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Author’s Quandary

I often wonder why we can’t go back to the America I remember grow-
ing up. It always seemed to be a land of opportunity that held greater 

regard for quality education leading to greater economic opportuni-
ties for the masses. It lacked the present degree of greed, selfishness, 
bigotry, inequality and inhumanity to the people it served. Politicians 
were more apt to be in service of those they represented rather than 
self-serving—citizen politicians rather than career politicians. 

If we can get unstuck from the stories and performance pieces 
that have been programmed into us by society and ouw own experi-
ences. Maybe then we would be able to change our thinking and take 
action as to what our communities can be—and we can do it on our 
own. I wonder why I wake up each morning and I am still the same 
person with the same story. Our mind believes what we tell it and thus 
our story begins. All we have to do is change our minds.

I believe The Genius Club as depicted in this book has the chance to 
create a more supportive America, community by community, before 
the country free falls off the precipice of terminal demise. We are not 
alone.

It doesn’t take a genius to get it done 
and raise our happy index.
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CHAPTER 1

Funny Meeting You Here

The sun came through the large uncovered windows creating 
a shadowy image and a glare throughout the opulent lobby. 

Those guests milling about the lobby kept their sunglasses on and 
placed their right hand over their eyes. Many of them still wore their 
skimpy bathing suits—if you have it, flaunt it. Those who didn’t think 
their bodies looked attractive or were too old to care wore cover- 
ups with smart-ass messages such as Old Farts Rule, Beauty Is In The 
Mind Of The Wearer, My Other Body Is In The Shop and so forth. And 
of course there were those who should have covered up, but didn’t 
know better or others were afraid to tell them. When in Florida let it 
all hang out. The sun is what pays the bills.

The concierge’s table with all of those tourist brochures of where 
to go, where to eat, and where to lose your money quickly, sat in the 
shade at the far corner of the lobby. The concierge sat in the middle of 
the table talking with guests who believed he was there for them alone. 
Others tried to get his attention but the couple with the age spots from 
Minnesota blocked him off—he was theirs for the duration. And they 
took the liberty to address him by his given name of Ray as it said on 
the plaque sitting in front of him. Actually it read “Ray Golding, Day 
Shift Concierge” but this was Florida with a license to become instant-
ly familiar—at least by the guests. Ray was still expected not to get too 
familiar and to address the guests as Mr. or Mrs. (or Ms.) and their last 
names. He complied but he always made up his own names for each 
guest. The Minnesota couple standing in front of him was the Walrus 
and the Dinosaur.

Ray looked up to see Mr. Carpenter shuffling across the lobby. It 
always made his day when Mr. Carpenter appeared. Ray’s names for 
him were “The Old Smoothie” and “Mr. Slick.” Mr. Carpenter must be 
over 80 years old but he still had the spark in him and a good eye for 
the ladies—no thong bikini, thin or fat, got past him and he always had 
a winning word to say to the more voluptuous guests—women only 
need apply. Ray looked at his watch. Right on time and right on the but-
ton. Three o’clock—just like clockwork. Ray followed him with his eyes 
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as he performed his most famous magic trick—he walked through the 
lobby and turned into a bar.

Mr. Carpenter gave Ray the high sign as he ogled a semi zaftig 
blonde (yeah good luck on that) waiting in line at Ray’s table while 
coming out of her bikini built for the slim at heart. “Hoo Ray” he called 
out as he passed Ray. This was his daily greeting—meant to be funny 
and Ray liked it—and he liked Mr. Carpenter, a bona fide character 
and award-winning lecher. Ray could learn a lot from him—he was 28 
but as shy with the ladies as the sign on his desk. Ray called back, “Mr. 
Carpenter, how’s it going?” 

“Oh it’s still going but slower, much slower.” He smiled at Ray as he 
made his way to the bar, The Sun and Fun Room. How corny can you 
get, even in sunny Florida?

Mr. Carpenter entered the bar as he looked around for any good 
prospects for the evening—widows and divorcees please apply. He 
spied a potential winner sitting alone at the bar, his favorite spot. She 
still wore her bathing suit with a see-through mesh cover-up. She sat 
with her legs crossed showing a lot of good leg that ended at the right 
spot—nothing left to the imagination. She looked good for her age, or 
any age, well made-up and coiffed to perfection. He thought to himself 
just like the old days, waiting for old Dougie Dog. Mr. Carpenter indeed!

He pulled his stomach in and stood as straight and tall as he 
could—he needed all the help he could get. He was never considered 
a good looking or well built lad (exercise gave him the willies) and as 
he got older he became more curmudgeonly looking—like a rejected 
prune. But he was always considered charming—if not to the gents 
then to the ladies. He was so non-descript and crinkled that the ladies 
considered him cute (so ugly he was cute)—like a cute plastic gnome 
on the lawn. 

Doug sat down next to the evening’s prospect. He smiled at the cor-
ners of his mouth and she returned the smile with a full facial come on. 
He slowly perused his quarry, starting at the painted toes and upscale 
sandals, up the good looking shaved legs, up the tight slightly aging 
midriff, an appraising stop at the still full breasts and an abrupt stop 
at the face. He smiled at her. “Very nice,” he said, “very nice indeed.” 

The fancy lady smiled back. “And what did you see that was so 
nice.” Doug signaled to Nick (Nicholas Stofacas on his nameplate) the 
bartender. 
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“Everything,” he said. “What I can see and what I hope to see.” 
She smiled. “Don’t get your hopes up.” She looked down at his 

pants.
Nick came over and smirked at Douglas. The old goat was doing it 

again. He had bagged more female trophies at this bar than any of the 
other guests. Most of the other guests couldn’t get up on the barstool. 
A legend in Nick’s mind. “So Mr. C, what will it be?”

