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odds
Can punters win at the casino? A high-
profile gambler with a blackjack and 
roulette strategy gives it a go in Perth.the Story: billy rule     photography: lincoln baker
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ad Mick, the king of geelong, 
decided a Tuesday morning was a 
good time to try to change my life. 
“How many times have I looked  

after ya before?” he deadpanned down the 
phone. “Eh? Eh, mate? How many times?” 

I didn’t answer. 
“Ya there? Ya there, mate?”
“Yeah, yeah, I’m here. Keep ya shirt on.”
I was actually trying to think of how many times 

The King had looked after me before. Never.
“Yeah, well listen,” he continued. “There’s been 

plenty of times. P-l-e-n-t-y.”
I waited.
“Ya there, mate? Ya there?”
“Yeah, yeah, righto, plenty of times. 

I’m just struggling to remember a 
few. But anyway, case closed. Let’s 
move on. So what’s doing, King?”

Conversing with The King was 
like a kid doing a dot-to-dot puzzle. It 
could take time but things eventually 
took shape.

“I’m actually ringing you with an 
opportunity,” he said. “Ya hear that? 
An opportunity.”

He droned on in staccato gangster 
slang for the next 10 minutes about 
the ponies giving his pay cheque a 
pounding  before he finally got round 
to the point he was trying to make.

“Now listen. A bloke’s gonna call ya, 
OK? Take the call and listen to what 
this gentleman has to say. He knows 
another bloke who’s got a system at 
the casino for blackjack and roulette 
and I’m telling ya it works. I saw him 
win $7000 in two hours. Ya listening 
to me? Ya there, mate? Ya there?”

“Yeah, yeah, I’m here.”
“Good. Now this bloke with the sys-

tem is a multi. He flies to Las Vegas 
every six weeks playing the big ca-
sinos and runs rings around them 
over here at Crown – I think they 
even barred him once because they 
thought he was counting cards. 

“Now listen, his magic is no good 
for me because, as you know, I can’t 
help myself, plus you need discipline 
for these types of things. Gut feeling 
tells me you haven’t got the balls to try it but, I’m 
telling ya, take the call and see what happens.”

Most conversations with The King were straight 
out of Aesop’s Fables but the word “system” had 
my brain neurotransmitters buzzing with pos-
sibilities. There’s a medical belief that addicts 
have a deficiency in the transmitter dopamine 
and gambling, drinking, taking drugs or living 
on the edge calms that deficiency. While my 
dopamine landscape doesn’t exactly look like 
a desert, there have been a few times over the 
years where I’ve certainly needed to fertilize it 
– much to the detriment of my finances. 

Despite my ghastly gambling history, those 
brain chemicals were already colluding. Could 
this bloke have the secret? Maybe he could 

teach me how to count cards or tell me where 
the roulette ball bounces. 

I could swing by Burswood for a slice of the 
action, and then fly off to Crown to inflict some 
more pain on the Packer purse. I’d then do an 
international casino blitz from the Caribbean to 
Monte Carlo before conquering Vegas. The pos-
sibilities were endless. 

But visions of grandeur are what the punt can 
do to you. When you’re a punter you leave logic 
behind. A tip is as good as a vein of gold and to 
“let it ride” is to lose it all. A hobby becomes a 
habit becomes a hell. You borrow to bet again. 
A flutter becomes a fix. A day at the races turns 
into addiction and sitting in front of a slot ma-

chine brings on self-loathing as your luck runs 
out and your real life gets left behind.

Remembering past losses was the reality check 
I needed. I had better things to do than follow a 
roulette ball around the world.

Well, I’m pretty sure I did. But then Mr Frost 
– aka The Iceman – dialled my number.

“Bill, a mutual friend, Mad Mick, the King of 
Geelong, thought you might be interested in an 
associate of mine,” The Iceman said. 

“His name is Ron Parsons and he wins mon-
ey at casinos. He’s developed a website called  
CasinoBusters.com where he’s launched his 
new roulette strategy. Ron would like to tell his 
story. I believe you know your way around the 

keyboard but, more importantly, I also 
hear . . .” The Iceman paused, and 
then played his trump card. “Yes, 
I also hear you don’t mind a dalli-
ance on the dark side. That you like 
the spin of a wheel and the roll of 
the dice. That sometimes the casino 
comes calling and you just can’t say 
no.”

So cruel. He knew he was dealing 
with a desperate. Deep down, I was 
more than interested. I was dying to 
meet the man with all the answers. 
  “With due respect, Iceman,” I fired 
back. “One thing I’ve learnt from 
handing over the hard-earned is 
that systems don’t work. If you have 
a system that does work, well, you 
don’t tell anyone and keep the profits 
to yourself. But from my experience 
those who try and flog systems are 
just fleecing the fragile.”

The Iceman played it cool. “That’s 
fine, Bill,” he replied matter-of-factly. 
“I told The King I’d ring you and I 
have. For what it’s worth, Ron and  
I will be in Perth for business tomor-
row anyway. If you want to see Ron’s 
system in action we can drop  
by Burswood and you’re more than 
welcome to join us. Goodbye.”

