
Vegas Trip Report:

I finally allowed myself to be roped into going on one of the Vegas jaunts with Steve and Jim, the two high-rollers in my regular poker games. Both of these guys have gone to Vegas a couple of times a year in the past to gamble, usually around BARGE and one other random trip. Their trip reports usually involved a lot of Roshambo (with Watson losing), dinner bets, poker tournaments, and no sleep. So, it should have been no surprise when I learned the first couple of conditions for participating on this trip:

- no hotel for the first night, we gamble through to noon on Saturday

- no checking a bag, the trip is only for three nights and why waste time waiting at the airport when you could be at the tables?

<Jim’s Comments>

Steve and I have done two of these trips prior to this trip, once in Jan of 06 and then BARGE 06 in August.  The premise has always been to cram as much poker and gambling in as possible.  Rooms are only necessary to take naps and to shower.  If someone could find a way to do this without a room, they’d make our money.

</Jim’s Comments>

I had approached my wife about this trip as an early birthday present, as she had been talking about sending me away on a ski trip (I really enjoy skiing, but she does not, so I have not skied in the last six years). So, shortly after working out the details on the Vegas trip I learn that there is a $125 buy-in tournament taking place downtown on the night before I fly off to Vegas. Hmm, I’m already off from work on Friday – but how to position this on the home front? “Dear, I know you are not a big fan of my gambling. And you are being very supportive of this little Vegas endeavor. What do you think of the idea that I spend my last night in town, before going off to gamble, gambling?” I realized I probably needed to work on my delivery for this.

Long story short, I started my gambling trip off a day earlier than the rest of the Vegas crew. There were twenty-three entrants for the 2nd annual downtown tournament and I had only played with a handful of these guys in the past. Bob, Miles, and Matt were the guys I knew the best at the tables, and I had played for a couple of hours with maybe six other people. But it was mostly a new room. I made good time on my trip downtown, so used the extra time before the start of the tournament to break out “Caro’s Book of Tells”. The majority of my poker play over the past two years has been online (short-handed limit, currently playing $1/$2) so reviewing this material would probably be helpful for this event and the upcoming weekend as I worked on adjusting to live play against strangers.

I was very card dead in the first round of blinds. I picked up AK in middle position and fired a raise. I got one caller, a guy who seemed to call down everything, from the button. The flop missed me, I checked, he bet, I folded. Hands like that demonstrate the kind of power poker I usually play. However, what I did notice during the first twenty minutes of play is that my table was very, very passive. There was a ton of pre-flop limping taking place, which put me in a position to open up the range of holdings for playing hands.


The guy who was supposed to be seated to my right (Bob) was the defending champ of this tournament. But he was running late due to a previous engagement with his wife that he could not break. I had not seen people firing at his blinds at all in the first round, which again struck me as a pretty odd occurrence. So when the stakes moved up to 50/100 (3000 starting chips) I decided to see if I could start taking advantage of my passive table. 76s = 3x BB raise and it was folded all around. It was a nice feeling to get the first pot of the night out of the way, and to see that I could steal with garbage. 

I went on a little rush here, getting big cards and taking down pots with pre-flop raises and continuation bets, moving up to about 3rd stack at the table. The big stack was a guy playing about 70% of pots. He had established a pretty clear betting pattern in the process, firing out big (pot-sized) bets when he hit his flops – a sick amount of the time – and check/calling when he had a something less than top pair. When he did show down he had two pair or better, although often with questionable starting hands. We tangled in my first big pot of the evening.

I was in the small blind with 86o, and there were three limpers in front of me. The big blind was another tight player, who was unlikely to raise without a substantial holding. Easy call. Flop comes down 953 rainbow and I’m able to get a free walk to the turn. Again, passive table. The turn gives me a 7, but puts a flush draw on the board as well. I check/call a bet from the big stack, who fires 300 into the 500 pot. River is a deuce, no flush. I bet out 400 and see the big stack push all-in over the top. He has me covered. I tell him, “if you have 10-8 you’ve got me” as I call and turn over my cards. He does have the ten, but the other card is a 4, for the lower straight. And that double-up (well, more than that) puts me as chip leader at the table.

I run pretty well for the next hour until we break down to two tables – call an all-in bet and flop top two pair, flop a straight with a flush draw that doesn’t come in  for my opponent – and enter with about 7,500 in chips, which is good for the chip lead. The new players at my table, include Bob and Miles, who both know my game fairly well and are consistent tournament players. Each of them takes a pot from me early where I raise pre-flop and add a continuation bet, bringing my stack back down to a smaller level. I talked with Bob about the hand where we clashed and both of us were holding A9 (me in middle position, him in BB). One area where I do not have a lot of experience is in wielding a big stack in middle positions of a tournament. After shipping about 1/3 of my chips between those two hands I slowed down my play quite a bit. By the time we hit the final table I had moved my stack back up to around 8,000, which put me as the 2nd largest stack.

We were down to nine players when I had my biggest hand of the tournament. I was on the button with three limpers in front of me and looked down at QJo. I matched the blinds and six of us saw the flop. It came down T83 rainbow. Checked around to me – I decided to check here as well after briefly entertaining a bet to thin out the field. I didn’t want to risk being pushed off the hand by a check-raise with a potentially strong drawing hand. And I loved that decision when the turn delivered a 9. The player in the cutoff was the first to bet at this pot, firing 1200 into a 2850 pot. There was a flush draw to consider, but I also wanted to see if I could pull someone else into the pot. Obviously there were plenty of chips in the middle to justify a push (I had about 7000 in my hand at this point) but I decided to flat call. The small blind then raised the bet to 2400! And the action came back to the cutoff, who went all-in! OK, guess cards are going on their backs and I’m hoping the nuts holds up, although I’m still alive if they don’t as I have both players covered. The cutoff was not pleased when I went all-in behind him, as he was pretty certain he was beat. He turned over two pair, and the small blind had the ten-high straight. The river was a blank and the table had two more empty seats.

