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Chapter 1 

 

Believe me, I was not looking for a career change when Jack Strawn came to my Emergency 

Department.  It just happened that way.  You could say I was primed for it, by an unconscious 

desire to do something different than medicine, but that would be untrue.  If Strawn had not 

shown up, I would have stayed happy in my job as a sin-city ED physician.  After all, I was 

saving lives and making a good living.  Not even a malpractice lawsuit hanging over my head 

marred my contentment.  I even envisioned retiring in my early 50’s. 

 Strawn, age thirty-eight, weighed 394 lbs. and stood 5’9”.  Super-morbidly obese, BMI of 58.  

Like others of this body habitus, he showed no neck, a massively protruding abdomen and large 

ankles with some brawny edema.  He came to us around midnight, complaining of a “gout 

attack.”  I remember him as very personable, just in a lot of pain from his right big toe.  

Las Vegas Memorial Hospital’s Emergency Department is a busy place, with two doctors, 

two physician-assistants and a dozen nurses every shift.  We are just off the Strip -- Las Vegas 

Blvd. -- and our 600 hospital beds and large array of specialists make us the go-to place for local 

trauma, most Strip ambulance runs and dozens of “walk-ins” daily.   

The month was October and I was on the night shift.  As you have no doubt heard, “Vegas 

never sleeps,” which means Memorial’s ED doesn’t slow down much at night.  Jack Strawn had 

a day job as manager of a small apartment building in Summerlin, but other interests brought 

him to our area at night.   

“Let me see that toe.” 
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Strawn sat in a big-boy wheel chair, one of several reserved for the largest patients.  He 

extended his right foot.  The toe was twice as large as normal, with some redness below the nail.  

I touched it lightly and he winced. 

“Sorry about that.”  I turned to the nurse who took his vital signs and chief complaint.  

Barbara Wilson had been working at Memorial only a few weeks; this was our third shift 

together.  Of medium height, about 130 lbs., she had a pretty face unadorned with very little 

makeup and nice medium-length wavy brown hair.  I remember thinking when I first saw her:  

lovely girl, nice body.  After the second shift together, what I really wanted to do was get in bed 

with Barbara.  

All heterosexual men fantasize when they meet a pretty woman, but I thought my fantasy had 

real possibility.  I am only a few years older, in the same profession, and from a good family.  Of 

course being a physician was a big plus.  I had not yet asked her out but was getting close.  I was 

hesitant in part because I had a girlfriend of sorts at the time, though she lived in Los Angeles 

and our relationship was intermittent and probably ending soon.  I did not have a girlfriend in 

Las Vegas and felt a bit lonely.   

That Barbara would be this patient’s nurse on this night made me an instant convert to 

astrology, or whatever those alignments mean when things just happen to come together.  You 

will meet an unusual person who will facilitate a new love life. 

“Do you have his vital signs?” 

Barbara handed me his clipboard and said in a sweet, submissive tone, “Yes, Dr. Luvkin, 

here they are.”  She had recently graduated nursing school and was still deferential to doctors.  A 

more experienced nurse would say “Yep, here you go,” hand me the clipboard and bop out of the 

exam room, with “call me if you need anything.”  But Barbara stood there, in a way I imagine 



3 
 

nurses stood by fifty years ago, waiting for the doctor’s orders.  Lucky for me, since she got to 

hear my patient’s story. 

From his brief medical history I learned Mr. Strawn had suffered with gout for about two 

years, and had “always been heavy because I eat a lot.”  He was raised in Atlanta and spoke with 

a southern drawl.  He came to us at midnight because “I was in the area and the pain felt real 

bad.”  He had run out of his medicine three days earlier and “was too busy to get it renewed.”   

I ordered some blood tests.  “We’ll treat it with colchicine,” I said, and Barbara quickly 

retrieved the tablets from a nearby drug cart.  She gave him one to swallow, and three more to 

use until he could get his prescription filled.   

I always try to help out my patients with their lifestyle and so asked, “What are you doing 

about the weight?” 

“What do you mean?” Strawn replied. 

“It’s obviously not healthy.  You’re only thirty-eight.  Quite honestly, you might not make it 

to fifty with this weight.  Have you ever considered bariatric surgery?” 

“No, maybe later.  I guess I have a few years to go.  Hard to lose weight when you eat ten 

pounds of food a day.” 

“Wow, that’s a lot.”  I thought of those times when I heard how many pounds of food a bear 

or elephant eats in a day.  I don’t remember the numbers, only that with big animals it was 

always at least two digits.  I figure a normal-size human might eat maybe two-three pounds of 

food a day, if that.   

“Well, you need to cut down, begin losing some weight,” I said.  This recommendation is one 

of medicine’s clichés, so often ignored that -- while true -- it is useless.  We say it anyway.   

“Hard to do right now.  Make money from my weight.” 
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“How’s that?”  Was he in some sort of carnival act with elephants and bears, to see who 

could eat the most?  Or perhaps on a Las Vegas Sumo wrestling team I knew nothing about?  I 

had never heard of someone making ‘money from my weight’.  His answer would end up 

affecting my career at Memorial.  Considerably. 

“Shittin’ contest.  I’m one of the best.  Can’t do it without the food.” 

I winced and looked at Barbara.  This caught Strawn’s attention.   

 “Oh, I’m sorry, Miss,” he said, “I shouldn’t use that word in mixed company.”   

 “No, that’s OK,” she replied, in a tone to suggest the patient is always right.   

 “Let’s just call it an elimination contest,” Strawn offered. “From front and back.” 

After two years in Memorial’s ED I had seen many bizarre things and nothing really 

surprised me any longer.  Most of the bizarreness was from consensual sexual acts with bad 

outcomes.  A man with a dildo up his rectum, placed so far up we could not extract it in the ED; 

he went to the operating room for removal.  A woman whose uterus suffered a rent from over-

aggressive oral sex; she also went to the OR.   

We have seen metal rings piercing genitals that led to inflammation or outright infections.  

And several cases of priapism from using erectile dysfunction drugs.  There was one case of 

coprophagia (eating feces) in a psychiatric patient.  I have not yet treated a man with severed 

penis caused by an angry lover, but have seen one lacerated by teeth marks.  And once I saw a 

guy with a penile rash; he had an allergy to the peanut butter his girlfriend applied so she could 

lick it off.  She came with him and when I offered the diagnosis she calmly said, “Jelly next 

time.”   

Strawn’s answer intrigued me.  What the hell did he mean? 

“What do you mean?” 
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 “You eat the food and it comes out the other end, right?” 

 “Got it,” I said.   

“Well, the more you eat, the more comes out.” 

