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Chapter Prologue.

 


Hellman's Department Store was a rambling two-story
affair. The color of weathered marble, it had lost the initial
sparkle. Hellman's was majestically perched at the top of a
towering hill, rising above the lesser emporiums with obvious
superiority, despite the faded exterior.

The architect had given the entrance a Roman motif.
Dark glass rectangles peered from between tall columns,
anthropomorphic in the afternoon sun, reflective gateways to the
thriving interior of Hellman's. Once inside, polished marble floors
led through aisles of neatly arranged clothing to the far side of
the building, where the clatter of dishes and babble of voices
emanated from an alcove near the elevators. Inside the alcove was a
busy restaurant. Just outside was a mannequin, draped in a blue
silk tunic, long flowing red silk pants and a low crowned felt hat
with a wide floppy brim.

A tall, elegant woman stood near the mannequin. Her
face was a tan oval in a shimmering sea of long blond hair, which
flowed in rippling waves across her shoulders. Her body was firm
and athletic. She wore heels, a blue clinging dress and a string of
gleaming white pearls. A nearby sign read "Instant Credit at
Hellman's."

A husky man in a charcoal suit was with the woman. He
was somber, with graying crew cut hair and a slight executive
paunch. The two were obviously managers of rank.

The blond woman turned and spoke to the man from The
Central Division. "We've got a clerk downstairs who tells stories
so crazy that you won't believe you're hearing them."

The man looked bored. "I've heard wild stories
before, Sylvia," he said.

Sylvia shook her head in disagreement. "Not like
these," she said. "Nobody tells stories like these. His Las Vegas
stories are completely insane."

The man showed interest. "Las Vegas? Does he
gamble?"

"We don't know. But Vicki helped him predict the
exact scores during the football playoffs. We had professional
gamblers hanging around."

"Have you done a security check?"

"We've tried."

The man thought this over. "Maybe I'd better hear
some of these stories," he decided.

Sylvia smiled, but not pleasantly. "You will," she
said. "Believe me, you will."

 



Chapter One.

 


The store was empty. It was morning, but it could
have been midnight. The interior of Hellman's was windowless,
bleak, fluorescent. A young white girl of medium height, stocky,
dark haired, cute, was busily opening boxes of clothing behind a
counter. Out came jeans, fashionable and tye-dyed. Vicki snapped a
white plastic sensor on the right cuff of each pair. She wore an
indigo dress.

Next to her, a sturdy white youth hung the sensored
jeans on grippers. He wore a white shirt with short sleeves and a
green tie. Corded muscles rippled in his forearms. Sensors and
gripper hangers were piled on the counter.

Vicki was humming softly, singing to herself.
"Sensor, hang. Sensor, hang."

Roy, her co-worker, smiled amiably.

"That's all I ever do," Vicki said. "Sensor,
hang."

"Seems that way," Roy agreed.

A tall, hunched white man in his thirties moved about
deliberately on the floor, slipping his thin frame through narrow
spaces between racks of clothes. He retrieved fallen garments, hung
them up again.

"Who's that new guy?" Vicki asked.

"Christmas help," Roy said.

"Where did he work before?"

"I'm not sure. Some kind of contractor or
painter."

Vicki studied the emaciated new guy. "He's weird,"
she decided. "But he looks kind of nice."

A tall, blond woman approached. She wore a bright
yellow dress and yellow shoes with flat heels. Her hair was pulled
back in a braid. It was the manager, Sylvia.

"Look busy," Roy said to Vicki. They both fumbled
with the jeans.

"Good morning," Sylvia beamed. She had a wide,
Cheshire smile. Pointing across the sales floor, she indicated an
empty cash terminal. "Roy, I want you over in Leisure Wear," she
said.

"Sure," Roy said. He straightened, dropped a pair of
jeans and headed for Leisure Wear.

Sylvia turned to Vicki. "Vicki, help Greg fold the
gap table. He's new."

"I know. There's something weird about him."

"Be nice, Vicki. I'm counting on you to teach him the
ropes." Sylvia raised her voice. "Greg. I want you to help Vicki
fold the gap table."

Greg started, looked over, squinted at them, nodded
and shuffled to the gap table without a reply. Vicki gave Sylvia a
look, paused, then walked over to join Greg. Sylvia walked into the
stockroom, where she had a desk.

They stood on opposite sides of the table, tentative,
folding the long sleeved knit shirts. Vicki picked hers up, held
them in front of her and folded them in the air with a practiced,
fluid motion. She dropped the finished product on the table. Greg
laid his shirts on the table, folding them awkwardly. He watched
the expertise of Vicki with awe.

Vicki grew nervous. "Why are you looking at me?" she
demanded.

"That's neat," Greg said.

"Neat?" Vicki asked with a puzzled look.

"Yeah. Neat."

Vicki frowned. "What's neat?"

"How you do that."

Vicki fidgeted. "You're staring at me."

"No," Greg said. "I'm watching the way you fold those
shirts up in the air."

"What about it?" Vicki asked uneasily.

"It looks difficult. I wonder if I could do that?"
Greg attempted an air fold, but was less than successful.

Vicki eyed him dubiously. "Where did you work before,
Greg?" she asked.

"Massanuten."

"What's that?" Her tone was suspicious.

"The Massanuten River Valley," Greg said.

This was too much. "Roy," Vicki called. "Greg says he
worked at The Massanuten River Valley." Roy looked over. Vicki
peered up at the taller Greg. "Where's The Massanuten River?" she
asked.

Greg was hunched over the gap table, clumsily folding
a shirt. "Why, that's down in South America."

Vicki stamped her foot, put her hand on her hip.
"Come on. You didn't work in South America."

"Well, you wouldn't call it work, exactly." Greg
looked at Roy. "It all began in a border town way down south, in a
small adobe hut in Nogales."

"It did, huh?" Vicki said.

"I had me a chick to look after me."

"Wait a minute," Vicki said. "Nogales is in Mexico,
not South America. Mexico is in Central America."

"I know," Greg said. "But it all began in Central
America, in Mexico. This chick used to iron my clothes, cook my
meals, do my laundry. Course, I gave her a little for
expenses."

"You're crazy," Vicki said. "First you say you worked
in Massanuten, then you start talking about Mexico.

"I'm getting to that," Greg assured her.

"So you were shacking up with this chick in Nogales,"
Roy prompted.

"Right. Well, her brother." Greg began.

Vicki exploded furiously. "I don't like you. You
shouldn't treat women that way."

"Hey," Greg said. "She needed the dough. Had to
support her kid. If it wasn't me, it would've been somebody else.
She was a 'rent a chick.'"

