Dumb Luck?

  Boomer Gale walked through the doors of the pristine white building. The sign outside read “Research of Unknown Phenomenon” better known as R.O.U.P.  by the general public (which they referred to as “Rip Off Us Peasants”). The Lab had been operated in obscurity for several years. The rumor was the government had been fearful that the public would protest the use of their tax dollars for starting such a research facility and that it would affect their political standings. The public, however, had found out about it and wanted to know what really went on in the facility and how their tax dollars were being spent. Boomer had been one of the public’s biggest supporters and as a reporter had brought the matter to the forefront until it had to be dealt with. The government was now confident that their findings would prove them out and had requested Boomer himself to visit their facility and write an article on it.

  Boomer walked up to the receptionist. She smiled politely. “You’re here to see Dr. Hance, I presume?”

  Boomer tilted his head slightly. “Yes. How did you know?” he asked.

The receptionist smiled again. “You’re the only visitor we’re expecting today Mr.Gale.”

   “Oh.”

The receptionist paged Dr. Hance, and then instructed Boomer to take a seat. “Dr Hance will be out to see you momentarily.”

   Boomer sat down in the small lobby. By the size of it he could tell they didn’t get to many visitors. It was well kept and spotlessly clean, but just small. He leafed through the pile of science and general magazines that lie on the coffee table in front of him. They were, surprisingly, up to date. He picked one out of the bunch and began to scan the articles.

   “Mr. Gale?” a small voice asked startling him.

   Boomer turned to look at the source of the voice. A slim man stood before him in a white lab coat. “Mr. Gale?” he asked again.

  Boomer stood up and offered a hand. “Yes. And you must be Dr.Hance.”

  “Yes,” said the Doctor accepting Boomer’s hand and shaking it firmly, “but please call me Chuck.”

  “Okay, Chuck,” replied Boomer with a grin.

  Chuck smiled. “Please follow me Mr. Gale,” he said turning and heading towards the big doors that read “Employee’s Only”. 

  “Call me Boomer.”

  Chuck smiled politely and walked through the large doors. Boomer followed. “I’m curious,” he asked, as he regarded the long white hallway with research rooms on either side “as to what type of research you actually do here.”

   “Quite a few people are,” replied Chuck “I’ve heard all sorts of rumors, from time travel to a secret lab for area 51.”

  “None are true I take it?” asked Boomer.

  Chuck shook his head, a slight grin on his face. “No. Nothing so far fetched. Area 51 only sent over an alien for autopsy once back in 94.”

   Boomer raised an eyebrow.

  Chuck let a slight chuckle escape. “I’m kidding! Our research deals with random chance.”

  “You mean luck?” Boomer asked.

  “No. There’s no such thing as luck, merely a random occurrence that happens at the perfect time.”

  Boomer looked at him questioningly.

   Chuck continued. “ ‘Luck,’ as you call it, can be described as the illogical distribution of events or outcomes, something that seems to happen by chance rather than as a logical consequence or something fortunate or unfortunate that happens to somebody, or a series of such events, but in all cases this ‘luck’ as you put it, comes to an end. Any given individual experiences this ‘luck’ at various times in their life in different situations. But it’s never constant.”

  “So…. everyone’s lucky at some point in their life?” asked Boomer.

  “Everyone experiences some form of random chance at some time, yes, but in most cases it always ends.”

   “In most cases?”

 Chuck stopped in front of a lab door that bore the name “C.Hance” turned the knob and went inside. He sat down behind a large oak desk and motioned for Boomer to take the seat facing him.

   “In most cases,” he continued “yes. However what if I were to tell you that there are some individuals in this world who experience random chance all the time.”

   “You mean they’re lucky at everything?” 

   “Luck, as you call it, is not always good Mr. Gale. It can be bad. And no, they’re not fortunate at everything, usually just one, sometimes two certain tasks. Repeat Random Chance, as we like to call it. RRC for short.”