“Makes sense to me.”  I was happy to play along, hoping of course for some light at the end 

of Jack’s story.   

 “Well, he who eliminates the most wins the pot.  And I win more often than not.” 

Wow! I thought.  That makes sense.  This is Vegas.   He who craps the most wins the pot.    

 “They weigh it?” 

 “No, they don’t weigh it.  They weigh you.  Before and after.  Very clean.”  

 “So it really is an elimination contest,” I said.  

 “Right, just like I said.  But those of us who compete, we like to use the s- word.” 

 “And at which casino does this wager take place?” I asked. 

 “Ain’t no casino.  It’s held at Joe’s Plumbing Supplies, over on South Decatur.” 

 I was not familiar with Joe’s Plumbing, but it sounded like a legitimate business.  “You use 

their bathroom?” 

 “He laughed.  You never been to Joe’s?” 

 “No, afraid not.” 

 “They got ten bathrooms. Each contestant gets his own.  Real nice.  You got twenty minutes 

to get rid of your stuff, they you get re-weighed.  People watch, people bet.  I’m surprised you 

haven’t heard of this.  How long you been in Vegas, doc?” 

 “Is this legal?” 

 “You mean going to the bathroom?  They gonna outlaw that too?” 

 “No, I mean the betting.  Is that controlled by the Gaming Commission?” 
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 “Hell, no.  If people want to bet, that’s their business.  We never been raided, if that’s what 

you mean.  Say, you want to come watch one of our contests?  We get lots of spectators.  You 

don’t have to bet, just come to watch.” 

 “Sure.”  Why not? I asked myself.  It should be interesting.      

 “OK, give me a piece of paper,” he said.  “I’ll write down the address and date.  It ain’t 

gonna be posted on the internet.” 

 I handed him the clip board with a piece of blank paper and he wrote down the date, time and 

address of Joe’s Plumbing Supplies.  A quick glance showed the next contest would take place 

just three days later.  When finished, Strawn looked at Barbara and said, “You’re invited too, 

Miss.  Lots of women come.  We watch our language there.”   

 “Thank you.”  She blushed a little.  At least she didn’t recoil in disgust, or reject his 

invitation outright.  I figured she was just being polite. 

 After Jack Strawn left I took out my phone and googled “Las Vegas elimination contests.”  I 

got one of those “disambiguation lists,” showing links for boxing, golf, stock car racing and 

wrestling – popular Vegas sports where contestants were eliminated, not their bowels.  Then I 

entered “Las Vegas shitting contest” -- 1.2 million results!   All but one entry on the first two 

web pages was about “Vegas contests” of the more traditional variety.  Didn’t matter.  The first 

one hit the jackpot, a link to Wikipedia.  I clicked on it.  The entry was brief, with one of those 

Wikipedia warnings for sketchy entries:  “This article needs additional citations for verification.  

Please help improve this article by adding citations to reliable sources.” 

 

Excretion Contests – Las Vegas 
From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia 
 
 Contests whereby men, usually overweight or obese, compete with each other in how much body 
waste they can excrete over a short, preset time period.  The contestant who loses the most body weight 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wikipedia:Verifiability
http://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=City_of_New_Orleans_(song)&action=edit
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Help:Introduction_to_referencing/1
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wins a pot of money.  The money is provided by spectators who place bets – on who they think will win, 
what the amount of weight loss will be, and other metrics determined at the time of the contest.  It is a 
variation of The Biggest Loser contests popular on television, with the major difference being weight loss 
is over minutes, not weeks, and comes not from dieting but from bowel elimination.   
 These contests are known to occur in Las Vegas but have not been confirmed in other cities.  
Because the betting is not regulated by any agency, and may not conform to all state laws, no web site 
exists that provides the location or date of the contests; communication of this information is usually by 
word of mouth or e-mail.  It is not known when these contests began in Las Vegas. 

   

 I caught up with Barbara at the nurse’s station.  Now I had an easy entry.  “Look at this,” I 

said, and showed her the Wikipedia text on my cell phone.  To my delight, she didn’t push me 

away but read it.  Then she looked up at me and smiled, as if to say ‘so what’?   

 “I think I’ll go to his next contest,” I said, in a casual sort of way, like ‘I think I’ll go to the 

next lecture’.  To make my decision seem less voyeuristic, I added “professional curiosity, of 

course.”  Then I said, oh so casually, to make it sound like I wasn’t really asking for a date, 

“Want to go with me?  He said you’re invited too.” 

 She looked directly into my eyes but I could not read her emotion.  Was she studying my 

face to see if she liked it?  Or was she deciding how to say no without affecting our professional 

relationship?  My heart raced. 

  “Yes,” she said, “it should be interesting.” 
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Chapter 2 

 

I did some investigation.  Turns out Joe’s is well known among people in Vegas who shop for 

plumbing supplies.  That meant just about everyone but me.  There are three stores in the metro 

area, and Joe’s Plumbing Supplies advertises on TV:  “You need it.  We got it.”  The store 

address Jack provided was three miles west of the hospital on South Decatur, in a strip shopping 

center.  Jack advised arriving before the 10 pm contest time, to get a seat and check out the 

betting.   

The commercial neighborhood could be anywhere USA but for the fact that several stores 

advertise “Play slots here!”  It seemed reassuring that the store fronts were well-lit, and except 

for the fact that we were looking for a place where they hold elimination contests, nothing 

seemed out of the ordinary.  I did envision getting mugged, with my parents forever 

commenting:  “How could you have been so stupid to go to a plumbing store in the middle of the 

night?  What kind of contest?”   

“Barbara, are you sure you want to go in?” I asked after we parked. 

If she had said no, let’s leave, I would have stifled my curiosity and been out of there pronto.  

But she said, “Sure, we’re here, why not?” 

We exited the car and walked to Joe’s Plumbing.  Shades covered the large plate glass 

windows and a cardboard sign in front said “Store Closed.  Private Showing.”  A heavy guy sat 

outside in a folding chair, wearing a baseball cap and a flowery, long-sleeved shirt.  I wondered 

if he was one of the contestants.   

“What are you looking for?” he asked. 
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 I mumbled something about Jack Strawn inviting us and he opened the door.  Pretty 

informal getting in.  It certainly wasn’t like the speakeasies of the 1930s, where some guy opens 

a four x four inch window in a bolted door and asks for a password.  I think anyone off the street 

could have come in.  Most likely Joe’s door guy just wanted to keep out drunks, kids and anyone 

who seemed up to no good. 

The store was much larger than I imagined from the outside, perhaps 200 feet deep.  The 

front section had been cleared of showroom supplies, and instead held about fifty folding chairs.  