Vicki was not pacified. "I'm going to tell all the
women clerks about you and this rent a chick. You're a male
chauvinist pig. They're gonna be real mad, too."

Greg studied her, then continued. "Anyhow, her
brother said he had the key to El Dorado. Easy money. Next thing I
know, I'm in The South American Jungle along The Massanuten River,
getting bit by gigantic skeeters."

"I don't think there's a Massanuten River in South
America. I think you're full of bunk."

Vicki air folded another shirt. Greg watched, trying
to get the hang of it.

"You better stop watching me. I mean it."

"Bad thing about it," Greg went on with the story,
"Were these guerilla cats. Real bad cats. Revolutionary. Went
around knocking down power lines in the jungle, causing blackouts
in the cities. Cut off the water supply, too."

"I don't believe you," Vicki sneered.

"These guerillas controlled the drug trade. Coca leaf
was the main cash crop."

"Cocaine comes from Columbia," Vicki said. "You mean
you were in Columbia?"

"They grow most of it in other countries. Anyhow,
they're cracking down in Columbia, so they're relocating the drug
labs to The Amazon Jungle."

Vicki peered across the gap table at Greg. "You mean
you were in The Amazon Jungle with a bunch of guerilla drug
traders?"

"That's right," Greg nodded. "But I wasn't really
hanging around with the drug traders."

"You're a liar," Vicki said.

"These guerilla guys were in it for the dough. They
weren't really very political. Any time they had a problem with
discipline, they'd grab a few villagers and toss them into the
Massanuten River. People in the village downstream would see their
friends floating by screaming for help before the Piranhas got them
and everyone would know not to disobey the guerillas. It kept
interference to a minimum."

Vicki was angry, red-faced. "You're looking at me.
You're staring at my breasts, you stupid male chauvinist
piglet!"

"No I'm not. I'm just watching your folding
technique."

Sylvia returned, to check on their progress.

"Sylvia," Vicki complained. "Greg says he was in The
Amazon Jungle. He says a bunch of guerillas throw people in the
river and they get attacked by Piranhas. He says they grow cocoa
leaves and he's been staring at my breasts."

"Nothing in my management courses prepared me for
this," Sylvia said. She looked at Greg. "Throwing people to the
Piranhas. Why on earth would you tell a story like that?"

"Well," Greg said, "This job is a little dull and I
need to sharpen my mind."

Vicki swallowed and grew pale.

Sylvia was stern, her long tall body taut. "Do you
mean to tell me that you actually told that ridiculous story?"

"That's right."

"I'm having trouble believing this. I thought Vicki
was kidding. Why would an employee of mine tall a story like that?"
Sylvia asked in bewilderment.

"Yeah," Vicki said. "Why would you?"

"Well, it was just a story."

"I don't want to hear any more about throwing people
in the river around here," Sylvia told him firmly.

"All right." Greg was suitably contrite.

"I think he's autistic like Rain Man, in the movie,"
Vicki said. She pointed an accusing finger. "Greg might be
dangerous. He could be retarded or something."

"Greg," Sylvia said. "Were you looking at her
breasts?"

"I was watching her fold in the air. I've never seen
a trick like that before."

"Don't believe him," Vicki said. "He was staring at
me. He's really weird. I think he's some kind of fiend."

"I think I'd better keep you two apart," Sylvia said.
"Vicki, I want you back over in Yacht Wear. And Greg, for God's
sake don't look at her anymore."

Vicki began walking away. "Boy, he's spooky," she
said.

Sylvia looked at Greg. "You can fold the rest of the
gap table by yourself. And don't try any air folds."

Greg folded the rest of the table by himself.

 


 



Chapter Two

 


"It's time for a floor move," Sylvia said. With the
help of Greg and Vicki, she began switching clothes from rack to
rack, pulling the slow moving items off the aisle and replacing
them with eye catching attire.

"I want the nylon pullovers in the center, the casual
knits on the rounder, the sport shirts where the nylons are now and
the rayons on the four-way," Sylvia told them. "Then swap the megas
and rotate the racks clockwise, except for the neons which go light
to dark, left to right, like an arrow directing you into the
display.

"Sylvia paused for breath. "Got that?"

"I do, "Vicki said. She had been concentrating on the
instructions, visualizing the moves as Sylvia spoke.

"How about you, Greg?"

Greg stared at her blankly. "You need a good
knowledge of spatial relations, for these floor moves."

"Really?" Sylvia's look was frosty.

"Yeah. Just like in chess."

"In chess?"

"Spatial relations are very important in chess. You
need to visualize, just like Vicki did."

"So racial relations are important in chess?" Sylvia
said, misunderstanding the word "spatial."

"I don't think they are," Vicki said. "I think he's
dumb."

"Greg, I want you to hold this four-way up, while I
take the clothes off on this side. Don't let it tip over," Sylvia
said.

Sylvia bunched the hangars together in each hand,
lifted the clothes off two arms of the rack on one side and carried
them to their new location.

"I'll hold it," Vicki told Greg. "You can let go
now." She grabbed the rack with both hands.

Greg let go of the rack. Sylvia returned empty
handed. Suddenly, the rack began to tip.

"Look out," Vicki cried. "It's tipping over."

Greg reacted instinctively. His long arm shot out
like lightening. He struck the rack forcefully with an open palm,
like a karate strike, knocking it back into place. One of the empty
rack arms nearly hit Sylvia in the face.

Sylvia exploded. "That rack nearly hit me in the eye!
You're dangerous. Why would you hit a rack like that?"

"I don't think we had good relations between the
races," Vicki said. "I'm from Jerusalem and I'm Jewish. I think he
probably doesn't like working with me."

"The rack was tipping over," Greg said.

"I told you to hold that rack and not let it tip,"
Sylvia yelled, her composure completely gone.

"Vicki said she had it. She told me to let go."

Sylvia looked at Vicki. "Oh, she did, did she?"

"Then the rack started tipping over," Greg added.
"And Vicki yelled to 'look out'."

"Vicki, why did the rack begin tipping?"

Vicki looked especially innocent. "Oh, I was just
playing around."

"You were playing around?"

"I was pretending the rack was tipping over. How did
I know that weirdo would hit it like that? It's not my fault."

"Greg, go over to Leisure Wear for a minute."

Greg obeyed. Sylvia turned to Vicki. "That's not
nice, Vicki, tipping a rack over. That rack almost hit me in the
eye. It could have put my eye out. I don't want any more of this
horsing around. Do you understand?"

Vicki was very complacent. "Yes, Sylvia. But I think
you should get rid of Greg. Look how tall he is. I'm pretty scared.
What if he DID something?"

