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He heard the yelling & screaming on the other side of the door. Soon the noise turned into intense pounding with the door beginning to give way at the hinges. He knew he had to get out or face what promised to be a violent end. With only one way of escape, he pushed open the window screen and put his right leg through the window followed by his large torso then his left. 

He had escaped the confines of the run down motel room and ran for the wooded area behind, hiding there until it was safe to move on.  

It was a very close call thanks to a large unpaid debt. He knew that if they ever caught up with him, he would certainly wind up missing.  

Short on cash and with no where else to go, Lance figured on nearby Houston Texas as the best place to move on to. It was close and at least there, with it's booming economy, he had a good chance of finding a job fast.

Besides, he'd heard about a big new timeshare sales office which had opened and was looking to hire  new junior sales people with no experience required. A perfect fit for him since he had little work  experience, except that as a shoe salesmen selling shoes specially made for elderly women.

He stepped off the bus with little more than a small black worn suitcase and change in his pocket and made for the nearest phone booth. He called to set up an interview. Luckily they had an opening that same afternoon and were located within walking distance from the bus station.  

Things were looking up as he successfully made off with a large unpaid debt, escaped death by creditors, and had a shot at a new job.

As he approached the front of the deceivingly small looking strip mall where the sales office was located, he noticed a man standing high a top a latter so as to work on  the mall's light sign which was located just off the service road adjacent to the main freeway. Lance figured that the man was putting in new signage for the new sales office. 

Upon entering the sales office, he couldn't help but be taken aback by the reception area which was full of expensive looking chairs and completely wall papered with a high impact scene of a beautiful white sandy tropical beach. In the immediate corner was the reception area where a  very attractive young  woman sat behind a high reception desk. 

Quickly Lance walked over to the receptionist to inform her of his arrival. The young women looked up at him and and took note of his large roundish six foot frame. She couldn't help but sense that this man bore a striking resemblance to someone she had seen before with his a very short well manicured beard, closely set, small brown eyes and medium length straight brown hair which formed a low bang across of his forehead. 

Lance in turn very much liked what he saw with her long blond hair put up in a pretty feminine  pony tail and her large green eyes surrounded by her soft smooth skin.

“Yes sir can I help you ?” she asked in a formal business like manner. 

Lance in low quiet voice “ Yes I”m here to see a Mr. Jim Davis for an interview.”

Receptionist “Ok,  I'll let him know your here. In the meantime why don't you have a seat right over there in the far corner.” 

“Oh, ok, thank you” Lance replied softly, then turned around and and in an awkward manner, shuffled off towards the far corner of the room with his head tilted slightly down at an angle. 

Minutes later a slim red faced middle aged man dressed in a loud yellow suit jacket green pants and white shoes appeared in the reception area and looked over towards Lance. Lance couldn't help but notice the man's fingers as they were glittered with large gold diamond rings.

“Lance” the man called out looking over at him. Lance stood up and walked over. The two men shook hands.  “Hi my name is Jimmy Davis, let's go to my office.” Lance followed him back past the reception area into a brightly lit hallway and into a small bleak office which contained nothing more than a small bare desk and a few cheap chairs and an ashtray. 

“Have a seat” Jimmy told Lance and immediately pulled out a pack of Kool 100's  menthol cigarettes and offered one to Lance. Lance quickly accepted.  Jimmy then pulled out a shiny gold flip top lighter, reached over and lit Lance's smoke. He then lit his own, inhaled deeply and slowly exhaled a long stream of smoke.

The two men conversed for a short period of time with Lance claiming to be a previous sales star in the used car business but that his ex-wife had taken all his money and Jimmy claiming to be a Timeshare sales celebrity with the rings to prove it. Finally Jimmy got down to explaining the standard pay structure for junior sales people or “liners” as they were called in the industry.  

He went on to explained the typical pay structure for a liner was strictly based on commission and set a  rate of five percent of the net sales price. Further, if the liner exceeded one hundred thousand in net volume within the two week pay period, a liner would receive an additional two percent bonus.

Lance listened intently and was deeply intrigued by what Jimmy was explaining to him. He quickly  understood that he if performed well, he could earn lot's of money which he desperately needed.

Jimmy on the other hand was intrigued by Lance as he could sense a certain desperate or unusual quality to him, something which was seen as a positive quality in sales, and so made the decision to hire Lance on the spot. 

After all, besides being paid strictly by commission, liners were never hired as employees but only as independent consultants. Thus there was limited risk for both Jimmy and the the company in giving Lance a chance. 

“ Can you start tonight? ” Jimmy asked with a wide smile exposing a perfect set of large white teeth.

Lance eagerly replied “sure but I need to get my clothes from the bus stop and need a place to stay”   

Jimmy “Hell no problem, I'll drive you to pick up your stuff and you can stay with  me in one of the company's condos.”

Lance “Sounds swell” now giddy with excitement given that he had both a job and roof over his head.  

With that Jimmy got on the phone to the receptionist “Hey Hun, can you find Mr. Cardini and let him know that I have someone here I'd like him to meet.”  

Receptionist “Sure, but I think he's on the phone right now, as soon as he's finished, I'll let him know.” 

“Thanks hun” Jimmy replied as he placed the receiver back on the phone. He then looked at Lance smiling  “Before we go to pick up your stuff, I want you to meet the head of the store. 

Lance nodded anxiously and accepted another menthol smoke from Jimmy.  The two men exchanged some small talk about the hot oppressive Houston weather while smoke filled the small office. 

Suddenly a tall portly middle aged  man with a main of full jet black hair all slick backed  appeared in the door way. The man was immaculately dressed in an expensive looking Italian suit along with  perfectly manicured hands. His large fingers glittering with huge gold and diamond rings

“Well hello Mr. Cardini” Jimmy spoke out with a smile. “ I have someone here that I'd like you to meet” Cardini immediately turned towards Lance and  Jimmy went on “Mr. Cardini meet Lance, the newest addition to our big happy family.”

Lance quickly stood up and stuck out his right hand and in a soft tone said “ nice to meet you.“

Cardini replied confidently “good to meet you son. So your the latest addition to our family.” 

Lance now picking up on a strong scent of expensive cologne responded enthusiastically “ thrilled to be here,  can't wait to start. ”  

“Fantastic” Cardini replied “My sense is that your going to do very well son and it won't be long before we take a ride to the new car dealer and put you into a brand new Cadillac.”