We got there fifteen minutes early and already the place was dense with people, sitting or milling 

around.  About a third were women. 

Two rectangular card-type tables were arranged against one wall.  On one table was 

lemonade and cookies, and copies of the night’s “betting sheet.”  We heard one guy call it by 

another name that rhymes with betting, which made Barbara wince.  Fortunately most of the 

patrons were not so crude.   

A man sat behind another table and before him a short line of people stood waiting to place 

bets.  They gave him cash, he filled out some slip of paper and stuffed the bills in a brown 

envelope with the contestant’s name scribbled on front. 

The people were cordial, and Barbara and I struck up conversation with another couple.   

“Your first time?” the man asked.   

“Yes, it is.  How does it work?” 

“The betting?” 

“Well, yeah, but first, how do they get weighed?” 
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He pointed to two large scales situated in front of the chairs.  “The men will come out, get 

weighed in boxer shorts, then go to one of Joe’s bathrooms.  About twenty minutes later they 

return to get weighed again.  Pretty simple.” 

“And the betting?” 

He showed me his sheet.  “Lots of ways.  You can bet who you think will win in each flight.  

There’s three, based on body weight:  between two and three hundred, three to four hundred, and 

over four hundred pounds.  Or, you can bet on the amount of weight to be lost. Whoever gets 

closest wins that.  Or, the order of winners.  That gives the greatest odds.” 

“I see,” I replied, “but how did all this get set up?  We’re new to Vegas and never heard of 

this before.” 

“For that you’ll have to ask Joe himself.  He’s over there.” 

Joe Calabane looked to be about eighty, frail and slightly stooped.  I decided not to query the 

owner and founder.  I would get the information elsewhere, later.  

“What about women contestants?” Barbara asked.   

“No, honey,” said the man’s wife, “you don’t want to go there.  Joe’s tried it with women a 

couple of times, but it got a little raucous.  You ever see a fat broad in a thin bikini?  Guys went 

nuts.  We were there, right George?” 

George nodded in agreement and elaborated.  “Guys made catcalls, yelled to take their 

bikinis off, made offers to go sit with them in the bathrooms.  One woman freaked out, crapped 

in front of the audience.  Pretty gross.  Joe won’t deal with women again.  Only men.”  

Within fifteen minutes Barbara and I gained a pretty good idea how things went at these 

contests.  We did not bet, knowing zilch about anyone.  The betting sheet showed the three 

contest flights based on weight, with five names in each.  There was no distinction about height 
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or BMI. There were handicapping odds, presumably based on previous wins and other factors 

unknown to us.  Also, we noted only aliases.  Jack Strawn’s, we learned from asking, was 

SqueezeHard.  Other names I remember were BrownNose, Buttercup, Rosewood and 

DumpTruck.  Real names weren’t necessary; these men had reputations. 

 We took a seat in the back, the better to make a quick exit.  Could the place be raided?  

Could we be arrested if the cops showed up?  I was thankful we had left no name or email 

address.  At 10 pm the emcee for the evening appeared, a thin man about forty or so, clearly not 

one of the contestants. 

 “Ladies and gentlemen,” he began, in showmanship fashion, “welcome to tonight’s 

Biggest Loser contests.  I trust all of you have placed your bets.  After the men are weighed we’ll 

check to see if there are any last minute wagers.  The men who will be competing in flight one 

are, as you can see, behind me.”  He pointed to a large table about ten yards in back of the scales.  

Five large men sat in what appeared to be hospital gowns.  They were drinking bottled water and 

eating fruit, in preparation for the contest.   Each man wore a cardboard number around his neck:  

1, 2, 3, 4 or 5. 

“As is our custom, they will get behind one of the screens here, take off their robe and put on 

fresh, new boxer shorts.  This action will be supervised by other contestants and two volunteers 

from our audience.  In this way you will be assured that no contestant is wearing weights or 

leaded shorts or anything that might increase his body weight.   After each contestant has 

retreated to his private bathroom, you may continue to place bets.  Each contestant will have 

twenty minutes to return and be re-weighed.  Any questions?” 

 A patron in front yelled out:  “If a guy wants to get weighed naked, is that allowed?”   
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“Yes, under the rules, he doesn’t have to wear the boxer shorts.  The only requirement is the 

number sign around his neck.  Thank you for that question.  Any others?” 

 One by one the men came up, put on the new boxer shorts and got weighed.  The process 

seemed transparent, literally open to inspection if you chose to look.  Their weights recorded, the 

men retreated to the rear bathrooms.  At that point two of Joe’s minions circulated among the 

audience, taking more bets.  They verbalized each wager to the bettor, then wrote a receipt.  

“Five point seven pounds.”  “Number five.”  “Number three.”  Barbara and I resisted betting out 

of sheer ignorance, but were nonetheless fascinated by the activity.   

 The couple we had spoken with earlier sat next to us.   

“Any questions?” the man asked.  “Pretty straightforward.” 

“Who’d you bet on?” I asked. 

“Puffnose.  Number four.  He’s our favorite.  That guy can dump a lot.” 

“How much, if I may ask?” 

“Just five.  Hell, it’s worth the price of admission.”  His wife nodded affirmation.   

“And if you win, how much will you get?” 

“Three to one odds, fifteen dollars.  Minus ten percent for the house.” 

“The house?” 

“Yeah, Joe’s house.  Right here,” and he let out a chuckle. 

The winner of Flight One lost 5.7 pounds in the bathroom.  Puffnose came in second at 4.3 

pounds, so my seatmate was out his five dollars.   

Then came round two.  More of the same, only heavier guys.  Jack Strawn was easily 

recognized on the far right, contestant number five.  He did not recognize us, reason being he 

didn’t really make eye contact with the audience when he was weighed.  On his return to the 
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scale he had lost 7.8 lbs. and took first place in his flight.  We did not wait for round three and 

left for the parking lot.          
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Chapter 3 

 

In the car we had the same thought.  “What is the attraction?”   

 “It’s the Biggest Loser contest like they have on TV, with a few wrinkles,” I said.  “There, 

you diet to lose slowly.  Here you eat to lose fast.” 

 “Yes,” agreed Barbara, “but the TV show isn’t held at Joe’s Plumbing.  There’s a reason for 

that.” 

 We concluded it was sort of like illegal cockfighting carried out in many parts of the world:  

a populist approach to flouting authority while engaged in that universal human vice – betting.  

And like cockfighting, Joe’s weight loss contests were grass roots in the extreme, with no chance 

of being co-opted by any casino.  This was the people’s betting parlor.   We prided ourselves on 

our analysis and I toyed with the idea of adding text and fresh insight to the Wikipedia article. 

