
Record-long poker session, missing logs, cooler hands, blah blah blah. I can't believe Dave 
neglected to discuss the single most monumental achievement of Friday's game. I had a 
staggering, perplexing, stupefying, probability-defying 
 

107 HANDS WITHOUT A WIN 
 

 
 
 
107 mf-ing hands, you limey bastards! How insulting is it that not only did I have to sit there 
bored out of my skull for an hour and a half, but none of you retrograde knuckle-draggers saw fit 
to even mention this new record? Do you know the psychological toll that losing 107 hands in a 
row takes on your mind? Mike and Chris have probably never gone more than 10.7 hands 
without a win in their lives without being driven so insane that they shove all-in blind and/or flip 
the table! 
 
Look at this winnings graph. Just look at it. Now imagine living it. I dare you. But try not to 
jump out the nearest window while doing so. 
 

 
 
 
What, not horrifying enough for you? You think you could handle 107 hands without a win? 
Well, hot shot, let me extend the graph to the ~60 hands before the 107: 
 
 



 
 
Can you spot my wins in this brain-exploding stretch of 166 hands? No? Well, I can't blame you 
if your monitor resolution isn't good enough to see the tiny uptick at hand #204, where I won a 
scintillating $3.25 in profit, or the imperceptible blips at hands #177 and #184, where I basically 
won the blinds. Now that's the steaming pile of garbage that I had to sit in for over two hours of 
my wasted little life. Yes, I see that you finally grasp the existential terror of my situation. Good. 
 
Had I known that those piddly little victories were going to mess up an even longer record-
setting streak, I would have folded them and foregone the ~$5 in profit just so I would have hit 
166 hands in a row without a victory. Would 166 hands without a win have been notable enough 
for you, Dave? Huh? What about 666? What about a million? WHAT STREAK IS BAD 
ENOUGH TO GET MENTIONED IN THE POST-GAME WRITEUP FOR CHRISSAKE 
BECAUSE IF THIS ISN'T BAD ENOUGH NOTHING WILL EVER BE BAD ENOUGH AND 
MAYBE I SHOULD QUIT POKER NOW AND RAISE LLAMAS ON THE SLOPES OF THE 
ANDES YOU JACKHOLES. 
 