Lance was thrilled. The thought of driving around in a new caddy of his own was something he could only dream about and was a huge step up from taking the bus or standing on the side of the freeway with his thumb out.

Plus, with a new luxury car, he would have the means to pick up and impress women. This could be a dream come true.    

Cardini continued to size up Lance with his intense blue eyes and asked him where he was originally  from. Lance told  him that he was from Hartford Connecticut. Cardini replied that he was from Trenton New Jersey.  

Jimmy piped in with his big perfect smile “ hell, you two are just like old neighbours.” 

To which Cardini agreed nodding slightly  “ well Connecticut and New Jersey are a lot closer than Louisville.”

Jimmy still smiling “ well that maybe so, but when it comes to playing the horses, few know how to pick the winners better than us from the blue grass state.” 

Cardini smiled slightly and stated that he had a meeting to attend and extended his right hand to Lance and bid him success and told Jimmy to take good care of him.

Jimmy smiling and red faced “ you bet I will, don't you worry about that.”

Cardini smiled once again then left and Jimmy asked Lance if he would be willing to begin work for the evening's upcoming  shows. Lance replied that he would, but he would need to get his clothes and clean up. 

Unknowingly, Lance had just passed his first important test. Had he declined the offer to start the same night, it would have been quietly noted by management and put him in far greater jeopardy of quickly being let go.  

Jimmy replied that he would drive him to get his clothes, then to get cleaned up, and bring him back to the store for some training before show time.

“Great” Lance replied and the two men got up to leave the small office when suddenly all the lights went out.

Jimmy “What the hell ? Guess we have ourselves a black out.” 

Lance “Where are you ? I can't see anything.”

Suddenly, they heard the receptionist begin to scream “somebody help!,  please!, help!, the man working on the sign is all tangled up and needs help! Somebody help !!!” 

Both Jimmy and Lance ran towards the screams for help in the reception area  and out onto the parking lot. Immediately they could see a man  dangling upside down with his feet entangled in black cables.  

Instinctively, both men ran towards the man and were going to try and help him when a voice spoke out “ don't touch him, he's live”  It was Maxwell, the room's second in command.

Immediately, both Lance and Jimmy began to back away.

“He's got a least a few thousand volts with lots of amperage going through him.” Maxwell went on “just one touch and you'll cook right along with him.”

The two men continued to back away slowly as they could hear a distinct buzzing sound, like that of an insect zapper, and could see the man's face turning dark with his eyes wide open and blood seeping from his mouth. 

Maxwell  “911 has been called and the fire dept should be here any minute.”  while people began to pour out of a nearby office tower which had also blacked out.

“Don't look at him.” Maxwell continued.

A few minutes later the fire department and police arrived. A  thud could be heard as the man's body hit the ground the moment the electricity was shut off. A white sheet was placed over the corpse as onlookers gasped in horror. 

'What the hells going on here ?” Cardini spoke out in dismay as he walked out and over to where Maxwell, Jimmy and Lance were standing.

Maxwell “ apparently the guy who was installing the new sign accidentally stepped on a live cable and cooked  himself.” 

“ Jesus ” Cardini replied looking over towards the body underneath the white sheet. “ I sure hope they get that thing out of here and clear out all of this commotion before any of my ups begin to arrive for the show. The last thing we need is for any of them to be greeted by a fried stiff right before show time. Bad enough our new sign won't be working tonight.” 

“Yeah not having a sign for another night is a piss off.” Maxwell agreed.

“Yeah and not having power is a lot worse. Go and find out when we can expect the power to be fixed” Cardini commanded Maxwell.    

Maxwell then walked over to one of the policemen on site so as to find out when the body would be removed. He was told that an ambulance should be on scene shortly to retrieve it and not to worry as all should be cleared out by late afternoon with the power restored. 

Relieved, Maxwell went back to inform Cardini that things should return to normal well before any  ups showed and that he would look into getting the sign fixed.

Jimmy then nodded at Lance to follow him to his car. The two men drove away in Jimmy's brand new yellow caddy. First stop was the bus station to pick up Lance's few belongings which were  hastily stuffed into an beat up old brown leather suitcase. Next stop was Jimmy's condo to get cleaned up and dressed.

While driving, the two men, still in shock at what they had just witnessed, began to marvel over the incredible power of high voltage. 

Jimmy “Man, did you see that guy's face all burnt and smoking like ?”  

“Yeah and those eyes bulging out like they were, just like two over cooked boiled eggs.” Lance replied slightly nodding his head sideways and sporting a slight grin.

“Hell, much longer and I'm sure those eyes would have popped!” Jimmy replied using his index finger to flick the ashes off  his smoke into the ashtray. “And that god awful smell, burnt hair, flesh and clothing all mixed into one. Never smelled anything that bad before.” Amazing what high voltage can do to a human body. Hell, now I know why they say people actually fry in the electric chair. God awful.”  

Lance “The guy was totally cooked. Never seen anything like that before.”

Jimmy “a tasty treat for any hungry cannibal.” then breaking out into a loud “hegh hegh hegh” laugh.

Suddenly both men went silent, turned and looked at each other eye to eye and said together “ Good thing Maxwell was there to stop us!”  

Jimmy “No shit! Hell we were but a few feet from us being cooked  alive!”  

Lance still slowly nodding his head side to side “unreal, talk about a close call and what a way finish a job interview!”  

Jimmy “Yeah no kidding, lady luck was on our side today and if your as lucky in the show room as you were in the parking lot, hell, you'll be telling ole Cardini what to do in no time.”

Lance “Too bad we're not in Vegas, I'll bet we could empty a bunch of slots and maybe even hit a big Jackpot or two. What a party we could have!”  

Jimmy excitedly “That wouldn't surprise me at all, maybe we should hit the horse track later.” 

Lance “Or at least go out and play some bingo.” coming down to the knowledge that he had little more than pocket change to his name. 

Silence then filled the car as the two men continued on their drive. Despite what had just happened, Lance felt much less anxious and much more at home with Jimmy and  the others whom he had just met. He now felt a deep, soothing sense of belonging. Finally, after long last, he'd found a place which he could call home. A place which practised his own instinctive brand of salesmanship. Tactics which strictly worshipped the strong and ruthlessly slayed the weak.  All he had to do now was to make a fast sale, or face being fired with little more than moments notice. 

