The Flight:

Okay, Jim and I decided that best of 3 freezeouts (aka. Heads-up tourneys) would decide who pays for cab fare from the airport to the Harrah’s.  And, since we had been up since 5:00am, we figured we had no reason to wait, so we dropped the tray tables the second we sat down, and got to work.  Jim won the first freezeout before we got off the ground.  Hell, I think it may have been before we started taxi-ing.  In a matchup of classic hands, Jim raised, I moved all in, and he called.  Jim showed “presto” (55, unsuited), and I proudly turn over Mr. Brunson (10-2, also unsuited).  Feeling VERY confident, we head to the flop.  Unfortunately, Jim sucked out and his 55 won unimproved.  Having properly thrown the first tourney to give Jim a chance, I go on to win the next two freezeouts and Jim springs for cab fare.

The Arrival:

We get to Harrah’s.  Jim “claims” to be a platinum member there, but we decide to slum it, and check in through the normal line.  After getting our stuff upstairs, we run to the Harrah’s poker room to pick up a Card Player Magazine.  It has all the tourneys in the city in the back.  There’s a tourney at the Harrah’s starting in 2 minutes, so…we buy in.  Why wait?  What a great tourney structure here (read: thick sarcasm).  I end up the button to start, and before the Big Blind hits me, the blinds have gone up.  So, the only premium hand I get before I bust is AK.  I chopped that hand.  As soon as we get back from break, the blinds are like 500/1000.  First hand back, it had folded to SB, who limped.  I pushed my 2000 chips in with K8.  He called with K10.  Nice call, jerkoff.  Glad I waited through the break…that was 15 minutes I could have spent gambling somewhere.  Anyways, Jim finished 8th, and his demise is noteworthy.  He’s all in with QQ.  Opponent has JJ.  Clearly, we all know how this story ends.  Jack falls.  Jim would have been chip leader, but instead, he’s headed over to Ceasers.
Let the Ring Games Begin:

Caeser’s:

I go over to Caesers to play in their brand new poker room.  I think for a second about sitting down at the 400/800 game where Eskimo Clark, Sheik, David Grey, and Allen Cunningham are playing, but I had left some of my bankroll in the room safe, so I sat at 6/12 instead.  Jim shows up about 2 hours later after his huge windfall of 8th place at the Harrah’s (fyi, I’m already up more at 6/12 than his cash), and we quickly realize that the table is half Chicagoans.  The biggest note-worthy battle at Caeser’s was centered around an 80’s song.  We spent the whole time querying people about who sang “The Heat is On”.  I mistakenly believed it was Huey Lewis and the News, and convinced many a person that it was true.  Unfortunately, Jim was correct and it was Glen Frey.  My favorite response was one of the dealers (not older than 25) said “Huey Louie”?  That was $20 down the tubes.  Seriously, didn’t Huey Lewis sing it at some point???
Bellagio:
Around 9:00pm on Wednesday, we went over to the Bellagio. Bellagio’s setup is great.  The Big Game (the $4000/$8000 limit mixed game where all the big guns play) is played behind glass, but within view of the entire poker room.  So, quick list of who we saw in “Bobby’s Room”:  Texas Dolly, Howard Lederer, Gus Hansen, Todd Brunson, David Benjamin, Jennifer Harmon, Chip Reese.  At one point, David Benjamin had 50 $25k chips in front of him (fyi, 50 x $25k = $1.25m)
I sit down at 8/16 and Jim heads to 15/30.  I have a nice, table that I begin to work at really loosening up by saying within 3 minutes of sitting down, “I know, let’s do a table-shot!”  I tell this young, cute Bulgarian girl that it’s her choice.  Unfortunately, she picks Lemon Drops.  So, about half the table does a shot.  About 3 minutes later, I say, “I know, let’s do a table shot!”  The second shot got the table loosened up, and we started seeing some good action.

After spewing a few c-notes away, he decides that it’s time for the donk-festival to begin.  So, we both move to 4/8 and Jim goes on insta-tilt when he open-raises the button, I three bet, he calls.  I bet the flop, he folds, and I show Q6o.  To save face, he says “you had me dominated”, and so I say “I know, I was value betting your ass”.  It was good to see Jim on my right, letting me isolate him whenever I felt so inclined.   We start drinking quite frequently, raising quite frequently, winning quite frequently, and tipping quite frequently. We calculated the next day that we ended up tipping the dealers and drink girls about $100 each.  