I was now one of the two dominant stacks at the table, so the basic plan at this point was to avoid tangling with him between now and the money (top five in the money). I’ve taken a ton of abuse from my friends about my habit of bubbling in tournaments – in fact, I bubbled in this tournament the year before. So I went into a risk-adverse mode. The table collapsed down to four players pretty rapidly, before taking another forty minutes to get down to three players. I didn’t know either of the two remaining guys very well, although I had played with them each for an hour in the tournament last year. The big stack (Jim?) seemed like a very solid player, who was not as tight with a fistful of chips as I remembered him from last year. The other player (Tom) was a tight/aggressive player, who was in push/fold mode against the two big stacks. I had two encounters with Tom, and he took my chips on both of them. On the second one I had middle pair on a flop that included an ace – would he have checked the ace on the button given his push-bot mode earlier? I eventually gave him credit for it and laid down my hand to his raise, but he was chipping up. Tom’s run came to an end when his two-pair hand was gunned down by a bigger two pair. So down to the final two, but I was about a 3-1 dog in chips at this point.


It ended pretty quickly. Blinds were at 800/1600 with a 200 ante at this point. I raised up to 4000 from the button with ATs and was called. Flop came down nine-high, and I assessed my options. I decided on a bet of 6000 into the pot, not realizing that it left me with only 3500 chips behind. Stupid Internet player. Jim went into the tank before deciding to put me all-in. So there is now over 20,000 in the pot, and if I fold it here I’m looking at a 2 BB stack – I decided to call, while being very annoyed with my failure to understand my chip count. Jim turned over AK and I didn’t get a ten in the final two cards. Good game, me. 2nd place was worth $660, so I now had an extra $500 to add to my Vegas bankroll. This would allow me to think about playing 3/6 limits (instead of 2/4) and potentially enter a bigger tournament in Vegas.

<Jim’s Comments>

Luckbox

</Jim’s Comments>

Friday rolls around and I am the last one to make it to the airport, although I’m about 90 minutes ahead of the departure time. The other three are already playing a tournament at the FoxSports bar and I come in after we agree upon my starting chips. I’m getting pocket pairs left and right, and I roll to the first tournament championship of the trip. I’m officially $15 richer. I rock. We head over to our gate and learn that the flight has been delayed. Time for tourney #2. Again, I’m getting a sick amount of pairs, but this time they don’t hold up as well and I’m bounced. There are comments about how I’m using up all of my big hands on five dollar tournies and that I’m destined to be card-dead in Vegas. God, I hope not.

Now would probably be a good time to give quick recaps on the players on this trip, since their names will be coming up frequently:

· Steve: more of a tournament player than a cash game player, but a tough read in any format. Had several big scores in multi-table online events in 2006.

· Jim: best cash-game player of the group, playing for longest period of time and at highest limits in our circle.

· Lupus: another tourney player, began seriously working on building a bankroll in 2006. Had a hot streak in tournaments in late 2006, when he destroyed the other members of our group in a low-limit tourney competition.

· Me: short-handed cash-game player at limit hold-em. Perennial bubble finisher in tournaments. All around poker donkey. 

Tourney #3 begins just after takeoff. The seating arrangement has Jim, Steve, and I on one side, with Chris and two random guys across from us. The random guys ask if they can get in on the game. We are only too happy to accommodate them, although it is a pain in the ass playing with just one deck (flight to Vegas doesn’t have cards available???) and having to call out the cards to guys across the plane. I get run on a sick hand where three of us are all-in preflop. I’m holding aces, Steve has KK, and one of the random guys has QQ. A queen comes on the turn and that is it for the plane tournament. I’m really hoping that I don’t see too much action like that in Vegas. I joke that live airplane poker is rigged. Maybe I’ll check out the airplane movie – um, no. It is Flicka – are you kidding me?

<Jim’s Comments>

When the in-flight tourney got down to Lupus and the two guys next to them, Hutch, Forcash and I were able to start gambooling up again.  I introduced Liar’s Poker to them.  (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Liar%27s_poker) As I’ve played this before, I went off on an early lead.  Eventually they figured out the game and I ended up near par.  (Ok, I think I was down, but give a guy a break.) 

</Jim’s Comments>

So we go odds/evens to see who is paying for the cab from the airport to the hotel – we are staying at Treasure Island. They run $65 tournaments six times a day and have 2/4 limits, which is the range that Lupus and I are looking to play. Jim and Steve are both pretty comfortable playing higher than this; he made his way over to Bellagio to play 30/60 at one point during the trip. Because our flight was late taking off we are not able to make it to the 7PM tourney, but we hunker down to play 2/4 for an hour or two before the 10PM tourney is ready to start. I say an hour or two, because it only took me an hour to go down $100. I was seated between Steve (right) and Jim, who both were raising like crazy pre-flop. They were basically looking to turn the 2/4 game into a 4/8 game with their play, introducing straddles at every opportunity. Jim and Steve are also very social at the tables, trying to loosen people up and make for a fun game. Suffice it to say that I wasn’t having that much fun, given my seating arrangement. I didn’t play a ton of hands without raising pre-flop and saw my biggest holdings cracked by a very loose table. Not the Vegas start I was looking for … rather than buy back in at the table I killed about 30 minutes of time before coming back down for the tournament. My confidence was not exactly sky-high after that round of limit.

The structure for the TI tournaments was as follows: $60 buy-in gets you 2,000 chips. Blinds start at 25/50 and double every twenty minutes. If you are knocked out in the first hour you have the opportunity to buy back in, although you will fall to the back of the list of alternates rather than keeping your seat. At the hour mark a player has the option to buy another 1,000 chips for $5. No-brainer. There were usually two tables for tournaments, which meant that the number of entrants was normally around 30 after all re-buys/alternates were factored in. The first tourney we played actually had 38 or so people, which was the biggest we saw over the weekend.

I was at the same table as Steve and Lupus initially and realized pretty quickly that we were the three best players at this table. That isn’t meant to be arrogant, but is a statement on the level of play for these tournaments. A lot of the players had no idea how to size their bets, calculate pot odds, or understand any kind of poker psychology. However, I wasn’t catching a whole lot in the way of cards and was seeing my stack dwindle as we hit the third orbit. Blinds were at 100/200 and I was around 1,600 in chips when a woman in early position raised to 600. I had pocket 8s. What to do with a hand like this? Fold? Pretty tight, as I wasn’t seeing much in the way of cards and my M was now under 10. Push all-in? Still a lot of people behind me, but I would rather isolate against the initial raiser than play against multiple opponents with a middle pair. Call? How confident do I feel about playing against her on the flop? She has me outchipped, but I’m willing to take a shot at this. I call, and we are the only two who see a flop. JT2, with two to a flush. She leads out with a bet of 400 into a 1200 pot. Hmm, that doesn’t exactly scream strength to me – continuation bet? I push all-in and she goes in the tank. Finally she calls me, I think because she wanted to see what I had. She shows AQ, the hand that always beats me and the hand that I always lose with. I frigging hate AQ, although it is about the best possible hand I could hope for calling me in this position. She seems absolutely stunned that I would make this play in this position against her, forgetting that she called the all-in and is behind. No help for her and I’m doubled up. She proceeds to complain to my friend Steve (who has never met a woman he won’t chat up at a poker table) about how awful my play was and that she deserves better.

