GEAT IPATID

TO GAMISIUE!

The Inside Story
of Casino Complimentaries



CHAPTER ONE:
IMAGINE YOU WERE A HIGH ROLLER!

Do you remember the old television show “Queen for a Day?” Well, just in case
you’re not as old as I am, I’ll explain it to you. Each show had three “contestants.” They
were almost always housewives, and they always had an incredibly sad story to tell. The
host (I think it was Ralph Edwards if memory serves) would interview each housewife for
about seven minutes and give her an opportunity to tell her tale of woe.

And what a tale of woe it was!!! A typical contestant might talk about how she lost
her home in a tornado, how her husband’s business had gone belly up, how her children
were sick (usually with terminal diseases), how she had wrecked her car driving her child to
the hospital, how the bill collectors were hounding her family, even how her dog was in dire
need of a life-saving surgical operation which, of course, she could not afford.

Then after all three contestants had a chance to tell their stories, the host would turn
to the audience and ask, in effect, which one of these three women was the most pathetic.
He’d place his hand over the head of each woman in turn, and the audience was supposed to
register its opinion with applause. An “applause meter” on the television screen would show
who the audience felt sorriest for.

But then came the best part. The winner would get prizes. And prizes. And more
prizes. Of course, she’d get her home repaired, her children cured, her dog operated on, and
her car fixed ... but that was just the beginning. Then she’d get a new washer/dryer. A new
station wagon. A new television set. A wardrobe of new clothes. A diamond bracelet. It
went on, and on, and on.

After it was all over, while the winner collapsed in grateful tears, the host would
always end the show with the same words, “I wish I could make EVERY woman in America
‘Queen for a Day!!!!’”

Well, of course, only a handful of women ever got to be Queen for a Day. But if you
ever become a high-rolling gambler, you’ll soon find out what it’s like to get the same kind
of “royal” treatment.

Imagine being whisked to your favorite casino in a free limousine, with an open bar
and videotaped movies in the backseat. When you arrive at the casino/hotel, there’ll be no
waiting in lines to check in. A *“casino host” will greet you at the door and escort you up to
your suite. Bottled liquor, fresh fruit, and a bouquet of flowers will be waiting for you in
your room. When you go to dinner, the restaurant captain will greet you by name. The chef
will make your favorite meal for you, exactly the way you like it prepared. Once inside the



casino itself, dealers and pit bosses will greet you by name. No need to bring any cash to
gamble with, just sign your name on a slip of paper and it will be given to you -- hundreds
of thousands of dollars. The table minimums -- and maximums -- will be adjusted to your
liking. If you’d rather not have any small bettors at your table, the floorman will put out a
sign saying $100 minimum. If you’d like to bet $50,000 a hand at blackjack, the house
rules will be changed to accommodate you. During your stay at the hotel, virtually every-
thing will be free. Free massages, manicures, long-distance telephone calls, gourmet meals,
snacks and drinks. You’ll never have to wait in line to see the hit shows, and you’ll always
get the best seats. After the show, you might be invited to meet the star at a small cocktail
party. Imagine getting your picture taken as you share a drink with Frank Sinatra, Johnny
Carson, or Cher!

[NOTE: Yes, I know that two of those celebrities are dead now, and one of them
ought to be. But “Get Paid to Gamble” is being reprinted exactly how it was originally
published in 1993. So please bear with me when you see these little anachronisms and
anomalies. |

And yes, just like on “Queen for a Day,” there will be gifts. In fact, every time you
go back to your hotel room, there may be another one waiting for you. Cameras, crystal
glassware, television sets, expensive cosmetics, gold watches, a complete set of luggage, a
gold picture frame, silver serving trays, leather accessories, stuffed animals (for your kids or
grandkids), even pets!

If you are a high roller, or what casino people call a “whale,” this is the kind of
experience that awaits you whenever you visit a casino.



