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Chapter 9:  

The First Boston Melbourne 
Cup Day Function: 

 

It was now early November and the markets were still volatile and 

edgy.  All sorts or rumours were circulating over any number of 

Financial Institutions and the hits they had taken.  The market normally 

gets it right with these sorts of rumours.  Most times someone on the 

inside who gets retrenched or is out there looking for a change of job is 

where it starts.   

Liquidity was still awash within the system and caution was still 

very much the daily issue.  The reputation and profile of the SBS 

Treasury was growing.  More professional market dealers were prepared 

to deal directly with professional market prices.  The SBS Corporate 

profile was still intact, however there was a notable change in the way 

professional dealers rang to offer prices and ask if the SBS had market 

prices as well.  This was significant, and a sign that some of the 

Sept/Oct restructure had been noticed.  Rudi’s take was that some 

information about the restructure had filtered its way back to the 

market.  If that was creditable it could have only come from one source 

- DBSM.  As a result - there were even more invitations to market 

lunches and after market functions.   

His ‘coming out’ in professional market terms so to speak - 

happened on the 3rd November 1987.  The first Tuesday in November - 

that always means Melbourne Cup day.  

He received an invitation to attend the First Boston Marquee tent 

for the day at Randwick Racecourse.  The markets are always tame 

during the morning of Cup day as it prepares for the afternoon’s 

activities.  It is a very big market day for all the clients of Financial 

Institutions.  It is a day when all the dealers and management let their 

hair down.  You have to be low on the totem pole to draw the dealing 

desk duty on Melbourne Cup day.   

Rudi left the SBS office just before midday – he left very clear 

instructions for Michael and Sue that if anything broke, they could 

contact him on his mobile phone.  Michael - the new trainee dealer with 

all of 2 weeks dealing desk experience was looking forward to his first 

real solo stint on the desk.  Rudi wanted to give him the opportunity to 

feel some pressure.  Silently, he hoped something did happen during the 

afternoon to see how Michael responded.  Sue was going to keep a close 

eye on him from a distance.   

Betting on horses for most dealers is the same as if they were 

playing the markets with their own money.  Some are addicted to it - 

some don’t go near it - for Rudi he hadn’t had a punt in many years – 

his gig these days was to trade futures – and he did quite out of it as 

well.  On all the Melbourne Cup days he had experiences in the Market – 

the big g was the after lunch 2-Up games.  Rudi was very cashed up for 
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the days events and this day would prove to be a memorable experience 

that would stay with him forever.   

The previous Melbourne Cup days had all been loud affairs with 

lots of alcohol, loose women, and full of stories that buzzed the market 

for a week or so.  Mostly all - ‘Walk of Shame’ postings from the 

overnight hook-ups.  

This was a day when everybody wanted to be seen enjoying 

themselves and as winners.  It was all good fun and most recovered well 

and were rearing to go the following year when the entire previous 

years goings on were just a memory.   

Rudi’s day at Randwick racecourse started quietly with 

introductions to many new faces and names.  He was alert trying to 

remember all the names and faces.  He had heard of most of the names 

before and had talked on the phone with a number of them.  It was 

strange putting a face to the name and the sound of their voice.   Part of 

the trader experience is about trying to read a person over a phone line 

conversation.  Not knowing the person by sight is in some ways an 

advantage.  When you socialise with your compatriots, learning about 

their mannerisms and personality traits always adds more to the 

equation then it takes away.   

Rudi was taking all this in - he spend the first hour or so listening 

and watching the other players in the tent.  Rudi found himself sitting 

with his host – the First Boston Fixed Interest Manager named Charlie 

Calypso1.  Rudi knew Charlie when they were both trainee dealers at the 

same time in Brisbane in the early 80’s.  At the time Rudi was a trainee 

dealer with AEFC, and Charlie was with Euro Pacific.  At the time - 

Charlie’s boss was Bruce Wade, and Rudi’s boss was David Poole.   

Rudi pondered that period as they sat and talked –he recalled an 

event during the period and asked himself - ‘does Charlie still remember 

the deal that caused our bosses to get on the phones to try and sort out 

the mess.’ 

 The memory of the deal was foremost in Rudi’s thoughts as their 

conversation ticked along.  The deal was a normal Trainee stuff-up 

where Charlie got the big figure wrong on a short term Bank Bill deal he 

was trying to sell, (i.e. 12.5% instead of 11.5%).   

When Rudi heard the price, he was a little surprised – he knew 

where the market yield was and when he heard Charlie’s quote - he 

knew that Charlie had made a mistake.  Rudi asked him to check his 

price and volume and when he came back with the same yield and 

volume Rudi closed the deal.   