 Afterwards we went for coffee.   I chose Melvin’s Diner just off the Strip because it has large 

booths and is reasonably quiet; you can talk there without raising your voice.  In half the 

restaurants in Las Vegas you almost have to lip read to carry on a conversation. 

 On the way Barbara and I had discussed little about each other, though I did get her to drop 

the “doctor” and call me Josh.   Seated in a booth at Melvin’s, we ordered coffee and a piece of 

pie to share.   

 “Excuse me, I’ve got to go the restroom,” said Barbara.   

 “Me, too.” 

 I washed my hands more thoroughly than usual. 

 Back in the booth I asked Barbara, “Did you feel dirty after Joe’s?” 

 “A little, but the place itself wasn’t actually dirty.” 
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 “So, what made you go to nursing school?  I assume not right out of high school.” 

 “Hardly.  I went to college in Seattle, where I grew up.  Majored in English, expecting to be a 

high school English teacher.  Fell in love and got married my senior year.” 

 “You’re married?”  Am I wasting my time? 

 “Not any more.  Lasted two years.  He was a graduate student at the time, a great guy I 

thought.  That’s a cliché’ I suppose, for all the pricks who pose as great guys.  He was a jerk, and 

we parted.” 

 “So that drove you to nursing school?” 

 “No, it drove me to depression.  Plus the fact I couldn’t find a teaching job in or near 

Seattle.  Spent all my time substituting.  Seems every teacher from kindergarten to twelfth grade 

has a Masters, or seniority, or a friend in administration.  I knew I should go back and get my 

Masters, but my heart wasn’t in it.” 

 I am so afraid of the next question, or rather her answer, but ask it anyway.  “Any kids?” 

 “No.  We didn’t plan on it right away, and after the first year I realized it wasn’t going to 

work out, and made sure I wouldn’t get pregnant.”  I did not ask how, but wanted to:  Did you 

use the pill?  Did you not sleep with him? 

 “So I am having trouble connecting the dots between no teaching job in Seattle and 

becoming a nurse in Las Vegas.  I need a little help here.” 

 “Oh, Josh, it’s so obvious.”  Her sarcasm was sweet, intelligent.  “My best girlfriend whom 

I’ve known since high school was in Vegas, name’s Irene.  She’s married now but back then she 

was single.  She said I should move here, there were tons of opportunities for a girl with my 

talent.” 

 “For teaching?”   
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 “No, of course not.  For pole dancing.” 

 I was smitten already.  She majored in English, recovered from the depression of a failed 

marriage, moved to Vegas to take up pole dancing, and was now a registered nurse in my ED.  

What more could I ask for?  I just had one question. 

 “Huh?” 

 Barbara took a breath, brushed hair away from her forehead and continued.  “My girlfriend 

worked the front desk at The Venetian, and had a second job as pole dancer at the Trader John 

Saloon.  She said the money’s great, and you meet all kinds of people.” 

 “I can imagine.” 

 “That’s not what lured me here, Josh.  Mainly the possibility of starting over, getting far 

away from my ex and maybe landing a teaching job here.  I had no intention of becoming a pole 

dancer.  I didn’t even know what it was.  So I came and stayed with her for a month, before 

finding my own place.  During that month I went with Irene to Trader John’s, to watch her 

perform.” 

 “And?” 

 “It’s not what you think, or not what I thought.  Their clientele includes a lot of couples, not 

just dirty old men, and every evening they invite women from the audience to perform.  Their 

husbands or boyfriends think it’s a hoot.” 

 “Sorry,” I said, “but what is it?  For those of us from the Midwest, sounds like the first step 

toward sex for money.  What we in old-fashioned land call the big P.” 

 “I know, I know.  But in the higher class places, that’s not apparent.  Believe it or not, they 

will kick out any customer who tries to hit on the girls, fondle or proposition them.  It’s one 

hundred percent looky-no touchy.”   
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 Our order arrived and we each took a bite of Melvin’s delicious peanut butter chocolate pie.       

 “So where’s the money come in?  Girls don’t do it for peanuts.  If they did, I could see 

monkeys in that gig.” 

 She did not laugh.  Sometimes my jokes fall flat. 

 “You show your butt off, your boobs, one at a time, rarely if so inclined your crotch.  Men 

throw money at you.  You scoop it up.” 

 “Is this the same as lap dancing? 

 “Hardly.  They have that too, but that’s more touchy-feely.  Some girls go for that, but pole 

dancing is more of an art form.  It’s just you and a pole.” 

 “Literally, a pole?” 

 “Literally, a pole.  About this big around.”  She curved her thumb and index finger to show 

about three inches in diameter.  “Goes from floor to ceiling.” 

 “How did you know what to do with the pole?” 

 “Took a few lessons.” 

 “Really?  Some girls flunk?” 

 “No one flunks.  Once they let you take the lessons you’ve more or less passed.” 

“You mean you’ve slept with the boss.”   

 “Boy, you are cynical.  It just means you’ve auditioned in a bikini.” 

She enjoyed the bantering and could take any question I asked.  Each minute in that booth I 

grew more attracted to her.   

“Something’s not connecting here, Barbara, if I may be so blunt.  You come from Seattle, 

recently divorced, hoping to be a school teacher.  And within a month or so of being in Vegas 

you are auditioning for pole dancing?” 
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“Insane, isn’t it?” 

“I’ll say.” 

“The truth is, I have the right figure and the money offered was more than I could make as a 

teacher.  I felt confident from Irene that this was legitimate and nothing would be expected of me 

for sexual favors.  I mean there’s a pole dancer’s union, for God sakes.  So I tried it one night, 

enjoyed myself, and went on from there.” 

“So naturally this led to nursing.”  

“Of course.”   

“You’re teasing me now, Barbara.  How did you get from the dancing pole to the IV pole?” 

 “I did it for about a year.  The novelty wore off.  There were a couple of assholes who were 

a little frightening, but they were quickly bounced.  So while the money was good, for not a 

whole lot of work, I saw there was no future.” She fondled her coffee cup in both hands, and I 

envisioned her fondling something else.   

“Well, I agree with that,” I said. 

“I began making inquiries about getting my Masters in education.  Thought of going to 

UNLV, or doing it online through the University of Phoenix, or even moving to another city, 

though I really liked Vegas.  But as I read about all the career opportunities, most of the jobs 

were for medicine, nursing, medical techs.  Not so much for education, even with a Masters.  I 

made a career change, almost instantly.   

“So from teaching to nursing, in an instant.  That’s impressive.” 

“I wanted a career with a decent income, one where I can help people.  I was accepted to 

UNLV’s nursing school and three years later had my RN.  Right away got the job at Memorial.  