CHAPTER TWO:
BUT WHAT IF YOU’RE NOT A HIGH ROLLER?

But wait a second, you say. I’m not a high roller. I love going to the casino, and I
usually bet a fair amount of money. But I'm not rich. I can’t afford to bet thousands of dol-
lars on a single roll of the dice. All these comps can’t possibly be for someone like me.

Well, yes and no. You’re right when you say that you can’t get all of these comps.
But even if you’re just a nickel slot player, you can get some of them ... if you know how.

Look, let’s face it. If you were a high roller, you wouldn’t be reading this book.
Real high rollers -- and by that I mean people who have credit lines of $100,000 or more
and bet up to $1,000 on a single hand of baccarat -- never have to worry about getting
comps. They don’t have to beg for them, they don’t have to cajole them out of pit bosses,
they don’t even have to ask for them. All they have to do is keep gambling in their normal
fashion, and they’ll get more comps than they could possibly want or use.

But even “low-rollers” like you and me can get our share of comps, if we know how
to work the system. Take my last trip to Atlantic City, for example.

I flew to Atlantic City from my home in Washington, DC on a private plane char-
tered by the casino. The regular roundtrip airfare on a scheduled airliner costs about $360.
My trip was “comped” by the casino. There was no hassle with tickets, baggage and park-
ing at a busy commercial airport. Instead, I went to a private airport outside of Baltimore,
parked for free, and stepped aboard a luxurious private airplane.

The trip only took about an hour. (It takes me close to four hours to drive to Atlantic
City.) When I got to the casino in the morning, I spent a few hours playing blackjack and
craps. Around one o’clock, I started getting hungry. So I asked the floorperson at my
blackjack table for a coffee shop comp for one. It was granted without hesitation.

After lunch, I hit the tables again and stayed for about five hours. I could do no
wrong! I was winning big, and I really didn’t want to leave. So I had a decision to make.
My free charter flight back to Washington was leaving in a few hours, but I was making so
much money and having so much fun that I really didn’t want to go back. So I stopped at
the hotel desk and inquired about the availability of a room, without telling them who I was.
They said they were sorry, but there was a big convention at the hotel, and there were no
rooms available.

I stepped over the house telephones and asked for the “Casino Host Department.”
When I was connected, I asked to speak to a certain host whom I’d gotten to know on previ-
ous trips. “Here’s my problem, Jane,” I said. “I’m on a hot roll in the casino, I’ve made a



lot of money, and I really don’t want to take the charter back home tonight. But the front
desk says you’re all booked up. Is there any way you could find me a room?” She put me
on hold.

When she came back on the line, suddenly the hotel wasn’t so booked up anymore.
She offered me a suite at the casino rate. And although there were no charter flights back to
Washington the next day, she said she could put me on a Washington-bound bus for free.

“By the way,” I said, “I see that the Amazing Kreskin is in the showroom tonight.
Do you think I could get a ticket on short notice?” She said she’d take care of it.

So I went back to the front desk and got my room key. When I got up to the room, I
was amazed. It wasn’t one room, but two! In front, there was a pleasant little sitting room
with a dining room table, a couch, a television set, and a fully-stocked refrigerator. The pic-
ture window looked out over an interior courtyard twenty floors below. In the back was a
luxurious bedroom, another color television set, and a gorgeous view of the shore.

How much do you think a room like this would normally rent for? My guess is that
on a weekend night in the peak season, it might cost $300 or more -- that is, if it was avail-
able to the general public. Can you guess what I paid for it?

Forty dollars.

By now, it was time for dinner. So I went down the steakhouse, and had a terrific T-
bone steak which was listed on the menu for $32.50. I also had a side order of onion rings
and a fabulous dessert of cheesecake. Total tab, about $50. I charged it to my room.

Then I went back to the casino and gambled for a few more hours. Believe it or not,
I continued to win. I was on one of the luckiest streaks of my life, and I was making a lot of
money. My bets, of course, kept getting bigger and bigger. So I was giving the casino good
action, and the pit people were noticing it.

