the 
restaurant in the clubhouse.  
 
Phil: Do you fellas feel like actually playing any golf today? 
 
Karl: I’d like to at least play nine.  I haven’t ever played this course. 
 
Phil: All right, what about you Pete? 
 
Pete: Whatever man, I’m down for whatever. Do you mind if I bring my iPad? I need 
to get some work done. 
 
Phil: No I don’t. But let me introduce you to my buddy Mike. We met in basic 
training, spent a few terms in Vietnam together, and have been business partners 
for a long time. He’s my best friend that’s still living.  
 
As they pull up, Mike is standing outside dressed in blue Under Armor golf slacks 
and a white polo. Mike gives a nonchalant wave as the car carrying them creeps to a 



stop. Phil is the first one out of the car and he goes up to greet Mike. Phil and Karl 
jump out and look around. 
 
Phil: Mike. Buddy. Thanks for having me up here. Here are the two youngins I 
brought with me to take all your money on the golf course.  
 
Mike: Great. Which one is Pete and which one is Karl. 
 
Each raise their hand and shake Mike’s when their name is called. 
 
Karl: Thanks for having us up here. This is an amazing course. I can’t wait to see 
what the course is like once we get out there. 
 
Mike: I like it. It’s a pretty nice course. Not a lot of riff-raff. It’s a private club so you 
kinda get what you pay for. Let’s head into the restaurant. I have already ordered a 
few steaks for us. Hopefully none of you are vegetarians. I know you aren’t Phil. 
 
Karl: I’m not. 
 
Pete: Me neither. 
 
The four head into the restaurant and sit down.  
 
Mike: So, what do you boys do? 
 
Pete looks at Karl, obviously intending for him to lead the conversation. 
 
Karl: Well, I work at Boeing for the meantime, but I’m in the process of starting a 
drone business. Sarcastically. Want to invest? It may be that once in a lifetime 
opportunity.  
 
Mike: Eh, I’ve got my hands full. I just started a few businesses out in Colorado. 
That’s taking all my time and money right now. But if it goes right, I’ll have more 
money to invest than I know what to do with. 
 
Karl: If you don’t mind me asking, what kind of businesses did you start? 
 
Mike: I don’t mind you asking. A few partners and me own and operate high-end 
marijuana dispensaries. It’s called Dapper Dan. Let me know if you’re out there and 
I’ll make sure to show you a good time. 
 
Pete: What do you mean high end? 
 
Mike: It’s like a country club for old stoners. Old rich stoners. Completely 
confidential. Low key residence is the club headquarters.  We don’t have a sign. It’s 



by invitation only. We don’t try to be swanky, but we make more money if we 
exclude people. It’s nuts.  
 
Pete: That is absolutely amazing. You have my dream job. A few locations, you say? 
Where are they? 
 
Mike: We’re in Boulder, Vail, and Breckenridge. There’s always something to drink 
and someone to talk to. Essentially, you pay the membership fee and you get to 
come drink, play cards, smoke the finest herb in the world, or do whatever you 
want. Just pay your membership and you’re part of the club. We’ve found it’s like a 
mini venture capital fund. Even rich people that have never smoked a joint in their 
lives that are interested in making money in the cannabis industry want to be 
members. 
 
Karl: Damn man, we are definitely going to have to take you up on that visit. 
 
Mike: Come out with Phil next week. He’s a limited partner at our Breckinridge club.  
 
Pete: Looking at Phil. You never told us that! 
 
The waitress comes around the corner in white capris and a navy blue v-neck fitted 
t-shirt. She’s gorgeous. Her hair glistened the yellow color of the center of a daisy 
from the wall of windows adjacent to the table. She smiles and looks at Mike.  
 
Mike: We’ll have four Arnold Palmers and four more tuna salads.  Looks away from 
the waitress and at the others. Trust me. 
 
Waitress: And your steaks! Hungry boys. All right. Fifteen minutes. Go. 
 
And the waitress walks away. She shows up fifteen minutes later with the meal and 
the four wolf down the sandwiches and steaks without saying a word. 
 
Karl: Wow. That was good. 
 
Pete: You know, Mike, I lived out in California before I moved to Chicago and I did 
some work for some dispensaries. 
 
Mike: What kind of work? Laughs. 
 
Pete: The business side of it. Some people grow the ganga, more than likely; those 
same people shouldn’t be the ones managing the corporation. Plus, for every 
hundred people that want to start a dispensary, there is only one with the means to 
do it. They get all the pull. Luckly, I knew a few of them from college.  
 
Mike: Convincingly. Well, when you and Karl make it out to Colorado, we’ll have a 
sit-down.  



Phil: Fellas, it’s one o’clock. Lets go play some golf.  
 
The four walk into the pro shop to check in. Phil and Mike know the pro working 
and he has the bag boys fetch Phil and Mike’s clubs while another went to get Pete 
and Karl’s clubs from Mike’s car. The four pull up to the first tee and smack their 
drives right down the fairway. Karl and Pete are in the same cart. As they are driving 
to their balls and out of earshot of the other cart, Karl and Pete start talking. 
 
Karl: Dude, I say we take Mike up on his offer. Phil is going out there next week? You 
can take your work on the road can’t you? Let’s just whip a car out there, meet with 
Phil, camp along the way, if we’re feeling frisky, let’s go see Jonesy in Santa Monica.  
 
Pete: It’s business for me. How long you talkin’? 
 
Karl: It’s business for me too. I mean, we could get out to Breckinridge in like 20 
hours tops. Camp one night along the way—be there in 30 hours. 
 
Pete: How the hell do you expect to be able to get off of work? Have you even ever 
missed a day?  
 
Karl: Never missed a day in all my time there, which is exactly why they cannot tell 
me that I can’t go. I’m about to call my boss and tell her that I need two weeks off. 
 
Pete: You’re fuckin’ nuts, man. I can do it because I am my boss. In the real world, 
you can’t just take two weeks off with one weeks notice. 
 
Karl: Who says? I’ve never heard that. I can work from home too, but they always 
want me to be in the office for stupid bullshit meetings. Plus, my bosses are never 
even there. They get two weeks out of the office all the time. The way I look at it is-- 
what can they say. They’re always cancelling conference calls that they have 
scheduled with me. 
 
Pete: That’s just not how it works, man. They’re your bosses, so they can use you. 
You can’t use them. You’re dispensable. I’d take a slightly different approach when 
you make that call. You catch more bees with honey—or so they say. I’ve always 
kind of wondered the truth in that though. 
 
The four all hit their approach shots and are walking up to the green. 
 
Pete: I guess you’re back, Phil. Hey what day do you want to meet out in Colorado? 
Karl and I are gonna drive out there—make a little vacation out of it. See what we 
can get into.  
 
Phil: I’m flying. You guys are nuts. I’ve driven across the U.S. There’s not much to see 
until you get to Denver on 70. Then it’s a pretty decent view, but that’s only for like 



three hours if you guys are going to Breckinridge. If you’re going to Santa Monica, 
then that is a different story. What would you guys do over there? 
 
Phil sinks a winding 35 foot put. 
 
Pete: Nice putt, buddy! Me and Karl have a buddy over there that we’ve been 
promising we’d come visit. He was in Chicago a few months ago. Plus, I want to go to 
California—it is paradise.  
 
Karl: Jonesy scored perfect on the SAT, but failed out of college at USC. Best thing 
that ever happened to him. He took a job off Craigslist as a warehouse manager. He 
worked there for six months, met all his boss’ connections that he buys product 
from and sells to. And, he quit one day and made a few calls—next thing you know 
he’s living in a beach house in Santa Monica. Completely ripped off every connection 
his boss made. The American Dream right there. He saw the opportunity, borrowed 
some money from his parents, and made it.  
 
Mike: How is that even legal? 
 
Karl: I guess all the clients liked Jonesy—his boss shouldn’t have let him know all 
the connections. I kinda feel bad for the guy. I guess that he should have just put 
something in his contract. 
 
The four finish the round at 6 pm. The three say their goodbyes and agree to talk 
through e-mail about meeting the following week in Colorado. The cab pulls up and 
Pete and Karl throw their bags in the van, then hop in. A few minutes later, they pull 
up to the Marina. The three hop into the boat and head into the cabin. There, Phil 
pulls the lever and the table comes down. He opens up the mini fridge and pours a 
few drinks. 
 
Phil: So, I’m heading out that Friday night. I’ll be there around 10 p.m.. When do you 
guys want to get there? 
 
Karl: We will meet you there on Saturday morning. Me and you Pete will take off on 
Thursday. 
 
Phil: I’m coming back Monday afternoon. It’ll be a short stay, but I need to go out 
there and see what I’m investing in. Let’s get out in the open water and then we will 
fly our aircraft around and have a little bit of fun. How does that sound? 
 
Pete: I need to draw up these organizing documents for you, Karl. I am going to do 
that right now. We agreed that I’d do this today. If I don’t, then you may have a way 
out of making me a millionaire out of this business. My thoughts are that we 
incorporate with an LLC. I’ll whip up some boilerplate language and we will fill in 
the blanks later.  
 



Pete cracks open his laptop and takes a toke out of his one-hitter. Phil and Karl untie 
the boat and Phil slips out of the Marina and starts to head back. Karl goes towards 
the back of the boat and takes a large gulp of his drink.  
 
Karl: Mumbling to himself. Damn, I’m over this. I’ve been up entirely too long 
without getting any sleep. 
 
Phil cranks up the throttle and the boat rhythmically glides across the smooth 
surface of the lake. Thirty minutes later Pete pokes his head out of the cabin and 
holds his iPad up in the air as to indicate that he is done with his work. 
 
Pete: Contract complete. 
 
Karl: Done so quick. Why should you get a percentage of this company for a half 
hour of your work? 
 
Pete: Want me to act like it takes longer? Would that make you feel better? 
 
Karl: I’m just saying, I thought it was going to actually take some skill and time. I 
didn’t expect it to be something that anyone can just whip up like that with a hearty 
buzz after a near all-nighter. 
 
Pete: Not anyone can whip it up like that with a buzz after a near all-nighter. I can 
though, and that’s why you signed the deal. You know what I bring to this 
operation—the business side. 
 
Karl: Whatever man. What do you got for me? 
 
Phil: Basically, this paper says that you have all of the control. You have eight-tenths 
ownership, so you call the shots. We’re going to have to bring in money so there is a 
way to do that too. We’re incorporating in Illinois—so, I’ll need your signature once 
we get back to the apartment and I’ll send in a few forms and Wa La—we have a 
business. It’s a business worth less than the paper it’s written on, but nevertheless 
it’s the first step. Now this brings me to the question, which has gone unanswered 
and I know you have avoided: How exactly is this business going to make any money 
 
Karl: I haven’t avoided anything man, I just don’t want you to get sidetracked. 
You’re not very good at thinking of more than one thing at a time. You want to 
discuss everything.  
 
The boat slows down and Phil comes wheeling around the corner. 
 
Phil: What the heck are you two carrying on about down here? 
 
Karl: Oh, not much. Talking a little bit of business. When are you going to let me fly 
around your drone? 



 
Phil: Nobody flies my drones but me. I’m just kidding. But, really. I have a fish finder 
attached to my copter. It also carries an extremely lightweight harpoon that is 
electronically connected to the sonar signal coming from the fish-finder. Essentially, 
we lock onto a fish and spear it. Then, there is about six hundred feet of line 
attached to it, which I let go as soon as it connects to the fish. I know this from a 
sensor on the end of the harpoon. I fly the drone back to its dock and feed the line 
into a fishing pole I made especially for this. Then I just real the sucker in. It’s pretty 
simple check it out. 
 
Karl: That has to be so illegal. 
 
Phil: It’s not illegal if there isn’t anyone out here to say it’s illegal. 
 
Karl: That’s a philosophical question that I’m not sure I have decided yet for myself. 
 
Sure enough, Phil reels in a Walleye after only fifteen minutes of flying his drone 
around. 
 
Pete: I can honestly say that I did not expect for that to work. 
 
Phil: Let’s go. You guys shouldn’t have doubted me. I need to get back to my 
apartment for dinner. 
 
Karl and Pete loaded up Pete’s Jeep at 6 P.M. on Friday, a day later than they had 
planned, with their camping gear, a weeks worth of clothes, two kayaks, and Karl’s 
drone. They jumped on I-80 and were on their way. They had plans to make it to 
Denver by 5 P.M. on Saturday. 
 
Somewhere in Nebraska. 
 
