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But my greatest debt of all is to the Griffins themselves, who have taught me so much by their deplorable lapses, no less than by their savant coups and dazzling masterstrokes.


The everyday mechanics of bridge can be learned through books. Technique on the higher plane is too closely bound up with the human element to be mastered away from the table. That is why I owe so much to the Griffins—because they are so very, very human in all they do and say, and above all, in the way they play.


I can only hope that the reader will find them as entertaining and as instructive as I have done, and as I still do, for I meet them every day.





FOREWORD


It’s not often you can promise a bridge player, “You’ll have fun with this book.” But I am ready to do so. And if you have never before read one of the books about Victor Mollo’s bridge menagerie, I guarantee you will enjoy this one.


While you are chuckling over the foibles of the animals who people Mollo’s zoo and recognizing in them many of the human characteristics of your own bridge companions, you may learn something about the importance of table presence and psychology as well as the technique of playing the fascinating collection of deals the author has gathered to illustrate the virtuosity of the Griffins’ genius, Hideous Hog. But the purpose of this book is to entertain the reader; education is purely incidental, and you will see for yourself why Mollo enjoys the reputation of being the author of the funniest books on the game.


Like most humorists, Victor is, in person, a very serious man. His twenty-six non-zoo books are sprightly and so is his conversation, but you may wonder where he conceals the font of wit that flows so effortlessly from his pen. His great good fortune is that he would rather play bridge than do anything else, except perhaps write about it.


He is almost exclusively a rubber player. He plays for stakes, not for overtricks which slow up the game and curtail the advantage of getting to play the most possible rubbers. He is impatient with those who play for what he calls “Monster Points,” and before he devoted so much time to writing he was considered one of the most consistent money winners in the British empire (perhaps he still is). But he is certainly the most prolific bridge writer—his books and articles have been translated into French, German, Dutch, Swedish, Danish, Norwegian, Spanish and, a rare distinction, into Greek and Hebrew!


A few personal notes: Unlike most authors, Victor doesn’t type. That chore is attended to by his wife, the Squirrel (if she has another name, I don’t recall hearing it), who doesn’t play bridge! His calligraphy is as beautiful as his English. I revel in the correspondence we have maintained for many years. His vocabulary is immense, his diction flawless and his writing bears not the faintest trace of “accent,” although in fact he was born in Russia!


But why am I trying to introduce Mollo the man when you are ready to enjoy Mollo the author? If this is the first of his four “menagerie” books you are reading, I know you will want to find the other three as soon as possible, and you will be glad to learn that a fifth is already in the hands of his publishers.


—Richard L. Frey





INTRODUCTIONS


Are you a Griffin?


You probably are, though you may be unaware of it, so here’s a simple test.


Is bridge a medium through which you like to express yourself? Do the cards, leaving the humdrum world behind, take you to a plane where you can be bold and brilliant, resolute and resourceful, clever, calculating and cunning?


Does playing well bring you a glow of satisfaction? Does playing badly make you squirm?


Yes? Then, of course, you are at heart a Griffin. The members of the exclusive club which you are about to join, differ from lesser mortals only in being more colourful, more vibrant, more clearly defined in all their traits, good and bad. They have the same frailties, commit the same follies and are just as comic in their vanity and their pretensions as the rest of the human race.


The situations in which they find themselves are often dramatic and sometimes absurd, but though the colours have been heightened, all are taken from real life.


Unlike the paper battles of distant champions, known to us only by their names, the duels of the Griffins bring us close-ups of characters whom we have often met and can readily recognise. And as we follow every thrust and parry we know that they are not just seeking to win money or matchpoints, but above all, in so doing to boost their egos.


It is the human element, bringing with it spice, pathos and excitement, which allows us to savour to the full every coup—and every lapse from grace.


Have you been to our club before? Perhaps you’ve visited Bridge in the Menagerie, or maybe you’ve played with the Griffins in Bridge in the Fourth Dimension. If not, let me take you behind the scenes and introduce you to our leading members.



H.H.


Much the best player and the biggest bully is H.H., aptly named the Hideous Hog. Regarded as a genius, he cannot understand why he is so grossly underrated. His greatest rival is


Papa


Papa the Greek, who alone among the Griffins challenges his supremacy. A fine technician, intuitive, so subtle is Papa that he can false-card with a singleton. And he always knows what everyone will do—except that the Hog usually does something else.