“Ah my mad Greek friendly bartender. I feel lucky today so let’s go 
with the regular.” Douglas always went with the regular, and he always 
felt lucky. At his age what did he have to lose? Rejection had become 
his middle name.

“That would be a triple Bushmills and soda—neither stirred nor 
shaken—with a Smirnoff chaser.” Nick looked over at Douglas for 
approval.

“Ah my boy, you are a quick learner. No more than four cubes in 
both.” Doug moved closer to the fine lady. “And what can I get for you?”

The lady re-crossed her legs for Douglas’s benefit. “How do you 
know I drink?”

“If you sit at the bar you want a drink. If you sit at the pool you 
want a tan, which you already have, and such a scrumptious one, and 
to be looked at. Am I right?”

“I don’t know. I can get a drink at the pool.”
“Yes you can but not with such good company. And what happens 

at the bar stays at the bar.”
“And that company would be you?”
Doug smiled. “Ah yes, that would be me.”
“In that case I’ll have another clamdigger.”
“And what might that be?”
“Something you don’t know? Well. Clam juice with a double shot 

of Scotch—Macalen single malt—on the rocks. One of Nick’s specials.”
“And you actually drink that concoction?” Doug made a face.
The lady looked over at Nick. “And he actually drinks his regular—

ugh triple Bushmills and soda with a vodka chaser? My kind of man.”
“Touche pretty lady. My kind of lady. Give the lady another clam-

digger, Nick my boy.”
Nick went off with a knowing grin, thinking Mr. C rides again, 

Doug moved in on the lady.
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He whispered in her ear. “My name is Douglas Carpenter and I 
have a private cottage by the pool with beautiful views.”

The lady looked at him and whispered back. “My name is Velma 
Robinson and I have a room to myself on the top floor with a view of 
the beach. And there is no view from the poolside cottages other than 
the pool. The back side looks at the retaining wall.”

“Absolutely correct, but I was thinking of the cottage with you in 
it.”

“Oh! You are a smoothie.”
“Smooth as a triple Bushmills. And the cottage is more comfort-

able than sitting on a hard barstool in the Sun and Fun Room with only 
Nick for company.”

“You do have a point Mr. C but I like Nick.”
“So do I, but you look a lot better in a bikini and a lot better in my 

cottage. So shall we? I’ll have the drinks sent over—and there are more 
where they come from.”

Doug stood up and put out his right arm. “So, shall we? No prom-
ises but a quiet drink, and interesting conversation.” He looked over at 
Velma expectantly.

Velma hesitated at the bar. She looked over at Douglas. He was kind 
of cute for an old codger. She got up slowly and looked over at Douglas. 
“Sure why not. I was getting tired of talking to those east coast and 
Midwest yentas out at the pool. Let’s take a chance. What can I lose?” 

“Nothing that you haven’t lost already.” 
Velma bent over to pick up her bag from the floor. As she did her 

sheer cover-up and her bikini top opened just enough to expose her 
breasts. Douglas looked over with approval—the perfect pair and per-
fectly aged. He shook his head. I don’t know what men see in those things. 
always seemed gross to me. Sometimes what you see is what you get, but 
a well-formed curve is forever.

Nick leaned over the bar almost falling into the dish of peanuts to 
get a better view of Velma. He looked up and gave Douglas the thumbs 
up okay sign and a knowing wink. If I had a pair I would be queen. What 
it must have cost to keep Velma in this shape. Pretty fine for an older 
lady—must be at least fifty. Mr. C is one lucky dog. 

Velma took hold of Douglas’s right arm. “Lead away Mr. C.” He led 
her out of the bar like the trophy he saw her as. Mr. C rides again.
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As he passed through the lobby Ray shook his head. There he goes 
again. Ray looked at the clock. Three twenty—five minutes late. Mr. C 
is slowing down.

The man at the concierge table looked over at Douglas and Velma. 
“I think I know that man? What is his name?”

Ray looked up. “You mean Mr.C.?
“I guess so. He looks very familiar. So his name?”
Ray leaned over. “I’m not supposed to give out guest’s names, but 

for you Mr. Smith, I guess it’s all right. Douglas Carpenter, some char-
acter. When he’s lucky, he scores a different lady every day. And that 
one is a looker and still nicely built. You should see some of his others. 
Ugh.”

“Douglas Carpenter. I do know him from the good old days at IBC. 
Son of a gun, it is the son of a gun—good old Dougie Dog. So what’s his 
room number?”

Ray shook his head. “Oh names are one thing but room numbers 
no can do. But you can find him at the bar at three on the dot every day. 
Over there at the fabulous Sun and Fun Room.”

Mr. Smith nodded his head. “Three o’clock you say—every day.”
Ray smiled. “Like clockwork. In at three, if he’s lucky out by three 

fifteen with something female on his arm. He’s my hero, man. When 
I get old I want to be just like him. So you still want to go to the dog 
track?”

“Nah, I think I’ll sit by the pool and dream about old Dougie. Maybe 
I’ll get lucky as well.”

“Good luck Mr. Smith. Face the sun. Better odds in that direction.” 
Mr. Smith thought to himself. The popular people—the attractive 

ones—the athletes and the privileged often times wind up more unsuc-
cessful than the unpopular ones—the unattractive, the obese, the weak, 
the wimps and the geeks—and that’s what we want to confirm when we 
go back to the high school reunion at least twenty years later. Allusion or 
truth, does it really matter as the story goes?
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