Karl: Man, driving here was the worst idea you’ve ever had, Pete. We could have 
flown into Denver and back four times in the amount of time that it has taken us to 
get this far. 
 
Pete: Take it easy—this is like a right of passage. Everyone has got to drive across 
America at least once. We might find our whale on this trip that makes it worth it. 
 
Karl: A whale? 
 
Pete: Yea, like a Vegas whale—have you seen that show on Netflix? The big rollers—
the guys that put one hundred thousand dollars on a hand of blackjack. 
 
Karl: We watched that together—what the hell does that have anything to do with 
this trip? 
 



Pete: The way that I look at it is that I am always looking for my whale, whether it 
be a client or someone that will hire me and pay me a lot of money, just like the 
Vegas casinos hunt for the whales to come into their casinos. It’s always worth the 
wait if you can just land one whale. 
 
Karl: I get what you’re saying, but that is attenuated at best. You need a whale 
though. I’m sure that it makes life a lot easier. My Uncle Jeff, the CPA, has a few 
clients that he bills nearly a half million bucks to every year. That’s just nuts. What 
the hell could a CPA do for someone that costs half a million bucks. 
 
Pete: I’m sure he got the client before he billed them that much. He was probably 
with the guy at the beginning and then his business blew up. Or, he’s just the 
luckiest son of a gun in the world.  
 
Karl: It was just one of his college friends he said. He used to try to talk me into 
being an accountant when I was going through undergrad. He said I could come 
work for his firm in Phoenix, but I would never move to Phoenix. I can’t deal with 
hot and dry weather. I like green. 
 
Pete: That’s a terrible way to decide on your career, man. 
 
Karl: Yeah, plus MIT doesn’t offer an accounting program. We don’t pride ourselves 
in being a vocational school. 
 
Pete: Do you ever wish that you weren’t an engineer? 
 
Karl: Well, I must admit that when I came into college I thought that I would be able 
to create something that would change the world. Like, discover something more 
efficient than a wheel. I figured that that is how you get rich. It hasn’t worked out 
that way. So far, I just work on other people’s shitty inventions. 
 
Pete: You think that planes are Boeing’s invention? 
 
Karl: No dude, I spent six months last year designing a damn cockpit door. An 
impenetrable cockpit door is a shitty invention. My definition of an impenetrable 
cockpit door is giving the pilots a machete. I’ll take my chances against anyone with 
a box cutter when I have a machete. Those are six months that I will never ever get 
back. How unfortunate… 
 
Pete: That’s outside of the box.  
 
Karl: Do you ever wish you weren’t a solo-practicing lawyer? 
 
Pete: Nah, man. It’s not that I like dealing with the IRS or making people’s troubles 
go away. I like it when people are in tax trouble—the worse trouble they’re in, the 



less they think about paying my bill. But, it’s a good life. I play golf when I want. I 
don’t drug test myself. And, I can drink at work.  
 
Karl: All good reasons to choose a career. 
 
Pete: Touché. But really, to me, liking your job isn’t about liking the work that you’re 
doing. Sure, maybe a little bit, but really how much fun can you have doing the same 
stuff over and over.  On some level, every job is the same thing everyday.  To really 
like your job, your job has to fit into the collage of your life. I literally do now exactly 
what I would do, everyday, if I were retired. I just do it at work sometimes. 
 
Karl: Yea, well, not too many people are lucky enough to do that. 
 
Pete: It’s about guts, man. It’s about having balls. It’s about doing it different. The 
people that can’t do it are the people with lots of bills and kids. It’s the people that 
have no money saved up and no one they can go to and get money from if they have 
a good idea. It’s like I was saying earlier: most times the people with the good ideas 
don’t have the ability or know how to turn it into a job. I mean, think back to when 
you were working at Dollar General when you were 15. We made a thousand bucks 
a month, which would feel like ten thousand bucks now, just by selling food and 
other random stuff you would buy with your employee discount at the ball diamond.  
 
Karl: Yea, thirty-five percent discount seems nuts now. But you can do what you’re 
saying with engineering, you can’t just hang a shingle and design little bridges to 
start off for your grandma’s friends. I choose the most corporate career path 
possible. 
 
Pete: You’re wrong there. There’s always a way. When we were on Phil’s boat last 
time and him talking about the efficient use of space made me think that you could 
design stuff like that. Shoot, just take a picture of Phil’s, make a website saying that 
you do that, and see if anyone calls. You could probably charge a few thousand 
dollars.  
 
Karl: That’s a terrible idea. 
 
Pete: I never said all my ideas were great, but you get my point. Maybe you just 
need to create something that you can sell to people.  
 
Karl: That’s what I’m trying to do here with this drone business, but we need to find 
that whale to get things going.  
 
Pete: What do you think the business should be called? 
 
Karl: Something organic—hopefully it comes to us over this trip. Let’s pull over and 
stretch our legs. I’ll drive the next stint of this trip. 
 



Pete whips the car into the parking spot and hops out. He starts walking toward the 
restroom when he turns around remembering that he should probably wait on Karl. 
 
Karl: Hey man, do you mind unlocking the car? 
 
Pete: Sure, what do you need? 
 
Karl: I’m going to get the drone out and fly it around here a little bit. I have nothing 
better to do but kick rocks. We should stay here for a half hour or so. I need to eat 
and take a little break before I try to start driving. 
 
Pete: Beep. Okay sounds good. I’m going to go take a leak and I’ll be right back.  
 
Karl lifts the drone out of the back seat of the jeep and sets it on a picnic table. To 
the right there is a large German Shepherd grazing around the fence line in the “pet 
area.” Its owner stands nonchalantly in a grey hoody with the unconnected leash 
around his neck. He is smoking a cigarette when he looks over at Karl. 
 
Guy: Looking towards Karl In a Nebraskan accent. What the hell is that? Are them 
those things Amazon done decided to start deliverin’ knick knacks you order? 
 
Karl: This is like a little helicopter with a camera attached to it. We’re on a road trip 
from Chicago to Denver and we’re resting our legs and getting a bite to eat. 
 
Guy: That’s cool. Are you going to fly it or what? 
 
Karl: Yea, I’m going to fly it around a little bit.  Does your dog like tennis balls? 
 
Guy: What German Shepherd doesn’t like tennis balls? 
 
Karl: Good point—check this out. 
 
Karl places the dog’s tennis ball in the claw attached to his drone and it begins to 
gain altitude. The dog is looking up into the sky with intense interest—its ears 
pointing a good three inches in the air. Everywhere the drone goes, the dog is 
directly underneath it. The dog is tracking the ball like a drone. Karl presses a 
button and the ball drops thirty-five feet right into the dog’s mouth. The dog trots 
over to its owner and drops the ball at his feet.  
 
Guy: That’s pretty nifty, eh? You didn’t buy that helicopter so that you could play 
with other people’s dogs now, did you? 
 
Karl: Haha. Among other things. That was amazing what just happened. I was 
videotaping that. Do you want to see? 
 



Guy: Sure, I always thought my dog could be a movie star. Maybe this is his big 
break. 
 
Karl: All right, let me get this thing back down to the ground and I’ll download the 
video to my computer and I’ll show you. What’s your dog’s name? 
 
Guy: This is Eisenhower. Looking at and talking to dog. Say hi to your new friends, 
buddy. The dog barks ferociously a few times and then settles down immediately. 
 
Karl: Your dog is brilliant dude. How the heck did you train it to have such a 
malleable disposition?  
 
Guy: These dogs are just brilliant. You don’t have to train them. You just have to 
spend time with them. They understand how their owners behave and they pick up 
everything on their own. I feel stupid even making this dog shake because it just 
looks at me like, “Are you fucking kidding me? You’re really asking me to shake your 
hand right now?”  
 
Pete comes walking around the corner with his iPad in his hand and gives Karl the 
head nod. Karl introduces him to the guy who hasn’t mentioned his name.  
 
Karl: I took a video a second ago. Check this out. 
 
Karl inserted a mini-USB cord into the side of the drone to download the data onto 
his computer. He double clicked one of the downloaded files and pressed play. A 
video showing the drone lift up with the camera facing the guy and his dog began 
playing. The video showed a dog chasing the viewer around the field until the 
camera raised thirty feet in the air. The dog then waited patiently while sitting with 
its eyes focused squarely into the camera. The ball drops right from under the 
camera’s view and the dog catches the ball. The dog then trots over to its owner and 
it’s the ball on his feet and sits and stares admirably into its owners eyes wondering 
what he wants to do next. 
 
Pete: That is amazing. That should be a commercial. I can just picture it. A thirty 
second commercial with no words for the first twenty-five seconds while that same 
video plays. Then, a voice comes on and says, “Can your dog do that? Come check out 
our puppies at blah blah blah.” 
 
Guy: You see that dog right there is the son of one of the most winning German 
Shepherd show dogs in the world. I run my family’s show dog breeding business. 
These dogs are big business. We’ve sold dogs for over $30,000. We sell to all sorts of 
A-listers in Hollywood and corporate execs on Wall Street. I love that video. I can 
just imagine it on the front page of our website. It makes you feel like you’re playing 
with the dog you are about to buy from us. We could even do that for all the 
different parent dogs of the puppies that we are selling so that our clients can look 



not only at the puppies, but at the puppies full grown parents when they are 
choosing to buy one.  
 
Pete texts Karl. “Dude small whale. Let’s sell this video.” Karl looks down at his 
phone while the guy is talking and cracks a smile. Karl texts back. “ABC. Always be 
closing.” 
 
Karl: Where is your business? This drone has eight cameras. The hard part about 
filming action is getting the right angle. I had to click through a few videos to see 
which one is the best angle. The other ones are shitty. You need someone to video 
your dogs that has this sort of equipment and knows how to fly well. If you went out 
and bought a drone you might end up crashing it and wasting your money or even 
worse letting the dog get to close to the rotor and it would fuck your dog up. You 
don’t want a $30,000 dog to need plastic surgery.  
 
Guy: Our business is just right down the road. I stop by this rest stop every day to 
water the flowers down there. Sometimes this rest stop is all that anyone sees of this 
town when they’re driving through so I went to the city counsel and they were more 
than happy to let me do some landscaping at the rest stop.  
 
Karl: Are you really interested in this video—and likely more of the other dogs? 
 
Pete: We stumbled across something golden for you right here. This video might be 
a million hits on YouTube. If you sold a dog to just twenty of the one million people 
that are going to see this video, then you’re about to make a whole bunch of money. 
 
Guy: I mean, do you guys have a business? Have you done this before? 
 
Karl: I make videos all the time. He’s a tax lawyer. I’m an engineer. We run a 
production company. Mile High Creative. We take videos of real estate, boats, make 
interesting YouTube videos, and really just freelance creative stuff. I’ve been flying 
model airplanes and drones since I could walk. It’s a fun gig.  
 
Guy: I definitely want that video. In fact, I want a video of every single one of my 
breeding dogs and then just some videos of maybe the puppies playing. How much 
are we talking? 
 
Pete texts Karl. “Don’t F this up.” 
 
Karl: Well how many dogs do you have? Fifteen? Thirty? 
 
Guy: We have about fifty dogs on our ranch. Plus all the little pups. So about 85 right 
now. We don’t breed the dogs every often individually. We give them a while in 
between each time they have puppies so that they can recover. So that they can be 
dogs and enjoy their lives on the ranch. We believe that the happier parent dogs we 
create, then the better behaved the puppies are going to be.  



 
Karl: Wow, that’s awesome. When you said 85 dogs, I was thinking a puppy mill, but 
you sound like you’re very conscious to avoid that view. I love that. Seems like 
others do too if you are selling to the people you said. To be honest, we price all of 
our work different. We don’t really bill by the hour or anything like that. Sometimes 
it takes two years to come up with the right idea and others it may happen in two 
seconds without you even trying. We normally charge a flat one thousand dollars to 
make a video showing a farm or like six hundred dollars for a regular house. People 
use them when they are trying to sell their house. We’ve sold short three-minute 
creative videos advertising products for as much as twenty thousand before. It 
really just depends on how much of our creativity you want in it. I’d have to run the 
numbers and talk with my partner here, but for 80 dogs, god that is a lot, hold up let 
me think. If all the big fifty dogs behave, then we can get each dog done in say fifteen 
minutes, tops. Multiply that by 80 and we are looking at twenty hours. Plus editing 
and creating the videos. I’d say seven thousand five hundred dollars to ten thousand 
dollars would be about right. Honestly, that’s with a friend’s discount because this 
very well could take a month of Sundays just to get the dogs to do what we want. 
 
