ATLANTIC CITY REGIONAL SUMMER OF 1968
I hadn’t landed a summer Government job mid-June after my freshman year at Maryland, so I hopped on to a road trip w/some of my high school bridge club pals & another guy from another HS (all class of 1968) for a weekend adventure at the Atlantic City Regionals.  We went to test our skills in the top games that had a good field of Eastern hotshots – we were 18 & 19 & FEARLESS.  “Eye candy” ogling at the beach was secondary.
Pete Boyd got use of his family’s 1966 Ford station wagon for the weekend, so he, Paul DePorte (who now lives in Holland), Dave Cotlove (one of the best players on our HS bridge team who long since has vanished from our collective radar), me, & Earl Maltz (a friend of ours from another nearby HS’ bridge team) took off early Friday morning so we could make the 2-session Men’s pairs that started at 1:30 PM.  We made it with time to spare, & had fun on the way up paying tolls for the car behind us (toll roads abound on I-95; in those days they were cheap) – we got a few horn honk “thank-yous”, & we freaked out the toll-takers.

We arrived way ahead of the 1:30 start time, & one of the guys had arranged lodging at a place 3 blocks from the game site (Colony-Traymore hotel, which long since was torn down to make room for a casino) – we paid $4/nite apiece for 2 connected rooms that each had a bathroom. The place was on Indiana Ave (part of the Monopoly board), close to the beach, so some of the guys went for a swim to shake out the cobwebs before the afternoon session.

Food was easy – we found a nearby buffet joint & pigged out for $2.25 between sessions each day; we saved our 2 drink tickets for a burger after the evening session.  Being underage for alcohol (NJ hadn’t yet lowered the age to 18), we drank sodas/water.  Nobody thought to go to DC for a couple cases of beer beforehand.

Bridge was serious – in the Men’s Pairs, Earl was my partner.  We were playing K-S (Kaplan-Sheinwold), & had added Baby Roman 2D (4-4-4-1/5-4-4) as a way to avoid a “system fix” on weak NT hands.  3rd/4th round, we get a director call when we used it (the caller was a then-DC hotshot that I knew of) – to our surprise, the convention was illegal (not so now), so we had to drop it.  So what? We got a section top with 182.5 on a 156 average (no across-the- field matchpointing in those days, as there weren’t the computers we have now).  I still have the glass nut dish/ashtray award somewhere amongst my stuff.  We had a shitty evening session, but I still hold that section top as one of my all-time best achievements – that was a TOUGH field.  
The rest of the weekend, I didn’t do much, but it was fun playing against the rich folks, who even then hired pros. In the Sat Open Pairs evening session, Earl & I started against one of the early LM’s & her client – the LM was a 50-60-ish female & seriously nice, her client a “rich bitch” with a heavy east-European accent & overloaded w/diamonds.
Post-game, we’d come back to our room & play IMP teams for a nickel per (we ran into some of our DC-area friends to make up the other 3; one crashed with us at least one night) & crashed around 4AM.  

Our original plan was to drive home after the Sunday nite session, but we had enough $$ left over to stay another night & go home Monday, so we did just that.  The room cost us each $12 for 3 nites; 6 bridge sessions cost $15-18 (I forget if it was $2.50 or $3 per, but I think the former); food was a little over $10; & gas/tolls chip in was another $5 or so.  I came home with a couple dollar bills.  Today, $50 barely would cover one day’s card fees & a decent dinner.
I got my job a week after returning – the best paying ($2.88/hr, more than double what burger-flippers got), shortest commute, & most fun of the 4 I had in my college days – I delivered mail 6 days/week, subbing for guys on vacation.  I was lucky most of the time to have a rich area with lots of shade on the late end of it – the guy who had that route was on “injured reserve” & stuck inside all day.  Only got seriously wet once – most DC-area summer rain falls in the late afternoon.