Jimmy on the other hand was figuring that Lance had roughly a slightly higher than normal chance of making it which was still higher than most others, as only a tiny few ever go on to turn selling timeshares into a highly lucrative career.

The fact that he was ready to start the same day was a positive as it demonstrated enthusiasm and initial dedication, plus the way he handled the death by electrocution mishap pointed to someone who could keep his cool and make light under stress. But most importantly, Jimmy sensed a unique odd quality to him which was a common thread shared by many of the great ones.  

The big question for Jimmy was how much time should Lance be given if he turns out to be a dud ? Two weeks maybe three at most before Maxwell or Cardini would begin throwing both chairs around because he had yet to make a sale.  And besides, if Lance proved to be another dud as most were, he could instantly be let go, which in Jimmy's mind, made him a good gamble.

The two men arrived at Jimmy's condo. Upon entering, Lance immediately sensed that the condo came fully furnished with only a few cheap generic looking pictures hanging on the walls along with a couple of small plastic looking plants placed on each of the couch's chrome and glass end tables. In front of the soft  beige couch sat a chrome and glass coffee table. On each end of the coffee table sat two large clear glass ashtrays along with a deck of cards placed perfectly between them. Besides the cards,  Lance also noticed a shiny chrome and glass mini bar which was situated next to the TV, one was stocked with Cola bottles and Canadian Club whisky, all complimented by a wide assortment of fancy glasses, an ice bowl complete with dimpled metal ice tongs.  

Lance also noted that the two bedroom unit was immaculate, which lead Lance to figure that Jimmy must use either a professional maid service or have a girl friend clean and tidy it for him. 

Jimmy gave Lance a quick tour of the unit showing him a bare yet fully equipped kitchen, brand new empty fridge and the bedroom he would be staying in. The whole place had a feel of a large upscale motel suit. 

Lanced quickly showered and got dressed putting on one of three of his slightly crumpled black suits. a  white dress shirt, red tie, black socks and shoes, and to top it all off, his favourite pair of dark red, gold, clip-on suspenders. 

Lance looked into mirror at his large tall figure convincing himself that he looked pretty darn good despite his round midsection. 

As Lance stepped out of his bedroom and walked out into the living room, Jimmy gave him two big thumbs up for “looking so good” telling him that he was looking sharp and ready despite the fact that he couldn't help but notice his scuffed and worn looking black shoes, and cheap suspenders.  

He also couldn't help but notice one other oddity about Lance which he sensed earlier but couldn't quite put his finger on until now, which was the size of Lance's feet. For a large man, Lance had small feet. Size seven, eight at the most.  

The two men arrived at the sales office. A few couples, or ups they as were commonly referred to in the business, had already begun to arrive and Jimmy quickly lead Lance through the reception area and into the back of the main show room where a number other junior sales people, or liners as they were called, were sitting.

The show room was large, bright and filled with approximately forty round seminar style laminate top and chrome stand tables along with gold valour and chrome finished chairs. For each table,  there were three chairs with one chair placed opposite the other two. Placed on top of each table, was a thick pad of yellow lined paper along with an overturned two page survey for the liner to fill out with the up before the show got underway.  

At the front of the room facing the tables, was a large stage. At the back of the stage hung three large video screens. On the stage sat a large mental easel which supported a large grey easel pad  for the podium speaker to write on.  

On the surrounding walls were large high impact blowups showing various exotic resort areas, bleach  white beaches, and luxury condo units featuring attractive looking couples and families, all happy and smiling. 

An hour before the first show, it was customary for the line manger to hold a sales meeting with the liners. The line manger or the line whip was in charge of the liners and was usually a well seasoned senior salesmen who had successfully risen from the ranks of liner to become a “closer” as they were called, meaning that control of a an up could be turned over to them by a liner or another TO in order to close the sale.  

The line meetings generally began with the line manager doing a roll call.  Should any liner show up late for the day's meeting, that liner would be immediately chastised  in front of the other liners and have their line position moved to the back, meaning that they would only get a chance to sit and make money if enough ups showed up as they would be the last to be called.  Punctuality was critical as 

tardiness was simply not tolerated and could destroy the prospects for even the most successful and  talented liner.  

In the event that a liner was late more than a few times, upon showing up, the tardy liner would be openly fired in front of the other liners and then sternly told to vacate the premises immediately.  

The policy was the same for liners who simply failed to show up more than a few times for any reason including sickness verified by a doctor's note.  

Once roll call was taken, positive mention would be given to those liners who's ups purchased a membership the previous day, each mention was followed by overly enthusiastic applause from the other liners and the line manager. If sales were good the previous day, once roll call was completed it was then customary for the Manager to pay out cash spiffs to those liners who made sales the day before. In doing so, the manager would hold up a wad of cash for all the liners to see and then pay the cash out on the spot to those who had earned a spiff.  

If no sales were made the previous night, the line manager would resort to chastising individual liners at random regardless if any of the liners had done anything wrong or not or even if the blank shows came as a result of a weak closer effort.  

After roll call, any brand new liners would be introduced to the line and asked to stand up and give a short introduction about themselves which Lance did telling the group his name, where he was from and stating how happy and excited he was to be given the opportunity to sell and couldn't wait to hit  the tables, to which he received a loud round of applause from Jimmy and the other liners.

The next phase of the meeting usually involved a lesson in liner science which generally covered topics ranging from how the liner should first introduce themselves to the up, to how to properly turn the up over to the control of a closer. 

After the science lesson, it was time for some role play where the line manager would summon the weaker liners to the front of the room and have them play act their role as liner in response to a difficult or uncooperative up as played by Jimmy. If, during role playing, the liner forgot what to say or went off track, the liner would be sharply chastised in front of the others.  

Despite the chastising, the meetings would, in most cases, be wrapped up on a upbeat note with the line manager pointing out that hundreds of dollars can and have been made daily simply by making friends with a couple of strangers in less than two hours, easy work for easy money. 

A point which was backed by the manager announcing a hundred dollar cash spiff for the liner who got the first sale plus another hundred bucks for the one who achieved the highest volume. 

Post meeting, liners would move to the liner's lounge and wait to be called by reception according to their position on the line. The liner's lounge was a much smaller brightly lit room filled with chairs, a long yellow coloured linen couch, a few round tables and a wall with plaques featuring “Liner of the Month”. Hanging besides the plaques was a large white board upon which the week's sales would be written up using both green and red  felt marker listing the Liner, podium speaker and closer  followed by the amount of the sale. 