Karapet


The Greek’s best friend is Karapet Djoulikyan, the Free Armenian, without doubt the unluckiest mortal since Job. He expects the worst and is rarely disappointed. Worse still, no Griffin these days will listen to his hard-luck stories, and one or two have even had the temerity to tell him their own.


R.R.


As lucky as Karapet is unlucky is the Rueful Rabbit. Gentle, generous, always ready to help—more especially his opponents—the Rabbit used to think of himself as the second-worst player in the world. But that was before he met the Toucan.


R.R. rarely knows what he is doing or why he is doing it, but hovering over him is the best Guardian Angel in the business, and every time R.R. drops a clanger the Angel waves his magic wand and the ugly duckling turns into a bird of Paradise.


T.T.


Timothy the Toucan, a comparative newcomer, owes his nickname to a long, red nose and a disconcerting trick of bouncing in his chair. Longing for affection, the Toucan tries to ingratiate himself with one and all by admitting every mistake before he makes it. Technically, he is in the same class as R.R. and W.W.


W.W.


Walter the Walrus, a retired accountant since early youth, is our outstanding exponent of the Milton Work Count. Brought up on points and percentages, he espouses in bridge the philosophy of Molière’s doctors, firmly believing that it is more honourable to land in the wrong contract with adequate values than to reach the right one without them. What points are to the Walrus the rules and regulations are to S.B.


S.B.


The Emeritus Professor of Bio-Sophistry, commonly known as the Secretary Bird, knows the laws backwards and would sooner invoke them against himself than not invoke them at all. Opponents dislike him. Partners fear him. Nobody loves the Secretary Bird.


C.C.


Colin the Corgi, a facetious young man from Oxbridge, bites and snaps and rarely troubles to hide his contempt for lesser players. Still lacking in experience, he has all the makings of a future master.


Ch. Ch.


Charlie the Chimp is our newest member. An inveterate chatterbox, he is interested in every hand, except the one that he is playing, and likes the inquest on every deal to continue through the next one. This greatly confuses the Rabbit, but then so does everything else.



O.O.


Oscar the Owl is the most respected figure at the Griffins. Our Senior Kibitzer, he is a stern disciplinarian and demands the highest standards in manners and decorum. As Chairman of our Monster Points and Ethics Committees, he insists that no partner, not even the Toucan, should be abused or vilified until the hand is over. And he frowns on all sharp practice, even when there’s no other way to make or break a contract.


P.P.


Peregrine the Penguin is Oscar’s opposite number at the Unicorn, where the Griffins play duplicate on Thursdays. Precise and somewhat pompous, the Penguin is a committeeman, as well as an accomplished kibitzer, and helps us to award Monster Points.


And now, having met the stars, you will know what to expect when you watch them perform.





Chapter 1
MONSTER POINTS


“Master Points!” scoffed the Hideous Hog. “Why, the whole idea is cockeyed.”


H.H. was not in a good mood. His doctor had told him to lose a stone—or rather not to put on another—and he was dieting rigorously. No refreshments between tea and dinner, foie gras on weekdays only, and no carbohydrates except bread and potatoes. Unaccustomed to privations, the Hog was taking a jaundiced view of life.


“Why cockeyed?” enquired Oscar the Owl, Senior Kibitzer at the Griffins.


“Because,” snapped the Hog, “if you reward success, you should punish failure. The two go together.”


“Are you suggesting . . . ?” began the Owl.


“Certainly I am,” replied the Hog warmly. “If you present Master Points for merit, you should inflict Monster Points for demerit. I have nothing against virtue, as such, but why should sin go unpunished? Minor peccadilloes don’t come into it,” went on H.H. “Anyone can be careless and miss some baby smother play or common trump squeeze. For that sort of thing a black mark or two would suffice. It’s the enormities that call for special treatment.”


“But some enormities are more enormous than others,” objected O.O. “Where would you draw the line? And who would do it?”


Thoughtfully the Hog sipped my sherry. Having consumed his ration—his Spartan diet allowed two drinks only before dinner—he had ordered the barman to remove his glass. After a while he resumed: “Anyone would be entitled to submit a claim. Should it be contested, a panel of experts would arbitrate. We’ll have a Monster Points Committee with the Owl, the Penguin and yourself. And in due course we’ll have Master Monsters and Life Monsters, just as they do with Master Points.”


That’s how the Monster Points idea was born. It was largely inspired by the début of Timothy the Toucan, a new member who owed his nickname to a large, polished rubicund nose and to a habit of bouncing in his chair as if he were on the point of hopping over to another. Smooth, sleek and shiny, draped in a suit of midnight blue, with a satin tie of burnt orange, Timothy’s colour scheme blended perfectly with his unusual personality.