Guy: You don’t have to worry about the dogs. They are all exactly like this one. And, 
the ones that aren’t, we take out back and shoot in the head. 
 
The guy looks up and slyly grins at Pete and Karl. 
 
Karl: Dude, are you serious? 
 
Guy: Haha. No. But we’re not going to be taking videos of the retarded ones because 
those ones we don’t breed or sell. Honestly, I think that number is fine for what we 
are getting. I need to sit down and think about it to give you a final answer on 
whether I want every single dog done, but I at least want my ten best dogs done as 
soon as possible. When’s the soonest you could video a few of them so we could get 
the process rolling on this. 
 
As soon as the words get out of the guy’s mouth, Pete jumps into the conversation. 
 
Pete: Well, we are driving to Colorado right now. We could come by on the way 
back, which could either be tomorrow or two weeks from now. Probably closer to 
two weeks depending on what we get into out here. If it’s longer than two weeks, we 
can just fly out here to get the work done. We could always come over right now and 
knock a few of the dogs out so you can get it on your website. 
 
Guy: You guys would really come to the ranch right now and take some video? 
 
Karl: Of course we will. We can video a few and go from there. You can decide on the 
other dogs later. How does it sound to bill you three thousand dollars up front and 
we will do like five to ten dogs on this trip and then we will bill the rest once we 
finish up the rest of the pack? 



 
Guy: That sounds good to me. Follow me down the road and we’ll go there right 
now.  
 
Once Karl and Pete get into the car. Karl looks at Pete. 
 
Karl: Holy shit. This guy is about to be our first client. Is that even legal all those 
white lies I just told? 
 
Pete: Strictly speaking, it’s not illegal. You might have a contract issue if he finds out 
and wants to get out of the deal before it’s done, but if we do a good job and he’s 
happy, you did what you had to do. That’s hilarious-- Mile High Creative. That’s 
actually pretty good. It kind of limits what the business can do, but we can always 
just have several names for the companies if they do different things. 
 
Karl: Do you think that we charged enough? 
 
Pete: Billing is the hardest part of owning a business. Well, the second hardest part. 
The first hardest part is getting the clients in front of you in the first place. But, next 
is easily deciding how much to charge people. There’s such a tension between liking 
the person and digging as deeply into their pockets as possibly without them 
laughing and walking away. I have that problem with my practice all of the time. I 
think ten grand for eighty dogs is a good price if it takes less than a week. Have you 
ever made ten grand in a week? I haven’t.  
 
Karl: Do you think he would have paid twenty thousand dollars? 
 
Pete: You can’t beat yourself up about it. If I were to tell you that you were going to 
get that client for ten thousand dollars, would you have been happy before you got 
here? 
 
Karl: Hell yea. 
 
Pete: Then don’t worry about how much you charged your first client. It’s like 
pissing in the ocean. It really doesn’t matter where you aim as long as you make it 
far enough. 
 
Karl: Dude, that makes no sense. 
 
Pete: It did in my mind. Nevertheless, as we do this more, we will get a better idea of 
what people are willing to pay for this. If he never talks to us again after we make 
these videos, then we still just made three thousand dollars.  
 
Karl: I got you. I had to hold myself from laughing when I said ten thousand dollars. 
Ten thousand dollars to take eighty thirty second videos of dogs. Dude, that is 
insane. But, it wouldn’t have been worth it to come back out here for a few 



thousand. I’ll have to take work off again and deal with all that. I’m liable to just quit 
if we get a few more of these clients.  
 
Pete: Yea, I don’t blame you. Good thing I negotiated for twenty percent. I would 
have taken five percent. 
 
Karl: Now you tell me. 
 
Pete: We need to hurry up and get this done so that we can meet up with Phil on 
time. We have like three hours to get this footage, then I will drive and you can get to 
work on it. Maybe by the time we get there we can have his footage ready for him. 
 
Karl: All right.  
 
Karl, Pete, and the guy with the dogs pull off the highway and down a long and 
straight road with nothing but empty cornfields in every direction. They come up to 
a four way stop, go straight through it, and pull into a long driveway about a half-
mile down the road. The property is gated and an eight-foot stone and rod iron 
barrier completely encloses the entire property. The ranch’s gravel driveway is 
lined with mature maple trees for at least a quarter of a mile. There must be twenty 
acres of grass in front of the monstrous house sitting comfortably away from the 
road. The two vehicles pull into the circular drive and park just past the house and 
in full view of a monstrous brick barn with an American flag and a German Shepherd 
flag hanging in front of it. The three get out of the cars, Karl grabs the equipment, 
and they start to head towards the brick barn.  
 
Karl: This place is amazing, man. Thanks for letting us come here. This is a true treat 
and a pleasure. 
 
Guy: No problem at all. I’m so glad I ran into you. My wife is going to be so excited 
when she gets back from England and sees the videos. Of course, I can’t put them on 
the website until she gives it the OK, but she is going to give this the OK. She’s 
always on me about not advertising enough. But truly, word of mouth is what makes 
our business go round. Our best advertisements are our dogs living their everyday 
lives out in the world.  
 
Pete: She is going to love the footage. What is she doing in England? 
 
Guy: A dog show. We spend a lot of time over there. We have some of our operations 
over there. There’s a huge premium bloodline market over there. People seem to 
really know their canines.  Follow me back here. I’m going to bring out Gustov—the 
King around here. Don’t say anything bad about me because he will tell me as soon 
as you leave. I can personally guarantee you that you have never met an animal 
worth as much as Gustov is. We sell his seed for two thousand dollars a dose. We 
have more requests for his blood than we can handle. We have to make sure that the 
female is a champion bloodline too. We don’t want his puppies to be anything less 



than as good as he is. So we make them contractually promise and put collateral up 
in the case they breach the contract. 
 
The guy opens one of the doors with his iPhone and it opens exactly like a garage 
door. As Pete and Karl look around, they realize that there are no normal doors. All 
of the doors open like garage doors. 
 
Pete: All of these doors open like that? That’s unique. 
 
Guy: Yeah, we do that so we can control when we let the dogs out. All of our dogs 
have collars that allow them into their respective doors. We do it this way so that, 
one, we can let them out from the house or anywhere else in the world, and two, 
because it’s freaking awesome. Come inside; let me show you around a little bit.  
 
Pete: Oh my god. No way. This is maybe the coolest thing I’ve ever seen in my life. 
 
As Pete and Carl look around they see one of the most fascinating buildings they 
have ever seen in their lives. And, it is completely for dogs to live in. There are glass 
kennels, if you can even call them kennels, housing five dogs a piece. The glass 
kennels are symmetrically arranged and are about ten foot high, twenty foot wide 
and fifteen foot wide. There are two levels to each kennel and each kennel has a 
window resting against the floor for the dogs to look outside. There is what looks 
like scaffolding hanging from the ceiling about five foot from the ceiling and it turns 
out to be connected to a ramp that lowers to the kennels so the dogs can go up to the 
ceiling-level if they so please. The middle of the kennel has an old-school well with a 
lever to pump the water up and also has at least thirty dog bowls. The floor of the 
entire building is made up of AstroTurf. There are areas of real flowers and even a 
two hundred square foot wading pool for the canines.  
 
Karl: When I get a dog, I hope it comes from here. I don’t think any dogs would ever 
want to leave this place. One question though, and I have to ask. Why does it not 
smell like dog crap in there? 
 
Guy: The lucky ones don’t leave. I am going to go over here and get Gustov out. To 
answer your question, we scrub the air with carbon filters. If you can hear that 
whizzing sound? That is the fans scrubbing the air. 
 
The guy walks over to the only mini kennel in the barn. It is two stories, but only 
about half as wide as the other ones. The guy puts in a code and a little glass door 
slides open and a one hundred and thirty pound German Shepherd gingerly walks 
out and rubs up against its owner. The guy reaches down and rubs Gustov’s neck a 
little bit and turns to walk outside. 
 
Karl: So this is our first test subject? You know what, I think it would be awesome 
for people to see this property and that barn. I think when people think of buying 



puppies they think of a dirty dingy basement operation with chain smokers upstairs 
yelling at their kids and drinking themselves to sleep. This is amazing.  
 
Guy: That’s a good idea. I won’t make you do it today, but I would definitely be 
interested in getting that done when you get out here in a few weeks.   
 
Pete, Karl, and the guy walk outside with Gustov and Karl shoots the first footage of 
the dog. In one try, Gustov catches the ball after it drops from the drone from about 
fifty feet in the air. Over the next four hours, between the next nine dogs, only one 
dropped the ball, but even she caught the very next ball. Karl, Pete, and the guy 
shook hands and agreed that Karl would call him tomorrow for an update. The guy 
handed Karl a check for three thousand dollars to be drawn on any Chase Bank. 
They said their goodbyes and Karl and Pete hopped back on the highway headed 
towards Colorado. 
 
Karl: Hmmm. Looking at the check. His name is Carl, too. 
 
Pete: With a K? 
 
Karl: Nope, with a C. Well, I’ve got some work to do here. I guess that I’ll just cut 
these videos up and see if they are good without any touchup work. 
 
Pete: So, this business just made three thousand dollars. What do you say that 
money goes towards. We have to keep the money separate. We can spend it on 
whatever we want to, but keep in mind that you will owe taxes on it unless you 
spend the money on expenses that the IRS classifies as allowable deductions. I didn’t 
think that our business would need an accountant so soon, but unless you object, I’d 
like to be our accountant. 
 
Karl: That’s fine. Be my guest. We already agreed to it, if you remember. So you 
pretty much have to. 
 
Pete: Another great thing about landing that client is that we can take all the money 
we have spent to get here as a deduction. 
 
Karl: Then we should have been eating steak and lobster. 
 
Pete: That’s not what I mean. Mainly, I just mean gas. We could probably take all of 
our meals as Meal and Entertainment expenses on our individual returns, but we 
can’t take those expenses on the partnership ten sixty-five return. 
 
Karl: The federal what? I thought that we were an LLC? Not a partnership? 
 
Pete: Well, we are an LLC, but it is pretty much taxed exactly like a partnership. The 
big difference between a partnership and an LLC, and the reason why we choose it, 
is that we don’t have personal liability. So, under a partnership structure, if you 



messed up and ran the drone into Gustov’s face and killed him, then you would owe 
Carl a boatload of money. However, under an LLC, they just take the drone and any 
assets that we have, but nothing personal. 
 
Karl: I got ya. Well, part of that twenty percent we agreed on includes doing my 
taxes? I will do a little to make up for it, mainly make you a millionaire through this 
business.  
 
Pete: That’s fine man. I don’t really care. 
 
Pete and Karl continue their journey through the evening and pull into a 
campground in Boulder at six p.m. the next evening. Karl finished the videos of the 
canines. They pitch their tent and Pete gets the coals on the grill hot while Karl 
starts a fire. They have plans with Mike and Phil to have hot dogs and a few beers at 
the campground and then head up to Mike’s clubhouse.  
 
Karl: You can’t do this in Chicago, can you? I feel like I should put a dip in while I’m 
doing this. Talking like a hillbilly with a huge dip in his lip. Hey son, let’s go fishin. 
Billy done said he shot four carp last night with his bow. Fourty pounders! 
 
Pete: Pete’s tries his version of a hillbilly with a huge dip in his lip. No way! Forty 
pounders! Back to his normal voice. Dang man, we belong here. This is us. Look 
around at this place. No wonder they don’t give a shit if you smoke pot here. How 
can anyone give a shit about anything if you live in this beauty? 
 
Karl: Not all of Colorado is beautiful like this. What about those people? 
 
Pete: Well, they must use it for depression then. Nevermind, there is recreational—
God, they have it good. I see nothing wrong with smoking weed, it’s just—if a cop 
pulls you over you’re instantly screwed. All your power-- gone. Stupid rules like that 
are why you have to lie to a cop about a freakin’ roach. I hate lying. I’m a good 
person. I hate lying to cops, but they make it that way because of their ridiculous 
rules. I’m a libertarian, man. Go as you please, just don’t rock my boat.  
 
Karl: That’s just because you lived in California for school. 
 
Pete: That has nothing to do with me living in California. Ayn Rand made me a 
libertarian.  
 
Karl: Anyway, lets go ahead and throw these dogs on the grill. Phil just text me and 
said they’re pulling in.  
 
Pete: All right. Let’s get Mike to be our second client tonight. Don’t let him say no.  
 
Karl: How about five hundred dollars of that three thousand dollar check goes to 
him who closes tonight? 