   Chuck leaned back in his chair and intertwined his fingers. “Have you ever watched a weather report and found that the weather man was always wrong? He predicts sun and you’d get rain, snow and it was sunny?”

   “Yes, but that’s just because it’s hard to predict the weather!”

  ‘True, but what if I told you there was a meteorologist who was always accurate with his weather forecasts?”

  “Not likely. My weatherman is usually wrong at least at something.”

  Chuck reached into his desk drawer and removed a remote control. He pointed it at a large wooden cabinet mounted on the wall. The cabinet opened up and revealed several television sets. He turned one on. It’s screen flicked to life and Boomer found himself watching a Spanish weather report. The weatherman looked to be in his mid 40’s and was quite animated with his gestures.

  “Juan Pedro, 44, married, 3 kids. Has never missed a forecast yet. Been at it for 15 years now.”

   Boomer allowed a slight look of doubtfulness to cross his face.

  “Sure you say that,” he said “but how do I know for sure?”

  “You can check it out for yourself if you like,” Chuck said “all his reports for the last 9 years are recorded here in the facility as well as all the weather patterns in that area. If that’s not good enough, his television station keeps records of the broadcast and I’m sure you can find the weather records at the weather bureau to compare them too.”

  “So the man’s good at his job, it’s not enough to say he has some special ability when it comes to the weather!”

   “True,” replied Chuck, “and if it was just this one isolated case I wouldn’t be here talking to you about it now. But there’s more cases then just this.”

   Chuck removed a large folder from his desk and plopped it down in front of him. 

   “RRC has been happening for a long time, but we are just scratching the surface of it now,” he cleared his throat then continued. “Several historical figures have experienced RRC. For example: 1867. Samuel Dawson, the oldest son of Australian sheep baron Watson Dawson. At sixteen his father made him the ranch foreman. To go along with his new position his father gave him a set of pearl handled colt revolvers. He intended for them to only be used to scare off coyotes. But on his first inspection of one of his father’s herds far from the ranch the lad ran into rustlers. Twelve of them to be exact. Even though young Samuel had never drawn a gun in his life, he managed to out draw the men and shoot everyone directly through the heart! That event earned him the nickname…”

   “Sure Shot Sam,” Boomer interrupted. “I remember hearing about him when I was young. Able to out draw any man and always shoot right through the heart. One shot, one hit. Never missed. Even with wild animals. But there’s a flaw in your example Doc. Sure Shot died from a shot through the heart from a vengeful brother. Someone obviously outdrew him!” 

  “That was never proven, Mr. Gale,” Chuck replied. “Do you recall exactly how he died?”

  “Sure. He went out to the middle of nowhere to try some target practice. When he didn’t come back later that night, they went out to look for him. They found him 20 yards from the targets with a bullet hole through his heart. They figured some relative of one of the rustlers he’d killed wanted revenge and had shot him.”

    “Think about it Mr. Gale. Out in the middle of nowhere, with no one and nothing else around. He always hit a target right in the heart. He shot himself Mr. Gale! With no one else around for a target, the bullet ricocheted off a rock and hit him!”

  Boomer frowned a little, and adjusted himself in his chair.

Chuck continued, “And these more recent cases.”  He pulled out one sheet from the folder after another reading a brief description on each one.

  “Roger Butane, mechanic in the Ridge Mount area, able to accurately diagnose what’s wrong with any land vehicle simply by listening to engine turn over. Any vehicle!  Quinn Westfield, detective, always gets his man within a week. Has never had any crime go unsolved in 20 years! Randy Pelton, able to hit the bull’s-eye of a dartboard every time! Blindfolded even! Johnson Micheals, semi pro basketball player, always makes the 3-point shot, from anywhere on the court! Dennis J. Fitzgerald, writer for the New Zealand Herald, maybe you’ve heard of him, always there when a news story breaks, his newspaper is never scooped! ”

  Boomer’s brow furrowed. “Maybe you should have called him,” he said.

   Chuck closed the folder. He sighed. “I can see your going to need a bit more convincing, Mr. Gale. I expected that. What I’m telling you is not easy to comprehend.” He got up out of his chair and walked to the door. “Please follow me.”