When the time came for the late show of the Amazing Kreskin to begin, I walked
over the showroom. There was a long line of people waiting to get in. But they were in the
regular line. I walked over to the “Invited Guest” line where there was no one waiting. |
told the maitre d’ that I can’t see very well (this is true, by the way, I wasn’t lying), and I'd
appreciate a seat up close to the stage. He looked very sympathetic as he coolly took the
twenty dollar bill out of my outstretched hand. Show Mr. Armstrong to Table Three, he said
to the waiter. As it turns out, I was seated so close to the stage that I could tell you things
about the Amazing Kreskin’s complexion that his wife doesn’t know. I was afraid he might
call on me as a volunteer, but fortunately I escaped this fate. When the tab came, I was hop-
ing that Kreskin would make it disappear. But instead, I charged it to my room.

The next morning, I hit the casino again. My lucky streak continued, and I was mak-
ing very large individual bets. So when I asked the floorperson for a lunch comp, he was



more than happy to oblige. But now it was time to check out of the hotel and get my bus
back to Washington. When I got to the desk, the clerk handed me the bill. I paid $40 for
my suite, and that’s all! My steak dinner, and my evening with the Amazing Kreskin, were

comped by the casino!

Now let’s take a closer look at those numbers, and compare my trip to Atlantic City

with what the same trip would have cost you if you didn’t know how to get comps.

What You’d Pay What I Paid
One-Way Airfare $180 Free

Coffee Shop Lunch $15 Free

Hotel Suite $300 $40

Steak Dinner $50 Free

Floor Show $45 Free

Coffee Shop Lunch $15 Free

Bus Trip to DC $40 Free
TOTALS $645.00 $40.00



Plus, I went home with $1,243 in casino winnings, so in effect, I got paid a thousand
bucks to take a free vacation to Atlantic City!

Am I a high roller? No! Not by any stretch of the imagination. I work for a living -
- as an advertising copywriter. I go to the casino about ten times a year, and I bet between
$5 and $100 a hand. T have a credit line of $5,000 at several casinos, but I’ve never lost
more than about $800 of it on any one trip. My average bet at blackjack is $25 a hand. My
average bet at craps is five dollars on the line, with two additional come bets of five dollars
each -- all with full odds. So if a shooter gets on a good roll, I usually have about $45 on
the table at any one time. If the dice really heat up, I might increase my betting to a quarter
on the line bets. Sometimes I toss a dollar or two on the “yo” or the hardways. In Atlantic
City, I would be considered a very average bettor ... maybe even a tad below average. In
Las Vegas, depending on where I am playing, I might be considered a slightly above-aver-
age player. But only slightly.

Okay, on the trip I just told you about, I was betting heavier than usual. But that’s
because I was winning. If I had been betting at my normal level, my steak dinner probably
would not have been comped ... and neither would the floorshow. But I still would have
gotten the casino rate on the room (even if the rooms were “not available™) and I still would
have gotten a late reservation and a good seat at the show.

So if I'm not a high roller, how do I manage to get all these comps and discounts? I
get them because I know how to work the system. And that’s what this book is all about.

Even if you’re a smaller bettor than I am, I can show you how to get a ton of comps,
freebies, discounts and giveaways from your favorite casino. And if you’re a bigger bettor
than I am, watch out! Because after you read this book, you’ll have to lock your windows
to keep from drowning in all the comps that are going to come your way.



CHAPTER THREE:

WHAT EXACTLY IS A ‘COMP’ AND WHY DO
CASINO’S GIVE THEM AWAY?

Before you can learn how to get more comps, you have to understand exactly what
they are and why casinos give them away.

The first thing to understand is that a comp is a gift, but it’s not free. Beautiful sum-
mer days are free. Rainbows are free. Wildflowers are free. But a casino complimentary is a
consideration that is given to gamblers in recognition of, and appreciation for, their business.