"Do you want me to fire him, Vicki?"

"I think you should move him to another section. I
think he's prejudiced. I didn't like that stuff about racial
relationships."

"Why don't we have Roy check him out? We'll put them
together in Men's Wear and see what happens."

"That's a good idea," Vicki said. "I think he should
work with Roy."

 


 


Roy was leaning on the Men's Wear counter. He had
black medium length hair, a broad square face and a strong square
jaw. His short sleeves revealed thick muscular forearms, which
rippled under tight skin when he shifted his weight. Greg stood
nearby. Things were slow and there were few customers.

A rap video blared in the stockroom, annoying a pair
of middle-aged shoppers.

"You like rap music, Greg?"

"It sucks."

Roy was startled. People didn't talk this way to
someone like him. He was young, athletic, a boxer. "What's wrong
with rap?"

"It sounds like delinquent neighborhood kids pounding
on trash cans, while drunken winos howl in the gutter."

"Hey, man. Rap doesn't sound like that. It ain't that
bad," Roy said.

"I think it is," one of the customers said. "Why
don't you turn that noise off?' He walked away. "I'm not shopping
here, not with that racket."

"See," Greg said. "You're ruining business with that
awful rap music. Why don't you just make a recording of a jet plane
taking off and play that instead? You could dig the
vibrations."

"So what kind of music do you like, Greg? Country?"
Roy asked sarcastically.

"No sir. I don't have nothin' to do with no
rhinestones. I like Howlin' Wolf, Big Bill Broonzy, Mississippi
John Hurt."

Roy flexed his muscles. "Hurt? Are you threatening to
hurt me?"

"No way. Mississippi John Hurt was a real person.
Came from the Delta Country."

Vicki's dark head popped out from behind a rack of
clothes. "Hey, everybody. Greg is threatening to hurt Roy. He's
talking about Mississippi Hurt."

Clerks began drifting over from other areas, to see
what was happening.

"Mississippi John Hurt didn't play the usual Delta
sound," Greg was saying. "He was from an isolated Mississippi town,
so remote that he never even heard the other Delta Bluesmen, so he
invented his own musical style."

"What style was that?" Roy asked.

"Intricate finger picking and soft vocals. You
rackety kids wouldn't like it. No amplifiers."

A tinge of anger crept into Roy's voice. "I don't
like being called a kid," he said. His eyes narrowed.

"Greg called Roy a kid," Vicki shouted. "Greg called
Roy and kid." More people arrived as a result.

Roy and Greg stood glaring at each other.

Sylvia's blond head appeared above the clothing
display. It was moving rapidly in their direction.

"What's the big deal?" Greg asked.

"I think 'kid' is an insult," Roy explained.

"People called me a kid when I was young and it never
bothered me," Greg said.

"I'm out of high school," Roy said.

"So? I'm over thirty and you all look like kids to
me. You, Vicki and even Sylvia."

"I didn't know you were over thirty," Vicki said.

"That's because he's so thin," Roy said. "It makes
him look younger."

"I don't like being called a kid either," Sylvia
said. "I want you to respect Roy's wishes here, Greg. Stop calling
him a kid."

"Hey, I didn't mean anything by it. Anyone under
thirty looks young to me, so I call them kids. I don't see what the
big deal is."

"I think he hates young people," Vicki said. "I think
he has a problem."

"I think it's ridiculous to censor everything people
say," Greg complained. "How can you be paranoid about 'kid?' Pretty
soon you won't be able to say anything at all until you've checked
a list of approved words. You guys are getting as bad as the
women's libbers."

"What's wrong with women's lib?" Vicki demanded
fiercely. She stepped aggressively toward Greg.

"Women's lib started changing all these words around.
They wanted to change manhole to person hole. That one didn't sound
too good, so they changed it back."

"Women's lib doesn't want everyone to say 'person
hole,'" Vicki insisted. "You're making this up."

"We could use woman hole instead," Greg suggested
irreverently.

"I don't like woman hole," Vicki said angrily.

"Woman hole does sound kind of bad," Roy agreed.

"Manhole isn't that great either," Sylvia
observed.

"Look, Roy," Greg said. "When I was growing up,
everybody called me a kid. It didn't mean anything bad. I use the
word from habit. I think you're being too quick to jump on minor
things. It's like you're just looking for something to complain
about."

"Yeah, man, but I don't like your attitude toward Rap
Music."

"If you people don't turn that garbage down lower,
I'm going to bring my shotgun in here and blow that video apart.
I'll put an end to that noise. It sounds like a darn
jackhammer."

This caused muttering from the younger clerks in the
crowd.

Roy felt called upon to defend rap music and the
video equipment from destruction by shotgun. "You'd better not mess
with that video. I'll duke you out, if you do," he said. He raised
fisted arms and assumed a boxing stance.

"If you attack me, I'll be forced to respond with
esoteric kung Fu," Greg said. "Then you'll be sorry. Even a boxer
can't stop esoteric kung Fu."

Roy smirked at the rail thin Greg. "Give me a break,"
he laughed.

"I don't think such a Kung Fu exists," Vicki
said.

Everyone was dumbfounded. They all knew that skinny
Greg wouldn't have any chance at all against a muscular boxer like
Roy. Unless?

"I bet he has a weapon," Vicki suggested.

"My only weapon is Howlin' Wolf music. I'm gonna howl
so loud that the sound will knock you for a loop. You'll fall right
down. Just like those secret Kung Fu howler security robots."

Vicki stepped forward. She scrutinized Greg
carefully. "What howler security robots?"

"The ones that patrol the super-secret military
installations. They emit a high pitched whine if you don't give the
correct code word and it knocks you to your knees, disabling you
just like a stun gun."

"It does, huh?" Vicki said. "Why don't they just
shoot the intruders?"

"Because they want them alive. That way, they can
drug them and interrogate them with hypnosis. They want the names
of the other conspirators."

"What kind of howl do the howler robots make? What
does it sound like?"

"It sounds just like Howlin' Wolf music. He goes
Arooo. Arooo."

Vicki got into the act. "Arooo. Arooo. Arooo," she
howled.

"What on earth are you doing, Vicki?" Sylvia asked
from the rear of the crowd. "What's wrong?"

"I'm howling like a Howling Wolf security robot," she
said. She tilted her head back and howled again. "This is how
security robots defeat the Russian KGB."

"I don't see anybody falling to their knees from all
this howling," Roy said. "The howler attack isn't working."

"I'm about ready to knock somebody to her knees, if
she doesn't quit howling," Sylvia threatened. "Vicki, cut that out.
This howling is giving me a headache."

