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or soup and then would summon the Morellos to wipe it up. “And clean it up right, 
or you’ll be back to do it again,” he said, imitating Yolanda. But the minute the servers 
turned their backs, another mess would mysteriously appear at Dave’s end of the table, 
and back Richie and Bobby would come to clean that up. 

This went on until Yolanda collared her cookie boys and snapped, “Enough with the 
soap and water. Come help serve: we’re falling behind, and the food’s getting cold.”

Before long, though, these four nuts abandoned their vendetta and celebrated by 
treating the campers to a homemade chocolate nut cake, prepared by Bobby and 
Richie. It was, however, devoid of the hot peppers. Like I said, Richie and Bobby were 
the two best kitchen workers that Yolanda ever had, but of course, they were Italian.

Although many tricks were played on 
unsuspecting targets at our camp, I was 
not usually one of them, thank God. When 
I was, it was usually my wife who spear-
headed the attack. One time, in fact the 
night Jeff received his first motorcycle, 
Theresa brought out a special gift for me as 
the camp celebration was winding down. 
The large box was exquisitely wrapped in 
lovely paper and just dripping ribbons. What 
a great present, I thought; then it struck me 
that the cheering was a little wild and that 
the air suddenly snapped with extra excite-
ment. Thus, it was with more than normal caution that I began to slip off the ribbons. 
Almost immediately I felt a movement in the box as I tilted it, and something in it slid to 
one side, then shifted again. What the hell is this, I wondered as I pulled away the paper. 
Whatever it is, it’s alive. Is Tracey giving me the puppy she’s been pestering her mom 
about? Then my still-anonymous gift started shifting around in the box on its own, and 
in a most unpuppylike manner. No way in hell was I opening the box, let alone reach 
in to grab its contents. By now everyone in the hall was screaming with laughter. They 
kept assuring me that the present in the box was just beautiful and that I should reach in 
and pull it out. How dumb did they think I was? No way! I thought, as I rose and backed 
away from the table. Finally one of the counselors stepped forward and gently removed 
my gift from the box and presented it to me. It was a six-foot pine snake as wide as my 
wrist, and it was coiling itself around the counselor’s arm in that possessive way snakes 
have with a prospective dinner. He kept saying, “Mr. Bragg, just touch it; he can’t hurt 
you. These snakes are harmless!” 

Of course, some wiseass had to shout, “Dump the snake on Mr. Bragg’s head!” The 
snake charmer heard it too, and advanced toward me with a wicked gleam in his eye. 
But I nailed him before he could sign his own death warrant. 

Cookie boy Morello escorting Ali to the dining 
hall.