Comps, as we’ve already seen, come in many forms. They may be in the form of a
bouquet of flowers that is left on your dressing table in your hotel suite. They may come in
the form of a limousine driver who knocks on your door and whisks you away to Atlantic
City. Or they may, in fact, come in your mailbox in the form of coupons, discounts, and
vouchers.

Most of the comps that we’ll be talking about in this book come to you in the shape
of a little slip of paper that looks a lot like a check. It is signed by a casino executive. It
specifies an exact dollar amount. It is addressed specifically to you. And it clearly outlines
what goods or services it may be redeemed for. This is what you get when you ask a pit
boss or a slot host for a lunch comp, for example. You will take this slip of paper and hand
it to the waitress when you first sit down. Instead of charging your bill to your American
Express Card, she will charge it to the dollar-value listed on your comp. (And no, you don’t
get change back if you don’t use it all up.)

What kind of comps are available to you, as a small or moderate gambler? Well, not
free limousines, that’s for sure. And probably not expensive gifts, bottled wines, or first-
class airfare either. But many of the same comps that are showered on high rollers are avail-
able to you, as well -- just in less quantity and with less frequency. You can get a free room
at a hotel. You can get all or part of your transportation costs paid. You can get free meals,
even at some of the more expensive restaurants. You can get free shows. And most impor-
tantly, you can get VIP treatment, special courtesies and favors that regular casino customers
never receive and, in many cases, don’t even know about.

How much do casinos give away in comps? Well, in 1991, the twelve casinos in
Atlantic City distributed approximately $740 million dollars in casino comps and giveaways.
That’s nearly three-quarters of a billion dollars! The figure is even more amazing when you
consider that this comes out of gross revenues (gross, not net) of only $3 billion dollars. In
other words, one-fourth of every dollar that Atlantic City casinos win at their tables and slot



machines is passed back to gamblers in the form of comps. Are you getting your fair share?
In other words, if you lost $400 on your last trip to A.C., did you get back $100 in comps?
Until you bought this book, probably not.

Why do casinos give away so much money for free? Two reasons: 1) to attract new
customers; and 2) to keep the customers they already have. Running a casino in Atlantic
City or Las Vegas is a highly competitive business. Customers who don’t feel their business
is appreciated at one casino can easily move to another one.

It wasn’t always this way, of course. When gambling first became legal in Atlantic
City in the late ‘70s, Resorts International was the only casino in town for nearly a year.
People waited in line just to get inside. Once they got in, they often stood five deep behind
the blackjack tables waiting for an open seat. Back in those days, it was almost impossible
to get a comp from Resorts International. With that much business, why should they give
anything away for free?

But now, there are eleven more casinos in Atlantic City. In order to gain and keep
their share of the market, each casino -- including Resorts -- must give away substantial
amounts of money in the form of comps. Many years ago, in the early days of legalized
gambling in Nevada, comps were reserved entirely for high rollers. But in today’s competi-
tive gaming environment, comps are an important part of the marketing mix used to attract
each segment of the gambling public -- from the high rollers who arrive at the casino by free
limousine ... to the daytrippers who come on a bus and get a free roll of quarters to put in
the slot machines.

Many people mistakenly believe that comps are just for table players. Not true.
High-rolling slot machine players are among the most heavily comped players in the world.
And as a group, slot machine players get a much larger portion of the total funds distributed
as comps than table players do. Understanding why casinos give away comps, whom they
tend to give them to, and how they go about it, will make it easier for you to get your fair
share of comps ... or perhaps even more than your fair share.