Pete: All right. You are on. The other one has to drive all the way to Santa Monica. 
 
Karl: Haha. No. Just the first part.  
 
Pete: All right. Deal. There they are. Let’s make it happen. 
 
Mike pulls up driving a huge truck that you would picture a Texas cattle rancher 
driving with Phil in the front seat. 
 
Phil: Yelling as they are jumping down. You guys need help getting down from up 
there? 
 
Mike: No way. I need this thing in all the snow we get up here? 
 
Phil: It’s sixty five degrees, Mike. 
 
Mike: I guess I like having a big truck. What’s wrong with that? Welcome out here, 
boys. Pete cracks open a few Coronas and passes them around. How was the traffic? 
 
Pete: Not too bad. Since we had two people, one of us could at least catch a few 
hours of sleep while the other one drove. We switched off about every 4 hours.  
 
Karl: We ended up having to stop in Nebraska for a few hours to go to a German 
Shepherd breeding operation.  
 
Phil: Where’s the dog? 
 
Karl: We didn’t buy a dog. He saw me flying around my Phantom at a rest stop and 
we ended up videotaping his dogs and we’re going back to videotape the rest. 
 
Phil: No way. That’s awesome. You guys are going to be something; I’ve always said 
that. You fellas just have what it takes. Some people do. Some people don’t. In my era 
you would have been a sergeant in the forces. You guys are go-getters. You need 
some guys like these around your business, Mike. They just started talking about 
starting this business. A few days later, they’re closing. 
 
Mike: You know what? Let me finish this beer and I’ll take you guys up to the club. 
You guys need to kick back and relax in comfort. The taps are always running. You 
won’t see any cash exchanged at the bar either. You pay your dues and it’s like you 
own the place. 
 
Pete: Sounds good. I’ve been looking forward to this from the second you 
mentioned it too.  
 
Pete, Karl, and Phil hop into Mike’s truck and pull back onto the highway leaving a 
trail of diesel fumes and black smoke. They drive for twenty minutes, when they pull 



off on an exit and start to wind their way up steep terrain. The road is perfectly 
paved and is lined with “dead end—local traffic only” signs until the road ceases to 
exist about two miles down the road. Mike slowly approaches the end of the road 
and reaches up to and presses a button on a device attached to the visor of his car. 
To the left, a row of trees slides away revealing another perfectly paved path 
curving through the harsh terrain until they reach the top of the peak. Mike pulls 
into the barn, leaves the windows rolled down, and hops out of the truck after he 
turns it off. 
 
Mike: This is the garage. Nothing too special. Walking out a back door. Out here, we 
have one of the most interesting putting greens in the entire world. We have even 
had weddings out here because it is so beautiful. 
 
The putting green is a three-tier green on the top of a peak. Perfectly manicured 
fringe and rough surround the luscious perfectly cut putting surface. Several 
bunkers are placed right by the green, fifty yards away, and one hundred yards 
away. There is a tee station adjacent to the putting green, where one can hit onto 
other greens located throughout the property. 
 
Pete: This is incredible. I’d kill to get to practice here. How do you deal with the 
weather killing this grass? 
 
Mike: We put a pseudo-atmosphere that we place on it anytime it gets too cold. This 
grass is pretty hardy anyway. We need a perspective member video. This place is 
hard to explain. You tech savvy youngsters. Points to a mansion across the valley. You 
see that house? 
 
Pete looks at Karl and cracks a grin. He opens his phone and texts Karl, “this sells 
itself, man.” 
 
Karl: The stone house? 
 
Mike: Yea. That’s my place. It’s about a mile the way the crow flies, but about three 
on a motorbike. Five miles in the truck. Follow me over here and into the clubhouse. 
Do either of you guys know how to drive a motorcycle? We have two Harleys and a 
half dozen dirt bikes. Two hundred to five hundred ccs. There are some pretty 
gnarly trails back there. Make yourselves at home. Pointing another direction. Down 
there, there’s a shooting range. But let’s go in here and sit down for a bit. 
 
Phil: Sounds good to me. I am starving. I’m ready to watch some hoops. I think that 
the Bulls are on tonight. Rose needs to show up tonight. If they don’t beat the 
Milwaukee Bucks, then I am going to move out of Chicago. Losing to the Bucks might 
be the worst team that you can lose to. 
 
Pete: Besides the Sixers. 
 



Phil: Exactly. Look who you are comparing them to. A team that trades away their 
best players. You are proving my point.  
 
Pete: I’m rooting for the Bulls so that we can see LeBron versus DRose. I think that 
Jimmy Buckets can D-up LeBron. The Bulls better pay him next year.  
 
Phil: I sure hope that they can afford him. With Rose and Butler, plus Gasol—that’s 
starting to get pretty expensive.  
 
Karl: The Bulls are probably worth two billion dollars. That’s what the Clippers sold 
for to Ballmer of Microsoft. I bet the Bulls would get that valuation. They can afford 
to pay the luxury tax. The small market teams are the ones that couldn’t afford to 
keep two superstars. You need two superstars on a team to win the title.  
 
Mike: Walking into the entrance of the club. This is our garden room. It is 
temperature controlled and CO2 enhanced. Plants fruit at twice the outside rate in 
here. Over there are strawberries. Over there is broccoli, lettuce, peppers, 
cauliflower, tomatoes, onion, carrots, and potatoes. 
 
Karl: Jesus. 
 
Mike: Up here we have apple tree saplings and a few peach tree saplings. Our 
members’ wives have really taken to this room. They’ve made it their own and grow 
the produce for many of the local families. They are damn good at it too. I am 
thinking about building another building that is entirely dedicated to our garden. It 
would be amazing to have a few fruiting trees in there with all of our other fruits 
and vegetables. Here try a few strawberries. 
 
Mike pulls off a strawberry the size of a small fist, pulls out his pocketknife, and cut 
the strawberry into four pieces. 
 
Karl: Man, this is good. 
 
Phil and Pete shake their heads into agreement and follow Mike into a hallway that 
leads into another room with a full bar, a circular table with ten chairs around it and 
a ninety inch television mounted about ten feet in the air. Mike walks up to the bar 
and asks what everyone wants to drink. 
 
Phil: I’ll take a Corona because I know that’s what these fellas are going to ask for 
and I want to make it easy on ya, Mike. 
 
Mike: Haha. Thanks. What do you guys think so far? We have a guest cottage in the 
woods that a member had built a while back. You guys are more than welcome to 
stay back there tonight. 
 



Karl: This is amazing, Mike. Not at all what I expected. You said a low-key 
residential house. This is low-key, but I don’t know how you call this a residential 
house. Let’s see how many of these Coronas I end up knocking down and that might 
make the decision for me. 
 
Mike: Do you guys want to go and get your car and just camp up here tonight? You 
guys probably have some of your valuables in there. 
 
Karl: I brought my night bag and my drone. That’s all I need. What about you Pete? 
 
Pete: I don’t care. I’m down for anything. Do you have WiFi down there? 
 
Mike: Does a bear shit in the woods? 
 
Pete: Good enough for me, then. 
 
Mike: Do you guys want to see our other garden room? I think that this is a room 
you fellas will be slightly more interested in.  
 
Pete: I think I know where your heads at. But I got one better for you. Let’s twist up 
a joint and then take the tour. I’ve haven’t smoked this whole drive because I am so 
paranoid about smoking and driving because of the polics so I have been looking 
forward to smoking some of this Colorado gold. I’m so afraid to lose my law license 
for something retarded. 
 
Mike: That’s fine with me. You guys are more than welcome to take some of this and 
roll one up to share or you can each have one. I don’t care. We have more than 
enough. I only smoke vapor though. I believe in this stuff medicinally. I don’t even 
want to smoke the plant. I just use the Volcano—it fills a bag with vapor and then 
you just inhale the vapor out of the bag. It’s quite brilliant.  
 
Karl: Perfect then. What different kind of strains do you have? 
 
Mike: Are you feeling indica, sativa, or a hybrid? Most of our strains are proprietary 
and have been developed and collected over the years by different members that 
have shared them with our club. 
 
Pete: How about your dankest sativa. I think that would go well with Corona.  
 
Mike walks over to a dark wooden cabinet placed under the television and pulled a 
jar off the top of it. He reached in and pulled out a few nugs and threw them down 
on a china platter with rolling papers on it. He walked over and slid the platter to 
Pete who started breaking down the reefer in between his middle finger and thumb. 
 
Pete: This is some sticky bud, man. Do you guys grow this yourselves? 
 



Mike: Yea. I don’t do it though. There is a science to this that is way beyond me. We 
have a member that is a botanist at the local university. I asked him to join for 
peanuts under the condition that he grow for the other members of the club. Times 
are changing my friends. And, it is for the better.  
 
Pete: Why is nobody else here? 
 
Mike: Oh, I am sure that they’re a few other people here. This location has over fifty 
acres. There are a lot of other things to do here.  
 
Just as they are talking about nobody being there, a guy in a suit walks in and sits 
down at the table. 
 
Mike: What’s up Raj? This is one of my business partners and the others are his 
buddies from Chicago.  
 
Raj shakes everybody’s hand. He gets back up and makes a rum and Coke while the 
other four are still sitting around the table talking and watching the Bulls game. The 
Bulls are up by around twenty points so they are not paying too much attention to 
the game. Raj comes back and sits down and addresses Mike with his hands. 
 
Raj: So, Mike. I’ve got someone that I want to bring down here and show around. I’m 
not sure that he will want to be a member, but I think that he would be a good guy to 
get on our side.  
 
Mike: Tell me about it. 
 
Raj: I was in Salt Lake City on some business last week. I didn’t have a flight back 
until the morning so I decided to go sit at the hotel bar for a few hours and tie on a 
nice buzz before I went back to the hotel and passed out. Lone and behold, a guy sat 
down next to me and was talking all this nonsense and I wasn’t paying attention to 
him until he mentioned to the bartender that he was a lawmaker in our state 
government. I figured that he would be a good guy to have on our side so I struck up 
a conversation with him, bought him a few drinks, and gave him my business card. 
Of course, he had to tell me that he was in or the state legislature, but I made it 
sound like I wasn’t that excited. I mentioned to him that we should get another drink 
when we are in Boulder. So, he gave me his card. 
 
Mike: So how does that do anything for me, Raj? 
 
Raj: That’s what I’m getting to, if you would just give me the time to do it. But 
anyways, do you remember Miguel talking about not being able to get a permit for 
his “Blaze in the Sky” business? 
 
Mike: Yea. He was pissed about that. He wanted to take people on helicopter tours, 
where they could smoke pot. He couldn’t get a permit for it. They said there was not 



enough evidence that the smoke wouldn’t intoxicate the pilot. Such a complete 
bullshit answer. But honestly, I think that Miguel’s idea is terrible. If we help him get 
that permit, then we are really just helping him lose a bunch of money. I like Miguel 
as a guy, but that’s just a terrible idea. 
 
Pete: It sounds like a decent idea, but it’s not exactly scalable. It’s not something I’d 
want to waste a favor on.  
 
Raj: You know about scalability? 
 
Pete: It’s not terribly complicated. 
 
Raj: I know, but that’s a good analysis of why that business would fail. I kind of 
assumed the business would fail, but sometimes terrible ideas work out. And 
honestly, a good idea is no guarantee of success. 
 
Pete: What do you do, Raj? 
 
Raj: Here’s my business card. I am a taxi cab driver turned venture capitalist. I’ve 
been buying businesses and turning them around for the past forty years. I came 
here from India and drove cabs in Chicago until I bought my first medallion. Then I 
got approved for some credit and purchased another medallion. Next thing you 
knew I had ten cab drivers driving for me full time. I would have those ten cars out 
on the city for twenty hours a day. I’m mostly retired now, but I recognized the huge 
opportunity in the cannabusiness, and since I live right here in Boulder, I figured 
that I wanted to be a part of this gold rush. 
 
Pete: Me and this guy right here, Karl, just started a drone video business. Do you 
have any advice for those that want to start a business? 
 
Raj: Go all out for it. It’s really quite simple. There aren’t any secrets to it. If you put 
in the time, then you will succeed. If you don’t put in the time, then you’ll probably 
fail. It’s going to feel like you failed until you start succeeding. The line is very thin. 
There’s no guarantee that you will fail if you don’t work hard, but you probably will. 
If you have nothing to do, cold call people that you’ve met before, even if it’s just 
once. Sometimes you just have to ask for the sale. 
 
Pete: Why did you decide to live in Boulder? 
 
