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Lenny the Leprechaun’s wife went missing and now he wants Poker Boy to find her. Not known for finding people, Poker Boy only rescues people and dogs and the world in the process. 

Mrs. Lenny’s vanishing act seems to have no connection to Poker Boy. Until Poker Boy looks deeper. 

Then Poker Boy knows he might be able to save her, if she still lives. Which he doubts.




 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ONE

 

 

SEEING A LEPRECHAUN appear in a small casino in the mountains of Oregon can make even a professional poker player like me lose my train of thought.

I flipped my A-10 off-suit into the muck and turned to my right as the leprechaun waved at me.

He had on the standard, leprechaun-green top hat that didn’t cover his pointed ears but sort of rode on them like they were training wheels for the big hat. He had a green jacket, brown pants, and a long-stemmed pipe in his mouth that didn’t seem to be lit. It stuck out of his scraggly red beard like a weed out of a ragged lawn.

He wasn’t any taller than the back of a poker chair, and was as skinny as a flagpole. Somehow he climbed onto a chair, on top of an empty poker table, and then sat down, his big brown shoes with gold buckles dangling over the edge of the table like he was a kid sitting in a huge chair.

I glanced around to see if anyone else had noticed the new visitor.

No one had, even though there were three tables of eight going at the moment. Spirit Winds Casino in the Oregon mountains didn’t have many people in the poker room at midnight on a Wednesday.

I was here because I was just waiting for my girlfriend to get off work at the MGM Grand Casino in Las Vegas, and I figured the plucking of tourists would be easier here tonight than in Vegas. And since, as Poker Boy, I could jump back and forth instantly with my Jump Anywhere Power, it didn’t matter where I played.

Besides, this was my old home casino; I knew everyone here, and it was comfortable. There was a lot to be said about comfort.

Now a stupid leprechaun had interrupted my nice evening.

I had only seen leprechauns in Vegas at the Okey-Doke Casino out on the old highway. It was one of those places hidden with magic, so that no one knew it was there unless you were taken there. I had helped solve a big problem there a while back, so maybe this guy was just coming to say hi and thank me again.

I doubted it. I had learned that no one could ever trust a leprechaun. And I had no plan on trusting this one, either.

I pushed away from the table and tossed the dealer a ten-dollar chip. “If I’m not back in thirty minutes, rack them and hold them for me, would you?”

The dealer nodded and rapped the chip on the felt in acknowledgement.

I adjusted my black leather coat and zipped it up, then made sure my black fedora-like hat was on solid before turning away from the table.
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