We come back from the break and with the extra chips I’m at around 4,500 chips. The guy to my left is a monster stack, but in my opinion a terrible player. This is validated time and time again as he spews chips around the table, calling all-in bets with unfathomable holdings. Meanwhile, Jim comes over to tell us he has been knocked from his table. Shortly thereafter Steve pushes all-in pre-flop and I look down at QQ. Steve not only puts his chips in the middle, but also his Sliver cell phone on top of it as he is once again amusing the table with his antics. This is an insta-call, although I tell Steve that he can keep the phone numbers in the Sliver after he loses the hand. Sure enough, my QQ “cracks” his AT and he is gone. Lupus bows out a little before we hit the final table. I systematically take chips from the donkey to my left, and I’m headed to the final table as the big stack with about 14,000.

At the final table there is only one guy I’ve played with whose game I respect at all, and he is one of the smaller stacks. I get the one seat to the left of the dealer, which I do not like very much at all. It makes it very difficult for me to see the 9 and 10 seats, and I’m trying to integrate some of what I’ve read in Caro as I’m playing against these unknown players. I was not able to get any kind of a groove going at this table, as it took a long time for players to get knocked out – repeatedly players kept coming from behind when they were all-in. In many of these cases I had come in from late position or a blind to help nudge someone from the table, which meant that I was bleeding off my chips slowly but surely. I made my way into the money (top six paid) but was not nearly as dominant as I had been. The ending of this one continued a sad downward spiral at the final table. I made my way down to the final three, with the other players being a pretty tight and unimaginative guy and a pretty erratic, random player who had pulled a rabbit out of the deck to stay alive earlier after being all in with way the worst of it. Of course, that is the guy that I spewed off my chips to, as I pushed all-in with 2nd pair to try and push him off a hand when he had two pair. 3rd place paid about $380, so I had cashed in my 2nd straight tourney if you count the pre-Vegas one. However, I had failed to close the deal on two tournies that I thought were pretty winnable. So while I was excited about being up money, I was annoyed that I hadn’t played my best.

There was another tourney scheduled to start at 2AM, but there were about four people signed up so after grabbing some chow Lupus (who stuck around to sweat my final table) and I headed over to the Venetian to meet up with Jim and Steve. They were in higher stakes games, so we settled in at a 2/4 table. This was probably the worst table we had during our entire vacation. Play was terribly slow, people were drunk, and there was a guy in the five seat who was one of the luckiest people I’ve ever seen in live play. Here is an example hand, which demonstrates both his luck and the fact that I had clearly lost my nerve in limit hold-em due to my slow start.

<Jim’s Comments>

Forcash was playing 8/16 and I decided to jump in.  He was running very bad and losing at a very profitable table.  Players were fairly weak/tight and one or two loose players who wanted to see flops.  I was able to jump in and make a nice run.  I got the best run of cards I had all weekend, and ended up about 30BB at this game, my only real score of the weekend.  Forcash, dejected from seeing all his money go to me, joined Lupus and Hutch at the 2/4 table.  I joined shortly there after. 

</Jim’s Comments>

I’m on the button with KK. There is a bet from early position from a woman who was the slowest player in the world and a raise from luckbox. Another two calls after him, so I decide that I should just call here rather than raising with the second best hand in all of poker. There is another raise behind me, so five of us see the flop for $8 apiece. It comes down QT4 (in that range) and when it comes around to me I call an additional $4. Turn brings a J, and there is a bet and a raise in front of me. At this point I decide that my KK is no good and fold it. The guy who put in the last raise pre-flop raises it, and we have a monster pot brewing, minus me. River comes down as a 6. Action ensues, with luckbox firing a raise and turning over J6 to beat AA and KK (note – not the two kings that I folded). Steve and Jim made their way over to our  table, replacing some of the slower and more drunk players at the table, so we were down to about six at the table (four in our group) at about 4AM. We basically took turns taking shots at the aggressive luckbox, with all of us intent on relieving him of his stacks and stacks of chips. Over the course of about ninety minutes I think we collectively broke even with him; we had him on the ropes at one point down about $200 but he started catching turns and rivers again to rally.

<Jim’s Comments>

Somewhere between all this I end up going to the Bellagio solo for two sessions of 30/60. (Two separate evenings, but all the nights are blurring together at this point.)  The first night I’m playing with a fairly loose table, based on the LAG play of two Scandinavian players.  They are playing all hands very hard and fast, including taking pocket 33’s to the river with lots of action and beating another players AK (no pair).  Either very good at reading players or very loose.  At this point I pinned them as loose.  Which is later my mistake.  Here’s my hand of note that first night.  I open raise in early position with AQo.  The LAG player 3 bets, which is not unusual.  He will do this many times just to isolate.  Being out of position, I simply call.  Flop is all rags.  I think he missed, but decide to wait til the turn to move.  I check; he bets; I call.  On the turn, another rag.  No straights or flushes.  I decide to lead out and take it;  he raises and I read him as weak and re-raise.  He simply calls.  River is an ace; I bet he calls and shows JJ for an overpair until I river him.  After that, he can’t stop talking about these crazy American players.  Glad to get lucky once.

Skip to the next night.  I’m back at the Bellagio playing 30/60 again and join the table with the same guy as last night.  I’m in the 2nd seat, he’s in the 4th and Roy Cooke (http://www.cardplayer.com/magazine/author/19) is in the 9th seat.  This game is even looser than the night before.  No bluffing here, it’s no Fold’em Hold’em from the two ladies in the 5th and 7th seats.  Example, I raise in early position with AKs.  5th seat calls.  Flop is Q-10-2.  I bet she calls.  Turn is 3.  I bet she calls.  River is a 8.  Check-check.  I lose to pocket 5s.  Good to know.  Obviously I will get paid off on my hands.  Of course you need to get hands.  I end up winning a nice pot against Roy Cooke when I flop a set and turn a boat.  He pays off the whole way.  Shortly they after I open-raise with 99 (black nines).  3rd seat raises, I call and we’re heads up on the flop.  Flop is 9-4-2, two hearts.  I bet, he raises and I call.  My plan is to check raise any non-heart.  Well, the 5 of hearts comes and I bet out.  He calls.  River, is a 10 of hearts.  I bet, he raises, I fold.  He shows pocket Kings with the King of hearts.  The rest of the night at this table follows this pattern.  End up big loser.