"Then you should get hearing protectors. We can't
stop. We have to defeat the KGB. Arooo. Arooo. Arooo."

"Vicki, you stop right now, or you're in big
trouble."

Vicki stopped howling.

Roy gave Greg an appraising stare. "You don't look
that tough to me, Greg."

"Maybe not. But I know a pretty tough biker chick.
She rode a full dress Harley Hog and she wore engineer boots, a
black leather jacket and she smoked Rum River Crooks instead of
cigarettes. Talk about being tough. I'll sick her on your, Roy.
Wait until she blows toxic Rum River smoke in your face."

"What are Rum River Crooks? I never even heard of
those," Roy said.

"That's a real tough guy cigar. The filterless camel
of cigars. Soaked in rum, it is. Blackbeard the Pirate used to
smoke them in the old days, before they had rap music."

Vicki inched up even closer to Greg, taking a
combative stance. "I bet I'm just as tough as your girlfriend. If
you mess with me, I going to punch you. Pow." She made a fierce
punching motion, rendered all the more vicious by the fact that she
was only of average height. She was about five and a half feet
tall. This was pretty short compared to Greg, who stood well over
six feet high.

"That's pretty tough, Vicki. But it's still not as
tough as this biker lady. She'd knock you right upside the head if
you talked that way to her."

"Oh, yeah?" Vicki scowled menacingly.

"You better watch who you threaten, Vicki. What goes
around comes around."

Vicki grabbed a heavy box of jeans off the counter.
She was surprisingly strong. "How'd you like me to make this box
come around on your head, right now?"

Vicki came charging toward Greg with the box, getting
momentum to heave it. Greg shuffled backwards.

Sylvia stepped from the crowd to intervene. "That's
enough, Vicki," she said. "Put that box down."

Surprisingly, Vicki stopped running and complied. "I
bet you were scared," Vicki told Greg.

"I wasn't that scared. One time I played poker with
some friends of George the Gorilla. That was a whole lot
scarier."

 



Chapter Three

 


"Listen to this, everybody," Vicki announced to the
assembled store clerks. "He was playing poker with friends of
George the Gorilla."

An older male clerk stepped from the crowd. "What
were you doing in a game with people like that? George the Gorilla
is a known hoodlum."

"Hey. I was chilling out in Vegas, man," Greg said.
"I walked right in off the boulevard into a major casino and sat me
down in a high stakes poker game."

"You mean you gamble?" Vicki asked.

"Now how could I be in a poker game if I didn't
gamble?"

"I bet he has a lot of unpaid gambling debts," Vicki
said.

"It all started when I happened to read a poker book
by Mike Caro, who is known as 'The Mad Genius of Poker.' Caro says
to act real crazy and make really stupid plays. Then, when they're
all laughing at how stupid you are, you can win a lot of
money."

"I don't see how you can make money with stupid
plays," Vicki said. "What kind of stupid plays can win a lot of
money?"

"Well, for example, you could raise when you have
diamonds and hearts and pretend you thought it was a flush. You can
act like you thought a flush only has to be the same color, not the
same suit. This works better if you don't even have a pair."

"But then you lose the pot. You won't make money that
way."

"Yeah. But nobody takes you seriously the next time
you're in a hand and they call you, building a huge pot. They're so
busy laughing at the last hand when you lost that even if you win
this time, they think you just got lucky. They're still convinced
that you don't know what you're doing. You can win several hands
this way, before they catch on. Mike Caro got away with this all
the time."

"I don't think it can work," Vicki said. "Most people
aren't that dumb."

"It can work. You have to ham it up a little. It
helps to mumble that you forgot your medication. Then you can ask
what time it is? Be sure to mention that you're from the state
hospital and you have to be back by midnight, or you'll turn into a
Martian."

"I don't think you really went to Las Vegas at all,"
Vicki said. "You're just making it up."

"Oh no, I 'm not. I caused a major riot in Vegas.
They had to call the swat team. I was surrounded by The Nasty
Boys."

"Hey. You trying to call us boys, instead of kids
now?" Roy asked. "Are you saying that we're nasty boys?"

"The Nasty Boys is a show, Roy. It's coming on t. v.
soon," Vicki said. "I read about it in the t. v. guide. The Nasty
Boys are special drug cops in Las Vegas."

"So he's getting this nonsense from t. v?" Sylvia
asked.

"No way," Greg replied. "The Nasty Boys are real life
cops. Television got the idea from real life. The cops even made a
video. They sing rap music, about how 'You been busted by the Nasty
Boys.' They're a special elite unit and they break into apartments
and houses and throw drug dealers on their faces. They do a lot of
work in North Las Vegas."

"I listen to a lot of rap music. I never heard of a
Nasty Boys video," Vicki said. "So what happened in the poker
game?"

"As I was saying before all these interruptions, I
went into a casino on the strip and sat down in a poker game. There
was a world champion karate guy next to me and he was drinking beer
right out of the bottle. He wasn't even using a glass. Of course I
kept raising him whenever he called a bet with a drawing hand and
he had to fold. This was making him angry."

"You always make people angry," Vicki observed.

"I turned over a flush one time on the end and
pretended I thought I only had a pair of Kings."

"Ah hah!" Vicki cried. She pointed a forefinger at
Greg. "That's even better than losing a hand like Mike Caro, ‘The
Mad Genius.’ This way, you win the hand with the flush instead of
losing like Caro recommends, and they still think you're
crazy."

"The dealer spread the cards and helped me find the
flush," Greg continued. "Then, all of a sudden, these sharpsters
came into the game, one at a time. They took other people's places
when they left. They heard I missed a flush, so they thought they
could win money off me. They thought I was stupid."

"You are stupid. So now we have sharpsters and a
karate champion playing poker in Las Vegas," Vicki said.

"That karate guy got mad when I told him that Hulk
Hogan could throw boxers and karate guys right out of the ring.
That really set him off."

Roy stirred. "Hulk Hogan can't beat a boxer," he
announced.

"Roy boxes, Greg," Sylvia warned.

"Hulk Hogan weighs 325 pounds," Greg argued.

"Pro Wrestling is fake," Vicki argued.

"Sure. But they still know the holds. You have to be
strong to pick up a 300-pound opponent and body slam him. Pro
wrestlers would throw a boxer right out of the ring."

"No way," Roy insisted.

"How about Andre the Giant? He's seven feet tall. He
threw a boxer named Chuck Wepner right out of the ring. Wepner is
six-foot-five inches tall and weighs 235 pounds."

"Yeah. But Wepner wasn't the champion," Roy said.