Hmm, had I just farewelled my fi-
nancial future?

Roulette, or the devil’s game as they 
call it because adding all the num-

bers up (1-36) comes to 666, has been 
cracked before. In 1873 an Englishman named 
Joseph Jaggers studied the roulette wheels at a 
Monte Carlo casino and soon realised one had 
a significant bias. He returned with a bank and 
won $US325,000 – a staggering amount in those 
days.

In Australia, underworld hard man Mick Gatto 
and his great mate Mario Condello played  a 
system at Crown Casino where they left out sev-
en numbers – the top three (1, 2, 3), the bottom 
three (34, 35, 36) and zero.

 They’d then place $50 on every other number 
for an outlay of $1500. If they won they’d pick up 
$1800 for a profit of $300. If they lost they’d chase 
it for another five spins. They were winning 
regularly and increased their stake from $50 
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a number to up to $400 a number ($2400 profit) 
until they were ahead by $200,000. 

But Gatto reveals in his book I, Mick Gatto that 
they gave it all back when the casino employed 
a croupier to spin to a section of the wheel away 
from their numbers.

A former employee of Star City casino in Syd-
ney confirmed to me this does happen. Well-
trained croupiers who can spin a ball away 
from a section of the wheel where big money is 
being laid are paid huge wages to make sure 
the ball doesn’t fall in the wrong spot.

The next day I made up my mind.
“Where to, mate?” asked the cabbie.
“Burswood, thanks.”
“Ahhh, Burswood, eh?” came the reply. “Hav-

ing a go at the tables, are ya? Going to the  
casino, are we?”

I glanced across and raised my eyebrow. He 
was your archetypal Aussie cab driver: un-
shaven, overweight, opinionated and with body 
odour that would rattle a rhinoceros.

“Yeah, that’s right. Is there some type of prob-
lem with that?”

“Not for me,” the driver 
shrugged. “No, I love the ca-
sino. In fact, I pulled $25,000 
out of the joint a few years 
ago.”

“Sure ya did,” I mum-
bled in the back of my 
throat as I stared out the 
passenger window.

“Yeah, I hit one of those 
linked jackpots playing a 
machine about 3am. Bells 
and whistles went off like the building was 
on fire. Told the missus I won 20 grand and kept 
the other five up my sleeve for the punt.”

I smiled at him with a new-found respect. He 
was telling the truth because when you punt you 
lie. You don’t tell anyone when you win and if 
you have to fess up that you’ve beaten the book-
ies you never reveal the full amount – especially 
not to your wife. 

Soon after, my new friend, The Liar, dropped 
me off and wished me luck.

Last financial year Burswood casino made 
$532.8 million profit on a record turnover of 
$10.4  billion. It’s part of Burswood Entertainment 
Complex, which opened in 1985.

As a member of Crown Casino’s Top 200 Pre-
mium Club, Ron Parsons turns over a serious 
amount of money. He says more than $10 mil-
lion a year. But sitting at (A)lure restaurant with 
his sidekick, The Iceman, he could be mistaken 
for your average punter dropping in for a quiet 
Wednesday night meal.

“Evening, boys,” I say as we shake hands. 
“Welcome to Perth.”

Ron is slight and well groomed and wears a 
tailored suit while The Iceman is bespectacled 
and appears businesslike, making notes in a 
small diary. 

Ron was born in Sri Lanka in 1951 and  
migrated to Australia in 1973 where he settled in 
Melbourne. He became a purchasing officer for 

different car companies until the cards became 
his passion. 

After losing for a while he started to win, but in-
stead of blowing his bank he studied patterns of 
how the blackjack cards fell and the roulette ball 
rolled. In the days when dealers hand-shuffled 
cards he went on a worldwide winning streak 
and when he finally dragged himself away 
from the tables he decided to make some more 
money by passing on his secrets.

At first he held seminars but then in 2003 he 
took advantage of the internet and set up the 
www.casinobusters.com website revealing his 
blackjack strategies for a price. Late last year 
he uploaded his roulette system and now more 
than 16,500 subscribers around the world are  
recouping past losses thanks to Ron’s tutorials.

Over dinner we discuss gambling, systems 
and Ron’s personal punting strategies. He reck-
ons he’s won at blackjack for the past five years 
in more than 5000 sittings. Even though he wins 
at roulette, he finds it slow, so when he plays for 
profit his game is blackjack.

“If I’m serious, my minimum bank is about 
$500,000,” he says. “I generally look forward 

to winning around $60,000 an hour 
and anticipate winning any-

where between $250,000 
and $400,000 within three 
hours.
“At that point what I will 

do is probably keep playing 
with 20 per cent of the win-

nings because if I just play con-
tinuously I’d sit there 24/7. 

“For example, if I’m winning $100,000 I’ll put 
$80,000 away at the end of a shoe (when the 
decks have run out) and keep playing with 
$20,000. If I lose that $20,000, I’ll walk away and 
come back later. That’s my personal plan.” 

