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Superheroes in the gambling universe sometimes find themselves helping people who normally don’t need help. 

Poker Boy met Bob on Christmas Eve and proceeded to take his money at the table because Bob played horrid poker and did so while being a real jerk. 

But Bob needed that money for a very special and personal reason. A reason Poker Boy found worthwhile.




 

 

 

 

DEAD EVEN

 

 

BOB SHOWED UP in the poker room at Spirit Winds Casino on Christmas Eve. Bob, like his name, was a very short man. I guessed he came up to my shoulder at best, even with heels on his boots. It’s always interesting to me how names fit people. Bob fit Bob perfectly.

His black hair was short, the nails on his fingers were trimmed short, and even his nose was short. He wore a golf shirt that seemed a size too small, and brown slacks that covered brown dress shoes. He did not have the appearance of having money, but over the years I have come to not trust appearances very much, since I look like a slob most of the time, yet I have money and am a super hero.

In looks, I am, for lack of a better way of putting it, the cliché white male. I’m six feet tall, have brown hair that’s graying slightly at the temples, and green eyes. Bob was the cliché short man who walked quick, talked quick, and had a flaring temper that might go off with just a wrong remark, or more likely, a bad beat at the table.

Cliché meet cliché.

Bob took every turn of the cards as if it was more than just a bad beat. He seemed to take it as an affront to his height. A ten would hit the table to give someone else a pair of tens to beat his pocket nines, and he acted if someone had just called him a runt.

It was a guaranteed way to lose money at a poker table.

Bad beats at poker tables are when a person thinks they should win, but the cards at the end of the hand say otherwise. Every poker player I know tells bad beat stories about how his pocket aces were beaten by jack/ten suited. Bad beats are the nature of poker, and I put them on people as often as people put them on me, so I pay no attention. Someone starts into a bad beat story and I just nod and think about what I’m planning on having for dinner.

All night long Bob kept complaining, and then continuing to play. He wasn’t a bad player, but he wasn’t a good one either. He knew just enough to think he was the best, and just enough to think he knew what he was doing, and just enough to think he could beat me and the rest of the group at the table. Of course he was wrong on all three counts. And he complained about it bitterly.
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