</Jim’s Comments>

Our next stop was Paris, for a 7:30 AM tourney. We got there a little before the tourney and chatted up the tourney director. The subject of rebuys came up, and we were told that it was a re-entry tournament. Hmm, and what is the difference between a re-buy and a re-entry? That distinction became pretty important early on, as Steve faced a pretty sizeable raise with AQ. Figuring he had a re-buy behind him, he put the guy all-in. The tourney structure was similar to the one described for the TI tournaments, so there isn’t a ton of room to maneuver when someone comes in with a raise to 700 when you only have 2000 starting chips.  Random dude called Steve’s bet with 99 and won the race. Steve asked to re-buy, but the dealer informed him that was not an option. Pandemonium ensued at the table, with our group of four players arguing with the other six players at the table over what we believed was the structure. The director came over, told Steve he was out, and eventually offered him a $10 comp. Gee, thanks dude. Steve was all over Bally’s cash game at that point. Once again Jim followed fairly quickly after Steve in exiting a tournament, so it was up to Lupus and I to see what we could do against these other players.

We got down to four players, with top two getting paid, when the story gets interesting. The guy who won the showdown with Steve had a monster stack. He was muscling over the table for the first two rounds of blinds, but all of a sudden just shut down his aggressiveness and was super-meek. Meanwhile, the other unknown player was a very aggressive player both pre-flop and on the flop. There was a level of arrogance about his play that rubbed everyone in our group the wrong way. I had played back at him early and taken down a couple of pots, and at this point I started going after him relentlessly. I was in a zone playing against him, bluffing him when I whiffed on the pot and getting taken to the turn/river when I had a strong holding. I didn’t have to showdown with him very often, but he passed a lot of chips my way and was clearly getting frustrated with how the table dynamics had changed. Soon I had taken over the chip lead and was looking for opportunities to bust players. I went in with the best of it on the flop on three separate occasions, only to end up shipping away chips. One time the guy with the ego had actually started walking away from the table, as he did not see that he had caught a runner-runner flush to bail him out.

We finally extracted him from the table, and were down to three players. Lupus, who had gotten increasingly aggressive and was chipping his way up from short-stack, fired a bet from the button. I was to his immediate left (and had been all tourney, in my favorite one seat) and re-raised him with A8. This is definitely outside of my normal re-raise range (particularly against a tight player like Lupi) but I had seen Lupi firing into the pot a decent amount. The question was whether he had fold equity or not in the event he had a better hand than me. Blinds were at 400/800, Lupi had pushed it to 2500 and I came back with 6000, which represented his entire stack (and about 60% of mine). Lupi thought about it for a few second, but eventually made the call with J8 suited. Much better than I had hoped, until the jack fell to give Lupi the hand and put me at risk of making the money.

We took a break shortly after that. Lupi had about 50% of the chips, while the other guy and I both had about 25% of the chips. But blinds were set to move to 1000/2000 and when there are only 20,000 chips at the table there is virtually no room to move. So we agreed to a chop, with Lupi getting 2:1:1. I guess I was now 2-2 in making the money in Vegas tournies, but it really felt like I had not been running particularly well. So far I had not won a single hand where I had been playing from behind. And the money from this tourney was not enough to cover what I had been losing in limit games – the type of poker that I play online all the time while eschewing tournaments.

<Jim’s Comments>

Meanwhile at Bally’s.  I walk in and play a little blackjack.  I win about $80 and walk over to find the poker room.  Steve and I are enjoying a low limit holdem table.  The game is good and play is ok.  Everyone is chatting it up and having a good old time.  Steve and I have are usual prop bets going and we’re throwing dollar chips back and forth.  Nothing too eventful happens at the table, but I end up down about $100 bucks.  I go to roulette to try to win $20 and even out Bally’s.  $20 on red.  Red hits, I’m even.  Waiting for Steve to finish up the game, I walk over to him, ask him for $20 of his money, he hands it to me and I promptly lose it at roulette.  The entire poker table is stunned that he just handed money over to me to bet on roulette for him.  Oh well, it’s 10am and we’ve been drinking for a while now.

</Jim’s Comments>

So we now had the option to head back to TI and check into our room. But there was also an 11AM tourney at TI and I was feeling good after cashing in back-to-back tournaments. The fact that I had been up 30 hours at this point was kind of secondary, according to my deep thinking. So I jumped into the next tourney with Jim and Steve – Lupus did the intelligent thing and went to get some sleep. The table for this one was quite a bit tougher than the earlier TI tournament. There were several dealers playing in this tournament, and the random players were better as well. I got bluffed off a hand by the guy to my right (who told that to the guy to my left, seems like they were buddies) before catching AA in the SB with a raise and two callers in front of me. Already being a little short-stacked, it seemed like a nice time to push. There was no way that I wanted to have 4-5 guys see a flop with me on that holding. I got one caller, who shipped a pile of chips to me when he was unable to crack American Airlines. Big blind whined that he had folded Q4, which would have flopped a full boat. And I’m poised to add some more chips when Steve once again goes all-in with me holding QQ. He flips over J8 – the same hand that Lupus caught me with in the last tournament – and this time I’m not able to suck out against his powerful holding. That one hurt. I’m down to about 2000 chips, and have 22 with a big stack early limper at 200/400. Hmm, what to do with ducks in middle position? The limper is a pretty conservative player – he might want to see a flop, but I’m not sure he wants to risk a 1/3 of his stack to showdown against me when I’ve pushed with AA and QQ so far. I push. A smaller stack calls, so he won’t be able to knock me out. The big stack folds, and I lose to 77. Damn, down to 700 in chips and on absolute life support. And I get KK the very next hand – argh, would rather have 2000 chips right about now. As it is, I triple up and make it to the final table with a pretty small stack. But there is no fairy tale coming in this tournament. A late position raise with KQo runs into QQ and I’m out 10th. Money to top 6, so I have my first non-cash. Time for some sleep.

