
© 2011 Prologue & Preamble – Balls Like an 

Elephant …  

1 | P a g e  

 

Prologue:  
This is a true story focused on a long ago period in the life of Rudi 

Borsky.  Rudi Borsky is not his real name - but a name used to provide 

some anonymity and privacy for his family.  He is now 55 years old – 

living a vastly different life to the life he once lived during the period this 

story covers.   

He lives alone these days - by choice mainly.  It has been a 

deteriorating existence for over 20 years – and not something that he is 

comfortable talking about.   

In late March 1988, he was a world class market operative and 

Treasurer of the State Building Society in NSW.  The world Financial 

Markets was his playground.  His career to that point was far beyond the 

realm of normal.  He had a lifestyle the envy of many - paid for by a 

great career opportunity - he was about to go on leave for Easter and 

had just received news from his employer of their agreement that his 

promised $4.3 million bonus would be paid.  The world beckoned and 

the global opportunities were plentiful.  

This career opportunity arose as if by fate – the same position was 

offered by the same employer two years previously.  He had declined 

the offer then to take up another position in his home town of Brisbane.  

His wife was 4 months pregnant at the time the offer was made - it was 

a family decision to stay in Brisbane.   

The Treasurer position of the NSW based - State Building Society 

(SBS) was offered again in Aug ’87 - for the next eight months Rudi’s 

career and life became everything anyone could ever wish for.   

In that short time frame, he accomplished history – a history that 

is still unwritten in the annals of Australian financial markets history.   

Folklore has a perception of what happened during this period – yet the 

truth of what happened is being told here for the first time.   

It was a ‘market sting’ of gigantic proportions for the period – the 

money made was un-heralded and it resulted in all types of allegations 

and corporate manoeuvring to get their hands on the money.   

This story will put the record straight - this is the first telling of 

these events in any acknowledged or detailed way.   
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Preamble: 
 

The 80’s were a time when markets around the globe were basking 

in unlimited growth and easy money.  Capital was abundant and looking 

for any hotshot who could double their money using whatever market 

that was most exploitable.   

 The Wall Street wolves dressed in Armani suits - who hide 

and lurk in shadows of regulatory speed-bumps whilst trying to hide 

from the markets glare - were now operating on street corners for 

everybody to see.  For a number of years market respect for rules or 

regulators was a sliding scale.  Whatever regulatory rules that were in 

play in the early 80’s – were now long outdated and it was now a free 

for all.  Nobody was playing by the rules anymore and nobody around 

had the ‘balls’ to turn the taps off and pull the cowboys into line.  It was 

now outlaws and bushrangers running the show and everybody was 

enjoying seeing their personal net worth improve every week.   

 This building society story happened right in the middle of 

the ’87 Financial Markets meltdown ... this ’87 crash was a mother of 

corrections that had no comparison at the time other than the 1929 

crash that led to the Great Depression. 

  During this period Financial Markets across the globe were 

looking at the abyss - not dissimilar to the more recent market horrors 

of Feb/Mar 2008.  In that post ’87 crash apocalypse capitalism was 

though to be in its death throws.  The number of market related suicides 

was rivalling those of the 1929 crash, and there was real fear 

throughout the global financial markets that Banks might collapse.  

Governments were intimidated by the event and took action – they 

flooded the markets with cheap liquid funds.  

 Lessons that should have been learnt were not and the 

markets revisited the same situation during the 2007-8 crash.  The 

reasons for the 2007-8 crash were the same poor regulatory goosy-

loosy speed bumps that would not even slow a snail.  Markets just ran 

over the regulatory bodies and still do. 

History from the ’87 crash has shown that the market recouped 

and doubled its value within a few years.  Then began the ‘golden age’ 

where all you had to do was look at an equity and it doubled in price.  

Regulators were all asleep at the wheel and living on the backhanded 

fat-wads they pocketed to keep the markets free from definitive or 

proper regulation.   

This story is not so much about the history of financial markets, 

but about the traders who operate within them.  In particular, it is Rudi’s 

story as a single trader and his battles with the market before and after 

the October ’87 crash.   

Market traders like to see themselves as ‘Gladiators’, each plying 

their skills and abilities in a trading pit that resembles the Roman 

Coliseum - it is a measure of their ego’s and self importance.   

 In market terminology, many of these traders die or ‘fall on their 

swords’ every day as the market swallows, and wipes them out.  It is a 
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free and open marketplace and they chose to enter the fray.  The clinical 

response to someone getting it wrong is swift and brutal.   

Watching a trader unwind a losing trade is the gory end of seeing 

first hand what each trader fears most when they enter this lion’s den.  

It can be both pleasurable in the sense that you have your victory, and 

sad in that any respect you had for the deposed trader, gives you the 

honest truth.   

That truth being, ‘when will it be my turn to be carried out like 

that?’   

It is a reminder of just how close to the abyss all traders walk – a 

stumble or mis-speak and their ass is grass. Only the brave, the fearless 

survive – you have to be prepared to risk it all too truly get from it what 

so few do.  Each trader has their own demons and they haunt you every 

day – you second guess every trade and fighting the urge within is a 

constant battle.  The adrenalin rush is the fix that gets you through the 

day.  When that doesn’t - work other chemical substitutes provide the 

juice needed to become brave in the face of adversity.   

Financial Markets have evolved to the point where they destroy 

more than they create.  There is only one goal among these financial 

colossuses who shift money around the globe chasing the next ‘big play’ 

- that is to make more money and increase the chip size to go onto the 

next big game.   

It is a game of brinkmanship and bluff in the true essence of a 

gambling mentality.  These major Banks and Corporations use the 

traders to make their gambles.  They treat them like drug dealers, 

knowing there is always someone else who will step up and fill any 

vacancy. 

The trader is but a puppet to the larger table controlled by Central 

Banks, Governments, and heads of major global corporations.  It is a 

matrix of collusive trading, insider knowledge, underhand payoffs, 

commission rebates, sleaze elements, and just plain dishonest bribery.   

With the inside information these elements generate,  it is easy to 

build positions that create momentum, that in turn generates panic, 

volatility and opportunity to trade into the weakness of smaller players 

who crack under the strain of financial losses.   

Rudi knows all this because it was his game plan in 1988.  He 

stood tall among his peers.  He knows this game and he can tell this 

story because he was knee deep in it.  This is his story told in absolute 

truth.  It is not a proud story - there is much that brings shame and 

disgust.  Yet, it is a story that will help him deal with the demons that 

still haunt him.    

He is not alone in this demonised existence.  Many other traders 

know it very well, and sadly, not all have survived to tell their story.   

For Rudi it is an important story - it has taken all this time for him 

to find the courage, and to be encouraged to find the will to challenge 

his demons, and re-discover the truth behind why events happened the 

way they did.  Revisiting this period of his life has been challenging.  It 

is hoped it has not been in vain. 

 ‘Balls like an Elephant’ is Rudi’s story.   

 

 