Raj: My first vacation that I ever took was to Boulder. I used to read ski magazines 
back in India. I first saw the Winter Olympics and thought that skiing was the 
absolutely most graceful sport that was created. I had to come out here and see 
what it was all about. I’ve been in love ever since.  I bought a piece of property right 
by where Mike lives about thirty years ago. I just have a little cabin over there and 
live a pretty simple life. Why did you guys decide to live in Chicago? 
 



Karl: Chicago chose me. It was the best offer I got out of college and thought it 
sounded like a decent place to live. It’s a pretty awesome place. I can’t deal with the 
winters. I don’t know how many more years I can possibly put up with it. I’ve had 
enough wet socks and ruined dress shoes after just one winter. I’m thinking about 
moving down to Southern California. 
 
Pete: I choose Chicago because Karl lived there.  
 
Another tall man with a sweat suit walked in the door and gave a head nod to Mike. 
He is the center for the Denver Nuggets. The NBA still drug tests its players, even in 
states where it is legally recreationally, so Ben has to be discrete. 
 
Mike: You here for the usual? 
 
Ben: Yes sir. I’m going to take a few strawberries for dessert tonight too. 
 
Mike walks over and gives Ben a half-ounce of neatly trimmed and perfectly cured 
buds. Ben takes a whiff out of the bag and heads for the door.  
 
Mike: The price that people pay to keep secrets is insane. I wish we could just find a 
way to keep secrets for people. Pay me one hundred dollars and I’ll keep whatever 
secret you want to tell me. 
 
Karl: That could work. 
 
Pete: How would it work? 
 
Phil: You’d have to market as a way to make people feel better. Need someone to 
tell? Tell us. Someone will listen on our end and will make you feel better. 
 
Karl: That wouldn’t work. Too much overhead. You can’t let people talk to anyone. 
How are you going to afford to pay people to sit there and listen to a bunch of 
depressed people that need to vent? 
 
Mike: Well, let’s not get off-track. I want you guys to see this grow operation. Follow 
me. 
 
Mike leads everyone except for Raj, who is sitting at the table on his Blackberry. 
There are two rooms in the operation—one for the vegetating plants and another 
for the flowering plants. The vegetation light cycle is eighteen hours on and six ours 
off while the flower cycle is twelve hours on and another twelve hours off. It is a 
pretty unspectacular entrance into the operation except for the powerful sounds of 
the fans circulating the air out of the chambers and also to cool the fans. They can 
only go into the vegetation room because the lights are still on. If they went into the 
flower room, where the lights have already cut off for the night, then they might risk 
interfering with the photosynthesis cycle of the plants and the plants would not be 



as effective medicinally. But at least they get to walk into the vegetation room. In 
this room there are all sorts of different lights. There are High Intensity Discharge 
light, LED lights, and Compact Florescent lights. All the different lights are on 
movers that simulate the sun setting across the sky throughout the eighteen hour 
cycle. It is a hydroponic set-up that requires very little maintenance except for 
trimming any plants and changing the water once a week. The smell is a delicious 
pine needle and skunk aroma that can only be achieved where there are many 
plants.  
 
After they come out of the tour they go and talk to Raj and decide to meet up again 
tomorrow. They decide against sleeping in the cabin and instead decide to go back 
to the campsite where they have already set up their tent and left the car. They hop 
back into the huge truck and Mike drops them off at the campsite. Pete and Karl 
start a fire and sit down in their lawn chairs. 
 
Karl: We didn’t close anything today. How can we close Mike? 
 
Pete: I think the easy answer is exactly what he brought up. He brought up a 
potential member advertisement video. But that just doesn’t make any sense since 
he said that it was by invitation only. It seems like if one person sees the video and 
thinks that it is amazing, but they decide not to join and pay for it, then they might 
give it to the local newspaper that would blow the cover of every single person that 
wants to come to his club under the radar.  
 
Karl: You’re the lawyer here, but couldn’t they just make them sign a confidentiality 
agreement? Throw some kind of penalty on it.  
 
Pete: I guess that would work, but why even let them get the video in the first place. 
Mike seems to really like to go above and beyond to make the place comfortable and 
cool. So, maybe he would just want a drone up here so that his people could fly it 
around. 
 
Karl: Yea, I guess that could work. We need to come up with a website. Do you have 
any clue how to go about that? 
 
Pete: I have a general idea. There is this website called wix.com where you can do it 
yourself. I tried at first to use wix.com when I was making the website for my 
practice, but I found that it took way too much time, and quite frankly, I had no idea 
what to put up on a website. You’re more creative than me so maybe you can do it.   
 
Karl: What do you think that it would cost for us to pay someone to do it? 
 
Pete: A few thousand. Maybe we could trade someone for the services. Post a 
Craigslist ad or something. We could hit up some college kids and pay them peanuts 
probably. 
 



Karl: I don’t trust Craigslist.  
 
Pete: Craigslist is the poor man’s way to do it I guess. There are so many other 
websites out there like Taskrabbit.com and Peoplebythehour.com that connect 
consumers to those people with special skills. 
 
Karl: That’s a good idea. We should get on that. Hopefully Carl from Nebraska 
doesn’t do much prodding around the Internet before we get a website. He might 
become kind of suspicious feeling like we are ripping him off. 
 
Pete: We should get a website tomorrow and put an “under construction” page on it 
just incase he decides to look. I don’t think that he will think that we are ripping him 
off. That is a paranoid view of things. 
 
Karl: That’s pretty good thinking. You know me. 
 
Pete: But honestly, if those videos turn out well and we go and do the rest of the 
work, then we don’t really need a website just because of him. We need a website 
because of other clients that we might be missing out on. 
 
Karl: So what is the process to buy a website? I think we should go ahead and lock 
down the web address. 
 
Pete: I used GoDaddy.com to buy my website. 
 
Karl: GoDaddy.com—like Danica Patrick’s car? 
 
Pete: Yeah.  
 
Karl: I had no idea that they sold domain names. 
 
Pete: Yeah. That’s what happens when you make a bombshell your spokeswoman. 
Everyone watches your commercials, but no one knows what the heck your 
business is. 
 
Karl: What do you reckon the website should be? 
 
Pete: Damnit. I just googled “Mile High Creative.” It is definitely taken by an 
advertising firm out in Australia. What terrible luck. 
 
Karl: We could just change the website to weremilehighcreative.com. 
 
Pete: I don’t like that.  
 
Karl: Me neither. It’s not serious enough. How do Australian websites not have their 
own like dot u-s or dot a-u-s on the end of them? That seems incredible to me. 



Pete: Let’s sleep on it and figure out what we should do tomorrow. Pointing across 
the campground. Do you see those two girls over there? 
 
Karl: Yea. I do. 
 
Pete: I knew we should have brought two tents. 
 
Karl: You’re crazy, man. I’m about to crash for the night. You should go ahead and 
call Jonesy in Santa Monica because we might be making that trek sooner than we 
originally thought.  
 
Pete: Okay. I’ll shoot him a text, but you know he won’t care. He told us to come 
anytime that we could make it out there.  
 
Karl: Okay. I am going to lie down. It’s one in the morning. 
 
Karl gets in the tent with his sleeping bag and falls asleep in a few minutes. Pete 
stays out by the fire until it dies down, when he crawls into the tent and falls asleep. 
The two awake to the sounds of little kids playing and they slowly crawl out of the 
tent, one-by-one, and begin to make their way to the showers and restrooms at the 
campground. 
 
Karl: What do you want to do today? 
 
Pete: Website is the first priority and asking Mike for his business is our second 
priority. Kapish? 
 
Karl: Kapish  
 
Pete: What about something like “RC Creative?” 
 
Karl: I don’t really like it… 
 
Pete: Well, what do you like? We need this name soon, man. Come up with 
something. 
 
Karl: I can’t tell you what I want, but I can only tell you what I don’t want. 
 
Pete: You sound like a woman. In a whining voice. Oh I don’t care where we eat. But 
definitely not at any place we drive by.  
 
Karl: Lets just make it Mile High Creativity. I think that’s pretty cool. Plus, we are 
not going to be confused with someone in Australia. You know what I mean? I don’t 
really think that advertising agencies, at least a small one like them and an even 
smaller one like us, spans across oceans.  
 



Pete: It’s pretty close to the other one, but if it gets us to our next step in our plan 
for today, then that’s fine. Let’s hop in the car and drive down to the college campus 
in Boulder. I bet we can run into a student there that is more than capable of 
whipping a website up for us relatively quickly and relatively cheaply. 
 
Karl: Let’s go cash that three thousand dollar check too. I, as CEO, am buying the 
whole company lunch today. 
 
Pete: Haha where at? 
 
Karl: We will see. I’ve never been here so I don’t know the options.  
 
Karl and Phil jump in their jeep and wind through the mountains until they reach 
the campus of University of Colorado—Boulder. On the way, while Pete was driving, 
Karl found the building for the computer program at the college. Conveniently 
enough, there was a Chase Bank right across the street from where they parked, so 
Karl walked in and cashed the check. Three thousand dollars in his pocket. They 
decided that it was worth a shot just to walk in the computer building and start 
asking around. 
 
Karl: Talking to the first random student in the computer wing. Hey do you know the 
best person to design a website in a day? We don’t have much time.  
 
Chinese girl: No 
 
Karl: Okay thanks. Moving on. 
 
Pete: Talking to another student. Could you help us make a website really quick? 
 
Tall Student: How quick? 
 
Pete: Tell me you know how to make a website first, and then I will tell you how 
long. 
 
The tall and skinny student wearing Teva sandals and calf-high plaid socks. He had a 
Grateful Dead t-shirt sporting a few stains. He wore very tight shorts from another 
decade.  
 
Tall Student: Yea I know how to make a website. That’s like asking you if you know 
how to make macaroni. 
 
Pete: No offense son, but for one that makes no sense and two that’s not funny. Me 
and this guy need a website within about a day--tops. If you do a good job, then we 
will give you five hundred dollars. We just need it set up. We need our contact 
information. We need a brief description and we need some pretty little page that 



says that we are under construction. Make it look like we paid you twenty-five 
thousand dollars. 
 
Tall Student: I will do the best I can. Follow me into the computer lab and we will 
talk about this a little bit more. 
 
Karl: Sounds good. What’s your name, my guy? 
 
Mattius: My name is Mattius. I’m from Indianapolis. Do you know where that is? I’m 
here studying  
 
Karl: Of course we know where Indianapolis is. We’re from Chicago. I’ve lived there 
a few years. 
 
Pete: So can you get this done for us? This is an emergency. 
 
Karl: Well, here is five hundred dollars. 
 
Pete: We know where to find you if you run. With LinkedIn and Facebook it 
wouldn’t be hard.  
 
Mattius: Most people are good you two paranoid people. I’m going to sit in here 
until I am done. You are asking me to do one of the simplest things imaginable. 
There is really nothing easier than making a website for people that have no idea 
what a good website is.  
 
Pete: We know what a good website is. We just described our definition of a good 
website to you. So make that a good website. 
 
Mattius: That’s not a good website. You could get on wix.com and do that. You don’t 
need me to design where to put pictures and text. But for five hundred dollars. Sign 
me up. I got nothing better to do today. Do you feel me fellas? Come back to this 
same spot at ten o’clock tonight and I will show you what I’ve done. 
 
Karl: Sounds good man. I will literally kill you if you run off with out money. 
 
Mattius: You guys have nothing to worry about. Now let me get to work. 
 
Karl and Pete walk out of the door and take a picture of the room where they need 
to come back to in ten hours. They decide to head up to Mike’s place, but aren’t quite 
sure if they remember how they got there.  
 
Karl: Let’s give Mike a call and see if we can fly the Phantom around a little up there. 
Maybe we can get him interested in handing over a check to us. 
 
Pete: Dials up Mike on the Phone. 



 
Mike: This is Mike 
 
Pete: Hey, Mike. Pete here. 
 
Mike: What’s going on buddy? 
 
Pete: Karl and I were wondering if we could come up to the club and fly our drone 
around a little. Take some beautiful footage so we can remember it.  
 
Mike: Me and Phil are over at Breckinridge. Give me a call when you guys are 
pulling onto that dead-end road, and I will open up the gate from my telephone. 
 
Pete: Thank God for technology. Hey, Mike. We appreciate it.  
 
Mike: No worries, fellas. If Phil says you’re all right, then it’s his ass that is on the 
line. Not yours. 
 
Pete: Wait. What? 
 
