CASINO IMAGES.

Some professions are burdened with a public image that is often far from accurate. Politicians, for example, are thought by many to be self-serving and false. Accountants dull. 

O.k., perhaps they’re not good examples of misrepresentation, but believe me there are professionals who suffer from a distorted public perception of the work they do. In this category we must include the casino employee. In our case it’s not so much the position we hold but the World we are thought to move in. In spite of the enormous expansion of the industry in the last fifteen years, the high degree of regulation and the almost universal acceptance of casinos as an important source of tax revenue and job creation, the enduring image is of ‘The Mob’. 

There is no doubt that actual events and circumstances such as Bugsy Seigel’s rise and demise in Nevada, the Kray brothers period in London and the territory wars in the South of France helped to create much of the mobster image. But another important reason is the stereotype created, and regularly reinforced, by the media and in particular Hollywood. Even in countries where the regulatory procedure makes it well nigh impossible for a person with even a minor misdemeanour to get a licence there is still a suspicion, by large numbers of the public, that the owners or managers of casinos are somewhat ‘iffy’.

I suppose it has to be admitted that to any uninformed onlooker the casino world is bound to appear exotic with more than a whiff of danger. 

Actually, in the past even I have been seduced by cinematic images. Once a particularly attractive and unaccompanied lady playing in the casino brought out the Bond in me. The setting was somewhat different. It wasn’t a Chemin de Fer table in the South of France, but perhaps the next best thing – a B.J. table in Manchester. The advantage of being christened James and having a Scottish accent made the role easier. Resplendent, in my working uniform, of dinner jacket and bow-tie and with zippo lighter in hand, I swaggered up to light her cigarette, 

‘ My name is James, and I’m at your shervish’. I drooled in my best Connery.

‘ Oh yeh, an’ don’t tell me, you’ve got the licence to thrill….Get lost, Jock!’

She had obviously seen the film but forgotten the script.

In the early days the Industry’s image affected me in other ways. I remember applying for my first mortgage. As the bank manager perused the application form I had just completed, he suddenly stopped at the section marked -place of work. 

 ‘Casino,’ he announced, looking at me with some concern. He then switched to a patronising smile and said it was an unusual occupation. No doubt aware that, like Mr Corleone, I preferred to hear bad news as soon as possible, he didn’t take long to refuse my request. When pressed he did say that my ‘life-style’ was a factor in his decision. He should later have found the upper part of his pet Labrador between his bed sheets as an opening deposit. Alas, for us life does not imitate art.

Otherwise, when negotiating with the Comite de Empresa (Worker’s committee) in Spanish casinos or with punters who had left me with unpaid cheques in clubs in U.K. I would have been able to employ the same persuasive arguments as Joe Pecsi in the ‘head in the vice’ scene from the film ‘Casino’. 

It’s not fair, the nearest a manager gets to inflicting actual bodily harm on anyone is to forget to put them on the break-list or send them to the staff canteen for a meal.

What a pity that Francis Ford Cappola and Martin Scorsese don’t direct real life, as well as movies: we ‘casino bosses’ would get a lot more fun and heaps more respect.

Another frequently used gaming floor scene, usually in T.V. dramas, is the sleazy and shifty looking casino owner giving his manager the nod to press the button below the roulette table. Some of you may be surprised, but being able to determine what numbers comes up does wonders for your percentage hold. Unfortunately, although I can do sleazy and shifty and the nod, the managers or pit bosses I work with don’t respond. You know why? Because the tables we get, are button-less!

I’m not sure if this is because equipment suppliers don’t watch T.V. or because they’re not innovative enough. Whatever it is, they screw  up our budget. You can get all sorts of fancy monitors and displays at the end of your table and wheels called Mark this and Mark that, but the one thing that would keep the shareholders happy you don’t get. 

So, you see something’s not working. There’s no synchronisation between image and reality. I have therefore come up with a cunning plan.

From now on Casino licences should only be given to Movie and Television Producers and Directors, perhaps Novelists as well. This way there will be some consistency between how casino staff are portrayed and how they actually behave. 

It may well help the Movie and T.V. Industry because they will be right there on the spot to capture the live action. And, how the public will enjoy the gritty realism of it all.

You can just imagine a dramatised version of our monthly budget review having audiences gripping their seats. Then there is also scope for an eco-disaster film which could be shot on location, in the staff restroom. Perhaps a documentary expose on the high incidence of repetitive strain injury to be found in CCTV operators, would boost ratings.   

But it is casino executives who will most benefit from the new arrangements. The new owners and licence holders will ensure they get more memorable lines to speak. 

Instead of, ‘Excuse me Sir, please put your bets on earlier.’ They will say, ‘ Listen punk, try that again and you’ll be sleepin’ wid the fishes!’ and ‘ Oh, you don’t like the steak, you’d like sumtin else – Howzabout a knuckle sandwich?’ 

We’ll be making people offers they can’t refuse and telling nosy officials to take a hike if they know what’s good for them. With this kind of street cred when we reach into our inside pockets, for whatever reason, in a crowded bar everyone will hit the floor. (actually they might do that now, but as a Scotsman I’ve never tried it)

Company cars will be upgraded to stretch limos and those conservative business suits will be replaced by broad pin-stripe or Versace glitter garments: and don’t forget the fedora. 

Hold it! I have the feeling that some of you reading this are not taking me seriously. What’s da madda? Tired a livin’ or sumtin! 