It’s really that simple.” 
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I took another bite of pie.  “How old are you, if I may ask?” 

“You may ask.  Twenty-seven.  Getting up there.  And you?” 

“Thirty-three.  Do you still pole dance?” 

“I was afraid you were going to ask.  I did it through nursing school, about once a week.  

That’s how I paid for school, along with loans and some help from my parents.  Now I’m going 

to quit.  Soon.” 

“You don’t sound so sure.”  She smiled, as I if had found out a deep secret. 

“I’m sure, just not sure when.  I can still make as much in two hours some nights as on a 

twelve-hour nursing shift.”   

I was going to ask about “relationships” since her move to Vegas, but she changed the 

subject. 

“Enough about me,” she said.  “Tell me about yourself.” 

I am superb at taking a history – it’s part of evaluating patients – but not so much at giving 

one.  I did not want to bore her and just gave a telescoped summary.  Grew up in Cleveland, 

Dad’s an orthopedic surgeon, Mom’s an OR nurse, older sister is a pediatrician with two kids.  

Parents wanted me to go to medical school, but I majored in liberal arts and playing the guitar.  

Wasn’t attracted to medicine.  After college spent several months in India.  Then in Delhi one 

night decided I would, after all, go into medicine.   

“Slow down, I’m dizzy,” she said.  “How did you end up in India?” 

“So you don’t like the Readers’ Digest history?” 

“Readers’ Digest?  You’re more like the Twitter version.” 

This was good.  She was interested. 

“Did I mention Wendy?” 
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“She’s your sister?” 

“No, the girl I went to India with.” 

“I think you’re having a little expressive aphasia right now.  Not very coherent.” 

“Sorry, guess I’m just so afraid of boring you.” 

“So you mention an old girl friend?  That’s supposed to interest me?” 

“She’s why I went to India.” 

“So you’re just giving me teasers about your past.  Do you want me to ask twenty 

questions?” 

“Go ahead.” 

“Did you marry Wendy?” 

“No.” 

“Did you sleep with Wendy?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then what happened?” 

“OK, I’m sorry, twenty questions won’t do it.  I’ll tell you more, just promise to cut me off 

when it gets boring.” 

“Don’t worry, I will.” 

“So in high school I had learned to play guitar reasonably well, even tried composing  

a couple of songs.  When I got to college I met other like-minded wannabe Bob Dylans.” 

 “You mean guys who write poetry but can’t sing?” 

 “Well, yeah, if you want to look at it that way.  There was a jam session almost every night 

in local coffee houses, and I learned most of the songs by heart.  I took one science course, 

Biology, and got a B.  Every time I went home Mom and Dad would ask, “Are you going to 
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apply to medical school?  What are you going to do with your life?” My answer was always the 

same.  “Right now I’m learning a lot about the world.” They thought it was BS, but that would 

back them off for a while.” 

 “OK,” Barbara said.  I can relate to that.  I was in liberal arts before I found nursing.” 

 “Anyway, between my junior and senior year of college I worked at Yellowstone, at Old 

Faithful Inn, right across from the famous geyser.  Ever been there?” 

 “No, it’s on my list.  I’ve been to Bryce and Zion, though.” 

 “Yeah, me too.  Magnificent.  Anyway, those park lodge jobs tend to be menial but not easy 

to come by, so I was glad to get it.  I cleaned rooms, worked as a waiter and busboy, did some 

lodge maintenance, all for the privilege of spending eight weeks in God’s Country.” 

 She looked at me doe-eyed.  I was capturing her imagination and she was not bored.  “On 

days off I hiked and got to visit most of the tourist sites.  One in particular is called Artist’s 

Point, which overlooks The Grand Canyon of the Yellowstone.  It’s an amazing vista.  Let me 

show it to you.”  I pulled out my cell phone, googled the site and in less than a minute had a 

picture. 

 “Wow,” she said.  “Sort of reminds me of the canyon in Zion, except for the waterfall.” 

 “Yeah, well it’s even more impressive in person.”   

“So this is where you met Wendy?” 

“Actually, yes.  We had a thing going at Yellowstone.  She was sort of hippie-like, and  

told me she was going to India after her college graduation in California.  Her plan was to study 

at an ashram and she asked me to join her.  I said yes, since I had no better plans after 

graduation.  It seemed like a cool thing to do.” 

 “And let me guess,” said Barbara.  “Your parents weren’t happy.” 
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 “That’s an understatement.  They went ballistic, but in the end they really had no choice.  I 

was prepared to pay my own way with savings from the summer job.  That money would have 

run out in a few months.  My father was afraid I’d end up destitute and sick in India.  He agreed 

to fund the trip if I promised to take pre-med when I returned and consider medical school.  

That’s a condensed version of a bitter struggle that lasted the better part of a week.” 

The waitress brought the check, and pointedly asked if we wanted anything else.  The 

place was busy and I got the feeling she wanted the booth for new customers.  I gave her my 

credit card.   

 “So please continue,” Barbara said.  “This is interesting.” 

“So do you know what an ashram is?” 

“Sort of.  A place of meditation.  Guru and all.” 

“Exactly.  Wendy found our ashram through a friend in California who had studied in  

India.  It was located five miles outside Nagpur, a city south of Delhi.  The ashram specialized in 

young Americans who wanted to ‘find their way’.  That sort of fit us.” 

“Not the Ritz Carlton, I take it.” 

“Hardly.  For my taste it was downright Spartan.  A couple of low slung buildings built of 

stucco, with mattresses on the floor for sleeping.  Mostly vegetarian food, mostly no toilets or 

hot showers, and mostly meditation and study during the day, kind of boring.  But there were two 

huge plusses.” 

“Wendy being one,” she said.  “What’s the other?” 

“Music.  I was pleasantly surprised about the music.  It was authentic Indian music.  Do you 

play an instrument?” 

“No, not really, but I used to sing in a choir.” 
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“Well, Indian music is on a different scale system than in the west.  The sitar is a distant  

cousin to our stringed instruments.  It opened my eyes to Eastern melodies and intervals.  Native 

Hindis played it in the evenings, and when I brought out my guitar to perform, they listened 

politely.  My Western-style folk songs sounded strange to them, but as music is the universal 

language there was mutual appreciation.” 

“So a jam session, Indian style.” 

“Sort of.  Actually, the majority of the ashram visitors were from the states, so they joined in 

singalongs that reminded them of home.  We played The Sloop John B. and This Land Is Your 

Land and a bunch of other American folk songs.  The music opportunities were good, an 

unexpected bonus.”    

“But you broke up with Wendy?” 

“Well, that’s a short story.  Want to hear it?” 

“I’m all ears.”   