It took us some time to get used to his curious habits at the card table. Instead of gloating, moaning, reviling partners and jeering at opponents, as do ordinary players, he oozed an unnatural humility from every overworked pore.


“How kind of you, partner, to explain so patiently where I went wrong,” he had told the Hog after being subjected to a flood of abuse.


“Sorry,” he said to Papa the first time they played together, “of course, I should have realised your singleton was top of nothing. I am afraid I am not really with it today.”


And on cutting Walter the Walrus for the third time in succession, he greeted him with: “Splendid! I’ve got my favourite partner.” The startled Walrus thought for a moment that there were only the two of them there to make up the four.


The Rabbit was delighted to find someone at last who would play with him all his cherished conventions.


“I haven’t quite mastered Monaco . . .” began R.R.


“The strong notrump?” broke in the Toucan, on a more mundane plane.


“By all means,” agreed the Rabbit.


“We’ll keep to 16-18. Astro in defence, Baron responses over 2 NT, Flint, Jacoby transfers and Roman Blackwood, or would you prefer the Culbertson 4-5? I like both myself,” added R.R.


“Then let’s play both,” agreed Timothy, who never said ‘No’.


“Ace from ace-king?”


“Certainly.”



The Elegant Way


Such had been the preliminaries when the Rueful Rabbit cut Timothy the Toucan against Papa the Greek and Walter the Walrus. These were the North-South hands on the first deal:


[image: image]


The Toucan opened the [image: image] A. Then, seeing his partner’s three, he switched to the [image: image] 4. The Rabbit won the trick with his king, cashed the [image: image] A and exited with the three. The Greek, who had thrown his [image: image] Q under the ace, took the trick with the jack in dummy and continued with a small diamond, which he ruffed in his hand, with the [image: image] 8, carefully preserving the deuce.


When both opponents followed to the first round of trumps, Papa put down his hand with a characteristic flourish. “I won’t waste your time,” he announced. “There are several ways of making sure of the contract, but we can make assurance doubly sure and we can do it, what’s more, the elegant way.”


After drawing the remaining trump, the Greek overtook his [image: image] 2 with dummy’s [image: image] 3 and proceeded to explain exactly what he would do.


“I will play the [image: image] Q, discarding the [image: image] 2 from my hand. Since you lead ace from ace-king, Timothy is marked with the [image: image] K and whatever he returns will present me with my eighth trick.


“Mind you,” went on Papa, “I could just as easily lead a heart. I couldn’t go wrong, for once Timothy has shown up with seven points in diamonds, R.R. must have the [image: image] A Q for his 16-18 notrump. The result would be the same, but the loser-on-loser play is prettier, I think.”


Suiting his action to his words, he detached dummy’s [image: image] Q, and without waiting for the Rabbit, threw on it his [image: image] 2.


“You can lead a heart up to me or concede a ruff and discard. Please yourself,” he told Timothy. “It won’t make the slightest difference.”


But it was the Rabbit, not the Toucan, who came up with the [image: image] K. With tremulous fingers he placed on the table a nondescript heart.


The Greek shrugged his well padded shoulders. “Ace from ace-king? Really? Ah, well, I suppose they look much alike to some people,” he observed. “However, it makes no difference. If R.R. is no longer bound to have both heart honours, he must still have the ace. Even so his 16-18 notrump is the barest minimum.”


As he spoke Papa went up confidently with the [image: image] K. Diffidently Timothy took it with the ace. The Rabbit’s [image: image] Q won the sixth decisive trick for the defence. This was the deal:


[image: image]


“I am frightfully sorry,” said T.T. to the Greek, who was spluttering with indignation. “I know that we agreed to lead the ace from ace-king and though it’s no excuse, of course, I just didn’t have the king. I promise it won’t happen again.”


“No, no, it’s all my fault,” the Rabbit hastened to comfort him. “I forgot for a moment all about the strong notrump. We all play the weak one here, you see, and we nearly doubled them into game through it all, dear oh dear.”


“The elegant way!” seethed the Walrus.


“People shouldn’t be allowed to use conventions they don’t understand. It’s not fair to opponents,” fumed Papa.


The Fourteenth Trick


To cut short the recriminations, the Rabbit dealt again quickly and opened 2 [image: image].


For the sake of convenience he is shown as South in the diagram.