I’ll digress here a moment to discuss proper tipping etiquette.  It is always proper to tip any new dealer.  It is proper to tip a dealer mid-hand saying “I’ve so got this hand won that I’ll pre-tip you”.  It is proper to create a “cuss-jar” and give the dealer a chip everytime you swear.  It’s also proper to then say “Ahh Fuck.  Ooh, Fuck, I just said Fuck.  Here’s three dollars.”  It’s proper to see the drink girl bringing Jim his first beer at this table, and despite the fact that I wasn’t done with my current beer, swiping it from her and giving her $5 for letting me do so.
Anyways, the donkfest ended when Jim said “I’m drunk.  I’m going home” and headed for the hotel.  He thought a 2 hour nap would help him in the Wynn tourney the next day (or later the same day, I guess is more appropriate).  I play until about 9:30 am.  I’m thinking, ‘okay, maybe an hour of sleep would be good.’  I get home, drop to the bed, and within 30 seconds (no joke…30 actual seconds), the wake up call comes.  Jim set the call for 10:00am, so we had plenty of time to get to the Wynn…

Off to the Wynn:

So we get to the Wynn at 10:45ish.  The tourney’s not til 12, so we’re sure as hell not going to wait for over 60 minutes to gamble, so I sit at a 4/8 and Jim heads to 15/30.  In my first 5 hands, I get dealt KK, AK, QQ, they all win. I make a quick $60.  Jim…a few more c-notes to the red.  Thank goodness for the donkfest and the big Harrah’s win, or Jim would be down so far.  Anyways, let’s get to the tourney.
Tourney structure:  $300+$30 gets you $3000T Chips.  Blinds start at 25/50 and levels are 45min each, with breaks every 2 hours.  Top 9 pay, with first place = $7500 and 9th place = $700.  All in all, a great structure.  By the first break, I was up to 12k chips, and Jim was up to almost 18k.  There are some real fish at the start of these tourneys, and I doubled up when I flopped a K-high flush.  After the first break, I never again saw a premium hand.  Jim stayed strong til the next break, when his cards stopped coming as well.  At around 6:30 pm we come back from break and we both have around 6500 chips left.  Blinds are 1k/2k at this point.  My bust was much cooler than Jim’s.  I’m BB with A5c.  Folds to blind who raises.  I push all-in.  We flip, and I see he has QJo.  Flop comes AK2.  Turn comes another A.  River comes a 10.  See ya.  I call Ryan immediately, per his request, and while on the phone with him, Jim busts.  So, Jim lasted longer than me by about 3 minutes (that 2 hours of sleep did you really well buddy).  We went out 12th and 11th, respectively.  I’m sure I would have done better, except that Ryan called me every 10 minutes to ask “you still in?” so my focus was a bit off.  Thanks Molis.
Dinner:

After the tourney, Jim says he wants to go back and shower.  Then, while we’re walking he says:  “Fuck it, let’s go straight to the Mirage”.  We hadn’t eaten in days, so we decide to stop at the Carnegie Deli before we hit the tables.  We do a Roshambo (ie. Rock-paper-scissors) race to 5 to decide who’s buying dinner.  Jim fell for the rock-rock opening combo and was immediately down 2-0, tilting, and he knew he couldn’t win.  It’s 2-1 when I “broke his rhythm” by stopping when the waitress asked what did we want to drink and the hell we were doing?  She then left, and scissors-paper-scissors later, Jim was buying me dinner.  How he didn’t see that coming after the rock-rock opener is beyond me.  But I was right that a basic combo would take that match down.  That free burger tasted so good.

Cash at the Mirage:
This is where Jim found the ATM machine.  No, not an actual one, but a living, breathing ATM Machine.  They can be rare at the levels he plays, but, like Big Foot, you can find them if you look hard enough.  Jim sat at 20/40 and found a kind, older gent who played about 75% of his hands, and called you down with any piece.  $800 later, Jim’s ready to leave for the Bellagio.  I had nothing really noteworthy here.  The action at 6/12 was weak, and I left that table even.  I decided to hit a 3/6 table, thinking it would be looser.  It was, and I made about $60.  But I was happy to return to the loose, fun games at the Bellagio when Jim was ready.