A sale written up in green would indicate a full down payment and commission payable or cash out, fully paid at time of sale. Whereas a sale written up in red, would indicate a pending sale meaning that only a small deposit had been left with the balance of the down payment to be paid in the future at which point the sale would become green and commission payable.  

In addition to the sales board, was a large cork board pinned with management announcements, a large sheet showing various monthly sales statistics, cumulative sales volume,  announcements, updated show times and a bunch of Polaroid snap shots taken of various liners and closers before, during and after show time at one of many nearby nightclubs.

As part of the training for new liners, a new liner would sit along or ride with an experienced liner in order to gain some first hand experience before going solo, but with one cardinal rule which was that the new liner can only be introduced and must not speak throughout the presentation. The only thing a  new liner was allowed to do was to clap and laugh at the podium speaker's canned jokes and give positive support by putting an enthusiastic hand up in response to the podium speaker's obvious yes or no buying questions.  

The same rule applied to any seasoned liner once control of the table was turned over to a closer after the sales presentation. 

Once called, a receptionist would hand the liner sheet filled out and signed by the up acknowledging that they were in fact a married couple, that they were gainfully employed and had a combined annual income of at least forty thousand dollars and that they would have to spend a minimum of ninety minutes  in order to qualify for one of five complimentary gifts and as such be eligible to draw for the grand prize which was usually an all paid vacation for two at one of the club's resorts or a Bahamas cruise. 

As the liners waited to be called, Lance sat quietly trying not to look nervous as he waited to ride. Jimmy told him that he would be riding along with a women named Val. Val was an attractive, voluptuous dark haired women of medium height who looked to be in her early to mid twenties and was smartly dressed in a formal white shirt, blue skirt combo all of which made her resembled that of a typical pretty flight attendant. 

But, aside from her pretty looks, Val was also one the top liners and was a constant favourite of the closers due to the fact that she could easily put an up at ease, make friends with them and turn them over by asking for assistance on how the up could finance a membership purchase at the special today only price and receive a today only free purchase incentive worth thousands in saving and bonuses.  

As Val was called and was handed the up qualification sheet, Lance sprung up and walked over to her and stuck out his hand and introduced himself. As the two shook hands, she looked up at him and  pleasantly introduced herself taking note of  his small dark eyes, eyes which  contrasted with her own widely spaced, large green ones. 

As Lance looked down at her, he couldn't help but immediately notice her pretty face and eyes, along  with the large silver diamond ring on her left ring finger which angered him instantly.  

The two then went into the reception area where Val called out the name of her up in a very soft but confident, sweet sounding voice. She then introduced both herself and Lance, shook hands and led the group through the sales room to one of the front tables next to the stage. Lance then grabbed an extra chair for himself and sat down besides the husband with Val sitting on the far side next to the wife as males always sat next to husband, females next to the wife. 

Val then turned over the survey sheet explaining that she was just going to fill out a short survey about their past vacations.  

The questions on the survey varied from where the up last vacationed and how much it cost, to if and  when they were planning their next vacation. And finally, if free, what would be their dream vacation.  

Basically all loaded sales questions and admissions for the closer to use once called into a table. 

As Val went through the survey, Jimmy stood in the back of the room carefully watching and taking mental notes of the body language at Val's table so as to determine the mindset of the up and to see if Lance was making any critical errors, like talking since his strict orders were to do little more than give podium support.

Immediately Jimmy noticed that the husband was sitting back from the table with his arms tightly crossed indicating he was of closed mind. The wife on the other hand, had her hands on her purse but was sitting with her body up into the table which indicated genuine interest and was a  positive sign given that if wife wanted to buy, a sale would be made regardless of what the husband wanted.  If however, it was a case where the husband was sold but the wife wasn't, chances of a sale were next to none.  

As the sales room filled to capacity with ups and liners, a noticeable hum could be heard from the one hundred and twenty or so people both asking and answering questions. Such was a highly coveted sound since it indicated that the line was energetic and doing it's job making friends and putting the ups at ease and thus beginning the sales process of turning highly suspicious sworn non buyers, into buyers.

After roughly twenty minutes from when the last liner was called and seated with an up, one of the receptionists appeared in the back of the room. She then loudly asked for the room's attention so as to give the five minute announcement stating that the show would be starting shortly and for those who needed to use the washrooms, to please do so.

A few minutes later a large middle aged, well dressed man with a full mane of slicked black and grey peppered hair appeared on the stage with a mike in hand and began the podium phase of the show.

“Excuse me everyone, can I please have your attention” the room became silent as everyone's attention turned to the man on the stage.  On behalf of Class One Resorts, I'd like to welcome you to our show room here in Houston. My name is Dick Cheek and I'm going to be your host this evening” his voice deep, yet velvety smooth and slightly amplified. Cheek then asked “ how many of you thought that we were going try and sell you something tonight ?”  The majority of the ups put up their hands along with their liners. “ Well we'll try not to disappoint you” he replied smiling and garnering some disjointed laughter from the ups and the liners. 

Cheek went on “ how many of you made a promise to each other before coming in that no matter how good anythings sounds, we aren't buying anything tonight ?” Once again a bunch of arms went up including those from most of the liners. “ Well that's perfectly normal and is just what my wife and I promised each other when we came in to see a show and ended up becoming new members that very evening. All we ask ladies and gentlemen, is that you keep an open mind and take a serious look at what we have to offer and the incredible incentives for those who make the decision to become our newest members today. “How many of you think that's fair and reasonable ?” Once again the majority of ups and liners put their hands up indicating that the pack between the ups had been broken rendering them susceptible to being sold. 

Breaking the pact as it was called, was a fundamental and in most cases, essential sales tactic used in turning sworn non buyers, into buyers. Couples who've initially came out for a free gift, a chance to win a big prize, plus making a pact with one other not to buy anything no matter how good it sounded. Then to be transformed in just a few short hours into buyers who've agreed to spend thousands of dollars, and only then to leave with nothing more than a cheap free gift, usually a Bahamas cruise cert costing around ten bucks, and a glossed up contract in hand.

Cheek then carried on with a few canned jokes like the “honey dew” vacation where instead of going on a real vacation,  the couple stays home where the husband is presented with the “honey do” list of household chores as written up by the wife.

