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Kay and I went to Chapala, Mexico late in February. Larry (brother-in-law) retired 
there about 5 years ago. He greeted us warmly at the Guadalajara airport. We 
were walking to the baggage claim and he said, “How is your bridge game, Arne”. 
That theme recurs frequently in my conversations. The first thing that comes to 
people’s minds when they see me is bridge. 
 
We played a lot of cards (mostly CASINO) while we were together. They seemed 
to make up the rules as the game went along. I tried to insert a little organization 
into the game, but it didn’t go over well. “This isn’t your bridge club Arne. We are 
just playing to have FUN” (I hate that phrase). FUN can really screw up a good 
game. But I shut up and we did have FUN. 

We got home on a Thursday. On Saturday I took my son Andy out for breakfast. I 
arrived at his home and Rodney answered the doorbell. The first words out of his 
mouth were “Two Spades”. I said, “Three Hearts”.  “Double!” he says with a huge 
smile on his face. I passed. “You win again Rodney!” 

Andy arrives and we get in my car. “I like that Co-op place. Let’s go there for 
breakfast. I love that Ethiopian coffee”.  

But he wants more than just breakfast. “We can go see Greta, right? Does the car 
need gas? Does it need a carwash? Oh, my staff says I need cash. We have to go 
to the bank”.  

“Slow down Andy, one thought at a time. Let’s go to the Co-op and have 
breakfast. We can talk there”. I am driving to the Co-op. Andy keeps talking. He’s 
adding things to the list of things we can do. I tune out. 

We get to the kitchen at the co-op and I hear “Hi Andy, I haven’t seen you in a 
long time.” 

“Hi Angie, this is my Dad. He plays bridge.”  …prompts a bridge discussion. Then 
we order our food. 

We finish eating breakfast. “We can go see Greta now?”  

“OK”, We drive to Trader Joe’s. His friend Greta works there. Andy thought Greta 
was his girlfriend; but then she got married and had two kids. He still thinks there 
is hope.  

Greta greets Andy warmly. They talk. Then, Greta greets me. “Hi Arne. How’s your 
bridge game going?”    …more bridge talk. 



 

 
 

Monday afternoon I help Kay with Community Food Response. My friend Paul and 
I wash the coolers after the food has been collected. Paul sees me come in the 
door and says, “Hi Arne” and within a couple of minutes I hear “How’s your bridge 
game…”   bridge talk… you know, same-o, same-o 

I have become totally one-dimensional.  

It’s not fair. I am more “rounded” than this. I have a regular exercise group. I meet 
with former IBM friends for breakfast once in a while. I participate with a few 
groups at church. I volunteer some time with nonprofits. I am a father, a 
grandfather. I play other card games with family. Bridge is not my only activity. 
But it might as well be. Everyone looks at me and sees a bridge player. 

Wednesday, I am in a team game back at the bridge club. I get an incredible 
bridge hand. It has 6-6-1 distribution; a 3-loser hand! I fall passionately in love 
with this beauty. Game for sure; more likely a slam.  

Strong hands usually call for bidding the hand slowly (slow shows), but the 
excitement has me in “fast arrival” mode. My partner’s bidding seems to be 
slowing us down (very annoying). He doesn’t realize that I am in love. I will have 
to do this without him. I take over and get us to 4 spades quickly.  

I get to play it. Partner’s strength is in the wrong suits (surprise, surprise). The 
play doesn’t work out well. Transportation problems. Down 3 vulnerable. Oh well, 
it should go the same way at the other table. 

But it doesn’t. Apparently, my opponents at the other table were not as stricken 
with this charmer. They stop at 2S. Are you kidding me? Have they no emotion? Is 
logic all that matters? Where is the passion, the love? I don’t understand.  

Misplaced love, that is what I had here.  This Jezebel cost us a bunch. I am feeling 
down, but partner is now showing some emotion. It’s not the kind of emotion I 
was feeling a minute ago. He levels with me: “I don’t know what you were playing 
today, Arne, but it certainly wasn’t bridge”.  

He might have asked me if I was looking for some counseling at that moment, but 
he seemed to have a little misplaced anger (or just anger) himself. It’s a shame 
that love is what made both of us look bad.  “Love Hurts”    …the Everly Brothers 

On the plus side it appears that I am not totally one-dimensional. I have found 
someone that doesn’t think of me as a bridge player. My partner!  

When he sees me in the future a different image will come to his mind.   

 

Arne 