Sure enough, about 10 minutes later, Bruce Wade called and 

spoke with Rudi and said there had been a mistake and he wanted to fix 

it.  The dollar value involved was about a $2500 difference - so it was 

not small change – not in those days anyway.  Rudi’s discussion with 

Bruce was brief and he relayed to him his versions of events.  

Rudi was sure of himself - in his mind he had done all the right 

things.  At the end of the conversation - Bruce asked to speak with 

Rudi’s boss, David Poole.   

                                           
1 Name change applied, is now deceased. 



© 2011 Chapter 9 – Balls Like an Elephant …  

3 | P a g e  

 

David indicated that Rudi should stay on the line.  Rudi had 

already told David about the deal with some sort of pride in that he had 

made a ‘steal’ so to speak.   

David’s response at the time was, ‘we’ll see’. 

The end outcome was fair all round when David let Charlie off the 

deal because of his trainee status.  This story had an interesting 

anecdote a few years later when Charlie had been in Sydney for a period 

after transferring from Brisbane.  He was again back in Brisbane 

relieving on the Euro Pacific treasury desk.  The same error situation 

happened again over another short term Bank Bill deal.  Charlie offered 

Rudi a price where he again got the big figure wrong.  Rudi had also 

moved on and was now a trader with the Lloyds Treasury operation in 

Brisbane.   

Rudi asked him again to check his price and he again quoted the 

wrong price.  Right at that moment, Rudi had an epiphany - it was as if 

time stood still for a few moments.  A replay of the incident that had 

happened a few years earlier was going through his mind.   He was 

trying to make a conscious decision whether Charlie had already had his 

one shot at a ‘let off’ - or if Rudi should just tell him that he got his 

quote wrong.   

The epiphany was over as quickly as it began and Rudi slammed 

the door on the deal.  He said to himself that if Charlie came back with 

cap in hand when he realised his mistake, Rudi would deal with it then 

and most probably let him off.  Charlie never rang back and that was 

the end of it - or so Rudi thought.    

Rudi waited for Charlie’s call and when it did not come, he felt like 

an absolute goose.  He spent the balance of the day thinking about the 

deal and whether he had done the right thing.   

There was not a lot of money involved - $600 or $700 - but to 

Rudi it was the principal involved.  Rudi thought he learnt more from 

that incident about dealer etiquette than he had learnt in all his time in 

the market up to that point.   

All this was replaying in Rudi’s mind as he sat across from Charlie 

listening to his updated resume, and his current involvement in the 

Fixed Interest Markets with First Boston.  Charlie was quite full of him 

self - and was making quite a case for his self-aggrandising.  Rudi was 

suitably impressed and was learning all the time Charlie was talking.   

By mid afternoon Charlie had had a bit to drink – he was leading 

his boys in the first of the 2-Up games for the afternoon - there were 

about a dozen starters.  The horse races were forgotten and this was to 

become a bit of elmano on elmano type event – egos were exposed and 

the ladies were in there as well.  The room divided to the Heads and 

Tails corners and the call was out for a Spinner.   

The guys tried to get this gorgeous brunette to do the honours - 

she was part of Charlie’s dealing team and she was dressed as all 

women do on Melbourne Cup day - she wanted to be noticed and she 

was successful in that endeavour.    

She accepted the challenge and needed to be coached how to put 

some flair into her spins.  It was all pretty tame stuff and within a half 

hour or so the party seemed to lose its hype and players started to 

meander off.  The Melbourne Cup was the next race and people began 

to leave the tent to see the TV’s screens showing the horses parading.   
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Charlie and Rudi went back to sit at the table and the conversation 

reversed to talk about the old days back in Brisbane.   

Charlie was first to talk about the two deals in Brisbane where he 

got the big figure wrong - Rudi knew then and there that Charlie he had 

been thinking about those deals all the time He had been thinking about 

them.  

They hedged around the deals without throwing rights or wrongs 

and they ended up playing their own intimate game of coin toss.  Charlie 

was a Heads man and Rudi had always been a Tails man.  They were 

matched on opposite sides of the coin and it was now just a matter of 

the stakes - and who would toss the first coin.  They started at $100 a 

toss and the winner would continue to toss until they lost.   

Rudi’s theory on coin tossing at the time was quite specific.  He 

believe and had proved to his own satisfaction that a 20c piece had a 

distinct advantage to land tail side down when tossed with the tail side 

up.  So for him it was a case of catching the coin and then turning it 

over and placing it on the back of his hand to show a tail.   

When playing two-up at previous Melbourne functions, this 

practice was useless as there were two coins used – they were spun 

with a twist and flip as opposed to a thumb flip.  They were also setup 

as a head and a tail showing before they were flipped - there was also 

the landing on the floor and the physics of that impact.  There was very 

little control in assessing the results in that type of spin – and in 

addition the Spinners were always changing.  