After the canned jokes came the box where the podium speaker would draw a small square box on the easel pad and compare it to the typical one room hotel motel unit.  Then through a series of pointed questions directed at the audience, Cheek would paint a picture of a typical low cost hotel room, one featuring tacky orange wall paper along with matching curtains and bed spread. With  the audience in agreement over what the typical hotel motel room consisted of he then compared that with the typical timeshare unit which featured a complete modern kitchen, fully equipped with all the latest appliances, luxury dining and living rooms, bathrooms and last but not least units with up to three bedrooms which  could be booked by timeshare owners giving them plenty of room for kids, grandparents or as a rental for friends, should the need arise.  

Next came the cost of renting one's vacations as opposed to owning. In little more than a decade the  iconic Motel  6 in effect became Motel 106 thanks in large part to the hyper inflation and super high interest rates experienced during the decade. Thus, as Cheek pointed out, vacationers who opted to rent could easily expect to pay well over $200.00 per night for even the cheapest motels like Motel 6.  

Using an easy to work with figure as one hundred dollars, Cheek did the math on what one could expect to pay over the next twenty years taking just one week per year which came out to be fourteen thousand dollars. Taking a more realistic two weeks per year doubled the amount to a whopping twenty eight thousand dollars all in exchange for renting a one room box with a bathroom as he put it and that  

wasn't taking into account any rampant inflation and would more than double the cost yet again.

The answer to this problem was of course for people to own their vacations instead of renting them and as Cheek pointed out, the best way for people to do that was to purchase a membership in the club. By doing so, not only would they stop runaway inflation dead in it's tracks, but they would also take themselves out of the “motel box” and put themselves into condo luxury. 

Once Cheek had the numbers covered, it was time for the video presentation which ran approximately twenty minutes and utilized the three large screens to the back of the stage. The  technology used was top of the line for the time and consisted of both projected high impact slide screens of exotic beaches and resorts on the  two outside screens, with the middle screen intermittently projecting professionally crafted testimonials from a wide range of very satisfied vacation owners who's lives had been dramatically transformed because of their decision to buy.

At the films end, the room's bright lights lit up and Cheek returned to the stage. Quickly he summarized advantages of vacation ownership vs the lost expenses of renting but without answering the now burning question of how much. Instead, Cheek instructed the ups to turn to their representatives for the price and to inquire about all the wonderful special incentives, bonuses and goodies available to those who make the decision to buy today. 

Cheek's last pitch to the audience was to point out that owning a club membership would force them to do something many of them simply didn't do or put off doing for many years and that was to take a lot more vacations. And as he put it “what could be wrong with that ?”  

He then finished up with a “Thank you everyone and God bless.” which was met with loud applause by both liners and ups as he stepped down off the stage and made his way to the back of the room.

A loud audible hum then filled the room from the many voices of people both asking and answering questions along with loud calypso style music emanating from the ceiling speakers which came on shortly after the presentation. 

A loud hum was considered a good sign as it indicated execution of a good podium, good line energy and most importantly, strong interest from the ups meaning that there were buyers among them and and money to be made.

Immediately Val turned towards her ups and  went to work as Lance watched on. In doing so she drew a line down the middle of the page and titled one side on the line as the “Today Program” and the other side the “Tomorrow”. Under the the Today side she listed the price for a two week two bedroom membership along which could be financed and included a special today only incentive which was  comprised of a free week's accommodations and airfare for two adults.  On the other side of the line she listed the tomorrow or “anytime” package which was thousands more, with no available financing or special incentives.  

Once Val finished, she turned the paper pad towards the ups and asked them “which program looks to be the better of the two ?” And then sat silent as she waited for a reply as it was taught that at that point, whoever speaks first, loses. Finally, after what felt like an eternity to Lance, and with the wife looking intensely at her husband, the husband finally relented and spoke out stating that the today program was the more attractive of the two but that even with the lower price, financing and the incentives, it was way beyond their budget. 

Val replied with the wife looking sternly at the husband, “no problem, let me ask you this, if we had something more affordable or something which fit your budget, could we welcome you as our newest members in club this evening?” Once again the husband hesitated but this time only for a few seconds and replied that if it was affordable, yes, he would purchase a membership tonight.

With that Val eagerly raised her right arm and eagerly called Mr. Davis for assistance looking at the line of closers standing in the back of the room who, not unlike a bunch of sharks, were waiting to get called. 

As per custom, podium speakers, the ones who held closer, status got first pick as to which table they wanted as opposed to the other closers who would normally have to wait until a liner called them for assistance. 

Such meant that the stronger closers or those on a role would be the first to be called and thus get first crack at the best tables and have the best opportunity to make the big money. If the liner called in another closer who's table had been chosen by the podium speaker, the called closer would have to yield to the podium speaker.

Cheek had already chosen another table so immediately Jimmy walked over to Val's table. Once there, Val introduced the couple to Mr. Davis and stated in no uncertain terms that if he could find a program to fit their budget, that they would join the club today. As Val made the introduction Jimmy looked at both ups briefly, shook their hands and began to study their survey sheet. 

The three survey sheet items which Jimmy always took note of were the last time they vacationed, followed by what would be their dream vacation if affordable and finally, what was their annual income which was extremely important given that if it were below a certain amount, if the up did not meet the income qualifications, they would be classified as not qualified or NQ meaning that the marketing fee for generating the up to the sales room for a sales presentation would not be paid.

From the survey sheet Jimmy quickly noted that the up's first choice for a dream vacation was to go to Bermuda, followed by a trip to Spain and finally their third choice was to Disney world with the kids. 

Next, Jimmy noted the last time they had been on vacation was in excess of five years and finally he noted that they had a healthy combined annual income of beyond forty nine grand which usually  meant that they had plenty of disposable income to spend on vacationing. 

Again the ups were asked this time by Jimmy if they would buy today provided that they were presented with a plan which suited their budget and once again the response was yes but not from the husband, but instead from the wife. Jimmy then quickly grabbed a chair, sat down and pulled out a bright gold expensive looking pen which blended nicely his huge diamond rings.

Jimmy then broadly stroked out the program which Val had shown and flipped over the yellow paper pad exposing a fresh blank lined page and went to work drawing out a less expensive plan or a drop as per the sales vernacular. As Jimmy wrote out the drop, Lance couldn't help but notice how smooth and neat his writing was, even more so than Val's, and was in sharp contrast to his own which was very uneven and barely legibly, forcing him to print instead of write.