“Probably the only real requirement to survive in the Nagpur ashram was that you not  

disturb the peace.  Our visit brought in needed income.  I think we each paid about $200 a month 

to stay there.  The head guru was one Dittyram Suburambian, who looked to be about sixty.  His 

English was not very good but he understood American money, so we got alone fine.” 

 “So let me guess.  This Dittyram guy falls in love with Wendy and you lose her to his 

higher spirituality.” 

 “Close.  Not bad.  You see, all along Wendy’s goal was to quote find myself unquote.  

My goals were somewhat more prosaic.  I remember making a list.  Have sex with her.  Learn 

about the culture of another country.  Avoid my parents for a reasonable period. And decide what 

to do with my next fifty years or so.  I succeeded on all counts but one.” 
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“I can imagine which one.  You learned about India.  You avoided your parents.  You have a 

long medical career ahead of you.  That leaves…” 

“Yeah, well, the more Wendy prayed, studied and meditated, the less inclined she was to 

sleep with me.  Actually, there was communal sleeping, so there was no privacy at night.  We 

had to go off a ways to do it, which was not that difficult.  In any case, the teachings of this 

ashram did not exactly conform to my idea of sex.  Do you know what she told me?” 

“Something spiritual, I’m sure.”  

“Say, you’re good.  She said, “Josh, we must love the spirit more than the body.”  Can you 

believe that?” 

“I mean you went with her to the ashram.  Did you think it was going to be Club Med?” 

“Who the hell knows?  All I know is she was brainwashed.  I was blunt.  I told her “Yes, but 

I need you.” And she said…?” 

“You want me to guess?” 

“Go ahead.  You’ve nailed her pretty good so far.” 

“OK, she said, ‘Yes, Josh, but the needs are spiritual, not physical’.”  

“Dead on!  That’s exactly what she said!  Do you know Wendy?” 

“She’s my sister.” 

For a half-second I believed her, but then she put a hand around my forearm and looked at 

me with twinkly eyes.  “Oh, I’m just joshing with you, Josh.  The way you tell this, her responses 

seem obvious.  As you said, she was brainwashed.” 

“Yeah, well, it was a deal breaker, that’s for sure.  By the end of the first month sex was 

down to less once a week, and then with an embellishment.  Guess again.” 

“She had the guru right there, praying for your soul.” 
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“OK, good guess, but a little off this time.  She prayed during the act, like she was screwing 

some god and not me.  By the end of two months we were done.  I left after the third month, and 

toured India with a guy I met in the ashram.”  

Just then the waitress brought over the credit card receipt, which I signed.  “I think they want 

us out of here, to make room for other customers.”   

“Well, you have to tell me what happened with Wendy.”  

“God knows,” I said.  “About the time we broke up she became the close companion of  

the Guru’s assistant, a young Hindi named Swami Gupta.  I suspected she was doing it with him.  

Or doing something with him to give her the same kick as sex with me.  I left her in India.  That 

was twelve years ago.  She’s probably a Maharani by now.”   

Barbara laughed, a totally guileless laugh that made me feel I had conquered her soul.  She 

likes me.  I could have regaled her for another hour about my past.  Seeing her genuine interest, 

however, I did suggest she and I were two like-minded vagabonds, each seeking a new beginning 

in Las Vegas. 

“Seems that way,” she agreed. 

 I would use the promise of more Josh history for another date.  “India was fascinating, but I 

think it’s best for another time.” 

Barbara pouted with her lips in a way to suggest she wanted more history – or just didn’t  

want the date to end so soon.  My thought as well.  That night I discovered someone special: a 

woman with beauty, brains, determination and charm.  I wanted her in my bed more than ever.  I 

looked at my watch.  An hour had gone by since we sat down and it was past midnight.   

“Well, this has been fun.” 

“Yes, it has.” 
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“I’ll take you home,” I said, which is not what I wanted to do.  I decided to be bold.  “Unless  

you want to come to my place.  I live close by, in the Abington Tower.”  She knew what I meant, 

of course.  Unless you want to sleep with me tonight. 

  “I don’t know.  Do you have a pole in your apartment?”   
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Chapter 4 

 

On the drive to my apartment she told me her ex was a jerk but a lover, and never physically 

abused her.  The abuse was all emotional.  He played around.  I casually asked if she was seeing 

anyone else and she said no.  She asked me the same, and I admitted to dating a woman who 

lives in Los Angeles, but said the relationship was over.  In my mind it was; I just did not tell 

Barbara that Judy had not yet received official notice.   

 We joked about coming together because some morbidly obese guy told me he liked to bet 

on...well, I've explained all that. 

 I could not believe my luck.  We each had a physical and emotional need at that point in our 

lives, and clicked on every level.  And Barbara was glorious in bed.  That she had been married 

did not hurt in the experience department.  Fortunately we were both off work the next day and 

could sleep in.  My plan was to take her home in the morning, but she would stay the night.  

After we made love it was blissful to just lie next to her with gentle caresses and fall asleep in 

her arms.   

The bliss ended abruptly around 3 am when she nudged me awake.  “Are you up?”  

“Yeah, what’s the matter?” 

 “I think someone’s here,” she whispered.  “I heard a door open.  There’s a light on in the 

living room.”  I could tell she was frightened and held her close. 

 “Shhh.  Don’t say anything.”   

 My one-bedroom apartment is on the 15th floor of a luxury tower, with a doorman round the 

clock.  How would an intruder get in?  The bedroom door was half-open and I affirmed 
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Barbara’s observation.  The light was on and there was someone in the living room.  There was 

some rustling, like a coat coming off. 

  I did not blame Barbara for thinking we were being burglarized.  It was instinct to be 

frightened.  Was I scared?  Actually, no.  After coming to my senses I was pretty sure who it 

was. 

 “Stay here.  I’ll check it out,” I whispered.   

 “Be careful.” 

 “Don’t worry.” 

 I went into the living room and closed the bedroom door behind me.  Next to the couch stood 

Judy Berkowitz.  She had a small valise, set down on the coach near where she stood.    

 “Judy, what are you doing here?” 

 “I called you on your cell phone and left a message.”  

 “Oh, I didn’t check it.” 

 “Remember last week, I said I might come in?  Well, I made it.  You look surprised.  Is 

something wrong?” 

 “No, no, not at all, I just didn’t know you were coming, that’s all.” 

“Well, aren’t you glad to see me?”   

I walked over and put my arms lightly on Judy’s shoulders, as you might when meeting an 

old friend.  Mainly I didn’t want her to go into the bedroom.  She nudged against me and 

positioned herself for a kiss.  I could not refuse. 