[image: image]


In the post-mortem Timothy accepted full responsibilty. He wasn’t absolutely certain what he meant by his 4 NT, but he admitted frankly that he wasn’t au fait with Roman Blackwood. He promised to look it up that same night and meanwhile tendered his abject apologies.


The Rabbit, taking 4 NT as Culbertson, could identify in partner’s hand either three aces, or else two aces and the king of a bid suit. It was all he needed to bid a confident 7 [image: image].


The Greek doubled gleefully. It was clear to him that something had gone wrong with the ace-showing apparatus and the distribution promised to be unkind. In pleasurable anticipation he led the [image: image] A.


The Rabbit ruffed. Then he rearranged dummy so that the trumps should be on the right, called for coffee and chocolate-almond biscuits, apologised for keeping the table waiting and methodically counted his tricks.


On his score pad he jotted down: 2 plus 7 plus 3 plus 0 equals 12. He had forgotten the first trick and needed, therefore, one more, a fourteenth, for his grand slam. How could he get it?


The only hope was to set up a club. This, however, required a lot of entries in dummy and only two were visible to the naked eye. The Rabbit had seen H.H. take some amazing finesses to create entries and as he led out a couple of rounds of trumps, just to clear the air, he resolved to emulate the master.


On the hearts Papa shed two small diamonds, but the Rabbit’s mind was far away and he noticed nothing unusual.


To the fourth trick R.R. played the [image: image] 10, finessed against the queen, and ruffed a club. Then came the [image: image] 3 and a breathtaking finesse against Papa’s jack. Another club ruff was followed by the [image: image] Q, which the Rabbit overtook with the king in dummy.


Were the clubs good? R.R. could not be sure, but since he seemed to have an entry to spare, he ruffed another club before entering dummy once more by overtaking his [image: image] K with the ace. The three-card position was:


[image: image]


On the [image: image] 8, the Walrus, panting noisily, threw his last spade. The Rabbit thought of ruffing it, since he had no losers, but having taken so much trouble to set up that club he was not going to be done out of it. So he discarded his [image: image] A—if only because it looked spectacular—and led dummy’s other club. Walter’s trump came as a shock, but somehow it didn’t seem to matter. He was home.


“Beautifully played,” said the Toucan, who had never seen anyone make fourteen tricks before.


“You gave it to him,” jeered the Hideous Hog, who had strolled in during the hand.


“Of course I could have stopped him by going up with the [image: image] Q or with the jack of diamonds for that matter,” cried the Greek in anguish, “but do you expect me to guess that he is going to fluke his way into a quadruple Grand Coup?”


“No, no,” agreed the Hog. “Of course not. But you shouldn’t have been so careless, throwing diamonds on hearts. Our friend would have spotted a black card at once, and had he known that he needed to shorten his trumps four times he could never have done it. After all, he is only dangerous when he doesn’t know what he is doing. You could have told him, and you missed the chance.”


Perfect Misunderstanding


Through a misunderstanding, R.R. was left to play the next hand in 1 [image: image]. Forgetting that he was not playing Monaco, he made what was intended to be a transfer bid. Timothy, who did not recognise it, accepted the blame.


“Forgive me,” he pleaded. “I am not used to this high-class game. You are so indulgent.”


“How many ‘os’ in ‘smoodger’?” asked the Hideous Hog in a loud aside. Timothy, who was dealing, apparently did not hear him. After bouncing excitedly in his chair he called 2 NT. I looked into the Rabbit’s hand.


[image: image]


The auction was brisk and brutal. R.R. bid 3 [image: image]. The Toucan raised him to 6 [image: image] and Papa doubled exultantly. He guessed what had happened and it gave him considerable pleasure to dot the ‘is’ and cross the ‘ts’ for the benefit of the luckless Toucan and for the amusement of the kibitzers.


“Your partner’s 3 [image: image],” he purred softly, “is artificial. It is the Flint convention, and requires you to bid 3 [image: image] automatically. Partner passes or alternatively bids 3 [image: image], if that is his suit, and you, in turn, pass. This allows the contract to be kept to the three level on a weak hand and it ensures that the lead should run up to the strong hand. And what could have been better than that when you are thirty up?”


The Rabbit was looking embarrassed. The Toucan was visibly distressed.


“You see,” cooed the Greek, “your partner may not have a diamond at all, not even a small one.” As he spoke, he led a spade.