CHAPTER FOUR:

HOW TO GET (MORE THAN) YOUR SHARE
OF CASINO COMPS

There was a time in the casino business (probably not long after Bugsy Siegel found-
ed Las Vegas) that there were really only two types of casino customers -- those who always
got comped and those who never got comped. To many casino owners, those were the good
old days. There was never any question of who deserved to get comps and how much they
deserved to get. High rollers and big-money players got all the comps they wanted. If their
action was big enough, they would get free room, free meals, free airfare, even free call
girls. They didn’t even have to ask for these things; it was all “taken care of.”

By contrast, the average and even the above-average players never got comped to
anything. Even if you were a $50 pass-line bettor at craps or a $25 a hand blackjack player,
no one would ever offer you a comp, and you wouldn’t dream of asking for one. Of course,
prices were so low in Las Vegas back in those days it didn’t really matter, and no one ever
complained. These were the days when you could have a nice room in a luxury hotel for
$30 a night. Meals in the restaurant were dirt cheap, floorshows were a bargain, and of
course, drinks and cigarettes were (as they are today) free to anyone who gambled. So who
needed a comp?

Then one fine day -- I think it was along about the time that the Bugsy Siegels and
Mo Dalitz’s of Las Vegas started dying of unnatural causes and the major casinos began to
be bought up by large corporations -- casino managers realized that they could start charging
high prices for their hotel rooms and amenities ... and still make big money from gamblers
in the casino. Suddenly, it cost over $100 a night to stay in places like Caesars Palace or the
Desert Inn. Dinner in the gourmet restaurants could cost up to $100 a person, and tickets to
floorshows featuring big-name entertainers could cost as much as $50 a seat. Sometimes
those tickets were unavailable at any price.

Two things happened at this point. The casinos realized they were giving away too
much in freebies to their big players without putting adequate financial controls on the
process. And the average and above average gamblers -- people like you and me -- realized
they were getting screwed. Here we were gambling (and losing) a ton of money in the casi-
nos, and paying dearly for the privilege with high hotel prices, expensive meals, and costly
entertainment.

Something had to be done to make this situation more equitable -- for high rollers
and low-rollers alike. So the casinos began to systemize their procedures for granting
comps. Player’s were “rated” at the tables to determine how much action they were really



offering the casino. The big players would continue to get virtually anything they wanted in
the way of comps, but now for the first time smaller players would be rewarded, too.
Suddenly it was possible for an average guy with a daily bankroll of $300 to $500 to get a
free meal in the coffee shop or a reduced room rate if he spent a sufficient amount of time
and a sufficient amount of money in the casino.

Yet despite these new procedures, the distribution of comps continues to be “unfair”
to some extent. Not because the casinos are unfair, but because the players themselves are
often unaware of how to take advantage of the comps that are available to them.

How many times, for example, have you brought $500 to $1,000 with you to a casi-
no and come back with nothing in your pockets but lint? You gave the casino good action --
in fact you lost a ton of money -- but you didn’t get a free meal, a free room or even a free
pat on the back for your trouble?

Well, guess what? If that has happened to you, it’s not the casino’s fault. It’s your
fault. If you gamble $500 to $1,000 in a casino in a single day -- win or lose -- you are eli-
gible to receive a bundle of comps. But you have to know how to get them. As I said
before, only the real high rollers have comps showered on them without any effort on their
part. The rest of us not only have to ask for our fair share of comps, but we have to deliber-
ately put ourselves in a position whereby our request is likely to be granted. How?

Here are fourteen tips:

TIP NO. 1: PLAY AT ONE CASINO

When I first started gambling, I used to like stay at Bally’s Park Place in Atlantic
City. Why? Because it was right smack in the center of the Boardwalk. It was exactly
equidistant from the Showboat on the north end of the Boardwalk to the Bally’s Grand on
the south end. Moreover Bally’s Park Place was in a tight little cluster of casinos in the
middle. From Bally’s it was no more than a five minute walk to Caesars Palace, the Trump
Plaza, the Sands and the Claridge.