 “Josh, you seem distant.  What’s the matter?  I’m so tired.  I need to lie down.” 

 The bedroom door opened and Barbara walked in, wearing only my shirt from last night.    

She was otherwise naked and her thighs glistened in the light.  This is not good.  
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 Our lips had just had just parted but I still had my arms around the intruder.  

 “Who’s that?” Barbara asked. 

 I moved back a step.  “Barbara, this is Judy.”   

 “Who is Judy?” 

Judy stared at this unexpected woman, then at me, then back at Barbara.  “Who is Judy?  

Who is Judy?  I’m his wife, honey.” 

 “Oh?” 

 “Who the hell are you?” asked Judy. 

 I felt like I was in a sitcom, which was a strange thought because it wasn’t so funny.  I 

remember wishing I was a thousand miles away.  I turned to Barbara and blurted:  “She is not my 

wife.  She’s the woman I mentioned to you who I was dating in LA.  I mean from LA.  She has a 

key to the apartment, and came in tonight.  I didn’t know she was coming.  That’s it.  No secrets.  

It’s just unfortunate, uh, timing.” 

 “Not his wife?” rejoined Judy.  “Barbara dear, look in the second from the top drawer of his 

dresser.  There you will find panties and bras, if he hasn’t thrown them out.  Either your 

boyfriend is a cross dresser or he’s living with another woman.  Who happens to be me!” 

 “Judy, why are you telling her we’re married?”  I couldn’t deny we were living together, 

given the physical evidence, though technically we were not.  But the marriage lie was too much.  

I thought of asking Judy, if we’re married where’s your wedding ring? but decided against it.   

She might respond that the stone was being re-set, or some other such fabrication.  It would 

become a he-said-she-said situation, one I could not win at that particular moment. 

 “Why are you sleeping with a whore?” Judy retorted.  Get on her wrong side and Judy can 

bite.  At that moment I had a vision of Glenn Close in Fatal Attraction.    
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 Barbara disappeared into the bedroom and returned a minute later with a handful of panties 

and bras.  “Josh, are you a cross dresser?” 

 It was over in five minutes.  Barbara dressed and stormed out of the apartment.  She would 

not let me take her home, said she would call a cab.  On the way out she had the last word, and it 

was a doozy:  “If you ever divorce the bitch, let me know,” and with that slammed the door. 

*** 

 Judy is an ED doctor like me.  I knew her from medical school.  She married a guy in our 

class, and went to LA to do a residency in Emergency Medicine while he trained in general 

surgery.  The marriage lasted but two years -- ironically, same as Barbara’s.  I met Judy again at 

a Vegas convention for ED physicians, learned she was single again.  She is Jewish, as am I, 

which gave her one point on the Josh Luvkin date-ability scale.  Being a doctor gave her another 

point.  And, to tell the truth, she is attractive, bosomy and sexually experienced – two more 

points.  Finally, she was looking for a man she could trust for sex, which figured for six points.  

Bingo! 

 One thing led to another, and for several months we had been commuting to each other’s 

homes to screw whenever our schedules allowed.  But all those points couldn’t counteract the 

fact that she had become controlling and demanding in an uncomfortable way.  I felt confined 

when around her, as if I was being graded on my words and actions.  The sex was good but the 

after-sex, not so much.   

 She told me her ex-husband had been more in love with the hospital than with her – he was 

there night and day – and blamed him for the breakup.  I wondered if he just found her 

impossible to live with.  They parted amiably, she said. 
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 After six months of back and forth dating, Judy hinted strongly that she would like to move 

to Vegas and get married.   She sort of assumed, because of all the points, that I would want that 

as well.  “Won’t your parents be happy if you married a Jewish doctor?” she said, only half in 

jest.  But would I be happy?  The deep down answer was no.  Since we lived 200 miles apart, and 

I was largely free from her everyday clutches, I merely put her off rather than cut her off.   After 

finding Barbara I was definitely going to end the relationship with Judy, but she showed up 

before I had the chance. 

 Now she was horny and wanted to screw.    

 “I just drove four hours, Josh.  I’m tired and just want to get in bed with you.  I really don’t 

care about Barbara.  Forget about her.  I need you.” 

 “I can’t,” I said.  “I just did it and there’s nothing there.” 

 “I’ll take care of that,” she said, and rolled her tongue.  

Again Fatal Attraction popped into my head.  I did not want to become rabbit stew.  I swore 

this would be the last time. 

*** 

Satisfying Judy’s lust improved her demeanor.  Afterwards, lying in bed, she was somewhat 

apologetic. 

“I’m sorry I called your friend a whore.  But what did you expect after I come home and find 

her in our bed?” 

“Your home is in Los Angeles.” 

“You know what I mean.  My Las Vegas home.” 

“Why did you have to say we’re married?  That really scared her off.” 

“How long have you been dating her?” 
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“This was the first time.” 

“Wow, we didn’t even do it the first date.” 

“Actually, we did.” 

“Whatever.  Do you plan to continue fucking her while I’m in LA?” 

“Judy, can we discuss this in the morning?  It was my first date with her and I don’t know 

what I’m going to do.  I wish you hadn’t said we were married.” 

“It just came to me.  It’s almost like we’re married, considering my clothes are here and I 

have a key.” 

At that point I knew I had to extricate myself.  However, I also had to go back to sleep, and 

didn’t want to worry about waking with a genital injury.  Which I envisioned if I broke off the 

relationship now. 

“That’s true, so it makes sense, Judy.  Let’s get some sleep, OK?”  I hugged her to show my 

affection, as if nothing had changed. 

“OK,” she said, and we fell asleep. 

*** 

After waking, we showered, dressed, and sat down for breakfast in my small kitchen off the 

living room.  So far there had been no mention of the night before.  Now safely seated, I was 

determined to end our relationship fully clothed, my genitals safely inside jockey shorts and long 

pants. 

“Judy, can we discuss last night?” 

“What’s to discuss?  You had a bitch in bed with you, you’re unfaithful.  Don’t do it again.” 

I decided on a bold approach.  “I like her, Judy.”   

“She’s a slut.” 
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“She’s not a slut.  She’s a nice girl, and she lives here in Vegas and it’s not really working 

out well with me and you.” 

Judy stared at me.  Here is where the hack writer inserts If looks could kill…. 

“What are you saying?” 

“Look, Judy, you know I like you, and we’ve had some great times together, but I’m not 

ready for marriage.  I like this new girl a lot and in all fairness it’s just better if we stop seeing 

each other.  I’m just being honest.” 

“You’re serious, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, can’t this be our last time?  No hard feelings?”  The way I approached this must seem 

strange, like I’m asking permission to end the relationship.  But I couldn’t get Alex Forrest out of 

my head.   