Jimmy finished writing up the new lower priced program and turned the yellow pad toward the ups and waited for a response. Once again silence permeated the table until finally the wife spoke up and asked for a few minutes alone with her husband. Quickly Jimmy stood up and motioned to both Val and  Lance to follow him to the back of the room. 

As Jimmy stood carefully watching the up  from the back of the room, Val's name was again called  to sit for the next show and again Lance followed her into the reception area to meet the new up. As both Val and Lance got settled in with the new up, Jimmy had returned to Val's first table and could be seen shaking hands with the ups. 

Then suddenly Jimmy stood up with one foot on his chair and smoothly made the following announcement to the room “Excuse  me ladies and gentlemen, if I could have yah'll's attention for a few moments”  the room grew silent with heads turning towards both Jimmy and his ups who now looked somewhat embarrassed.  “We have a tradition here at Class One Resorts and that is to announce our newest members. Please help me in welcoming Bob and Barbra Bolton as our newest members to the club and  for their very next vacation they plan on going to beautiful Bermuda!! Let's give em a big round of applause !” 

Immediately the room filled with loud enthusiastic applause given by both unwitting ups and staff.

Moments after Jimmy finished his announcement or deletion as they were called  Cheek stood up, looked over to Jimmy's table and made an deletion of his own “Your old members now” referring to Jimmy's up, “Ladies and Gentlemen please help me in welcoming our newest, newest members to the club, please give a warm welcome to Gerry and Lowis Sidebottom of Huntsville Texas who plan on taking their next vacation to Las Vegas. Again the room broke into loud enthusiastic applause for another red faced couple only this time some of the liners, took to giving standing applause.

Four more announcements were heard shortly afterwards along with even louder applause after Cheek made his and one by one, buyers were led into small adjacent private rooms by support staff with the non buyers being led out by one by support staff to the gift centre so as to receive their free gift and their chance to win the big prize.

With all the announcements, the day was shaping up to be an excellent one with the first wave of ups exploding with deals and thanks to the talents of Val, Cheek and Jimmy, Lance was on one of them.

The second wave, although not as explosive as the first, produced more deals and again Lance was on a deal along with Val only this time the closer was not Jimmy, but instead Cardini's blonde haired wife MeMe whom Lance couldn't help but find very sexy in her tight red skirt and white lacy blouse,which tastefully exposed a hint of her considerable cleavage. 

After the closer produced a signed worksheet along with the money, usually a credit card, check or sometimes a wad of cash, the closer would hold up it up and call out loudly so that all on the floor to see and hear that. Such action was designed to put additional pressure on any other ups who were on the cusp of making a decision to buy.

Once a deal call was made, normally one of two things would happen, either the closer would get up and walk over to the verification office with money and worksheet in hand or the closer would call out for assistance in which case a young women, usually one of the hostesses, would come over and collect the worksheet and money and take it over to the verification department for processing.  

The verification office was located in a brightly lit room behind the sales floor. Inside the room were stacks of contracts, typewriters and a large photocopy machine. Once a deal came in, one of the verification people quickly went to work typing the info from the worksheet onto a formal contract. During this process, the credit card company was called by phone and voice fed the card numbers so as to secure purchase approval.

Upon completion of the paper work, a verification officer or hostess, would go and sit down with the new members and go over and explain, in detail, the terms and conditions of their membership. Contained within the contract, was what was referred to as the all important button up sheet which spelled out the basic terms to which the up was agreeing to in easy to understand summarized terms. 

The button up sheet was of vital importance since it served two very important functions. One was to weed out any gross misrepresentations made by the closer. Second was to get the up to explicitly acknowledge and agree to the all important provisions, the most important being that of no recession or non cancellation.

Once the deal went through verification with all of the documents inked including the button up sheet and the up was off to the gift centre and out the exit door with no next day cooling off period.

In the event that a cancellation was attempted, the deal would be sent to the solidification department where a seasoned club rep or the closer of sale would agree to meet with the ups so as to try and re-sell the deal and to reaffirm the non-cancellation provision.  

In some instances, where the deal consisted of a large purchase and affordability was at issue, the deal would be downgraded to a smaller membership such as a biennial, usage every two years, as opposed to an annual, usage once a year.

In the event where a deal simply “kicked”, no commission would be paid regardless of whether any money was left such as a full down payment or a partial down or pender deal

With penders the today's price and incentives offered would be put on lay away until enough money was paid in, usually in monthly instalments over time. Once enough money was received to equal a full down payment, the deal would become payable and commissions payed to the both the liner and closer.

For many well seasoned closers and liners, a pender pool would be built up over time so as to carry them through a weak period of sales or could make a strong period of sales, dramatically stronger  provided they were still working for the company. Otherwise, the company, not the sales people,  would simply pocket the commission.  

On the flip side, were the dreaded charge backs. Charge back was a very bad term in the sales lexicon and caused much friction between those in admin and the sales force, both of which held an ongoing resentment of each another, not unlike that of natural enemies.  

As for the sales force, there was very little respect for the admin staff, especially towards those who had no direct role in dealing with new members and they were routinely mocked and reminded that if it weren't for the efforts of sales, admin jobs simply wouldn't exist.

As for the admin side, sales people were basically thought of as nothing more than a bunch of sleazy, high maintenance babies but, since it was they who generated the life blood revenue of the company, special consideration or rulings by high management usually fell in their favour.

Once the evening's sales session had finished up it was customary for many of the sales people to go out to the bar and finish up the evening with a few drinks. As convenience would have it, next door in the same strip mall was a bar called Larry's. 

Larry's was a typical small dive bar, not unlike thousands of others which populated the greater Houston area and word was that gunshots were heard coming from Larry's just before closing time a few weeks prior.

For Lance it had been a great first night on the floor even though he had done little more that sit and watch as Val made not one, but two sales with him riding along but even so, he received enthusiastic praise, and congratulations for a job well done by most of the rooms top closers plus a forty dollar cash spiff from Cardini himself.  

Things were looking up when suddenly Lance felt his left arm being squeezed by none other than Jimmy himself. Jimmy looked at him with a big red faced grin, stuck out his right hand and offered congratulations. Lance shook hands with Jimmy accepting the praise. Jimmy then invited him to Larry's Bar for a few drinks to which he agreed. 