Actually, time to turn on the playoffs. Colts/Ravens is on TV, so I make it through about five plays before passing out for three hours. We head down to dinner and I decide that it is time for some caffeine. I have been trying to kick my dependency on it, and had gone from drinking about four cokes a day to a couple per week. It had been about five days since my last Coke, but I know I’m going to have some caffeine in Vegas and this seems like a perfect time to do it. The buffet at Treasure Island is more than we had expected going in – about $28 – but we were overdue for a good meal. I learned that neither Steve nor Jim had managed to cash in the last tournament, but Steve went on to win the next one he entered. He still had not slept.

So at this point Lupi and I, the two guys with the smaller bankrolls, are up for the trip. Jim, and especially Steve, had talked about taking some shots at bigger tournaments. We agree to give the Venetian a shot – entry fee of $175, or nearly triple the Treasure Island one that we had been playing. Of course, taking home 1st in this one was likely to pay ten times the top prize at TI. The levels were 30 minutes instead of 20 and the starting chips were 2,500 with a 1,500 add-on/rebuy option instead of 2K + 1K. So the tournament figured to play out over about 6-7 hours instead of the three-hour events at TI. Although the registration process was a pain, we were eventually seated at our tables. Once again I found myself at a table with Lupus, but the rest of us were spread out across maybe eight tables.

I found a lot of action early in this one, which was consistent with what I had seen in the recent TI tourneys. From the cutoff, I looked down at QQ (trendy hand this trip). Raise, both blinds and an early limper call. Four to the flop, which has a queen and two more of the same suit. I am last to act and put out a pot-sized bet, to see if I can take this down right here. Of course, the raise + pot-sized bet comes to about 1/3 of my stack. Folds all around. About ten minutes later I am in the BB and facing a 4x raise from UTG. AJo – hmm, I think this is a hand I play but I don’t have much of a read on the guy. What cards am I hoping to see on this flop? I could pretty easily find myself dominated if an ace falls – if the jack comes I could be behind a big pocket pair. Still, I think it is too tight to fold here so I make the call. And get my jack high flop. I check, he bets out 250 into the 400 pot. OK, back to the old call/fold/raise options. I checked with the feeling that I would check-raise him if given the opportunity and here it is. Fire – another 600 back to him, which represents about 70% of his stack. He goes over the top, which makes it another 500 to me – I’ve got about 2,000 behind it. Not what I was hoping for here, but with 5.2 – 1 odds can I really lay this down? Nope, I’m not that good. He shows KK, I catch an ace on the turn, and I bust a player with my aggressive/donkey play. Yeah, variance in a good way.


Random observation – the guy to my left in this tournament was wearing a scarf with his shirt while playing (along with shades). Now, I would not comment on this if the scarf thing was an isolated incident. But I believe I saw at least a half a dozen players wearing scarves (no jacket, mind you) while playing cards. I can only conclude this is some kind of West coast thing, and possibly a reaction to it being cold in Vegas this weekend, that has not caught on in the Midwest. Just a weird look … OK, back to poker.

All in all, I don’t run particularly well after that suckout, giving away about 900 chips when my TPTK (top pair, top kicker) is not good enough against a big-blind special for two pair. He called bets the whole way, which was pretty frustrating for me. I re-raised Lupi on one hand with AK, which killed any action and any chance of a flop. Guess he didn’t figure me for an A8 in that situation … at the break I was a little above our starting point. Steve had run into two very big hands and exited quickly. Neither Jim nor Lupus had managed to accumulate all that many chips, but none of us were on the verge of going broke either. Our table was broken up at the break and that is when things went south for me in a hurry. I had nine new faces at the table and no cards to work with. In the forty minutes I was at this table I didn’t play a single hand. The closest I came was pondering a call with ATo against a mid-position raiser from late position. But I didn’t have a read on him and didn’t want to press with a marginal holding in this spot – still, I was quickly finding myself moving to a push/fold mode as the blinds and antes were moving up and my stack was dwindling to about 8x the big blind. I was moved to yet another new table, with a mixture of big and small stacks. But it took another twenty minutes before I found a hand to work with.

I found my “push” hand in the big blind, with four limpers and 55. I still had about 2200 in chips at this point, with blinds at 200/400 and a 50 ante. So the pot was sitting with 2450, when I went over the top for another 1800. This got everyone out but one player, a LAG who called with KQo. I was in a race, although I was a little miffed that he called my big raise with that junk. But I held up and had some breathing room at this point, moving back up to the 6K range. Next hand, I’m in SB with J9s, and limp in to complete – four to the flop here. The flop is jack high with a flush draw on board. I put out a bet of 1500, about 75% of the pot. The same LAG raises me up to 3000 and it is folded around back to me. Now what? If I fold I’m back down to 4,000 but have awhile before the blinds come around. In that time I’ll have paid out 10% of my stack in blinds and be looking at 300/600 for the next level of blinds, which will tear into my stack pretty aggressively. So call or all-in? Realistically, am I getting away from the hand if I call? Does he have any fold equity if I come over the top with an all-in, given that he would still have another 5K or so chips left (estimate) if I pushed him off this pot? All-in, and he goes in the tank. He seems convinced that I’ve got AJ, which makes me feel that he is not that strong if that is his worry hand. But if he does call there is a very good shot I have kicker issues – best case is he is chasing the flush. He finally calls and shows KJ, and I do not catch a 9. I’m out with about 30 people left out of a pool of 100. Lupus had gone out prior to this, but Jim was still alive and kicking with a smallish stack. Back to TI for me, with about an hour to kill before the 2AM tournament. 

<Jim’s Comments>

On the walk to the Venetian, I mention making a last longer bet, but back out.  My luck in tourneys so far this weekend sucked.  I couldn’t get anything going and confidence was at an all time low.  So what’s the plan?  Play the biggest tourney of the weekend!  Anyway, I’m at the Venetian playing the tourney.  First table is pretty standard.  Open raising for 3xBB is standard and once in a long while, you will get to the flop with a few limpers.  In the first 3 levels (1.5 hours), I play a total of 5 hands, winning none.  Luckily, we started w/ 4k in chips (immediate re-buy and add-on/tip for dealers).  I wait and wait.  A big stack is moved to my table and put immediately on my right.  This doesn’t not hold well for me.  Levels are about 100/200 with a 25 ante and I’m down to about 1800.  Folded to the button on my right and he raises for 600.  I look down at Q8s and for whatever reason, I push.  I’m thinking he’s stealing and I can get him to fold or my cards are hopefully live.  Well, the BB calls (I’m SB) and the button calls.  I end up flopping two pair, which holds up and I triple up.  Shortly there after, I get KK and take down another nice pot and start rolling.  However a couple open raise, miss-flop and get check-raised hands later, I’m short again.