Mike: Just kidding. Now call me when I said for you to call me and we will be back 
tonight by around six.  
 
Pete: All right. Be expecting a call in like forty-five minutes.  
 
Pete hangs up the phone and hands it to Karl.  
 
Karl: Why are you handing that to me? Just set it down yourself. What did he say? 
 
Pete: My bad. He just said to go up to that road and he would let us in with his code.  
 
Karl: Let’s stop by a tavern on the way. Let’s meet some folks in Colorado. You 
down? 
 
Pete: When have I ever been opposed? 
 
Karl: Let’s go then. 
 
Pete and Karl pull up to a tavern off the Highway called The Elbow Room. It looked 
like a place that John Dillinger would hide out in his day, but painted a light yellow 
color that faded in the sun throughout the years. There were only two other trucks 
in the parking lot, when Karl and Pete hopped out. 
 
Karl: We fit in here. I’m glad we didn’t drive a Prius here. I don’t know if we could 
have made it up some of the hills. 
 



Pete: True that. Do you ever wonder why anyone would choose to live in Chicago 
when there are beautiful places like this out there? Or even worse, a place like 
Indianapolis? 
 
Karl: I’m sure people’s families have a lot to do with it. Most families don’t spread 
out and stay pretty close. We’re pretty lucky. We left for college and have been on an 
awesome adventure ever since. I’m glad our parents didn’t hold us down. Most 
families stay within a few hours of a drive. 
 
Pete: I’ve never understood that. When kids go off to college, a lot of time they are 
still a few hours away by car. You can fly across the nation in a few hours these days. 
 
Karl: Not on a passenger airliner. 
 
Pete: Yea you’re right, but what’s the difference really between a few hours. You’re 
still going five hundred miles an hour and it’s pretty generally a straight shot. You 
can make it from Chicago to LAX in about four hours. Anyway, it’s not like you see 
your family that much even when you live just an hour away. To me, an hour and six 
hours are the same.  
 
Karl: Most people just don’t see the world that way.  
 
Pete: I don’t think I’d have any motivation if I grew up in one place, went to college 
there, and stayed there my entire adult life. Motivation may not be the right word. I 
just don’t think I would have found exactly what I wanted to do in life because I 
wouldn’t have seen as much.  
 
Karl: If I had one hundred million dollars, then I wouldn’t mind staying in one place. 
 
Pete: Then you could travel everywhere and it wouldn’t really matter. 
 
Karl: Exactly. 
 
Pete and Carl walk into The Elbow Room and walk up and sit down at the bar. 
 
Pete: Two long islands please. 
 
Waitress: Isn’t it a little early for two long islands, young men?  
 
Karl: I think you should have one with us. 
 
Waitress: Oh, if only I could. I’ve never seen you two before. Can I see your IDs 
please? 
 
Pete and Karl pull out their IDs and show the waitress. 
 



Waitress: Looking at the IDs. Chicago, eh? What brings you guys out here? 
 
Karl: Business. 
 
Waitress: In Boulder? With who? The university up there? 
 
Pete: No we have a client that we are collaborating with that has businesses in all 
the resort towns. A dispensary. 
 
Waitress: Oh those damn dispensaries. They haven’t turned out like they said they 
were. Just glorified Wall Street drug dealers. It’s such a shame. This used to be such 
a nice place to live in. Now the whole United States just thinks that we are a bunch of 
stoners. 
 
Pete: I don’t think that is true. Just because your state allows a certain freedom 
doesn’t mean other states’ residences perceive everyone here as a stoner. 
 
Waitress: What do you mean? You can smoke recreationally here. It’s so 
embarrassing.  
 
Pete: Do you believe that it is a women’s choice to have an abortion? 
 
Waitress: What do you mean? 
 
Pete: It’s a simple question. 
 
Waitress: Well I guess so. Aren’t there times where it’s necessary? 
 
Pete: I say it’s necessary all the time. You say it might be necessary once in a blue 
moon. How’s that any different than someone wanting to toke up? 
 
Waitress: It’s a drug! 
 
Karl: No it’s not. Caffeine is a drug too under that thinking. And alcohol. And 
cigarettes. 
 
Waitress: It’s just not good for our image. 
 
Karl: In my view it’s just more important to let people make free choices than to 
control an image. Why don’t you just move to another state that doesn’t allow it, and 
then you wouldn’t have to worry about it. That is the beauty of the United States. 
Don’t you think? 
 
Waitress: I can’t move from here. I can barely get along here. Not enough people 
come by this place.  
 



Karl: You’ve got to be kidding me? This place is right off the highway. It’s got a 
catchy name. I’m kicking off my shoes at The Elbow Room. I can just picture me 
sending that text everyday. 
 
Waitress: The owner doesn’t advertise. We have the same regulars that come in 
everyday. I love all those people, but it’s hard to make a living when there’s no new 
business. 
 
Karl: You guys didn’t really have a good sign on the side of the road. We had to 
Google map it here. 
 
Waitress: Exactly. Well here are your long islands. It will be fifteen dollars. 
 
Karl: Can we just start a tab? We are going to have some lunch too. Is your owner 
here? 
 
Waitress: Yea. He’s always here.  
 
Karl: Do you mind getting him for us? I’d like to see if he’d be interested in some 
free advertising. 
 
Waitress: Well, sure. But it better be free. He gets so mad at me when I let people 
talk to him that just solicit. 
 
Karl: I promise it will be free. 
 
The waitress walks into the kitchen and comes back in five minutes with a forty-
something man with gray hair and goatee. 
 
Owner: Is there something I can help you guys with today? 
 
Karl: I’m Karl and this is Pete. We operate a business called Mile High Creativity. 
We’re out here on business and we got the idea to use our unmanned aircraft, what 
people call drones, to attract attention. We were thinking that, if you had a 
lightweight sign that we could attach it to our drone and fly it along the freeway. 
Honestly, we just want to try it to see if people come here. This business is the 
perfect test subject. 
 
Owner: What do you mean that we are the perfect test subject? 
 
Pete: Well, there are thousands of people driving by every hour. Some of them are 
probably hungry. Along our way out here—we drove from Chicago—we noticed 
that there was never a sign for places that had a bar. It was mostly just McDonald’s 
and other fast food restaurants. We were just looking for a friendly tavern to pull 
into and kick back for a little and knock back a few brews. We’re thinking that if we 
go a few miles down the road, pull off on the side of the road and fly our drone 



around with your sign, then it might attract some people to pull in and spend some 
money. You don’t have anyone here so it would be easy to tell if the sign helped. 
 
Owner: That seems pretty illegal to just fly a drone on the side of the highway. 
 
Pete: We can handle that part. So long as we fly below 400 feet, then there’s really 
no risk to us. There’s no risk to you because you aren’t paying for anything. 
 
Owner: Well, I do have a sign. Why would you guys want to do this? Isn’t it 
expensive to fly those things with gas being expensive these days? 
 
Karl: No. We just charge it up and it can fly for a while. We’re only going to sit there 
for a couple of hours. 
 
Owner: I think this might be a good idea. In fact, if five people come in, then I will fix 
a steak for you guys. 
 
Karl: Great. Thanks for listening to us. Motions to waitress. Let’s go ahead and cash 
out and we are going to get on this. Looking at owner. Do you mind getting that sign? 
We are going to set up. Here’s my phone number. Anybody that comes in, ask them if 
they saw the drone flying in the sky.  
 
The owner gave Karl the sign. Karl and Pete headed out to the Jeep to figure out how 
to rig the sign to the drone. 
 
Karl: God, I hope the Phantom can carry all this weight. 
 
Pete: I’m sure it can. These things can carry missiles, can’t they? 
 
Karl: Dude, the drones in the military are so much bigger than this. This is a peanut 
drone compared to those. 
 
Pete: All right. Well, I have some rope under the back seat. I brought it in case we 
needed it camping.  
 
Karl: Takes the rope and cuts off two six foot pieces. This should do it. I hope this guy 
doesn’t care if we put a hole in his sign. Screw it; we will just give him one hundred 
dollars to do this. His sign sucks anyways. We’re doing him a favor by putting holes 
in it. 
 
Pete: Make it happen. 
 
Karl puts two holes in each side of the sign and threads the small rope through the 
holes. He attaches the other ends to the drone and steadies it for takeoff. Karl mans 
the controls and lifts it into the sky about ten feet off the ground. 
 



Karl: Bingo. This is going to work. I am brilliant. 
 
Pete: All right. Throw it in the Jeep and let’s get a mile or two down the road and 
pull off.  
 
Pete and Carl drive down the road and pull off of the interstate. They hop out and 
climb a small nearby hill to launch the drone. Pete holds the drone while Karl uses 
the controls to maneuver the sign about one hundred feet off the ground and fly it to 
about ten yards off the edge of the road. Karl flies it parallel to the road, up and 
down the side of the highway.  
 
Pete: Man, I’m not sure if this is working. 
 
Karl: Dude this is a temporary billboard. This is a brand new market. Our clients 
could be all these landowners bordering interstates across the nation.  
 
Pete: It’s not exactly proprietary. Other people could steal our ideas. I bet the 
billboard owners would be all over this before we even could get going. 
 
Karl: Unless we patent a way to hold signs better than anyone else. 
 
Pete: I’m a lawyer, man. I don’t invent anything.  
 
Karl: I don’t have the time to figure that out anyways. 
 
Pete: We can try to make a few bucks off this anyway. What else were we going to 
do? 
 
Karl: Exactly. I was just planning on drinking a few more long islands and flying this 
thing around for fun. Instead, I drink a few long islands and get to try an idea out. 
 
Pete: My phone’s ringing. It’s that guy. 
 
Pete picks up his phone and presses “Answer.” 
 
Pete: What up. This is Pete. 
 
Owner: Pete, Billy from The Elbow Room. Someone just came in. Four more and you 
get a free steak. 
 
Pete: Hey man, if this works and you end up getting us that steak, can we change the 
terms? 
 
Owner: Um, like charge me money because that would be some bullshit? We had a 
deal. Click. He hangs up. 
 



Pete dials him right back up and he answers. 
 
Pete: No. No. No. No charge. We just want a testimonial on our website about how 
we helped your business. 
 
Owner: Sure. Click. 
 
Pete puts his phone in his pocket and walks back over to Karl who is having way too 
much fun flying the drone.  
 
Karl: Dude this is the best job ever. I’m getting a tan, flying a drone, and making 
some money. 
 
Pete: We’re not making any money. 
 
Karl: This is all part of the process. 
 
Pete: Anyway, that was the owner from the bar. He said we got our first customer to 
come in. Let’s stay here until that drone’s battery dies. 
 
Karl: Do you think I am some kind of amateur Pete? 
 
Pete: Um? Pete looks at Karl like he is insane. 
 
Karl: The first thing I did when I bought this bad boy was to rig it up so I could outfit 
it with multiple batteries. I have enough batteries to fly this thing for eight hours 
without charging. If we can charge one while the others are being used, then 
theoretically we could fly this thing twenty-four seven. Of course, the mechanics of 
the drone might fail, but let’s not worry about that. There is no point. Let’s stay here 
until he gives us the okay that we have a free steak waiting on us.  
 
Pete: I just told him we didn’t want the steaks. 
 
Karl: What! 
 
Pete: I told him that he needs to give us a testimonial if this works. 
 
Karl: Good call. 
 
Pete’s phone rings again, but this time it is Mike. 
 
Pete: Mike. My friend. What’s up? 
 
Mike: Where the hell are you guys? 
 



Pete: I forgot to call you, but we got tied up. We’re flying our drone for someone’s 
business right now.  
 
Mike: You guys are doing what? 
 
Pete: You ever heard of The Elbow Room? 
 
Mike: Oh yea. Billy? 
 
Pete: We were in there and got him to let us fly his sign on the side of the highway 
to see if anyone came in.  
 
Mike: Don’t kill anyone. Let me know when you get to the club. I was just worried 
you boys got lost or something like that. Didn’t want you guys to be lying in a valley 
because you made the wrong turn. 
 
Pete: Got you. Well, I’ll holler. I’ll call you in a few hours. 
 
Mike: Okay. Be there by six so we can have some dinner and then we will drive up to 
Breckinridge. There’s still a little bit of snow and we will hit the slopes a little bit. 
 
Pete: Ten Four. Take it easy, buddy. 
 
Pete: To Karl. I forgot to call him and tell him we didn’t need him to let us into Fort 
Knox. 
 
Karl: Haha. Do you want to learn how to fly this so I can take a little break? 
 