   Chuck walked down the hall a stopped in front of one of the observation windows. Boomer followed.

  “This,” started Chuck, “is now how we mainly finance our research.” He pointed to a small man sitting at a table behind the glass. He was watching a television channel reporting on the stock market. A researcher was standing beside him, jotting down notes, while someone else, who looked like a stockbroker, was on the phone. “Todd Richards always picks which stocks are going to go up in value and which should be sold off, just before a loss. Has made our facility 8.7 million this year alone. Not bad for only 2 months. It would be higher, but we have to limit ourselves or someone might get suspicious.”

   Boomer tilted his head slightly. He watched as Richards told the researcher to sell “Flow Bright” stock at 5.10 a share. He heard the broker relay the information over the phone, then give the researcher the thumbs up. Forty five seconds later, “Flow Bright” fell to 3.09 a share, as the television station reported the company had just been found to be fudging its returns. Boomer watched Richards for another good 10 minutes as he accurately told the broker which stocks to buy and sell.

   Boomer raised an eyebrow.

“Please come his way, Mr. Gale,” Chuck said.

  They walked up to another observation window. Inside sat a small boy with a super ball in his hand. A researcher stood behind him with a clipboard taking notes. All at once the boy hurled the ball towards the far wall. The ball ricocheted off the wall, then the ceiling, off the researchers head, and then fell neatly back into the boys out stretched hand. The boy repeated this action several more time, each time the ball would fall back into his out stretched hand.

  Boomer’s eyes widened. “I don’t ‘bloody’ believe it!” he said, his Auzzie accent coming through.

  Chuck smiled. “Yes Alex is quite the little athlete, at least when it comes to a super ball. Tried it with a basketball once. Caught the poor little fellow right on the end of his nose!”

  “All the time?”

  “No, just the once. I’m afraid Alex’s RRC only works with a super ball.”

  Dr. Hance walked on. Boomer quickly followed. He was beginning to believe what the Doctor was telling him. Some people could repeatedly have the same action occur over and over! His mind was trying to grasp this strange occurrence, wondering how it could be put to good use, when the Doctor interrupted his thoughts.

   “Here’s another you may find interesting,” Chuck said,  “Phillip Maverick, card player, or rather poker player. No matter who deals or what deck they use, he always gets the same hand!”

  Boomer couldn’t contain himself. “Blighmy! This bloke could clean up at the casino’s!”

  Chuck grinned. “He could Boomer, if he could get more then just a pair of twos all the time!”

  Boomer quickly turned his attention to the proceedings behind the glass, and watched as the researcher dealt out a hand to Phillip, and the disgust on Phillips face as he turned over a pair of 2’s a 3 of hearts and a 6 and 7 of clubs. The researcher then handed the deck to Phillip who shuffled the cards, dealt them out himself and the researcher, and then picked up his hand. A frown crossed his face and he laid down his cards once more. A pair of 2’s, a King of spades, and a 10 and 7 of hearts. 

   Boomer looked at Chuck. “Can I check out the deck?” he asked.

  “Of course!”

  Chuck and Boomer entered the room, and after the appropriate introductions gave Boomer the deck of cards. Boomer checked the cards over, counted them out, and checked over the backing for any markings. He found nothing.

  “Satisfied?” Chuck asked, taking him by the arm to lead him out of the room.

  “Just a sec,” Boomer said then shuffled the cards and dealt them out to himself and Phillip.

The researcher raised an eyebrow and Phillip shifted his eyes nervously.

  “Mr. Gale,” started Chuck, “only the researchers and the subjects are to participate in the experiments. Outside influences are not to be introduced.”

  Boomer turned to Chuck. “One little hand. If your theories are legit then it shouldn’t matter who deals the cards right? If I actually take part in the experiment then it will be easier for me to write about.”