"George Foreman and Joe Frazier were unable to knock
Wepner off his feet. He was tough. Ali was the first one to knock
him down, but he didn't do it until the last round. Andre the Giant
just picked him right up in the air over his head. You can't mess
with these pro wrestlers."

"I'll bet the karate guy in the poker game was mad,
when you said a pro wrestler could beat him," Vicki said.

"You bet he was. He refused to sit next to me
anymore. He got up and moved across the table to an empty seat on
the other side, as soon as someone left the game. Of course, he may
have been tired of me playing right behind him and raising him when
he called. This way, he could see if I raised before he wasted a
bet."

"What casino were you in?" Sylvia asked.

"The Pancake Flat. Right on The Last Vegas Strip,
near Flamingo. Anyway, word got around that I missed a flush and
these two friends of George the Gorilla came into the game. The
Gorilla had already put out the word to beat me, after I won money
from some of his friends a few days earlier in a different casino.
That's why I went to The Pancake Flat, this time. To get away from
the Gorilla."

"Where was this other casino?" Sylvia asked. Unseen
by Greg in the crowd, she was taking notes on a piece of paper with
a yellow pencil.

"It's a secret," Greg said. "But it was a
ten-thousand-dollar pot."

"I don't believe you," Vicki said. "It was probably
only a hundred-dollars."

"Ten grand ain't that big for Vegas," Greg boasted.
"Some people play for a hundred grand. I ran into a world class
player who tried to scare me with his image. This guy gave me the
stare during a big pot, trying to elicit a tell. He didn't know I'd
read 'Caro's Book of Tells.' I was ready for him, so I flashed a
fake tell."

"This Mike Caro seems to be getting in this story a
lot," Sylvia said. "Who is he?"

"The Mad Genius of Poker? He played high draw and
lowball poker in Gardena, California. Everybody thought he was a
spaced out hippy, because of his act. But he is actually a
well-known poker author."

Sylvia scribbled away, taking notes on Caro.

"Not only that, someone in Vegas told me that Caro
wrote a poker program called Orac that plays no-limit holdem poker.
He said that you can pull Orac up to the table, like a regular
player."

"How can Orac play like a regular player, if it's a
computer?" Vicki asked.

"Orac must have a scanner, so it can read the
cards."

"I think I'd like to challenge Orac," Vicki said. "I
think I could beat a computer. Where can I get a copy of the
software?"

"I don't know if Orac has been released to the
public," Greg said.

"Darn. I guess I can't play against Orac," Vicki
complained.

"What's holdem poker?" Sylvia asked. She was chewing
nervously on her yellow pencil.

"It's similar to seven card stud. Each player is
dealt two hole cards, face down. Then the dealer flops three common
cards, face up. After you bet, he flops a fourth and then a fifth
common card. You can use any combination of your two hole cards and
the five common cards to make a five card hand. Everybody at the
table has the same five common cards."

"I get it," Vicki said.

"Vicki, you don't even play poker," Sylvia said
impatiently.

"I still get it, Sylvia," Vicki insisted. "It's not
so hard."

"By the way, Orac is an unusual name. Exactly where
did it come from?" Sylvia asked.

"Orac is Caro spelled backwards."

"Boy, how could I have missed that?" Vicki said.
"What happened in the game with the Gorilla's friends? Were you
playing holdem poker with Orac?"

"Orac wasn't in this game. We were playing seven card
stud. It was small stakes, a five and ten-dollar game."

Sylvia opened her mouth to ask about a five and
ten-dollar game, but before she could speak, she was interrupted by
Vicki.

"Be quiet, Sylvia. I want to hear the story."

"Well, these two sharpsters came into the game, first
one of them and then the other. They were wearing black silk shirts
and panama hats. Funny thing, they sat right next to each other,
but they acted like they'd never met before. As soon as the second
one sat down, his buddy started winning, one hand right after
another. I've never seen such a winning streak."

"Did you lose all your money?" Vicki asked.

"No. I was a little ahead at that point, so I sat
back and folded my cards and watched the game. I knew something
wasn't right."

"Winning streaks do occur," Sylvia said.

"Not like this streak. This was flat out
crooked."

"You mean they were cheating?"

"You're darn right they were. Signaling, swapping
hole cards, playing the best hand, cross raising and splitting the
take later. Well, I sat back and gave up my ante, hand after hand
and waited for my chance. Now you have to understand that these
guys believed that I'd missed a flush, so they didn't think much of
my playing ability."

"So what happened?" Vicki asked.

"Well, I finally got me a big pair, Aces as a matter
of fact. One of the aces was hidden as a hole card. I played it
strong early with a raise. Now one of these people had been dealt a
pair of tens and his buddy had illegally slipped him the third ten,
when they swapped hole cards. He was rolled up, right from the
start."

"Don't interrupt," Vicki told Sylvia again,
anticipating a question about being rolled up.

Greg paused, looked at his audience. The size of the
crowd was increasing. "When they reraised my raise, I knew they had
something, so I only called. I didn't raise them again. After that,
I checked and called to fifth street. By that time, I had four
cards to a wheel, in addition to my big pair, so I took it to sixth
street."

"What's a wheel?" Sylvia asked, before Vicki could
stop her.

"It's the lowest possible straight, ace to five. It's
also the best hand in ace to five lowball, but we weren't playing
lowball."

"I don't care about lowball," Vicki said. "What
happened in the seven-card stud game?"

"The karate expert knew the sharpster had a good
hand. He was telling me to look out. Of course the sharpster was
pulling this fake reverse tell, pretending that he was considering
a fold. He would bet, I'd call and his buddy, who sat on his right,
would raise the next time around. That's what they call
cross-raising."

"Why do they cross raise? Why not just raise the
first time?" Vicki asked.

"If the guy with the good hand bet first and his
friend on his left raised immediately, everybody at the table would
have to call two five-dollar bets at once. Ten bucks looks a lot
bigger than five, so a lot of people might fold instead of calling.
Since they have a good hand, they want to keep you in and build a
big pot. If you call the first five-dollar bet, it's easier to call
a five-dollar raise the next time around. It's psychology."

"I see."

"Well, I needed a five and as luck would have it, I
caught that five on sixth street. I was playing with a split pair
of aces and a three in the hole, so all my wheel cards except the
three were showing on the board, face up."

"The karate expert looked over and asked why I was
staying in, after he folded his pair of Kings. He looked at my up
cards and told me I needed a three, since he thought I was an idiot
after I supposedly missed a flush earlier."

"So they thought you were pretty stupid, then," Vicki
said.