I loved this, because it meant that if I got into a cold streak in one casino I could eas-
ily move on and try my luck at another one. I also liked the stimulation and excitement of
playing at different casinos. Each one had a different character and “personality.” Different
decor, different sounds, different smells, different dealers, different rules, and (don’t tell my
wife this) even different cocktail waitresses! I loved the variety.

It was not unusual for me back in those days to take a $2,000 bankroll with me for a
single daytrip to Atlantic City. And unfortunately, it was not unusual for me to lose it all.
But then one day, this thought occurred to me: how come I never get any comps?



I mean, after all, I wasn’t a high roller. But I was a $5 to $50 bettor with a daily
bankroll of $2,000 who always gave the casino good action. I had club cards for every casi-
no on the Boardwalk, and I never played without them. Yet every time I went to check out
of my room at Bally’s I would wait hopefully for the desk clerk to tell me that my room had
been comped, or that I had been given a casino rate, or that my lunch in the coffee shop
would be comped ... or something. But it never happened. Then I’d go home and check my
mailbox for a month or so. No one ever sent me any coupons, or coin vouchers, or discount
coupons, or anything. Okay, so I wasn’t a high roller. But what was I -- chopped liver?

I decided I was spreading my action too thin. Yes, I was a $2,000 bankroll player,
but if in the course of a day of gambling I visited all the casinos on the Boardwalk (and it
was not unusual for me to do so), each of those casinos had no reason to believe that I was
anything other than a $200 player, or, to use the casino jargon, a “flea.” Even if I sometimes
put $50 on the pass line at craps, I probably looked to the pit boss like some poor guy who
just made $50 plucking chickens and who was now going to risk a week’s wages on a roll of
the dice. In other words, I didn’t look like a high roller; I looked like a chump.

So one day, I decided that instead of staying at Bally’s Park Place in the middle of
the Boardwalk, I’d stay up at Harrah’s in the marina. I figured that I'd give my entire week-
end’s worth of action to Harrah’s and see what happened.

Now I don’t know if you’ve ever visited the marina section of Atlantic City (I’d only
been there once or twice myself), but if you haven’t, you should know that compared to
staying on the Boardwalk, staying at the marina is something like living at the South Pole.
There are only two casinos up there (Harrah’s and the Trump Marina), and it’s not a very
short or easy walk between the two. In other words, you’re stuck. If you want to try your
luck somewhere else, you pretty much have to get in your car and drive. So I began my
weekend at Harrah’s with some trepidation. I didn’t think I was going to like it.

But no sooner had I sat down at my first blackjack table and made my first $25 bet
than a floor manager came over to me with a big smile on her face and said, “Would you
like to be rated?” I mumbled something about not having a Harrah’s club card, and she said,
“No problem, I can get you one.” I said, “Well, I'd rather play blackjack for a while and
then I’ll pick up a club card later.” She said, “Don’t worry about it, you don’t have to go
anywhere. I’ll get you a club card and bring it back to the table for you. It’ll only take a
minute.” So I filled out a little application, and she went and got the club card for me. I
was beginning to like Harrah’s. So for the rest of the weekend, I played nowhere else.

Harrah’s bills itself as “The Better People Place,” and prides itself on the friendliness
of its staff. As near as I can tell, Harrah’s does indeed make a special effort to be friendly
and polite. But this isn’t a commercial for Harrah’s. I’ve been treated politely and courte-
ously at several casinos, and I’ve been treated discourteously at some of the same ones. The



difference between casinos is not all that important. What is important is the difference
between a casino where you’re known and one where you’re not.

My most favorable impression of Harrah’s, however, came after I left. I hadn’t been
home for more than three days when I got a nice letter from the casino manager at Harrah’s
thanking me for my recent visit and offering me some comps for my next trip. There was a
coupon for a casino room rate (half off the usual price), a coupon for a free coffee shop
meal, and a coupon for a free floorshow. At last, I thought, somebody is treating me like
something other than chopped liver!