This one-on-one with Charlie was the perfect scenario to test out 

his theory.  Charlie started the toss and he won the first few throws.  

Rudi was paying attention to see how he placed the coin before he 

flipped - he noticed there was no consistency in how Charlie placed the 

coin ahead of his flip.  

Rudi won the fifth thrown with his tail call - with that win he was 

down $300.   

He proceeded to put into practice his theory and did it as discreetly 

as possible.  Charlie show no interest in how Rudi was placing the coin 

on his thumb and he proceeded to throw eight tail spins in a row.  Rudi 

was now up $500 and Charlie was pretty pissed at the run of tails.  They 

settled the $500 and agreed to have a break – they refreshed their 

drinks - put their coins away and mingled at little to watch the big race. 

A half hour later Charlie was again talking and chiding Rudi over 

the money he lost.  He wanted to win his money back and suggested 

one throw - double of nothing.   Rudi agreed and thought the odds were 

well in his favour as long as he tossed the coin - Charlie agreed and he 

lost again.   

He was now more pissed at the run of ‘tails’ and immediately said, 

‘fuck Rudi, nine tails in a row, I want to go again.’   

Rudi agreed and said, ‘yes’. 

Charlie lost again and was now into Rudi for another $1000.   

Charlie advised he did not have the cash on him but he would send 

Rudi a cheque first thing in the morning.  Rudi never contemplated that 

Charlie would default on the bet and accepted the terms.  With that 

Charlie again wanted more and Rudi paused to consider the situation.   
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What was his downside as compared to his upside?  A few 

interested bystanders were now watching and enjoying the action – they 

were egging Rudi on to accept and Charlie was also geeing up the 

bystanders.  Charlie was the host and Rudi felt obliged – it was now 

becoming more that just a coin toss to Charlie and to some of the other 

parties’ mingling around.  

 Rudi asked Charlie, ‘you sure that you wanted to do this.’ 

Rudi reminded him that he had just thrown 10 tails in a row.  

Charlie was a little aggressive but it was the booze more than anything - 

Charlie drew the debate to his salary and how he was earning a fortune 

and was quite well off financially.   

Rudi took the bait thinking that the worst result was he would win 

the $500 he already had in his pocket.  The stakes were again ‘double or 

nothing’.   

Rudi threw another tail and still Craig wanted another go.  It was 

now all down to ego for Craig - and losing the battle in front of his fellow 

dealers did not help ease his mood.   

Rudi agreed to one more go but would only allow it for a $1000 – 

Charlie protested but finally agreed.  Another tail showed and Charlie 

now owed Rudi $3000.   

Charlie was fuming and it had all just happened like that.   

Rudi said ‘no more’ - and was becoming a little embarrassed at all 

the attention focused on them.   

Rudi felt good at just having won a total of $3500 and there was 

the next function to go to where there was going to be more two-up 

being played.   

The day began to wind up and guests were making their way to 

the taxi ranks.  Charlie caught Rudi up and put his arm around his 

shoulder and he apologised for the way he was carrying on. 

Rudi suspected it was all an act - and what Charlie really wanted 

was another crack at getting his money back.  Rudi pretended 

indifference to the situation - he was a winner and all he could think 

about was how he had this guy on the hook and whether he should give 

Charlie another crack to get himself out, or let him dig himself in 

deeper.   

Rudi agreed on the condition that the spin would be for $2000.  

Charlie accepted and put his own condition that there be a second spin 

for the same amount.  Rudi was aware that the run of ‘tails’ had to end 

sometime and was hopeful that if it happened it would be on the second 

spin if there was one – that way they would break square on this little 

‘chase’.   

They both agreed to each other’s terms and Rudi spun another 

tails.   

Charlie cursed and smiled that fake smile Rudi had been seeing all 

afternoon.   

Quickly Charlie said, ‘OK, let’s go again,’ and the same result came 

up.   

Another $4000 just chipped its way into Rudi’s pocket.  Rudi was a 

cool $7500 better off for the day and he had not even bet on a horse.   
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Craig was livid but was in control - for the record Kensei won the 

Melbourne Cup in 1987.   

These final coin tosses were done in private and there were no 

witnesses.  Charlie shook Rudi’s hand after they were done – he said he 

would send over a cheque in the morning.   

Rudi thanked him for the invite and the great day.  They walked 

away in opposite directions and Rudi had a prickling feeling running up 

his spine as he felt Charlie’s glare on his back.   

Rudi turned and sure enough - Charlie was still standing where 

Rudi left him - he was staring straight back at  Rudi.  Rudi knew at that 

point that they would cross swords again someday. 

. 

 