"They were laughing, because they thought I had a one
card draw to an inside straight, with eleven to one odds against
making it. They went ahead and jacked up the pot with a big raise.
They didn't even have a pair showing, so I figured against a
possible full house and called the bets. Right before the last
card, the karate guy whispered real quietly to the dealer, telling
him to give me a three and darned if I didn't catch another three
on the end, face down, even though I didn't need one."

"Do you think the dealer cheated to help you?" Vicki
asked. "Maybe he didn't like the sharpsters."

"There's no telling. But he spoke to that dealer real
quiet like, so that I could barely hear him. That dealer might have
slipped me the second card, instead of the top one, if he peeked
and saw it was a three. Some of the casinos hire self-defense
people for security in Vegas and the karate guy might have been one
of them. He may have been in cahoots with the dealer, trying to
bust those guys out for cheating. I don't know to this day if that
last three was legitimate or not, but I didn't need it anyway."

"Then what happened?" Vicki asked.

"Well, the sharpster didn't pair up on the end, so
all he finished with were the three tens that he started with. Now
his buddy, who had been raising all the way, building that big pot,
ditched his hand on the end without even calling a single bet. You
know they were playing the best hand against me and he couldn't
beat those three tens, so he folded to save a bet. They had to be
cheating."

"Sounds like it," Sylvia said.

"Well, I turned over my wheel and when they saw those
two threes, they just about totally freaked out. It was like an
optical illusion. There I was, apparently worried about getting a
single three and all of a sudden I show down two of them. They were
convinced that I had cheated. They accused me of palming a three.
That kind of started an argument."

"I'll bet it did," Vicki said.

"They jumped up out of their seats and tried to
threaten me. Luckily, they were sitting way down at the other end
of the table, so they weren't nearby. They were both bigger than I
was, but I figgered they wouldn't do anything right there in the
casino, where everything was being filmed. So I made some
ridiculous threats, just to trick them into attacking me on
camera."

"What kind of threats did you make?"

"I threatened to box one guy's ears if he attacked
me. I told him he would have crinkled ears for the rest of his
life. I told the other one I'd break his thumbnail if he didn't
leave me alone."

"I don't think you scared them very much," Vicki
said.

"I was bluffing, anyway. I figured casino security
would save me and arrest them, if they started anything."

"So what did they do?"

"They thought it over and decided to complain to the
poker room manager. After he calmed things down, we continued the
game."

"I think you should have left, after the argument,"
Vicki said.

"You're absolutely right. I should have. Once these
arguments start, it's best to get out. But I wanted to bust these
guys completely. It was a bad decision. The problem was, I went too
far with my insane act. I told a story about Martians and claimed
I'd just flown into Las Vegas in a flying saucer."

Vicki pursed her lips. Her mouth was a tight line.
She squinted up at the taller Greg as though he were a high
building. "I don't think you should be telling Martian stories in a
casino," she said.

Greg continued with his improbable tale. "I told the
karate guy that my saucer was parked outside town in the desert, on
high ground to avoid flash floods. I even described the pebbles in
the dry washes, trying to be realistic."

Vicki skipped a step and clapped her hands. "I know
about dry washes," she said. "We had them in the desert, outside
Jerusalem."

"Now of course, after I threatened these two card
cheats, the casino concluded that I must have a weapon. They didn't
know I was really a Kung Fu master."

"I bet you don't even know Kung Fu," Vicki said. "You
keep telling too many lies. You should stop."

"Okay, maybe I don't really know Kung Fu. But I'm
expert in the White Crane System."

Vicki scrutinized Greg closely. She put her hands on
her hips. Her eyes narrowed and she frowned slightly. "I don't
believe this White Crane System," she decided.

Greg was undaunted. "Anyhow, this karate guy was
drinking and he became angry at the Martian Story, so I decided to
suck him into a proposition bet. He claimed I was crazy because of
the Mars story, but I pointed out that I never said the Planet
Mars."

Vicki smiled. "I wonder what the Planet Mars is
like?" she said. "I'd like to meet someone who's been there."

"You could be from a town on earth or a hill on earth
called Mars. Just because you're from Mars doesn't mean you're from
another planet."

"I never heard of a town on earth called Mars," Vicki
said.

"Neither did the karate guy. I had them betting on
whether there was a town called either Mars or Mars Hill."

"You mean someone actually bet on this?" Sylvia asked
dubiously.

"That's a stupid bet. I don't think this really
happened," Vicki said.

"Yes, it did. A group of drunken high rollers helped
the karate guy put up the money. The deal was that if I won, I got
the money, which was a hundred grand. If I lost, I had to fight a
match against the karate champion."

"Who was this karate champion?" Sylvia asked. She was
still taking notes on the wild story.

"I don't know. I don't follow karate tournaments. But
people in the poker room warned me to look out, that he was the
champ. They claimed there was a karate fight bill hanging outside
the door. I remembered seeing it, but I hadn't paid attention to
the photo."

"I don't think a karate champ would make a
proposition bet like that. He would get in trouble with the karate
association," Vicki said.

"He would if he was drunk enough. They were all
really snockered. The casino was giving away free drinks to all the
gamblers. Everyone was ready to rush to the bank and draw up the
agreement. They were going to put the money on account. That was
the only way I would agree to it. I wanted to be sure I got
paid."

"Did you get paid?" Sylvia asked.

"The karate guy was working for casino security when
he wasn't fighting karate matches. They looked up Mars on their
computer for him. Just when we were getting up to leave and go to
the bank, the manager came rushing out and told the karate guy that
they'd found a town called Mars Hill. There were actually two of
them."

"I never heard of Mars Hill," Vicki said.

"I believe there's one in Maine and another in
Georgia, but you can look it up yourself, if you're worried about
it."

"So what happened next?"

"The Karate champ was mad at almost being tricked
like that, so he tried to make a straight up bet for a hundred
grand, if I could last three rounds against him. But when I told
them we had to include ring insurance, they got paranoid."

"What's ring insurance?"

"It's mandatory in boxing. They probably need it for
karate matches, too. The insurance in Maryland only pays a thousand
dollars. That's not enough to pay for intensive care, when someone
gets knocked into a coma. And that does happen."

"They should change the rules. Ring insurance should
pay more than a thousand dollars."

"You're right, Vicki. Another thing that worried them
was my insistence on bare knuckles. They wanted me to wear gloves.
I was taller than the karate expert. Even if he was the champ, he
was only a middleweight."

Vicki eyed Greg's lean frame skeptically. "You're too
skinny to beat a karate champ."

"I wasn't serious. I was just being ridiculous. There
was no way I was fighting anyone. But I did lift weights when I was
younger and I was a lot stronger than I am now."