Now I give all my business to Harrah’s. I never stay anywhere else, and I never play
anywhere else either. Okay, there are some drawbacks. Going to the same restaurants gets a
little tiresome. Being “stuck” in one casino when you’re on a serious losing streak feels a
bit confining. But let’s face it, the difference between a craps table at one casino and a craps
table at the casino next door is only psychological. Even the table you’re playing at can go
from ice cold to sizzling hot with one roll of the dice. And if you really are on a losing
streak, then going up to your room and watching television is a much smarter move than
switching casinos.

The best part is that the people at Harrah’s now know me. Of course, they don’t
think I’'m a high roller. My meager action doesn’t justify that. But they know that I'm a
steady, frequent player who gives the casino a good shot at my modest bankroll. When I ask
for a comp, I don’t get a scowl from the floorperson that says, “Who the hell are you?” 1
get a big smile, and I get the comp -- even if I haven’t been playing very long.

So the moral here is to give all your action to one casino. It doesn’t have to be
Harrah’s by any means. You can get the exact same treatment at Bally’s Park Place or any
other hotel on the Boardwalk simply by resisting the temptation to casino-hop. The marina
hotels in Atlantic City or the off-strip hotels (like the Las Vegas Hilton) in Nevada make it
easier to stick close to home. But the point remains the same anywhere. If the casino does-
n’t know you, you’ll have a hard time getting a comp anywhere. But if the casino does
know you, getting comps is easy. And that brings me to my next tip.

TIP NO.2: GET A COMP CARD AND USE IT RELIGIOUSLY

How does the casino get to know you -- especially if you only get to A.C. or Las
Vegas a couple of times a year?

Well if you’re betting $50,000 a hand at baccarat, you don’t have to worry about it.
They’ll know you. And they’ll remember you. Even if it’s been five years since your last visit,
don’t be surprised if a pit boss says, “Hello, Mr. Jones! It’s great to have you back again.”



But if you’re a $5 or $25 player like me, the casino personnel needs a little help in
remembering who you are. And that help comes in the form of a little plastic card called a
“club card” or a “comp card.”

The comp card looks exactly like a credit card. It’s made of shiny plastic and it has
a magnetic strip on the back of it. Nowadays, virtually every casino in America offers one.
They can be used by both table game players and slot players. And the purpose of these
cards is to help the casino “rate” your play to determine how much you’re entitled to in the
way of comps.

Applying for a comp card is easy. As I mentioned a moment ago, if you’re a $25+
table player, the floor manager will approach you about getting a comp card. If you’re a
$100+ player, they’ll practically insist on it. But even if you’re just a 25¢ slot player, you
can get a comp card by going to the appropriate booth (it’s usually called “the promotions
booth™) on the casino floor and filling out a simple application. The casino will use the
information on your card to rate your play, and it will automatically put you on their mailing
list to receive a variety of freebies and giveaways. How many such offers you receive, how-
ever, depends greatly on how much action you give the casino. If you apply for a club card
and play nickel slots for fifteen minutes, don’t expect to be showered with direct-mail
vouchers from that casino by the time you get home.

Nevertheless it does make sense to apply for a club card in every casino you visit.
You are likely to get at least some freebies from every casino that has you on its mailing list.
And playing at a variety of casinos will help you pick out the one casino you want to give
all your action to (see Tip No. 1).

Once you have identified your “home” casino, it’s important to use your comp card
religiously. I know they can be a pain in the neck. I know that pit personnel sometimes
ignore your comp card so long that you’re tempted to just put it back in your pocket and for-
get about it. I know that it’s a bother to pull out your comp card when you’re simply mov-
ing your chips from one table to another. I know the floorpeople sometimes act like they’re
doing you a favor to rate your play. And if you’re a slot player, I know that there is that
ever-present danger that you’ll walk off with your card in the machine and lose it.
Nevertheless, I repeat, always use your club card. Because every dollar you gamble that
you don’t get rated for is another quarter (approximately) that you won’t get in comps.