“When do you want me to leave?” 

“Well, if you feel like driving back to LA, I guess today.  I see you didn’t bring a suitcase, 

just that little valise.  I’ll give you one of mine, you can pack your clothes.  Keep the suitcase.  

But no point in prolonging this.  It’s painful for both of us.  Is that OK?” 

“I don’t want the fucking clothes!  I have no more room in my closets.  Give them to 

Barbara.”  They would not fit Barbara, who is taller and thinner, but I didn’t belabor the point. 

“OK, it’s up to you.  The suitcase is yours if you want to pack.” 

“So you’re going to kick me out?” 

“No, Judy, I’m not kicking you out.  You want to stay longer?  Fine.  I’m just saying, I think 

the relationship is over for now.”  Don’t know why I said “for now.”  Fortunately she didn’t ask 

for an interpretation.   

“So, it’s like I’m being fired.  You’re going to walk me to the front door?” 
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“Whatever you want,” I said.  “I’m going to continue dating Barbara, if she’ll have me back 

after last night.” 

“So this is it for us?” 

“Yes, I’m afraid so.” 

She started to cry.  I felt badly, and came over to her.  She pushed me away.  Thankfully, she 

was not vicious, just sad.  Pathetic even.   

“I’ll go.  You won’t be bothered by Judy Berkowitz again.” 

“Can’t we stay friends?  I’ll see you at med school reunions.” 

“Sure.”  She held out her hand.  I pulled her toward me and hugged her.   

“No hard feelings?” 

“I’ll be fine,” she said.  “I’m OK.”   

“Maybe I’ll also see you at another ED convention,” I said.  “They always seem to be in 

Vegas.” 

“Yeah, sure.  Let me go to the bathroom and freshen up, then I’ll leave.” 

Is she going to kill herself?  Isn’t that what happens in novels?  Or, is she going to pull out a 

small gun kept hidden in her purse, and kill me?  I really wanted her out of the apartment.  I 

prayed she would go peacefully. 

“Of course,” I said, “whatever you have to do.” 

She went into the bathroom and came out a few minutes later.  “You want to walk me to the 

car?” 

“Is it in the garage?” 
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“Yes.”  I was afraid to ask her for the apartment key she had used to gain entry the night 

before.  I decided I would change the lock on the apartment.  To my surprise, she offered up the 

key.   

“I have the apartment key.  Here it is,” and she handed it over. “I suppose you’ll want to give 

it to Barbara.”  I did not reply.  We took the elevator to the basement, found her car, a Prius 

hybrid.  I didn’t ask for the garage swipe card, an extra one I had secured for her when she first 

came to Vegas.  By this point I felt more than a little guilty, but made a mental note to change 

my own parking spot, in case she returned looking for my car.  Then I repeated, “Judy, I do want 

to stay friends, OK?”   

“Sure, sure.”  I put her valise in the back and she got into the driver’s seat.   

“If you need anything I can help with, obviously call me, OK?” 

“OK,” she said, and pulled out of the parking spot.  I watched as she turned left at the garage 

exit sign, heaved a sigh of relief and returned to my apartment.  I checked my watch - 9:15 am.  

*** 

I waited until 10 o’clock before calling Barbara.  She could not have fallen asleep until 4 am.  

Her cell phone announced the caller.   

“Hello Josh.”  At least she answered, a good sign. 

“I’m really sorry about last night.  The good news is she’s gone.  Forever.” 

“Are you filing for divorce?” 

“Barbara, we’re not married.  Never were.  Judy’s just a little nutso.” 

“OK, I understand.  No actually, I don’t understand.  I’m a little upset.  I sleep with you on 

our first date, and then your other girlfriend who, you remember, you told me you were through 

with, enters your apartment and says she lives there.  What do you expect me to think?” 
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I was feeling desperate.  I did not want to lose Barbara. 

“You’re right, it was insane.  In my mind I was done with her, but not in her mind.  I was 

going to call her today and tell her we were done, but she just showed up.  I have nothing to hide.  

Can we meet for lunch?  I really want to see you again.” 

“Can’t today.  Have some errands to run.” 

“Dinner?” 

“Look, Josh, I’m still a little shaken by last night.  I’ve never been called a whore before.  

Let’s just cool it for a while, give me some time to think.  Is that reasonable?  I had one bad 

relationship and don’t need another.” 

Ouch!  I realized any further pressure would just backfire. 

“No, of course I understand.  I really do.  When is your next shift at Memorial?” 

“Tomorrow night.” 

“Mine too,” I said.  “I guess I’ll see you then.  I just have one thing to say, Barbara.” 

“What’s that?” 

“I love you.” 

*** 

Unlike most medical specialties, emergency medicine gives you a lot of time off.  The work 

is so intense for a single twelve-hour shift, you need the time to recuperate.  Typically, ED 

doctors work no more than four shifts a week before taking a sizable break.  Schedules vary all 

over the place; sometimes we do four shifts in in a row, followed by three or four days off.  

Sometimes we work every other day for two weeks, then have several days off.   
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On my off days I have lots to do.  I may go shopping, hike at Red Rock Canyon or practice 

my guitar.  I will also check out the latest casino, but only for its ambience, décor and 

restaurants; I don’t waste time at the tables or slot machines.  

Since Barbara was not meeting me for lunch, I decided to go shopping.  I wanted a new 

guitar and had my eye on a Martin D17M model at Sam Ash Music.  The Las Vegas franchise is 

a great store; you can spend an hour or more trying out various instruments, and if you don’t like 

the stock model they’ll special order one for you.  After almost ninety minutes in the store – 

relaxation time for me – I came home with the new Martin. 

At first I thought it was the wrong apartment.  The place was trashed.  Broken dishes on the 

floor, couch pillows in the bathtub, dresser drawer contents strewn about the bed, lamps 

upended.  Bathroom toiletries littered the tile floor, some of the bottles opened; there was goo 

and gel in puddles.  It looked like a tornado had invaded every room.  But the windows were not 

broken and I detected nothing amiss with the front door lock.   

My apartment had been burglarized, no doubt, but it was not obvious what, if anything, was 

missing.  Fortunately, except for my passport and family photos, I had nothing that couldn’t 

easily be replaced.  The TV, my old guitar and a small trove of rare medical books I collect were 

still in place.  What could the burglar have been looking for?  I hated the thought of cleaning up.  

First, though, I would report the burglary to the super’s office; maybe he had information on 

other break-ins.  As I was about to leave my eye caught red lettering at the top of the fridge door, 

evidently written in lipstick.     

“Forgot a pair of shoes I wanted, so came back for them.  Have a nice day.  JB.” 