Upon walking into Larry's, Lance immediately noticed a small worn looking pool table with black wood rails that were covered with knife etchings. He also couldn't help but take in the strong odour of stale beer mixed with smoke, smoke which filled the bar with a hovering blue haze. 

The Bar area itself was small, long and narrow. Nestled in the back was the actual bar which was long and dark yet shiny. Behind the bar were numerous liquor bottles which stood in front of a mirror. Directly in front of the bar stood approximately eight bar stools which were covered with cheap black vinyl and supported by thin looking chrome legs.

Across from the bar stood an old jukebox which featured a wide array old cowboy tunes and was flanked by two beat up looking pinball machines. Between the bar and the jukebox stood six worn  looking wooden tables each surrounded by four uncomfortable looking low back wooden carved chairs. 

But, despite the cheap, dark, low ball atmosphere, Larry's remained a favourite, for many of the company employees from both sales and admin.  

Upon walking in, Jimmy briskly walked past the pool table with Lance closely behind and went straight for the bar. He put one foot up on the Bar's long brass rail foot rest and pulled out a large wad of cash and slapped down a bill. He then turned to Lance and asked what he'd like to drink. Lance sheepishly ordered a Shirley Temple. 

Jimmy looked at Lance somewhat surprised and raised his hand to get the bartender's attention. Immediately the bartender, who went by the name of Jake, took note and called over to Jimmy. 

“Hey there Jimmy, your usual and what about your new friend ?”

Jimmy smiled looking at Jake then turned to look at Lance,“Lance here will have a Shirley Temple.”

Jake replied “a Shirley what ?” 

Jimmy replied now smirking “a Shirley Temple.” 

Jake “Wow ! I sure do hope your friend is old enough for one of those. Maybe I should card him.”

Jimmy “Oh he's old enough alright, let's just hope he can handle it, hegh hgeh hegh.”

Jake was a  lean scruffy sort with long medium brown hair and tattooed arms which were fully exposed by a black leather vest along with a pair of tired looking old blue jeans and old dusty looking cowboy boots. A perfect fit for tending bar at Larry's as he was a  man who had partaken in numerous brawls during his many years of tending. And besides tending bar, it was rumoured that he  kept a small arsenal of weapons behind the bar ranging from an aluminum baseball bat, to a 38 magnum along with the power of a twelve gauge shot gun.  

Within seconds two drinks appeared in front of the two men. One bright pink with a little umbrella on top, the other a dark amber colour, garnished with a slice of lime and filled with lot's of ice and known to all as Jimmy's usual CC and Coke.  

Lance and Jimmy stood at the bar each sipping their drinks, one by one sales people from all ranks in the sales force along with the support staff, began to make appearances and order up their favourite  beverages.

As the bar began to fill, Val finally appeared and came up to both Jimmy and Lance who were still standing at the bar. Jimmy turned to her with a big smile and congratulated her.

“Well hun, another strong one for ya, keep it up and soon you'll be doing your own closing.”

Val replied in her sweet soft southern bell accent “oh you got that right, and when that happens, you won't be talking to just any little old closer either, as you'll be talking to a top closer.”

“Hell, I like the sound of that” Jimmy replied smiling then taking a deep long pull on his smoke followed  by a healthy sip on his drink “ Just be careful thought, not to get into a cat scrapes with any of the other women closers, cause as we all know, gals can be very caddy with one another especially when fighting over men or money. ”

“Oh don't you worry about that, once I make closer, I'll let the liners do the talking for me.” referring to the strong logical desire of liners to call in the strongest closers to their tables, especially when they had an up who showed a strong interest.  

Lance quietly watched and listened to the banter between Jimmy and Val and came to the realization that he could easily fall in love with her. 

Val then turned to Lance and said “Hi” noting his neat shortly trimmed beard and small dark eyes “Not a bad first day on the tables for you ?” 

“No not at all” Lance replied “certainly a lot better than the guy who electrocuted himself on the new sign.” 

Val “Oh I heard about that” and went on “poor man, it's just horrible that something like that should happen, and especially so close to show time.”

Lance now slightly smirking yeah, Jimmy and I were in the office when all the lights suddenly went out. We ran outside to the parking lot and saw the guy hanging upside down from the sign with his feet all tangled up in black cable and his head and face smoking, tongue hanging out and his with eyeballs looking like they were about to pop.”

Val, now totally disgusted put her hand's up in response “please no more details, that poor unfortunate man.”  

As Val reacted in her fine southern bell manor with her soft lovely voice, pretty hands and long beautifully fingernails, lance couldn't help but become intensely infatuated with her and began to feel a growing sense of shyness causing him to make a soft high pitched “eeeeee” giggle sound after each spoken sentence. 

Such emotion or social disorder were not new to Lance as his shyness with attractive women presented itself as nothing less than a lifelong struggle. A struggle which made it all but impossible for him to form any kind of normal intimate relationship. 

On the flip side of his shyness, were his deep rooted emotions of anger and jealousy making it all but impossible for him to have any real normal relationships.  

As Lance continued to quietly giggle while trying to carry on a conversation with Val,  a striking male face suddenly appeared behind Val, a male face which could only be described as a young and strikingly good looking and  outlined by thick full wavy brown hair.  

The man was Val's fiance who went by the name of Steve. As Steve stepped in close to Val she quickly grabbed his left hand and then tilted her face up towards his. The two then tenderly kissed each other on the lips, just inches from where lance stood and watched in hopeless envy. Instantly, Lance let out a giggle, only this time it was not only due to shyness but more so, due to an instant jolt of jealousy.

Jimmy then turned to the attractive couple stuck out his hand to Steve. “Hey Steve, how are you ?”

Steve replied “I'm doing just fine Mr. Davis, how about you ?” 

Jimmy  “I'm doing fantastic, we all had a super day on the tables including your fine looking little sweet hart here.” 

Steve then turned his head down once again looking directly into Val's eyes “ that's what I like to hear cause when she's happy, I'm happy.”  

Jimmy knew that Steve wasn't the brightest guy, but given his tall good looks and family lineage of big money oil, he was a perfect match  for Val.

As the night wore on, more and more of the sales force stopped by Larry's only then to be loudly called over by Jimmy and introduced to Lance with most of them eagerly congratulating him for a job well done. 

Finally Cardini appeared along with his pretty blond haired wife MeMe. Upon seeing them, Jimmy immediately turned his attention towards the two.