How do you use your comp card? It’s simple. If you’re a table player, you simply
give your card to the floorperson as soon as you make your initial buy-in. Baccarat. black-
jack, and roulette players simply put the card in a prominent spot on the table in front of
them. Craps players can either drop the card on the table with their buy-in or leave it



propped up conspicuously in the chip rack. (The custom on this varies from casino to casi-
no.) No matter what game you’re playing, a floorperson should notice the card within five
minutes or less. If it takes longer than five minutes for a floorperson to pick up your card,
try to get his or her attention by making eye contact or (politely) waving the card. Don’t
play for longer than five minutes without being rated, or your play is being wasted.

For slot players, it’s even easier. Nowadays virtually every modern slot machine
with a coin value of 25¢ or more has an electronic card reader attached to it. Simply place
your card in the reader according to the directions and wait for the display terminal to say,
“Card Accepted.” Then begin playing the machine as you normally would. The card reader
will automatically record who you are, how long you play, how much you bet, and (in some
cases) how much you win or lose. This information will be used to determine how many
comps you are entitled to receive.

As I alluded to a moment ago, the biggest hassle for slot players using comp cards is
accidentally leaving their cards in the machine. It’s easy to get distracted when you’re play-
ing the slots and forget all about your card when you walk away from the machine. That’s
why I recommend you buy yourself a “Card Leash.” The card leash, as it’s name implies, is
simply an elastic clip that keeps you attached to your club card.

For modest players like you and me, the club card is the single most important key to
getting comped by the casino. With it, you’ll soon be entitled to free meals, discounted
room rates, coin vouchers, and gift shop discounts ... at the very least. Without it, you won’t
get squat!

TIP NO.3: GET TO KNOW CASINO PIT PERSONNEL. AND MAKE SURE
THEY GET TO KNOW YOU

By now it should be obvious that one of your key goals in your quest to earn more
comps is to have the casino personnel get to know who you are. But in order to do that, you
must start by getting to know who they are. Your initial step, in other words, toward getting
“known” in the casino is to get to know the casino and all its flora and fauna. You have to
know who the key players are, and how they can help (or hinder) you in the pursuit of
comps.

Many gamblers mistakenly believe, for example, that everyone who stands behind
the tables wearing a suit and tie is a “pit boss.” Not true. There is only one “pit boss” for
every pit, and everyone else in that pit reports to him. That’s how he gets his title. So who
are all the other people? Here is a brief dramatis personae of casino employees.

DEALERS: You know who they are, of course. What you may not know is that their
job is nowhere near as glamorous as it may seem. Although their position does indeed place



them among the top-rung in status of non-professional hotel employees (i.e. bellhops, cham-
bermaids, desk clerks, dishwashers), they are at the very bottom of the totem pole among
casino personnel. (Okay, change girls and cocktail waitresses are lower). They are paid a
very small amount in regular salary and earn most of their income in tips. (Nowadays, tip
income is pooled among all employees, so it’s nothing to write home about either). Dealers
work very long hours, they are on their feet most of the time, they get short breaks, and they
get a lot of abuse from both the people in front of them (the players) and the people behind
them (the management). Don’t look at the dealers and envy them. If you’ve got a job as a
janitor or trash collector, you’re probably a lot better off.

FLOORPEOPLE: Chances are the guy you’ve been calling a “pit boss” all these
years is actually a “floor manager” or “floor supervisor” or, more simply, a “floorman.”
Their job is to observe the tables they’re assigned to, maintain the honesty and integrity of
the game, adjudicate any disputes between dealers and players, keep an eye on the cash flow
of each table (including calling for more chips when necessary), and -- this is important --
rate the players who wish to be rated.

We’ll discuss the business of “ratings” in more detail later. For now, suffice it to say
that the floorperson is the one who is in charge of watching your play and determining if
you deserve comps. In most cases, he or she wil