Dealer North—N/S Game and 30


[image: image]


Taut and tense, the Rabbit went up with dummy’s ace and ruffed a spade. The [image: image] Q followed, and then the [image: image] J. Both held. The third club took him to dummy and allowed him to ruff another spade with his remaining trump. Next came a heart to the ace and three rounds of trumps. When Papa showed out, the Rabbit shook his head ruefully. The Walrus had more trumps than dummy, and there was a heart to lose as well. It didn’t seem to matter which of the three remaining cards he played next, but the [image: image] 8 was nearest his thumb, so he flicked it to the centre of the table.


With nothing but trumps left, the Walrus was compelled to ruff and to lead a trump from his 10 6 into dummy’s J 7.


The Rabbit didn’t like to say anything, but he felt sure that the defence had slipped up badly.


“Curious hand,” observed Oscar the Owl, “despite a 6-0 trump break, a slam is possible only in diamonds.”


“So long as it is played the wrong way round,” pointed out Peregrine the Penguin. “If Timothy is declarer, Walter can upset the applecart by opening a trump.”


“Why did you double, Papa?” asked the Walrus. “You only had seven points.”


“Because you had six trumps, and I knew it on the bidding,” replied the Greek. “Surely you didn’t expect me to let them off?”


The Walrus felt sure that there was a flaw in the argument, but for the moment he could not spot it.


“I have been meaning to ask you,” said the Rabbit to the Toucan: “shall we play McKenney or Lavinthal?”





Chapter 2
LAW AND ORDER IN THE MENAGERIE


“What a pity,” said Oscar the Owl, our Senior Kibitzer, “that so gifted a man should be so taken up with the Laws.”


“True,” agreed Peregrine the Penguin, O.O.’s opposite number at the Unicorn, “yet it’s hardly surprising, for it’s much the best part of his game.”


We were discussing the Emeritus Professor of Bio-Sophistry, known to us as the Secretary Bird on account of his appearance and his curious habit of hissing when provoked—that is, most of the time.


A serious legal imbroglio had held up the game for twenty minutes or more earlier that afternoon. The Rueful Rabbit, who had cut the highest card, chose the winning seats and the blue cards. Timothy the Toucan, his partner, wanted the reds. “They won the last two rubbers,” he explained.


“Very well,” agreed the Rabbit amiably, “we’ll have the reds.”


“Too late,” objected S.B.: “you have already exercised your privilege.” Easygoing and good-natured, R.R. and T.T. gave in at once. Not so a master kibitzer, who argued that since the blue pack had not been cut for the deal, there was no firm commitment.


“Tcha!” scoffed the Walrus, S.B.’s partner. “They’ve got the winning line which is what counts, of course. How can the colour of the cards matter? Sheer superstition. Tcha!”


But the Emeritus Professor had been roused and there was a dangerous gleam in his pince-nez. The wild tufts of hair, standing out at right angles to his ears, bristled with wrath and his Adam’s apple, surmounting a rich brocade tie of bilious yellow, throbbed angrily as he joined battle.


With two junior kibitzers rallying to S.B. and a player who was dummy at the next table coming in strongly on the other side, argument and counterargument flashed furiously to and fro.


“All this silly quibbling in my time,” fumed the Hideous Hog, who was waiting to cut in. “Frittering away my money at £5 a hundred!”


Eventually, someone brought a brown-and-yellow pack from another table and an honourable compromise was reached. But by then it was too late for the Walrus, who had a train to catch, to finish, or rather to start, the rubber. Tempers were badly frayed when the Hog took his place and drew the Emeritus Professor as his partner.


Dealer South—Love All


[image: image]


The auction followed a natural course.


“Wants to play every hand,” growled the Hideous Hog, but since there was nothing he could do about it, he sullenly raised S.B. to 3 NT and resigned himself to the unaccustomed role of dummy.


Looking more than ever like a Toucan, with his long, red nose standing out against the background of a shiny, black alpaca jacket, Timothy carefully selected the [image: image] 8. He knew little about the rule of eleven and thought vaguely that it had something to do with the Mafia. But he had been taught that it was unbecoming, if not downright immoral, not to lead the fourth highest of his longest suit and he was rarely at fault in matters of etiquette.


Winning the first trick with the [image: image] 9, the Secretary Bird led a diamond to dummy’s king, then a heart to the ace. As he did so, he pressed together his thin, bloodless lips, and meditated. The contract hinged on those diamonds and either defender might have the ace or the jack or both. If the Rabbit was holding up the ace, the future was bleak. If the Toucan had started with the [image: image] A J xx, it was little better—unless he finessed the ten. Before leading a second diamond, S.B. played off his hearts.


