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88 YEARS OLD AND STILL

TOTALLY OUT OF LUCK

HE value of your investment may go

down as well as up. | made that

point very clearly when introducing

the offspring, Junior and Minimus
Beachcomber, to the fine art of Texas Hold
'em poker. They had been intrigued when
watching the game on cable television
recently, and when they heard about the
World Poker Exchange London Open offering
a Eimillion prize in August, they demanded
instruction in the game. “Surely,” Minimus
suggested, “this is an easier road to fame
and riches than winning the Nobel Prize
for Literature.”

The chaps at World Poker Exchange leapt
to our aid by offering a lesson with Michael
Hochman, a poker professional from
Minnesota. | must say it went rather well.
Michael is a very genial fellow and was full
of good, sound advice. Patience, he told us,
is the key to success at poker. Fold the poor
hands, wait for the good ones to come
along, and then bet aggressively. Just doing
that, he said, should ensure a steady
income on Internet poker games.

“Are you," | asked him, “inciting a minor
to gamble, in contravention of the United
Nations Charter on Card Games?" And
having confirmed that he was merely
instructing the offspring in fife skills that
will come in useful in their more mature
years, | allowed him to continue.

So excited were the offspring at all this
that they suggested, as soon as we got
home, that we log on to www.worldpx.com
and, as Minimus put it, “fleece the

punters”. Not unnaturaily, | was refuctant to
introduce them, at such a tender age, to the
world of gambling, but they clearly needed
some cautionary advice. So we logged on,
took out some ‘play money’ and they both
proceeded to win a fortune.

“Let's make some real money,” they
chorused. | could see things were getting
out of hand, but the next evening another
poker opportunity arose. This time, it was
the world's largest online poker game,
www.partypoker.com which was displaying
its wares and had invited me to an evening
of good food, wine and cards.

Well, good food and wine, anyway. My
cards, as usual, were not good and after
scraping my way through to the final table, |
was eliminated when one of my opponents
hit a 20-1 shot on his final card.

That's what happens to me when | play
cards. The laws of probability simply don’t
apply. | can calculate all the odds, work out
my chance of winning, how much money |
will gain or fose, and even deduce from my
opponents’ behaviour and previous betting
exactly what cards they hold. But why is it
that my hands never fulfil their early
promise when further cards are dealt, while
my opponents’ hands always improve?

The offspring, | know, are far fuckier with
cards than | am, but when assisting my
efforts at Internet poker, they seem to be
as wretchedly served by Dame Fortune as |
am. Wagering only the smallest amounts of
money, we watched my initial stake steadily
diminish. We were patient, we folded the
bad hands, we bet on the good ones... and
they never improved. Our opponents were
dealt flushes, straights and full houses,
when we stuck with a pair at best.

| have often said that the unbeatable
formula for a successful game is a design
that fets you tell yourself how clever you've
been when you win, while cursing your bad
luck when you lose. Texas Hold ‘em is
perfect in that respect. But | am just
congenitally unlucky. Oh OK, just one more
try. Deal the cards!