All in all, I end up making the final two tables by sheer will.  I’m down to about 7k, with the blinds about 500/1000 and a 100 ante.  I push in middle position with 9-10s.  Both SB and BB think for a long time before folding.  Phew.  At this point, I’m in push-bot mode with less than 10BB.  However, I notice several other short stacks (less than 10BB) raising 3 BB pre-flop into HUGE stacks.  It was interesting that the huge stacks didn’t push back a lot.  

Final hand, I get 88 UTG.  I’m back down to about 7BB (M closer to 4 or 5 due to antes.)  I actually think about folding this, but I push.  I’m insta-called by UTG+3 and then a LP player also calls all in.  88 < JJ < AA.  I’m done, just 7 out of the money.  (Guessing that with all the players added, there were nearly 110-120 players.)  Felt good about going so deep, but would like to cash in 1 tourney.  Unfortunately that never happens.

</Jim’s Comments>

2AM tournament – this was my shortest of the trip. I had a very weak table and I was impatient with the player – rather than taking their chips on later streets I tried to push them around. I had some chips to play with early, after the following hand. I’m in the BB with J8 and get to see a flop for free. Hello, trip 8s. I check and call a smallish bet from an unassuming 60 year old guy who has his wife sweating him (at the outset of a 2AM tourney!). Turn brings a blank – I check and he checks behind me. River doesn’t look to improve anything, so I put out a fairly small bet, looking to get paid off from this guy. He calls and flips over 98. Wow, this was a terribly unscary board and he had three of a kind, but didn’t feel confident in raising? I should have broken him on this hand, as I have the impression he would call anything but not raise with the stone cold nuts.

And I definitely wish I had broken him because he stuck it to me twice in the next half hour with what I would consider to be weak calls. There was a call from early position from a tight player, followed by a call from the old guy. I had AK and knew that the initial player would fold to some aggression here. The old guy didn’t have much of a stack left so I pushed him. Blinds were at 100/200 so I popped the bet up to 900 to make him play for his tournament life with his 2nd-to-call hand if he wanted to play. Of course he did, as he turned over pocket 7s. And I lost that race. That took away about a third of my stack. Old-timer had moved up to 2nd in chips, and I was feeling the pressure of 200/400 blinds coming when we clashed again, as I pushed all in from early position with 99 and about 1500 chips. It was an overbet, but I felt like if I didn’t make it here I was likely going to be making a move with a worse hand against people with less fold equity in the next 10-20 minutes. Old-timer made the call with ATo. I lost another race and was busto. And at this point I would say that I was no longer running particularly well (or at least profitably) over the course of the Vegas trip.

Time to get some sleep. It was around this time that I learned that Jim had busted out of the Venetian tournament somewhere around 15th – final table was in the money. He said he was short-stacked for most of the final tournament, which has inspired a good amount of conversation about building a stack … but that is a discussion for another trip report. Steve had finally crashed after the Venetian, but he got up sometime shortly after I made my way to the room (3:15AM, maybe?) and was in a 7AM tournament as Jim and I made our way down for breakfast. By “in a tournament” I mean he was pushing chips to someone, and was left with one final chip to post his big blind – outside of the money. But then a funny thing happened. He won that hand, and the one after it. Now with 1,500 chips instead of 100 (blinds were 200/400) he actually looked at his cards from the button. Pushed again, doubled up. So he had built his stack up 30x in three hands, and was back to an average stack at the table! And it didn’t stop there – he kept winning hands and busting players. He was not only in the money, but he was big stack at the table! We immediately told Steve that Jim and I were responsible for his comeback, and that he owed us breakfast when he took this down. And we were also to make sure Lupus, who was supposed to meet us downstairs for breakfast about fifteen minutes after we left the room, did not make an appearance and bring bad mojo to this run. Steve made it to the final two players with just about all the chips, to the point where he put his opponent in blind and the dealer put the cards out face-up! But Steve lost that hand, and then lost a series of hands after that to lose his big stack almost as quickly as he had built it. 2nd place – I believe Steve tipped the dealer about 40% of his prize money. And he was on the hook for buying ½ of breakfast for Jim and me.


During the time that Jim and I were sweating Steve, the topic turned to the woman who was managing the room at Treasure Island. She basically had double-Ds on top of double-Ds. I told Jim that I didn’t think I had seen her face in the twelve hours we had been in the poker room together. Jim immediately knew who I was talking about, and said that there was a drunk guy at his table the previous night who had obsessed over her. He just couldn’t let the topic guy, punctuating every thought with “Whoa”. Needless to say, whoa became a catch-all term for any situation for  the remainder of the weekend.

So the next tournament was slated to start at 11AM – which happened to be thirty minutes before kickoff for the Bears game. Now I’m not a big Bears fan, but I did want to watch some playoff football this weekend so I said I was going to sit out this tournament. I was beginning to depend more on reading other players with every passing tournament, and I knew that the football games would be a big distraction for me – they would be for other people as well, but I wasn’t worrying about their game at this point.

3PM tournament – I’m writing this two weeks after Vegas, so I’m not remembering the details of this one as well as I would like. What I remember most vividly is that the room was full of Patriots fans that were making a ton of noise, which was messing up my game a little more than I would have liked. Coming up on the hour mark in this tournament I had been steadily watching my chips deteriorate. I had about 1000 left, so my AQ from the cutoff (blinds at 100/200) was a push hand. I was called quickly by Jim, who flipped over QQ. Now, I’ve made my thoughts clear on AQ (never win with it, always lose to it) numerous times, so when I saw a hand that was dominating it I was ready to vacate the table. But I spiked an ace, and got the double up I needed to get back into legitimate contention for this tourney. Jim busted out shortly after this, and on his way out dropped off a “hand order” card that shipped with the deck. This became a prop for me at a couple of tables over the rest of the trip.