The Rabbit was paying little attention. Bored with his dreary cards, he sighed and fidgeted and played with his pencil. His mind wandered. What had he done with that letter to the Tax people? He remembered distinctly not posting it, but where could he have put it? Mechanically he followed suit. Twice he played before his turn, and each time the Professor remonstrated. When he did it again, on the third round of hearts, S.B. turned on him angrily. “I warned you twice. Since, however, you find it too much trouble to wait your turn, I am compelled to invoke the rules. If you will be good enough to turn to page 31 of the International Laws of Contract Bridge, you will find under subsection (c) of section 57 the penalty prescribed for a premature play by a defender.”


The Toucan bounced unsteadily. The Rabbit tittered anxiously.


“If I am correct in presuming that you have no heart,” went on S.B., turning to the Toucan, “I request you play a diamond.”


The Hog, strangely silent till then, had been peering into T.T.’s cards. Now he weighed in vehemently on the side of his opponents.


“Surely, partner,” he cried in shocked tones, “you are not going to take advantage of a trifling, an insignificant peccadillo. Be generous. Our friend’s little, er, procedural error has done you no harm, no harm at all. . . .”


“In accordance with the Laws,” persisted S.B. implacably, “I specify the diamond suit. Kindly play a diamond.”


With a woebegone expression, Timothy the Toucan produced his only remaining diamond, the ace.


The Hog snarled in impotent rage, for the contract, unbeatable before, was now doomed. With the [image: image] A out of the way, the Rabbit’s jack became a certain entry, and it was only a matter of seconds before a deadly spade pierced S.B.’s gizzard. In the name of the Laws the Professor had encompassed his own destruction.


“I congratulate you, declarer, on your brilliant defence,” said the Hog bitterly. “Superb piece of unblocking!”


“Sorry, Timothy,” apologised the Rueful Rabbit. “I’ll try to concentrate.”


An Unusual Defence


The next two deals were uneventful. Then, after three passes, the Hog opened 4 [image: image]. “Fourth hand,” he told us later, “is the ideal position for pre-empting. Not only does it shut out partner, who might otherwise bid notrumps or show his suit, but it also makes it difficult for opponents to come in. If they chance it, partner should have enough to beat them, so you can usually double in comfort.”


All passed.


For the sake of convenience the diagram is turned to make H.H. South.


[image: image]


The Rabbit opened the [image: image] A and followed with the five, which the Toucan ruffed. Coming in with the [image: image]

OEBPS/images/common1.jpg





OEBPS/images/common2.jpg






OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Vicror MOLLO’S
BriDGE CLUB

( FOREWORD BY
\. RICHARD L. FREY

A Fireside Book
Published by Simon & Schuster, Inc.
New York

Formerly titled Masters and Monsters






OEBPS/images/common3.jpg






OEBPS/images/promo.jpg
Sign Up Here







OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0022.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0021.jpg
1.
oAl
2
K102
$8765432
Foga WW.
Q5432 #9876
$2 @ 1543
518765 29‘

SAKQ #1109

RR.
K10

QAKQ109876

0AQ3

>

South  North

28 38

3Q 4

49 4NT





OEBPS/images/f0020.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0025.jpg
PYYE
A8
OAKQI7
A32
Papa W.W.
1098765 eKQJ
QKI10
o— 01065432
#K987 #654
RR.

.2
9Q765432
98
#0710
Souh ~ West  North  East
— — 2NT  Pass

30 Pass 60 Pass
Pazs  Dhble





OEBPS/images/f0002.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0024.jpg
Q765432
098
&QJ10





OEBPS/images/f0028.jpg
bt
s

91982
0KQ10987
#A3

T RR.
#AQ10876 4432
103 07654
0143
Isa #KQ2
B,
#KI9
YAKQ

065
#109876
South  West  Norh  East
1e 20 Pass
5NT  Pese 3 NT





OEBPS/images/f0031.jpg
RR.

o854
#KQI876
@ .

HH.
#KQI1094
QA





OEBPS/images/9781439146088.jpg
Vicror MOLLO’S
BRriDGE CLUB

( FOREWORD BY
\. RICHARD L. FREY

A Fireside Book
Published by Simon & Schuster, Inc.
New York

Formerly titled Masters and Monsters






OEBPS/images/f0018.jpg
T.T. RR.

010
#0Q102
West North East South
—  — INT Dbl
Redble Pass  Pass 24

Dble





