
In response to your soliciting stories of achieving Sectional Master status, let me say there was 

much learning in it. 

Hearing that a fellow from out of town wanted to play in our Spokane tournament, I got, from our 

partnership coordinator, assurance that we were well-matched, relief that someone would play 

with him, (he’d put in his request months ago) and his number; so I called him. When we agreed 

to play together for a couple of two-session days, I offered him my spare room, which he accepted.  

When he said he’d be driving from Bozeman after work, (six and a half hours by mapQuest) I 

hesitated. It’s my habit to get to bed early on pre-game nights. He assured me he could be here by 

ten, and I capitulated, feeling that the rapport we’d build would make up for the few hours’ sleep 

I’d give up. When I learned that his fiancée lives in Spokane, I hesitated again, but he told me 

that her place was not an option for his stay. I sent driving directions, and spent the week’s 

anticipation learning half a dozen conventions he wanted us to play. 

At 10:30 in Friday night, dogs on alert, lights on for our guest, I called his cell phone for an e.t.a. 

and had to leave a message: Hope you’re just minutes away. Please give us an update. Half an 

hour later, the phone rang to say he would stop where he was, and meet me in the morning at the 

game. Oh Well. 

Saturday morning, when we won in the I/N section, he said he wanted to play in the open. We 

came in last, and agreed to meet half an hour early Sunday morning, to review agreements for a 

double session of Swiss teams. I’d recruited my favorite local pair, assuring them of the 

mysterious stranger’s skill. 

Half an hour early, as we’d agreed, I had plenty of time to greet other players, and to calm our 

teammates, whose uneasiness grew. Five minutes before the bell, he didn’t answer the cellphone 

they pressed into my sweaty palms. In the rest of the room, perhaps two dozen tables picked up 

their cards before he breezed in! 

Neither meeting my smile nor eye contact, he scowled through the first round. When I asked if 

he’d like me to bring him coffee, he said that he was going downstairs to smoke. When I asked if 

he’d mind my coming along he said another No. 

At the elevator, I began, “As a professional storyteller, I learned that it takes twenty minutes for 

energies to come into alignment….” 

“Where are you going with this?” he demanded. 

“It feels to me like we’re off to a rocky start of a pretty intense day. I hope we can remember we’re 

on the same team.” Outside, lighting up, he corrected me on his preference for one of my leads. 

The session never got better. Our teammates began to shake their heads at me. When we came 

together to compare scores for the Swiss tallies, he took over, though one of my local pals had 

believed it was her role. He was friendly enough to opponents, but began to scowl about my play, 

my dummies, my defense. 

At lunch he sat by himself for potato salad. I joined him to ask what in the world was the trouble. 

He said, “I’ve made a mistake.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 



“I should have spent the day with my fiancée. I have to go back as soon as the game’s over, in 

order to work on Monday.” 

“Wow. That’s too bad,” I said. “It must make it hard to focus. What can we do to salvage the day?” 

“Not a thing.” 

And indeed, he began to roll his eyes, to throw down his cards, and to shout Unbelievable during 

the hands. When the final round freed us to tally, he stormed out, without a word or a glance. 

Thus I became a Sectional Master. Perhaps more valuable was the lesson that when a partner 

scorns us, it’s not good for the game. It’s going to take some time before I agree to play with 

someone from out of town anytime soon. 

 

  


