The author, in
unif ),

oncierge...”

Well, for a week, anyway: Bruno Maddox goes behind

the scenes at the MGM Grand Hotel & Casino, learning the
secrets, working the shifts, making dreams come true.
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n the lobby of the MGM Grand in Las Vegas
sitsa huge golden lion upon a dais of red
flowers. The lion is the corporate mascot of
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, the movie studio
whose most iconic film, The Wizard of Oz, told
thestory of a young Kansas girl tryingto find
anall-powerful wizard in a fantastical land
of color and magic. The girl's quest ends when
her dog, Toto, tugs open acurtain, revealing
the Great Wizard to beasmallish, elderly man
frantically pulling levers and cranking handles
and amplifying his voice by means of a speaking
tube. Generations of moviegoers have come away
with theimpression there never really wasa wizard
inthe first place, that it was “just” alittle man
behindacurtainallalong.

Butthatisn't how “Gary Ring" seesit,in the quiet
of the Post-Lunch Lull, standing behind the mighty
Desk andstaringacrossat the great gold lion.

“Gary Ring," yousee, he knows that magicisreal,
and that wizards walk among us. The dreams
that youdare todream, “Gary Ring” knows, they
really can come true. He hasseen it happen. He has
even madeit happen, Because “Gary Ring,” you see....

“Gary Ring," he is the concierge.

“Gary Ring” wasn’talways the concierge. He wasn't

evenalways “Gary Ring.” Early on the first morning,

deepunderground, the woman in Uniforms gave
him his blue suit, and his corrugated cornflower-
blue necktie, and his white, white shirt, and all of it
fitso well, asif the clothes had been waiting there
for him, forever, that he was almost surprised not to
find abrass name tag, too, like the other concierges
wore, preprinted with what he would soon come
tothinkofashis “old name.” But no. There was
nothing, no name tagatall, until mid-morning he
thought to mention it to Jeanne Mills, who was not
just the chef conciergeat the Grand, but thesitti
U.S. president of Les Clefs d'Or, the international,
prestigious society of elite concierges. Jeanne's
name was pronounced with twosyllables, like genie,
and like a genie she disappeared, and returned not
longafter with aname tag for him, and justlike that
hewas"Gary Ring.”

He was “Gary Ring,” just like that, but he was not
yet the concierge. For there was too much, still, that
he did not know. He had not yet learned the trick
of upside-down map reading—for when a concierge
is givingdirections toaguest from behind the
mighty Desk, the map, to the concierge, is always
upside-down. Nor had “Gary Ring" yet mastered the
artofarranging flower petalsin the shape of a heart
upon abed. His first attempt came out lopsided,
almost closer to the shape of an actual, anatomical
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