I do recall getting up to being a pretty good sized stack in the second hour of the tournament, then proceeding to lose two races to the same guy. First one was AQ, where he called for all his chips with KT and hit. Second time he went all-in again and I had 55, decided he was weak, and called. Probably lost 3K chips between those hands, so when I hit the final table I was once again a smaller stack. Steve was there with a decent sized stack, and Lupus was about the same sized stack as I was. In a recurring theme, Jim was not at the final table. I was down to about 3BB (blinds were 1K/2K) when I saw JJ from middle position. Lupus was in the big blind, and had warned me before the hand not to put him all-in. So I smile at him as I call my all-in. No action, and I pick up 3K in chips as it is folded around. I tried to stick it out at this table long enough to sneak into the money, but ended up bubbling on this one – out in 7th with top 6 paying. Very annoying, particularly since the guy who won as an underdog to me both times managed to cash. Have I mentioned that I tend to bubble in a fair amount of tournaments? Steve chopped for first on this one.

7PM tournament – I find myself with the guy who out-flopped me in the last tournament and Lupus at my starting table. And a very interesting hand develops early on when Lupi bets from early position. I see my short-term nemesis inhale quickly when he looks at his cards, then announces “raise”. His chest is heaving right now, and I’m sure this guy has a very big hand. Lupus calls and the flop comes down KT6. He leads out with a bet and the other guy looks pained as he calls. Anyone care to guess what he was holding? Lupi gets calls on the turn and river, and takes away about 70% of the guys stack with his KT > QQ. Meanwhile, I’m starting to slowly watch my chips dwindle when I get a sick rush of cards.

I’m in the small blind with a min-raise and two callers in front of me with 66. I decide to see a flop – could have raised it here to try and isolate but with blinds at 100/200 it would have left me in an uncomfortable position going to the flop (maybe 1300 chips at this point). And sixes is not exactly the shit either … The flop comes down 976, two suits – scary flop with five players but I’m probably ahead right now. I put out a pretty good sized bet and get check-raised from the big stack at the table, a guy I don’t hold in very high esteem. All-in push, expecting to find him on a drawing hand when he calls but he shows a pair of queens. I’m in much better shape than I figure and more than double through. Next hand, I limp in with QJ on the button. Flop gives me middle pair and an open-ended straight draw. I would be more than happy taking this one down and the initial limper doesn’t have a ton of chips. I ask for a count, then put him all-in with an overbet of 800. He does not look all that happy about this action, but says he has to call. And with good reason, as he has top two pair. Turn gives me the straight, and I feel bad for that guy as he ran into some pretty bad luck in the 45 minutes we played together at the table. I’m now chip leader at the table, and find pocket 8s in the cutoff. Raise, and the BB (guy with QQ earlier) calls. Flop = top set, he puts all his chips in the middle. WTF? He is 2nd in chips at the table, and I’m sure I’m ahead of  him right now. Insta-call, he was pushing with a pair of overcards and is drawing super-thin. And is super-out, with me assuming a dominant stack. Lupus and I talk about this sick rush during the break – I’m told that I pretty much had better win this tournament given the rush that I’m on. All in all, I’m pretty giddy about this as I can’t recall another time in a live tournament where I was able to accumulate chips this quickly – both having big hands and getting maximum action on them.

But it wasn’t that easy. I went into the final table with one of the two large stacks, but had cooled off a ton from my early rush. I made my way into the money, but blinds were once again accelerating and I was not having much luck hitting flops or pushing people off hands with pre-flop raises. I also had the other big stack on my left, and he was a guy who was very, very random. When we hit five players I was down to one of the smaller stacks at the table. Guy on my left bets under-the-gun and I am pot-committed to call from the BB with blinds at 1,000/2,000. I turn over Q9 and I’m ahead of his J6. It holds up and I’m off life support. And then I double up again, and shortly thereafter run the random guy off the table – with blinds at this level, fortunes change really quickly. We played through this level with four players, but with blinds about to go up to 2,000/4,000 I talk the rest of the table into making a deal. I have about 20K in chips and the rest of the table have stacks from 8-12K, so I negotiate a bigger split. I think this was the right move given that my M as big stack at the table was about to move to 5. And I was happy to finally be “winning a table” although I would like to have demonstrated better command a final table – still was not happy with that part of my game, with the exception of the Paris tourney.

10PM tourney – another bust-out right around the hour mark. Sleep deprivation at the time, coupled with me waiting too long to write this, are leaving me fuzzy on the details. I rolled over to the cash game for awhile, playing some 2/4 limit. I had a good early showing, but faded late as the tourney was coming up – what little I was up for the session went towards tipping the dealers. But it did allow me to get some reads on the competition for the 2AM tourney.

2AM tourney – This was basically a single-table tournament, with a couple of rebuys coming in. After having a number of strong starts on Friday/Saturday I was seeing the other end of variance on Sunday/Monday. Steve, who was to my left, and I joked about who would last longer if neither of us ever played a hand. I found myself struggle to chip up and we were coming up on the hour break – blinds were 100/200 and I fired a raise from the cutoff with ATo. The big blind, who had accumulated a good pile of chips from the two worst players I saw all weekend (by a pretty wide margin) made the call. Flop was ragged, Q-high. Check to me, and I pushed all in for my remaining 700 chips. That bet represented about 2/3 of the pot. The guy tried to get a read on me and I guess it worked out for him, as he called with pocket 3s. And was very proud of his read, but was less than thrilled with the Ace on the turn.


Random note #1 – Steve, Jim, and I ran prop bets when we were at the table together all weekend. Jim had the Ace on the turn as his prop (each person pays him $2) and it was unreal how many aces fell on the turn. Equally amazing was how few of them Jim called. He must have lost about $80 in uncalled props over the 10 hours we were at the tables together. And I think that is a conservative estimate.

<Jim’s Comments>

Have to agree, I missed this prop way too much and lost a lot of good money because of it.

</Jim’s Comments>

Random note #2 – Steve went all-in and lost on the very last hand of the first hour. This was a calculated risk on his part, as he knew that there was the buy-back option for chips so he wouldn’t really be out. He had a chance to double up to around 3K before the 1K bump (for $5) or to play with 1K after the break. He took his shot and lost. However, while we were on break I conspired with the floor manager to tell Steve that his “re-buy” would not be honored since it took place after the first sixty minutes had expired. The kicker was that he went on to tell Steve that this was more of a “re-entry” than a “re-buy” … the jig was pretty much up at that point (see Paris tourney, for those with a short memory).