Jimmy “Well hello Mr and Mrs Cardini, not a bad night if I do say so myself. ” with a big red faced smile followed by few short hengh hengh laughs. 

“No not bad at all.” Cardini replied stoney faced, his eyes large, blue and intense.  “Now what we need to do is make every night like tonight, right Jimmy ?”  

“Hell yah.”  Jimmy replied, “ You just keep feeding us the ups and we'll sell em.” 

Cardini in a serious tone “we'd better Jimmy, each one of those ups comes with a big price tag  and if we don't sell em, won't be long before management will be looking for someone who will.” 

Jimmy replied “ hell I know, your only as good as your last sale.”

Cardini replied “That's right” and went on “ we have lots of ground to make up for thanks to last week's shit volume and that's not including the high number of fucken charge backs, some with your name on them.”

Jimmy now feeling pressure “Hell I know only too well Mr. Cardini, my paycheck got fucken hammered! ”    

Cardini went on “the Chief is coming in tonight from Tahoe. Word has it that he just contracted with a new up generator and is planning to rev up the room with a fresh source of units but want's to make sure the sales force is up to the job done before feeding them into the room. Word also has it, that he's pissed about the recent weak volume and want's people fired.” 

Luckily, we had a good strong night tonight, otherwise we'd be waiving goodbye to at least a third of the line and at a minimum, a couple of closers.”  

Jimmy “Oh don't you worry Mr. Cardini, with a steady flow of high quality units, I'll get you a bunch of volume, and you can take that to the bank.”

Cardini “Alright Jimmy, I'm counting on it.” Cardini then nodded to MeMe and the two turned and left Larry's. Jimmy then turned back towards the bar and with a wad of cash in hand, flipped down a fresh bill and motioned to Jake to bring him another, this time a double.  

Despite Cardini leaning on him, Jimmy knew that his worst enemy wasn't his own closing abilities or line management, both of which were stellar, but instead, that of weak marketing or inconsistent, non qualified up flow, something he had absolutely no control over yet unfairly took the heat for when ever sales were down. 

As Jimmy took a healthy sip of his fresh double, the front door opened wide and in came three very attractive, well dressed dark haired women. The three worked in administration and one by one, walked past the pool table and over towards the bar where Jimmy was sitting. Despite ongoing friction  between sales and admin, little was ever shown during bar time. In fact, just the opposite, as the sales people were generally regarded in there own right as a fine source of entertainment.  

As the three walked by they all gave Jimmy a friendly hello, ordered their cocktails and took a corner table in the far end of the bar. The three ranged in age from late twenties to late thirties, all were pretty, full figured and highly capable in fending off hits from any unwitting male.

Lance, now sensing that he was all but being ignored by Val and Steve as they kissed and held each other tight, decided he'd had enough and meekly stepped back to the bar besides Jimmy. 

Immediately, Jimmy turned towards him and asked how his drink was and if he wanted another.

Lance “Yeah I sure do need another one.” Lance replied exhaling, his face beat red, his voice in a whisper like tone “boy, Val sure seems to be head over heels with her fiancee, she can't keep her hands off him.” 

Jimmy replied quietly with a sly smile “yeah Steve's quite the stud all right, plus the fact that he's from big money, means he gets to marry her too.”  

Lance steaming inside with jealousy and anger, sucked hard on the straw of his Shirley temple while trying not to think about Val and Steve together, alone, in some fancy bedroom.  

He then turned back towards Jimmy “who were the three brunettes who just came in ?” 

Jimmy “You mean the three over there in the corner, they work in admin and are known as The  three widaws but get don't all excited. Instead, treat them with extreme caution as they have the power to kill deals during solidification.”

Lance now looking puzzled “Solidification ? Aren't the deals solidified right after the deal is closed ? ” 

Jimmy replied “ hell no, they are verified using a button up sheet before they leave, but not solidified. Solidification happens the next day and that's where the widaws come in so as to fend off buyer's remorse. The very next day one of the widaws will call the deal to solidify it. You see when a deal leaves after buying, they are walking out with little more than a bunch of legal papers, papers stating that they are on the hook for thousands of dollars for something they can't see, touch or feel. Plus, the contract they signed has no provision for cancellation. So when a deal wakes up the next morning to a bunch of legal papers instead of a shiny new Cadillac, it panics.  

Normally, if there is heat, it can be overcome by one of the widaws, but if one of them decides for some reason or another that she doesn't like the closer, she's more likely to classify the deal as bad and  kick it back to sales where can it wind up on Cardini's desk.”

Lance looking worried “What happens then ?”  

Jimmy “If the deal is kicked back, the closer may get a wood shedding by Maxwell or worse,  called into Cardini's office and fired on the spot.” 

Lance, his face now grimacing “ fired on the spot because some widow decides she doesn't like you ?”

Jimmy  “ Yeap, many a great closer have had their sales careers killed with the company just because one of the widaws took a disliken to em. And if one of them has it in for a closer, you can bet all three of em do and the closer's days are numbered.”

On the flip side, if one them takes a liking to the closer, the closer has a lot more freedom to pitch heat into a deal and still get it over the finish line to payroll. So my advice to you, is to tread very carefully as far as those three are concerned. The last thing you want to do is to piss one them off.” 

The two men sat quietly each staring into their drinks when suddenly Jimmy rang out in loud enthusiastic voice “well hell, if it isn't the big honcho himself the Chief.” 

There, standing next to Jimmy was a slightly shorter than average, tastefully dressed man.

Jimmy immediately called to Jake “bring the Chief here a vodka tonic” then shook the Chief's hand asking “How ya doing Chief ?” 

Chief  replied in a confident upbeat tone and with a smile “I'm doing great Jimmy. How are you doing ?”  

––––––––
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Jimmy “ well a whole lot better after tonight. You just get in from Tahoe ?”   

The Chief nodded to the affirmative and went on “we have a lot of exciting things happening Jimmy, including a new up generator so we should be loaded with ups in a day or two. All we need now is for you guys to sell them.”

Jimmy “Oh don't you worry about that Chief, give us the units to talk to, units who have money, and we'll sell them.”

Chief “Ok Jimmy but let's not forget that an up, is an up, is an up.” 

Jimmy “Oh I hear you Chief.  If there's unit flow, sales has no excuses.” 

Even though the Chief owned the company and was Cardini's boss, Jimmy felt much more at ease with him as opposed to Cardini or even Maxwell. With the Chief, Jimmy could sense
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