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Pair of sixes, two g’s on the line, my girl breathing down my neck; I live for this. The third card was an ace. “Seven card stud four more to go,” I thought. The dealer placed another card on the table. “Another ace, great,” I thought, “Now two pairs however I have no idea what’s in anyone else's hand. Bets placed. The dealer pulled another card, an eight, "No help,” I said to myself. “Come on baby another six then I’ll have a full house,” ran through my head. Bets were placed again now I’m in four g’s on the line. Pulling another card she dropped a jack; I saw the smile on one of the players “Looks like either a pair or three of a kind if he’s got two in his hand.” Got to play it cool, I thought. Everyone passed. “Four g’s don’t fail me.”  I let it run through my head. Pulling the last card another six. “Great, a full house just what I wanted.” Before we could even show our cards, the front door exploded, as armed men rushed in.

Everyone started running, grabbing the pot, as I yelled full house, grabbing my girl we headed towards the bar, “What are you doing?” She yelled, knowing this bar by heart. I yelled, “there’s a trap door behind the bar. This used to be a speak easy they kept the trap door so they could sneak out as needed.” Crawling through the tunnel we found it opened onto a walkway looking around we realized we were six buildings over from the gambling house. “Quick,” I said. We went into the tea house across from the tunnel we came out of. “Please come in,” the waitress announced, “Sit anywhere you like. I’ll get you some menus." Heading to a booth, we thanked her as we sat down. “Here you go,” she said as she handed us the menus, “I’ll be back in a few to take your order.” Returning to the table she asked, “What’s your pick?” I ordered two chai teas, a large cheese, and a fruit platter. Going back to the kitchen she called “Two chia’s, and a large cheese, fruit platter.” 

Placing the teas and platter on the table. Thanking her she turned to walk away. The gunshots could be heard all the way down here. “Great another robbery at the gambling house,” she growled as she headed back to the counter. “This happens often,” I asked?  “At least once a month<” the waitress commented. “Just take your time sweety,” the waitress explained, “The town guards will be here shortly to take care of it, not worth bothering yourselves over.” Handing us the check, “If you want anything else I can add it to the bill.” We stayed; I wanted to see what would happen. Sure, enough the town guards arrived. I thought they were just going to arrest them, nope. Pulling out their weapons, they waited for the robbers to come out. Back out the door, they came. The town guards fired. To my surprise, they weren’t bullets. The robbers were disintegrated. “Whoa,” I yelled. “Don’t worry honey, they only use those on the robbers. 

We waited until they left. Then we went back to our car and drove away. “How much did we make,” Nat asked? Counting the money I said, “Good hall, a cool fifty g’s.” “Nice Nat consented. “Can we get a hotel room for the night, Gam,” she asked? “I hate when you call me that. Its Gammer, and you know it.” I snapped! “Sorry,” Nat said, “You used to like the nickname." “Key word used to botany more it’s Gammer from now on.  There’s a motel over there I’ll get us a room,” Finishing I got out of the car. 

Entering the motel lobby the man at the front desk smiled, “Good evening, sir. Can I help you?” “I need a room,” I answered. "Of course, sir single or double?” “Two of us, one bed,” was my response. Handing me the key he said, “Number six, first floor.” I took the key and headed back to the car. Pulling into the parking space in front of number six. I announced, “Here we are, let's get a good night's sleep.” Nodding Nat followed me to the door. Entering, the room was nice, one bed queen size all we needed. I locked the door. We were asleep within minutes.

We were awakened by the sound of sirens. Looking at the clock, it was 3:30 in the morning, “so much for a good night's sleep,” I thought. Looking out the window, I saw three town guards, cars driving toward the gambling house again. “Can’t be another robbery,” I thought. Nat was already dressed, “Time to move,” she asked? “Definitely,” I answered. Dressing as fast as I could, I told Nat to make sure we had everything. With a quick go through she stated, “Got everything.” Out the door we went. Too many cops for me. Dropping the key in the return slot, we drove out of town, "East or West,” I asked. “East,” Nat responded. Turning east, we headed towards the next gambling house.

It was a long drive over two hundred miles, mostly small gas stations, which we needed, and a few houses scattered throughout the trip. “Here we are Nat,” I woke her, long rides she always falls asleep. Yawning, she asked, “Good, let’s go make some money?” Nat sleepily responded as she stretched. “Gambling house opens at 7:00 at night. We’ve got at least an hour to go. We’ll get a bite to eat before we go in,” I informed her. “Good, I’m starving,” she smiled when she said it.

Entering the dinner, it was almost full, just two, or three tables left. We grabbed the nearest booth. I ordered for us. Bringing us coffee, the
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