So, coming out of the break with a double-up and the extra 1,000 in chips I was in a better position. And I pulled down another pot before having what was the most satisfying hand of the weekend. I once again found QQ in my hand and raised it. “Pocket 3s” calls me. The blinds were 200/400, my standard raise of 3x the BB was about 1/3 of my stack. Flop comes down KJ3 (all hail Krablar!) and I check to this guy. I know that he was pissed about the hand before the break, and I’ve seen him push hands earlier in the tournament, so I’m just dying to check-raise him and hope he doesn’t have a king. Well, he goes all-in. He has me covered in chips (although it is fairly close). I don’t wait very long to call, and as expected I slammed his hand in the cookie jar. He turns over a weak ace, and ships most of his stack to me. Now I’ve got some room to play. In the next couple of hands I see KK in middle position and again put out a 3x raise. Lupus, who is in the big blind, goes all-in. Wow, I didn’t expect that. And he has a big pile of chips in front of him – we are the two chip leaders at this point. But there is only one hand beating me here, and I’m not good enough to really think hard about laying this down. Lupus has a medium pocket pair – I’m guessing he got a bad read on me here – and I knock out the 2nd biggest stack to put myself in position to have an uber-stack of around 14K with blinds at 200/400. That is a huge luxury this late in the tournament, when most of the other players have M’s below 10.

There were two players left in the tournament that gave me reason for concern: Steve was on my right and a guy I had played limit with was on my left. Neither of them had big stacks, but they were both solid players. However, we were playing a short table and I had a big stack. I had more room for a mistake here than I did at the final tables, and was able to use it to put constant pressure on the remaining players. I got down to heads-up with a guy who didn’t worry me all that much and looked to close it out at the 500/1000 blind level to avoid getting into the situation I saw in the last tournament. Mission accomplished, and I had won the last tournament of our Vegas stay. Sure it only had 13 people, but I was very happy with some adjustments I had made to the tournament structure and felt like I had gotten better at wielding the big stack with practice.

We had a little bit of time to kill before heading to the airport, so we got into some mixed games. It was just Lupus, Steve, and I at the start, although we picked up a straggler here and there over the 90 or so minutes. I started out white-hot, winning about $120 at 2/4 in the first 45 minutes. The games were hold-em, Omaha hi, and Omaha hi/lo split. Jim finally made it down from his extended nap and with one more weird dude at the table we played five handed. I preached about the power of Krablar, amusing one of our dealers who had to acknowledge the power as the kings and threes were inextricably linked for the next hour. Jim bitched about Krablar, recounting how he four-bet it pre-flop in Crazy Pineapple and folded it on the dry flop. During this time, I proceeded to give back all the money I had won earlier (I blame Jim and his crappy mojo), mostly by making terrible value bets on the river. Example – game is Omaha hi and I enter the pot with a raise (calling tilt) without looking at my cards. The flop comes down and gives me a full house (twos full of fours). I raise Steve calls, stating that he is probably drawing to two outs. An eight comes on the turn. Steve announces he hit his two-outer and bets. I raise, suspecting bullshit or that I’m still ahead of his trips. River is another four, improving my full house but not enough to catch Steve’s eights-full. He bets, I decide that I still don’t believe that he was holding pocket 8s, thus flushing extra money away. That, in a nutshell, was my last forty five minutes in Vegas and is a fair representation of my cash game results. On the positive side, I did learn how to play Badugi and Crazy Pineapple – games that I expect to see make appearances in the home games soon.

So we check out and head to the airport, where we learn that our flight is delayed. So it is off to a bar to order beers and play more cards. The waitress asks us if we want the regular beer or the tall ones? Tall ones, we are going to be here for awhile … of course, by “tall” she meant 50+ ounces! A frigging Big Gulp of a beer, at 10:30 in the morning! By this point, we are all going through the motions on our poker game. We never set stakes on it, and we never even finish it. We drank our gallons of beer (well, most of it) then headed to the gate to sleep. There was not much in the way of conversation in the terminal or on the flight, and we parted ways at the airport on our arrival. At least I didn’t have to head to baggage claim.

<Jim’s Comments>

Random Comment #3

Krablar, I fucking hate Krablar.  We’re playing Crazy Pineapple and I get…let me back up first and explain what the hell Crazy Pineapple is and how we started playing.  Between tourneys at TI, Forcash, Hutch and I would be waiting around wanting to play, but games were either full or non-existent, so we’d start one.  The TI staff had gotten to know us and would let us start up whatever we wanted, plus it game their dealers something new to do.  So we’d grab 3 or 4 games out of their list and start playing (excluding Holdem).  We’d play Omaha, Stud, Razz, Badgui and Crazy Pineapple.  CP is basically Holdem but you get 3 cards. You must use two in your hand.  There’s pre-flop and flop action, like Holdem.  But after the flop betting, you must discard one of your cards so you are down to the two cards in your hand you must use.  Simple enough.

Well this Krablar thing was going on and on.  I’d have KK3A in Omaha/8 and get my ass kicked.  In Crazy Pineapple, I’d be dealt KK3.  This is a good hand.  Krablar, pocket Kings, a 3 (which was soooooooted).  Lots of possibilities.  So I cap this pot in CP 3 ways with KK3.  Flop comes A82 and I end up having to give it up on the flop.  Again and again Krablar costs me money.  Fucking Krablar.

</Jim’s Comments>

<Jim’s Comments>

Random Comment #4

So now we’re playing Omaha high.  I’ve got something along the lines of AsAcKs3c double sooted (sure, Krablar again).  The flop comes two of my soot and I’ve got an over pair.  (Hand is foggy until the end)  Flop is Qs8s2c.  I bet he calls.  Turn is a 4h.  I bet, he raises, I 3 bet.  River is the 9s.  I hit my “nut” flush.  I bet, he raises, I re-raise, he re-raises.  I say OH FUCK!  I call, he shows J10s for the straight flush.  I lose to a straight flush.  Poker gods must have something against me.

</Jim’s Comments>

<Jim’s Comments>

Random Comment #5

There’s been a lot of talk about how much sleep I got.  The first night, we had no hotel, so no one slept.  The next day, I got a healthy 3 hours in, if that.  I still have to put Lupus on 4+ hours.  Next afternoon, I get another 2 hour nap in.  Now it’s the final night.  I know if I go home and show up tired and can’t help with James, I’ll be sleeping outside, so I suck it up and sleep for 5 hours and get shit for that.  All 3 of these bastards come up to the room and try to wake me.  Sleeping from 1am to 6am.  Oh well, I’m still saying Lupus got the most sleep and I’m sticking with that story.

<Jim’s Comments>

  <Jim’s Comments>

Random Comment #6

Fuck Krablar.

</Jim’s Comments>











