Pete: Sure, why not? Is it hard? 
 
Karl: No, its one of the easiest things. 
 
Karl hands him the controls. 
 
Pete: What am I supposed to do? 
 
Karl: I programmed its path to repeat over and over. Just stand there. If it starts to 
fall, then press this button  and hold this lever all the way up and yell for me. I am 
going to walk over here and see what’s up this hill.  
 
Pete: You know what this makes me think of? 
 
Karl: Working construction? 
 
Pete: No. You know when there are Amber Alerts or murder suspects out on the 
road, but no one knows where they are, but they know what car they are in? 



Karl: Yea? 
 
Pete: Well, seeing that the NSA has all those capabilities to track information and 
that the City of Chicago has red light cameras—couldn’t we combine those 
technologies and create an instantaneous monitor of every car that goes by? Say a 
murder suspect kills someone in Indianapolis. They know that he is on the run. 
There’s only a few ways out of the city. You can take sixty-nine north. You can take 
sixty-five north or south or you could take seventy east or west.  You put nine 
drones on all of these highways and try to figure out if you see his car.  
 
Karl: What if he takes the back roads? 
 
Pete: Then my idea fails. Damnit. It sounded so good. 
 
Karl: I like the idea though. Seriously, I hate that all we have are advertising ideas. I 
can’t be creative forever. Really, I’m not even a creative person. I’ll be back in a few 
minutes. 
 
Pete stands there holding the controls and thinking about how he can turn this 
seemingly worthless task of giving free advertising into something much more 
grand that will enable him to afford a cabin in these mountains. 
 
Karl comes back ten minutes later and walks to the Jeep and pulls out his computer.  
 
Karl: WiFi is a utility. It is the second most important utility besides water and 
sewage.  
 
Pete: More than power? 
 
Karl: Oh yea. I think that within twenty years power companies will go broke.  
 
Pete: But you can’t have WiFi unless you get power from a utility company. 
 
Karl: That’s wrong. You can always just have solar power. Look at all these trees. 
They don’t need power to survive. They’ve adapted. We need to do that too. I think 
everyone will have solar power in their homes within twenty years.  
 
Pete: You are the idealist now.  
 
Pete’s phone starts ringing. 
 
Pete: Hey, take this. 
 
Karl grabs the controls from Pete. Pete answers his phone. 
 
Pete: Tell me some good news. 



Owner: Ten different parties! We need to talk! 
 
Pete: We’re on our way. Click. 
 
Pete: To Karl. Ten parties man. This idea worked. Let’s go talk to this guy. 
 
Karl brings the drone back to his location and picks it up with both hands. 
 
Karl: Speaking to his drone. You, my friend, are wonderful.  
 
Pete: Here you are talking to inanimate objects again. Didn’t you learn in high 
school psychology that is very unhealthy?  
 
Karl: That is the pot calling the kettle black if I have ever heard it. 
 
Pete and Karl hop into the Jeep and head back to The Elbow Room. They hop out of 
the Jeep and grab the sign and head inside. 
 
Owner: With his arms wide open and obviously excited. My goodness—you guys are 
brilliant. How can I thank you guys enough? 
 
Pete: Well, a few long islands are a good start. 
 
Owner: We had multiple truck drivers stop by saying that this place was exactly 
what they were looking for. They gave us some ideas of where they look for places 
to eat. There are some trucking blogs that we can advertise on that will give us a 
whole lot more exposure.  
 
Pete: That is good to hear. What do you think about running a drone with your 
advertisements everyday? 
 
Owner: Who needs a sign when you have a drone! 
 
Pete: I couldn’t have said it any better myself. You know what? 
 
Owner: What? 
 
Pete: To be honest, we can’t really help you much past today.  
 
Owner: Really? Aren’t those things extremely expensive? How can I be expected to 
find someone else that will advertise for me just for a testimonial? 
 
Pete: No one else will. We believe in making allies. If you’re serious, then we can 
help you learn how to fly the drone and get you all set up. You would just have to 
take the drone out of the box, hook up the sign to it, and fly it wherever you want. It 
would honestly be a very cool addition to anyplace that you went. For instance, if 



you were catering at a summer air festival, then you could fly that thing around as 
your sign to your trailer. There are thousands of those festivals across the United 
States every summer. 
 
Owner: You are right. How much are we talking? 
 
Pete: For two thousand dollars, we will rig you up a drone for exactly what you need 
and make you two signs. One for off the side of the road and another just for show 
that is much smaller. 
 
Owner: Two thousand dollars, are you kidding me? 
 
Karl: That’s only two hundred people coming through spending ten dollars apiece. 
This thing will pay itself off in a month. Not to mention, all those people are going to 
be tipping your wonderful waitress who it seems could use a little more business 
around here. 
 
Owner: We could definitely use a little more business around here. I’m a little short 
on cash, but I’m sure that I could dip into the sales tax money that I have to escheat 
to the state to pay you guys. I really think that this will work and pay itself off. 
 
Pete: It’s up to you. 
 
Owner: Let’s do it. When can we make this happen? 
 
Karl: I will start on it tonight. If you give us a week, then we can make it back out 
here and I’ll even train you how to use it. Does that sound okay? 
 
Owner: That sounds amazing. You know what? 
 
Pete and Karl: Simultaneously. What? 
 
Owner: The local radio station wants me to pay one thousand dollars a month just 
to be on the air. I can afford that a few months, but I really can’t afford that when 
business dies down. The radio just doesn’t work around here for me.  
 
Pete: Well there is no chance of this failing. You saw for yourself. People respond to 
new things. People like ideas that haven’t been thought of. People assume that it is 
your idea. People assume that you are innovative. So when they come to The Elbow 
Room, they come in with the perspective that you guys are thoughtful. Sometimes all 
you need is one little thing to differentiate your business. This is it. 
 
Owner: Well, I am going to go ahead and cut this check before I change my mind. My 
wife is going to kill me when she sees this. She is going to think that I just bought it 
so that I could fly it around for fun. Boy is she going to be surprised. We might have 
to hire another bartender! 



 
Pete: I’d bet you guys end up getting very busy. You can make the check payable to 
Mile High Creativity. We will be in touch tomorrow and you have my word that 
either Karl or I will be back out here before you even think of us again. Does that 
sound like a plan to you, sir? 
 
Owner: Yes it does. Thank you guys so much for stopping in here today. I look 
forward to getting this started.  
 
Pete and Karl shake the Owner’s hand and begin to walk out of the door. They pass 
the waitress who is outside smoking a cigarette and crying. 
 
Pete: Hey, what’s wrong? 
 
Waitress: I just made one hundred dollars at lunch. I’m going to be able to send my 
daughter on her class fieldtrip to the museum. It’s sixty dollars. She told me she 
didn’t want to go last night after I found the permission slip in her backpack. I know 
she just thought I couldn’t afford it. This could change my life. I’m only one month 
behind on my rent now. I’m so close. I just want to give you guys the biggest hug 
ever. The waitress continues sobbing. 
 
Karl: Bring it in! Group hug! 
 
Pete, Carl, and the Waitress hug each other for a few seconds, when Karl looks at 
Pete. 
 
Karl: Go get that sign. 
 
Pete: That’s what I was thinking too. 
 
Waitress: Seriously, thank you guys. You guys are my angels today. 
 
Pete walks inside and grabs the sign. 
 
Pete: Let’s go, Karl. 
 
Karl: See you later, miss. We will be back in a week.  
 
Pete and Karl hop on the interstate in a different direction than last time and head a 
few miles down the road. They pull off a few miles in the other direction and do 
exactly what they did last time for an hour and a half. 
 
Pete: Let’s go. I’m ready to go to the club.  
 
Karl: We just got some Karma. Man, that felt good.  
 



Pete: Don’t be sensitive! We did that for a client and that’s the only reason. We did 
that for business.  
 
Karl: I’m just saying it feels good to help someone. That doesn’t make you weak. 
That makes you human.  
 
Pete and Karl drive to the dead-end road and call Mike on the phone. 
 
Pete: To Mike. Hey, we’re here. 
 
Mike: Click. Phone call ended. 
 
Pete: What the hell? 
 
The gate slides open and Pete drives the jeep up the mountain.  
 
Pete: Five thousand dollars in two days, bro. We might be onto something. 
 
Karl: And, we have another seven stacks coming! Boo ya! Speaking of, I got to call 
that guy up in Nebraska. Stoke those coals a little bit. 
 
Karl rings the German Shepherd breeder and he picks up on the first ring. 
 
Guy: I’ve been waiting for you guys to call me, how’s it coming? 
 
Karl: Check your email, buddy. I thought you would have seen them already. 
 
Guy: Oh great! I can’t wait to put those up on my website. I even bought a television 
for the area that we bring the people that are going to buy the dogs to show the 
video of Gustov.  
 
Karl: That’s awesome. I can’t wait to make it over there. I wish I could afford one of 
those Shepherds. I’ve never seen anything quite like it before.  
 
Guy: I’m glad to hear that. All this hard work actually pays off. 
 
Karl: Well, I was just wanting to check in, see what was going on.  
 
Guy: Not too much. Just waiting for the videos.  
 
Karl: Ok, well shoot me an email when you get a chance to watch them. I am going to 
be tied up for the next few hours. Feel free to call tomorrow. If not, I will touch base 
in a few more days to set a date to come out to videotape the rest of your canines. 
Sound good, buddy? 
 
Guy: Sounds good. Take care! Click. 



 
Karl: To Pete. Looks like he’s happy.  
 
Pete: Happy clients, happy life. Isn’t that how the saying goes? 
 
Karl: I’m pretty sure it goes: happy wife, happy life. But it really should go: happy 
clients, happy wife, happy life. 
 
Pete: Ain’t that the truth! I need to start preparing for a trial in the Tax Court the 
next few days. I thought that I was going to be able to get it settled but the Service is 
being incorrigible. I don’t even understand why they fight ten thousand dollar tax 
bills. Especially when people have legit arguments. 
 
Karl: That’s a whole bunch of money, that’s why.  We’ve gotten so lucky the past few 
days and haven’t even made ten thousand dollars to put in our pockets. 
 
Pete: Yea we have. The guy in Nebraska wants us to come back. 
 
Karl: But we haven’t collected yet. It’s no good unless you collect it.  
 
Pete: True. 
 
Pete and Karl get to the garage and pull in. They both look at each other and then at 
the dirt bikes. 
 
Karl: He said to make ourselves at home right? 
 
Pete: Pretty sure that he did.  
 
Karl: Do you know how to ride? 
 
Pete: Not really. 
 
Karl: You’ve had a stick shift though back in that old Civic you used to drive in high 
school, right? 
 
Pete: Yea? 
 
Karl: It’s no different. You’ll get the hang of it. Let’s get it. 
 
Pete and Karl hop on the dirt bikes and after a few time killing the engine by 
dumping the clutch, Pete manages to pull the dirtbike out of the garage. They rode 
around for an hour and come back to the garage right when Phil and Mike are 
pulling in. 
 
Mike: Let’s just hit the road. Let’s go over to Breckinridge tonight.  



Pete: We will follow you there because we might end up just heading down to Santa 
Monica in the morning. Does that sound good to you, Mike.  
 
Mike: Yea, sure. Go ahead. Just follow me. I will text you the directions in case we get 
out of view.  
 
Karl: Good thinking.  
 
Pete and Karl followed Mike and Phil for two hours until they arrived at their 
destination. It was fairly similar to the other property. Pete and Karl acted like they 
were very interested in this place, but they knew that they needed to get on the road 
to make it to Santa Monica. They did exactly what they did last night and met a few 
other people. The day was grinding to a halt when Mike said that he needed to go 
back to Boulder to take care of something at the Club. That meant that Phil had to 
leave too. 
 
Everyone said their goodbyes and promised to talk on the phone in the following 
week. Karl and Pete hopped in the Jeep and made their way through the mountains 
when they remembered that they had just paid someone to start a website for them. 
They immediately freaked out and rushed back to Boulder in order to catch him 
right before the computer lab closed for the evening. Pete ran in while Karl stayed in 
the Jeep.  
 
Pete: Thanks again, man, and we are sorry for being late. Here’s another fifty bucks. 
Do you mind being our computer guy for fifty dollars an hour? Shakes his head no. 
Whatever we need, we call you. You tell us how many hours you worked and we 
multiply it by fifty dollars. That is a pretty good college gig for you isn’t it? Bring 
value and we will pay you buddy, be thinking about any ideas. We have your 
number now and we will be in touch next week.  
 