Bellagio:
I’m realizing that things are beginning to run together at this point.  Trying to recall the intricate details of a 50 hour session are tougher than I remember.  But anyways, we play together at 8/16 for awhile.  I had my best session here, especially after Jim left.  I wound up $350 ahead here.  My favorite hand here goes as follows:  I get dealt AA, in a drunken, sleep-deprived stupor, decide to get tricky with it, and I open-limp, UTG+1.  UTG+2 raises, and it’s reraised twice by the time it gets back to me!!!  Lucky for me, Vegas has a 4-raise limit, so I yell, “CAP it UP!”  My AA gets capped again 5 way on the flop.  And everyone just lets me bet the turn and river with no raises.  My pair held up, and I scooped the pot of the night.

All of a sudden, it’s 7am and I decide maybe I’ll sleep a bit.  No sooner do I get in a cab than my phone rings.  Jim says, “where are you?”  I say I’m in a cab headed to the hotel, but that I’ll gladly just shower and come back immediately.  When I get back, we decide we need food.  So, rather than leave, we say if the next board has more red cards, Jim buys breakfast.  If it’s more black, Steve buys.  I won by the turn, and that breakfast burrito was almost as tasty as the burger from the night before.  Of course, the Heat is On bet and the Last Longer at the Wynn probably more than covered my burrito, but I digress…

So we play til 9:00am, and decide to go checkout.  We checkout, and drag our luggage over to Caeser’s.  No game going there, so, it’s back to Bellagio.  Jim proceeds to piss off the entire table after winning like 5 straight hands, two of them where he open-raised early position with Ax, and made wheels.  People started just seeing that he raised, shoving over a stack of chips and saying “I’ll save the time.  Here you go.”  I’d be remiss is I didn’t include the hand where Jim tilted me just a bit.  He live straddles my Big Blind, and I have 77.  Comes back to me and the board is 8h-8d-5d.  I bet, he raises, saying “you’re so not going to like this”.  I go into the tank a minute, and I muck it.  He gleefully shows me that he had no hand yet, but did have 7d-6d, so he had an open-ended straight flush draw.  I threw away the hand in the lead, but the way he was running, he’d have hit it for sure.  I roller-coastered my way to +$60 there, and Jim won like $250.  All at 4/8.

The Ride home:

My largest tilting was in the airport.  We got Burger King.  Me ordering a Whopper with no pickle caused my order to take almost 6 hours to produce.  I finally said, “Just give me something,  I don’t care what it looks like.  I just want food.”  Then, after I ate, Jim walks back to the roller-cart I’m sitting on to find me sufficiently nodding off.  We get on the plane, and there’s not even discussion of freezeouts on the ride back.  We both know what’s going down:

Zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz.  

Followed by a good discussion about health insurance coverage for professional players.  How either of us made any coherent points on the topic is beyond me.

Wager Results:

	#
	Wager
	Line
	Selection

	1a
	Over/Under on total hours gambling (remember, waiting for tables/tourneys, travel between casinos, etc) 
	36 hrs
	Over

	1b
	Most hours gambling (includes non-poker, in the event that Jim’s lost so much he decides to play Keno)
	Jim/Steve
	Steve (about 46)

	2a
	Over/Under on Jim’s sleep while in Vegas
	7 hrs
	Under – 4

	2b
	Over/Under on Steve’s sleep while in Vegas
	6 hrs
	Under – 0

	2c
	Fewest hours sleeping
	Jim/Steve
	Steve

	3
	Airplane freezeout champ(includes both trips)
	Jim/Steve
	Steve

	4
	Last to survive in the biggest tourney we jointly play (likely the $300 tourney at the Wynn on Thursday)
	Jim/Steve
	Jim

	5
	Who’s the bigger winner (or lesser loser) when we go on a raising/capping festival at a 1/2 game (yes, this will happen)
	Jim/Steve
	Jim

	6
	Over/Under on Strip Clubs attended
	0.5  (after all, it’s a gambling trip!!)
	Under

	7a
	Over/Under on Jim’s winnings
	$500
	Over

	7b
	Over/Under on Steve’s winnings
	$500
	Under

	7c
	Big winner (or smallest loser)
	Jim/Steve
	Jim

	8
	First to rebuy at any event, cash game or tournament (if allowed at tourney)
	Jim/Steve/neither have to rebuy ever
	Chop (immediately)

	9
	Biggest single cash (either single table winnings or tourney cashing counts)
	Jim/Steve/neither win at anything
	Jim

	10
	Biggest single loss at a cash game
	Jim/Steve/neither lose any session
	Jim