"So then what happened?"







Chapter Four

 


"We continued the poker game. By that time, word of
the proposition bet had gone all over the strip and the poker room
was full to capacity. Everybody was coming by to see what was
happening. I won another big pot and busted the two sharpsters and
they jumped out of their seats again and called me a cheat, so I
told them off. I pointed out the crooked things they were doing,
like cross raising, signals and hole card swapping."

"I bet they were mad," Vicki said.

"You bet they were. They threatened me and offered to
meet me outside. I had no intention of doing that, but I told them
I'd meet them out back of the casino in a vacant lot. While they
were waiting out back, I intended to slip out the front entrance
and vanish into the night. The manager called security and we were
surrounded by guards. Then I made a mistake. I told them my old
lady was going to ride right into the poker room on a Harley Hog
and blow them away with a semi-automatic rifle."

"You should never have told them that."

"That's for sure. They called the swat team and the
next thing I knew; I was surrounded by The Nasty Boys. These were
the real Nasty Boys, not the actors that you see on t. v. The whole
poker room was surrounded and nobody could get in or out."

Vicki frowned. "I don't think they would surround a
poker room because of you. You aren't dangerous enough. I think you
drank too much free booze and had a weird dream. I don't think it
really happened."

Greg ignored this criticism and continued. "Some
people had plane flights to catch and they weren't allowed to
leave. They were mad and threatened to sue the casino. Then the
police started to interrogate me. They had slipped sodium pentothal
into my last drink, so they had me on truth serum."

"That would be against the law," Sylvia remarked.

"They violate the law all the time. They turned on
this bright light and a shrink tried to hypnotize me. They had me
in sort of a trance from the truth serum, but I was able to resist
the hypnosis."

"They wouldn't do that right in public, in a casino,
Greg," Sylvia said.

"They did it," Greg said.

"I bet I know what it was. I bet it was one of those
cabals, with a bunch of three letter guys, like the FBI, the DEA
and the DIA," Vicki said.

"As a matter of fact, I think the FBI and the DEA
were involved," Greg said.

"I knew they were. Of course they were there. I bet
lots of agencies with acronyms were there, like ATF and NSA and CIA
and ICE," Vicki said.

"I think they had two letter agencies like the SS for
Secret Service as well. They may have even called in the SEALS and
DELTA FORCE."

"I knew it. I knew it was a cabal. These cabals
really run the country in secret. The politicians can't tell them
what to do."

"Let's not get too carried away with this theory
about cabals, Vicki," Sylvia cautioned.

"It seems they searched the computer files and found
some wanted outlaw biker who was known to favor Uzi's,
semi-automatic rifles and machine guns. Trouble was, his name was
similar to mine, although his social security number was
different."

"How did they get your personal information?" Vicki
asked.

"The casinos run the town of Las Vegas. That should
be obvious. They checked motels, hotels and airplane reservations
and got my room registration card. I had made the mistake of
telling the karate guy that I had flown into town."

"Sounds like the karate guy was a casino shill, since
he was working for security. Sometimes shills sit in the poker
games," Sylvia said.

"You can't give out personal information in these
casinos. Casino detectives keep files on the gamblers, especially
blackjack players who count the cards. They follow card counters
all around the city and get their license numbers."

"Do you know how to card count? In the movie, Rain
Man could memorize six whole decks of cards," Vicki said.

"Did you see the movie 'Rain Man,' Greg? Dustin
Hoffman memorized a whole six deck shoe full of cards and Tom
Cruise made a lot of money playing blackjack, before he was barred
from play by the casino."

"No. I missed that movie. It doesn't help to memorize
all the cards, when you're playing with six decks. The casinos
reshuffle before they come to the end of the shoe, so there are
still a lot of unplayed cards. You can't use end play, when they
reshuffle early like that."

"What's end play?" Vicki asked.

"In a single deck game dealt all the way to the end,
you can determine the dealer's hole card. Edward Thorpe in 'Beat
The Dealer' describes it. In those days, according to Thorpe
anyway, some of the casinos would cheat you."

"The casinos actually cheated? Wouldn't they lose
their casino licenses?" Vicki asked.

"Thorpe claims they dealt the second card, instead of
the top card and busted winning players out. He had a card expert
named Mike MacDougall watching him play. When the casino switched
dealers and brought in a card mechanic, MacDougall would warn him
to leave the game. He used to work for the Nevada Gaming
Commission."

"How could they cheat you?" Vicki asked. "I don't
think the casinos cheat."

"They don't cheat you today. This was in the old
days. Thorpe says they would stack the deck with the riffle stack.
They could front load tens, so you start off with a negative count.
They can also nullify the cut. According to Thorpe, the dealer in a
hand dealt game can peek at the top card. Since he plays last, he
can deal the second card and keep the top one for himself, if he
sees a card that he needs to make a good hand for himself. But he
can't do this in a shoe game."

"Do you mean card counters can win in these shoe
games, since they don't cheat you anymore?" Vicki asked.

"Not unless they get a positive deck, with lots of
tens remaining. The casinos hired math experts. They calculated
that the casino has the edge off the top of the deck in a six deck
game. By reshuffling with two remaining unplayed decks by the time
you get a positive count, they have the advantage over the player.
So there's no need to cheat you."

"I heard there was a court decision in New Jersey
that you can't ban people for card counting," Sylvia said.

"The casinos in New Jersey responded by shuffling
eight decks together and reshuffling after two thirds of the cards
are gone. You can't win consistently against eight decks."

"How about in Las Vegas, with six decks?"

"I hear they pass the cards across a scanner when
they deal them out and a computer counts the cards. If someone
consistently raises his bet every time the deck is positive and
lowers it when it goes negative, he will be identified as a card
counter. As soon as he starts winning, they ban him. You can't make
money unless you raise your bet against a positive deck, so card
counters can always be identified."

"So there's no way to make money at blackjack."

"Some people 'Wong it.' They stand behind the table
and count the cards without playing. If the deck goes positive,
they sit down and bet big right off. That way they don't have to
raise their bet and they aren't identified as counters.

"Stanford Wong wrote a book called 'Winning Without
Counting.' If you have a friend who gets behind the dealer,
sometimes they flash their hole card. The friend will signal the
value of the dealer's hole card. This is called 'Spooking.' When
you know what the dealer has in the hole, this is a big advantage
and you can make money."

"It sounds unethical to me. Wouldn't that be
cheating?" Sylvia asked.

"Legally, if the dealer shows his hole card, it's
legal to look at it. But it really isn't ethical. It's a good way
to get in trouble in Las Vegas. You'll wind up being barred and
you'll be lucky if they don't arrest you, even if it is technically
legal."