Pete rushes out the door and jumps in the Jeep. They are on their way to Santa 
Monica now. They must take the same exact route that they just drove to meet up 
with the website designer. Pete and Karl look exhausted and torn up—they have 
dirt biked, flown drones along a highway, and they had not yet had dinner yet. They 
pull over and make peanut butter and jelly sandwiches at a rest stop just outside of 
Breckinridge.  
 
Pete: We should have asked Mike for his business. 
 
Karl: He must think we are an idiot. 
 
Pete: Fuck it, call him right now.  
 
Karl: Are you serious? 
 



Pete: Every second that tics by is a second more between when he told us he 
wanted us to make him a video and when we told him we would.  
 
Karl: That’s right, but shouldn’t we just wait until the morning? 
 
Pete: I think calling people during business hours is overrated. That is the way that 
everyone else does it. Plus, we just hung out with this guy.  
 
Karl: Okay. Do you want me to call? 
 
Pete: We have five hundred dollars on this, if you remember? 
 
Karl: Yea I remember. That only leaves one option… 
 
Pete: R-P-S. On chute? On chute. Rock. Paper. Scissors. Chute. I win. Alright I am 
about to call him.  
 
Pete picks up his phone and calls Mike. 
 
Pete: Ring. Hello. Hey Mike. What’s up? 
 
Mike: Not too much. Do you guys miss me? 
 
Pete: No, we couldn’t get away fast enough. Not really-- we just have to be in Santa 
Monica in three days so we needed to leave. What I did call about was to see if Mile 
High Creative can have your business and produce a video for you. Karl and I have 
been brainstorming and we want to produce a few videos. Your business is 
incredible. 
 
Mike: I was waiting for you guys to ask me. Of course I will. I have already been 
exchanging emails with some of the members up here and there are some people 
very interested in your business. I was going to call you in the morning to tell you, 
but I guess we can wait until now. Me and three others would like for you to make a 
presentation to us. That is, if you and Karl are interested in bringing investors on 
board. I believe in you guys. I want a part of it. I can add a lot to your prospects. I 
know a lot of people that would buy your service. 
 
Pete: Well that sounds incredible. Honestly, we hadn’t thought about bringing 
anyone else in, but let me talk to Karl and we will get back with you. 
 
Mike: Okay. Well, there is only one day that we can all get together in Boulder and 
that is next Saturday. So that is your only chance.  
 
Pete: Count us in for next Saturday. 
 
Mike: Okay. We will be in touch. 



Pete hangs up the phone and looks at Karl. Karl isn’t really sure what just happened 
so he is excitedly motioning Pete to divulge the information exchanged in the phone 
conversation. 
 
Pete: Four people want to invest in us. We have a presentation next Saturday. Looks 
like we have some work to do. 
 
Karl: Damn. How much money do we ask for? 
 
Pete: How much money do we need? This is going to be so much work. 
 
Karl: Do we even want them on board? 
 
Pete: I think we do. What if they just buy the business? Give us salaries? Would that 
be okay with you? 
 
Karl: Hell no. There is no chance I would ever agree to that. They aren’t getting 
much equity. They’re bringing nothing to this. All they are bringing to this is a 
market. And, we’ve proved that we can work this market without them. We sold in 
Nebraska and we sold to The Elbow Room.  
 
Pete: What if they offered us one million dollars? 
 
Karl: That means that I get eight hundred thousand dollars. Wow. I wouldn’t even 
know what to do with eight hundred thousand dollars.  
 
Pete: So you would accept it? 
 
Karl: Yea probably. I’d have to.  
 
Pete: So, the price of Karl’s soul is eight hundred thousand dollars. 
 
Karl: I guess you could say that.  
 
Pete and Karl pull over once they pass through Grand Junction and make it into 
Utah. They are going to camp. They set up their tent and start a fire. They make hot 
dogs and fall asleep. 
 
The next twenty hours after they wake up they drive straight through to Santa 
Monica and arrive in the early a.m. hours to Santa Monica. They pull up to Jonesy’s 
house and unload their bags into the extra bedroom. 
 
Jonesy: Good to see you boys. I never thought that I would see you out here again.  
 
Pete: Dude, we have a lot to tell you. 
 



Jonesy: Let me introduce you to my girlfriend first, then we will roll up a joint and 
you can tell me everything you want to. Walks into the family room of his house. 
Taylor this is Karl and this is Pete. 
 
Taylor: I’ve heard a lot about you guys. I don’t know how I feel about you two being 
here. 
 
Pete: Oh, we know that’s a lie. 
 
Karl: What are you guys up to tonight? 
 
Taylor: We are just watching a rerun of the Clippers game. I have a showing at six in 
the morning tomorrow. 
 
Karl: A showing? 
 
Taylor: Yea. I’m listing a house in Malibu that someone is coming in to look at. God, I 
hope they buy it. You can’t sell a five million dollar house around here right now. 
 
Karl: Wow. 
 
Pete: Can we come up there with you tomorrow? 
 
Taylor: Um… No? Why would you want to come to work with me? I just met you. 
 
Karl: What he meant to say is that we have a business that can help you sell your 
house.  
 
Pete: Have you ever thought of taking aerial videos of the house to give people a 
better look at the house? 
 
Taylor: I don’t even know what you are talking about.  
 
Pete: Just let us come up there with you tomorrow and take a few videos of the 
house from the outside. We will put together a video tomorrow during the day and 
we will show it to you tomorrow night. 
 
Taylor: That sounds kind of cool. I guess we can give it a try. 
 
Pete, Karl, Jonesy, and Taylor stayed up until the game was over and then they all 
fell asleep. 
 
Pete and Karl went to Malibu with Taylor in the morning and took aerial videos of 
the beautiful house. Once they got back they put together a video of the house and 
showed Taylor. 
 



Taylor: This is amazing. How much do you want for this? 
 
Pete: How about five hundred dollars? 
 
Taylor: That works for me. 
 
Jonesy: No more business the rest of the trip. Let’s have some fun. 
 
Pete: One more matter of business. Would you be interested, Jonesy, in buying one 
of these drones for your old lady so that I don’t have to come out here and charge 
her five hundred bucks every time she needs some footage of her house taken? 
 
Jonesy: How much? 
 
Pete: Fifteen hundred dollars and I will come out here the first three times to teach 
her how to do it herself. And, she will have a top of the line model that she can use 
herself. 
 
Jonesy: I guess, guys.  
 
For the next four days, Pete, Karl, Taylor, and Jonesy hung out and didn’t talk 
business again. Karl nor Pete thought about business again. Two days before they 
had to be in Colorado, they said their goodbyes and took off towards Boulder. Two 
days later they got there. The meeting was at five o’clock in the evening and Pete 
and Karl got there a half hour early. They were sitting in the car waiting for Mike to 
let them in.  
 
Pete’s phone buzzed and it was Mike. 
 
Pete: Hello, we are here. 
 
Mike: Come on up. We are at the table. The floor is yours. 
 
Karl and Pete walk in to four men in suits sitting two on each side of the table.  
 
Pete: Greetings everybody. I’m Pete and this is Karl. We are the founders and the 
only owners of Mile High Creativity. We come here today seeking a partnership. In a 
week and a half, we already have nearly fifteen thousand dollars in sales. You would 
be investing in our potential, not our history. I am a tax lawyer by profession and 
Karl is an engineer. 
 
Karl: This is not a normal situation, where we have been in business and have 
several quarters of financials to back up our valuation. We think that there is so 
much potential in this industry and we think that we could get this going without 
investors given the complete lack of overhead required, but we recognize the value 



that investors like yourselves bring into the business. To wit, your connections and 
savvy.  
 
Pete: Our business is in its very early stages and we are only willing to offer a 
twenty percent share of our company for two hundred thousand dollars. We are 
going to use this money to fund our sales force for at least six months to travel 
around the Chicago and Denver area marketing our product and services to 
different realtors and business owners. 
 
Karl: We see a million ways to apply this technology—from fishing to farming, from 
realtors to taxi cab drivers, or even advertising. We are going to focus primarily on 
the real estate and advertising markets. 
 
Pete: We would offer two pricing strategies to realtors. First, we could employ cash 
on delivery for a discount or we could employ a more expensive paid upon sale of 
the house strategy.  
 
Karl: We plan to actively market our services as an advertiser in the Chicago area. 
Drones have tremendous potential as pop-up advertising. We anticipate leasing 
drones for the weekend to different businesses that decide they want to have a sale. 
We anticipate purchasing twenty nine one hundred drones with out first investment 
with which we will use in both our operations and our leasing operation.  
 
Mike: One question. 
 
Pete: Yes? 
 
Mike: How do you get a one million dollar valuation? 
 
Pete: Mike, this is not us. This is not the way we sell things. We don’t put suits on 
and go ask for money with PowerPoints and promises. If you want the honest 
answer, then we got the one million dollar valuation because we are okay with 
giving away twenty percent of the next five years of our blood, sweat, and tears for 
the amount of two hundred thousand dollars. That’s the definition of fair market 
value in my book. I’ve sat through a bunch of classes on present value, future value, 
and all that other stuff—it’s all a bunch of guesses. I go with my gut. This business is 
going to succeed.  We have no overhead. All we have to do is travel around and call 
on clients and solve their problems. Through the travel, we will meet other clients. 
You are investing in us—the way we live our lives, everyday being friendly and 
making people want to help us. Go ahead and try to get a valuation of a week and a 
half of a business being in existence. It’s impossible. Try to extrapolate fifteen 
thousand dollars over a week into a yearly total. That’s nearly eight hundred 
thousand dollars.  
 
Mike: I like that you guys are honest. You guys made the exact presentation that I 
would have made if I was in your situation. We are betting on you guys. Here is our 



offer: we will give you a one million dollar valuation, but we want fifty-one percent. 
You will work for us. We believe in you guys and want a three-year employment 
agreement. 
 
Karl: We’re not willing to give you fifty percent.  
 
Pete: Yea this is so early that we cannot give up that much equity. 
 
Mike: Well, we have to have control. Give us a number.  
 
Karl: Twenty million. 
 
Mike: You are nuts. 
 
Karl: Seriously, man. We won’t do that  
 
Pete: Twenty percent. Two hundred thousand.  
 
Mike: You know what? We will give you your one million dollar valuation, but we 
only want ten percent. That would be one hundred thousand dollars. Can you guys 
do that? 
 
Karl: Absolutely. Can we get some assurance that for the next year you guys will try 
to the best of your abilities to get our services in the hands of your network out 
here? 
 
Mike: Yes. We have already been working the phones and have clients that we need 
to sit down and talk to you about. We don’t want to be vultures. Karl, we are not 
opposed to you holding onto your job for a while. We expect this not to pay off for a 
few years, but we believe in you guys. Keep it up.  
 
They shake hands and exchange pleasantries and head back to the car. On the way 
back to Chicago, Karl and Pete are in shock that the idea they created a few weeks 
ago has landed one hundred thousand dollars in their business’ coffers.  
 
Karl: What are we going to do with this money? 
 
Pete: Now we have to do exactly what we said we would do. Are you going to keep 
your job? 
 
Karl: I quit my job before we headed out here.  
 
Pete: Are you kidding me? 
 
Karl: No. I have fifty thousand dollars in my bank that I can survive on for now. I 
now know that I can make money with this.   



 
Pete: What a trip, man. I cannot wait to tell Reagan about this. What are your 
parents going to say about this? 
 
Karl: I don’t know. They don’t even perceive this reality. They’ve always had a W-2 
job that paid them and contributed to their 401(k). We are in no man’s land. 
 
Pete: My parents too. We’re breaking the mold. 
 
Karl: This doesn’t feel as good as I thought it was going to. 
 
Pete: Let’s get back to Chicago. You’re technically almost a millionaire. 
 
Karl: This isn’t my definition of a millionaire. 
 
The final scene is a deja vu of the first meeting. Karl pulls up to the courts and walks 
out to others playing tennis. This time, there is no tennis. They sit around and talk 
the entire time. Reagan promises to help them in anyway she can.  
 
The screen goes black and white words display the following: Pete won his case in 
the Tax Court. All eighty-five dogs were videotaped and the video of Gustov received 
two million five hundred thousand views on YouTube and counting.  Gustov came 
out of retirement to star alongside James Franco in his next irrelevant film. Karl and 
Pete worked for Mile High Creativity for the next five years until they sold their 
interests for a combined one hundred million dollars to an LA motion picture 
company. One hundred million dollars can make anyone live happily ever after. 
  
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  