  Chuck looked from Boomer, to the researcher, to Phillip. He nodded and Phillip picked up his cards. A small sigh escaped from his lips. He laid down his hand. A 3 of hearts, 4 of clubs, jack of spades, and a pair of 2’s. Boomer looked at his hand.

  Boomer grinned, “Pair of Kings. I win Mate!”

   The researcher quickly gathered up the cards and then took Phillip out of the room. Chuck motioned Boomer back into the hallway and then towards the lobby. He stopped just before the large doors that lead back to the entrance. 

   “Mr. Gale, I must discuss what you are going to write in your article.”

  “I’ll write exactly what I saw. Your theory of RRC, how it affects certain people and the like. Why?”

  Chuck let his gaze drop towards the floor. “Boomer,” he began “what you’ve seen today is just the tip of the ice burg. If you print that story people are going to want to learn more, and then may learn to much.”

  “What do you mean?”

  “The government knows that RRC affects people different ways, reflexes, accuracy, knowledge, etc. If we can isolate what causes these anomalies we can do the world a lot of good.”

  “In what way?” 

  “Imagine a Doctor who never losses a patient, an athlete who always scores a perfect 10, a Dentist whose patients all have perfect teeth… “

   “Or a soldier who never misses.” Boomer interrupted.

  Chuck shook his head. “Yes that too. But hopefully they wouldn’t be needed. But my point is if you report what you’ve found here, other people are going to want to get their hands on the information, bad people Boomer. Imagine what could happen if this information fell into the wrong hands.”

   Boomer thought for a moment then said,  “What do you want me to do?”

   “Make up a story.”

   “About what?”

   “Unknown Phenomenon.”

   “Which is?”

   “Space. Write we research stellar phenomenon.”

   “Solar flares and the like?”

   “Yes.”

   “Won’t people wonder why you just didn’t say that in the first place?”

   “I’m sure you can make up something, like we were first developing a secret special rocket fuel, which didn’t work. The government was afraid the public would respond badly to this failure so they kept the lab a secret, and now we research space rocks.”

   Boomer sighed. “What about the truth Chuck?”

  “The public can’t handle the truth right now. Maybe in a few years. If the government decides it’s time to tell them you’ll be the first to know.”

   Boomer scratched his head. “This is hard Chuck. It goes against every fiber of my journalistic instinct, but…okay. I’ll write your some sort of space observatory that does research on meteors or something. But you owe me! Once the government gives the okay to report what really goes on let me know!”

   “I will Boomer! I will!” said Chuck enthusiastically shaking Boomer’s hand and then escorting him from the building.

   Boomer walked away from the R.O.U.P facility, his mind in a daze. He had seen the impossible, but couldn’t write about it. He had given his word. He thought about it for a bit longer. He laughed slightly. He was glad Chuck gave him a way out. If he had written a story about what really went on there his editor would have fired him. RRC! Sure it was true, but who would believe it! He got in his car and drove away, thinking about the info he would need for writing a story on space observatories and research.

   Chuck watched as Boomer drove off. A heavy sigh escaped his mouth, and he wiped the sweat off his forehead. He turned, smiled weakly at the receptionist and headed off through the large “Employee’s Only” doors. He walked down the long hallway until he came to the last room. He unlocked the door and went inside. It was a small room portioned off by a large white curtain. There, Phillip, the card player, and his researcher, met him.

    “Did he buy it?” Phillip asked.

   Chuck shook his head, “I think so. He gave me his word he wouldn’t print what goes on here. And from his reputation he’s a man of his word. I didn’t think he’d buy it at first, but the stunts we set up put him over the top. The fifteen-minute time delay on the stock market broadcast, the magnetic super ball, and you 2 card sharks. That bit you did with him was amazing!” He turned to Phillip. “How’d you pull that one off anyways?”

  “I didn’t!” said Phillip “That’s what he dealt me!”

  A shocked look crossed Chuck’s face, and then he snickered. “Pure dumb luck!” He pushed aside the curtain to reveal an alien body on an examining table. “Now to get this finished for the boys from 51. Anybody seen my scalpel?”