I ask Ron how he rates Burswood as a casino.
“In the bottom 5 to 7 per cent of the more repu-

table casinos around the world,” he says.
“Why?”
“On the game of blackjack, particularly, 

Burswood uses continuous card shuffling ma-
chines on the main gaming floor to the detriment 
of the small punter. Plus they’ve also reduced 
the minimum to maximum betting ratios to suit 
the profitability of the venue.”

Could someone still win here?
“Yeah, I could take the Pearl Room (the high-

rollers area) for about $500,000 playing black-
jack,” he laughs. “For sure.”

Heady boasts. A few days later I put a number 
of questions to Burswood about Ron’s claims, but 
a spokesperson says they have no comment.

After dinner, we wander out to the main gam-
ing floor and there’s a bustling crowd. Punters 
mill around table games playing – or watching 
– blackjack, baccarat and pontoon. The roulette 
wheels are surrounded by hopefuls. Row after 
row of gaming machines hold shell-backed 
suckers mesmerised as they sit open-mouth eye-
ing off their screen. 

While Ron won’t reveal all his secrets, he’s 
prepared to let me watch and explain some 
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tactics. He’s been put on the spot before. Today 
Tonight wanted to do a story on him so he turned 
up to find a roulette wheel in the studio and the 
instructions: “OK, show us how you win.” He 
played and he won. 

He refused to let them film his strategy but a 
senior station executive was later seen at Crown 
Casino using Ron’s system for a healthy profit. 
Others who are onboard include footballers, 
judges, lawyers and even a few WAGs.

The Iceman looks agitated. He’s used to the lux-
urious surrounds of casino high-roller rooms but, 
because we’ve only got 40 minutes or so, tonight 
I’ve asked Ron to play on the main gaming floor 
where the knockabout punters ply their trade.

First off, he looks for the right spot to play. Each 
table has a list of the past 14 numbers that have 
been spun and like a hawk Ron scans the room 
searching for a table to start. Soon he finds one 
and whips out a lazy $1000.

“What happens in roulette, and I can public-
ly say this, is there are four patterns spun on a 
roulette tree – a run of reds, a run of blacks, red-
black (or black-red) and a two-one run (black-
black-red or red-red-black),” Ron says. “Once 
you work out the patterns it’s as simple as iden-
tify, bet or alternate.”

I watch as he puts $100 or so on black and then 
a few chips on different numbers in the middle. 
The ball spins and the croupier calls “last bets”. 
Red 18 – we lose. Ron bets again, this time a 

similar amount on red and three or four chips 
on numbers. Red 30 – we win and we also col-
lect some money from the middle as we had 30 
covered as well. Next spin we go red and win 
again.

It’s a slow process. There’s a lengthy break be-
tween each spin and I can see why Ron chooses 
blackjack when he plays for serious money.

After 40 minutes we’re $400 in front and it’s 
time for Ron and The Iceman to head back to 
Melbourne. Even though we won I’m not total-
ly convinced, so two days later I head back to 
Burswood and sit on a table for two hours docu-
menting the winning numbers. 

Ron now has a calculator set up on his website 
where you can see how you would have gone 
playing his system. My numbers are entered 
and the result shows a $1400 profit. Wow.

But Ron emphasises that his strategies aren’t 
a quick fix. In fact, an annual subscription costs 
$1500 and to win you really need to have a start-
ing bank of at least $3000. To be successful you 
also need to allow several hours at the table, 
employ strict money management and know 
when to walk away or have a break.

The anti-gambling lobby are also firm believ-
ers that no matter what your “system” the casino 
will always win.

Despite that, I can feel the itch, the urge to out-
lay some cold hard cash. The call of the casino 
coaxing me for a comeback is getting louder 

and I need some advice from someone who’s 
seen it all. Racing expert Ken Callander has 
been in the game for almost 50 years. In his 
recent best-selling book, Good Luck and Good 
Punting, he reveals the huge amounts he bet for 
Kerry Packer and Laurie Connell and the strate-
gies they used.

 He’s also been a professional punter, a book-
maker and frequented the two-up schools and 
illegal casinos around Sydney when they were 
part of the landscape in the 1960s and ‘70s.

So I call him and put it to him straight: “Can a 
punter win, Ken? Do systems work?”

“The biggest asset any punter can have in any 
form of gambling is discipline,” Ken says. “Book-
ies bet to punters knowing the punter is going 
to keep coming back and that’s how they’ll get 
them in the long run. But if a punter’s got disci-
pline and knocks off when he’s winning – or los-
ing – well, he’s got a lot more hope of beating the 
bookie than a panic punter. And I’m sure it’s the 
same in the casinos.

“At the two-up, there were blokes who won 
regularly – they were highly disciplined.”

I hang up and, deep down, I know my casino 
comeback is over before it’s begun. Much like 
Mad Mick and most wide-eyed wannabes, I 
know that not having the discipline would even-
tually be my downfall. 

So the casino won’t be getting my money. This 
time.