"How do you card count? I think I want to try it,"
Vicki said.

"You can learn to card count from books, like
'Professional Blackjack' by Stanford Wong or 'Black Belt in
Blackjack,' by Arnold Snyder. Julian Braun wrote 'How to Play
Winning Blackjack' and I already mentioned 'Beat The Dealer,' by
Edward Thorpe."

"So I have to get some books, then."

"Isn't Las Vegas where they have The World Series of
Poker?" Sylvia asked.

"That's right. It's at Binion's Horseshoe. They have
a giant Plexiglass horseshoe over the entrance, with a million
dollars inside it. A guard stands right next to it."

"I think I'd like to see a million dollars," Vicki
said.

"The Horseshoe is on Fremont Street, in downtown Las
Vegas. The area is known as 'Glitter Gulch,' because the lights are
so bright at night. They had a show on t. v. about the lightbulb
patrol. They drive along at night and look at all the casino signs.
When they see bulbs that are burnt out, they stop and get out their
ladder. They have to climb way up and replace the bulbs. They keep
a record of it and bill the casinos later."

"I bet it's a dangerous job when there's a high wind.
So what happened when you were on truth serum and they hypnotized
you?" Vicki asked.

 



Chapter Five

 


"Once they thought they had me hypnotized, that
shrink started to probe my mind. It was pretty tough to fight him
off, with my will being weakened by the truth serum. It seemed
these humorless triple letter guys had the idea that I'd come to
Las Vegas to create a disturbance. They were actually afraid that
evil radicals had hypnotized me and given me post hypnotic
suggestions."

"So you were acting so stupid that they thought
radicals had hypnotized you. That's what you get for being so
ridiculous," Vicki said.

"Every time I fought off one of his questions, this
Doc whispered to The Nasty Boys that I had a block on that one and
it might have been put there by radical liberals. They didn't know
that I wasn't really hypnotized. I was only pretending."

Vicki looked at Sylvia. "I think he's delusional,"
she whispered. "I don't think he was ever hypnotized by The Nasty
Boys. We'd better find out about this." She raised her voice and
spoke loudly to Greg. "So what did you DO?" she asked.

"What I did was to get ridiculous, since they were
being ridiculous themselves, with all this stuff about being
hypnotized by radicals. I accused the doctor of secretly being a
Martian and they got paranoid, thinking they'd given me too high a
dose of sodium pentothal."

"Boy, you're lucky you didn't get locked up for
talking about Martians," Vicki said.

"Then I claimed that I was a member of Ken Uston's
Blackjack Team, when they earned a million dollars. This wasn't
true, of course."

"Who was Ken Uston?" Sylvia wanted to know. She was
still writing it all down.

"He wrote 'Million Dollar Blackjack' and also sued
Atlantic City to make card counting legal. They went to eight deck
shoes to beat the card counters, when Uston won the lawsuit. When
he tried the same lawsuit in Nevada, he lost, which isn't
surprising."

"Why isn't it surprising?" Vicki asked.

"Because the casinos have more influence in Nevada,
than they do in New Jersey."

"So then what happened?"

"Somehow, we got into a discussion about football, so
I predicted the outcome of the upcoming Super Bowl. I made a lucky
guess and chose the correct winner, even though the playoffs hadn't
even started yet."

"Did George the Gorilla try to get you, for beating
his friends in poker?"

"He sure did. A group of television guys came barging
in to the poker room with cameras to put me on the tube. The
Gorilla was using his influence with a major t. v. network to get
back at me for insulting him. The karate expert said the Gorilla
couldn't tolerate public insults, since it would make him look
wimpy and destroy his tough reputation. They set up the cameras and
held a microphone up to me."

"So you got on t. v. then?" Vicki asked.

"I wonder if the station still has a copy of the
tape?" Sylvia said.

"The karate guy decided he disliked the Gorilla more
than he hated me, so he whispered to cuss so they couldn't put the
tape on the air. I threw a lot of King's English at them and the
newscasters gave up. 'We can't use that,' they said. Then the
karate champ told the t. v. guys to stick around, so they did."

"Why did they have to stick around?" Vicki asked.

"They also slipped some sodium pentothal to the
sharpsters, who were bragging that George the Gorilla ran the t. v.
network. They even claimed that he gave orders to The President and
the FBI and was the most important person in the country. When I
saw the faces of all the triple letter acronym cops, I could see
that the Gorilla was in trouble. You don't start bragging in front
of the media that you run America."

"That was pretty dumb, claiming that the Gorilla
bossed The President around," Vicki said.

"The cops and the cabal agreed not to book me, if I
got out of town. The Nasty Boys gave me a personal escort to the
airport. They decided to go after the Gorilla and forget about
me."

"I don't think we should encourage him to tell any
more Las Vegas stories. He's obviously delusional. He could be
dangerous," Vicki whispered to Sylvia.

"It's time to get back to work, anyway," Sylvia
agreed.

Vicki raised her voice. "Boy, that was some story. I
liked the part about the Gorilla."

"It was all true, by the way. I would never invent a
story like that."

"You wouldn't, huh?" Vicki said.

 



Chapter Six

 


Vicki was arranging Yacht Caps on a table, in
tasteful patterns by color. She wore a peach colored dress and a
peach hair ribbon. A peach colored purse was on the counter. It
matched her peach colored shoes.

Greg wheeled a squeaky cart into the area. It was
piled high with boxes of merchandise. "Good morning, dear Majoun,"
he said.

Vicki carefully placed a cap on the table. "What's
Majoun?"

Greg had a mysterious expression. "It's a foreign
word, the meaning of which shall not be disclosed."

Vicki scowled fiercely. "I don't think I like
that."

"Sorry, Majoun. I didn't intend to annoy you."

"Yes, you did. Stop calling me Majoun."

Greg cocked his head to one side, in the strange way
that he had. "Sorry, Majoun. I guess I better stop calling you
Majoun so often."

The manager Sylvia appeared, glamorously attired in
heels and a pink dress with white lace. Her long blond hair
cascaded over her shoulders. "All right, Greg. What are you telling
her?" Sylvia asked.

"He's calling me Majoun and he won't say what it
means," Vicki complained.

Sylvia gave Greg a stern look. "What does Majoun
mean?"

"It's a secret word whose meaning is strictly
confidential. A foreign secret word, to be exact," Greg said.

Vicki moved closer. "I bet it means prostitute or
something bad."

"Greg," Sylvia said, "I'm going to check some foreign
languages. Majoun better not mean anything bad or you're in big
trouble. Do you get me?"

Greg
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