Jumbo Jackpot
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Eyes Right

Reno, NV – What is there not to like about an airport where the arriving passenger sees slot machines before restrooms?  Priorities!   Well, that is certainly the case here at the Reno-Tahoe International Airport.
Several questions immediately come to mind.  What makes Reno-Tahoe  “international” in terms of airports?  Answer:  the occasional flight from Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada.  What type of person has the need to play the slots less than one minute after embarking from a long flight?  Answer:  apparently a lot of types, judging by many folks on my flight here from Dallas who immediately plopped on a stool in front of one of the electronic slots directly opposite the aircraft arrival ramp.
“Slot machines” has become an increasingly inaccurate term to describe the latest generation of electronic gambling devices, both here in Nevada airports and in casinos around the world.  Essentially none of these new machines accept coins, and only a few will take paper money.  It is now all plastic.  And very few have the levers which the player has to pull to start the wheels spinning.  It is now all electronic.

In fact, these new gambling devices are actually high tech video machines.  Oh, they still have all the flashing lights and distinctive sounds of the older generations of manual machines, but technology has taken over both in terms of marketing the product to the consumer, and in the actual play.  Since most of the “slots” playahs [to use the term which gamblers use] are women and/or senior citizens, many of the machines now feature popular TV games as the come-on.  For example, three of the more popular machines are based on Wheel of Fortune, I Dream of Jeanie, and The Price is Right.   There are also machines directed to those who have not quite left the “princess” phase of life.  These folks can play Princess of Paradise or The Frog Prince.  Perhaps my favorite in terms of its name has to be Kitty Glitter.  I swear this to be true.

You can now watch videos of some of your favorite TV characters while you lose money on that slot.  At the Sex and the City machines, a playah sits in front of a 10 foot high electronic console with flashing images of the five main characters from the popoular HBO series.  You insert dollar bills (up to a twenty) and receive one credit for each one cent inserted.  A dollar gets you 100 credits.  Before settling in for a long period of play on this 100 credits, you immediately notice that one play costs 50 credits.  In other words, it’s 50 cents a spin.  Of course, the playah can choose to spin four displays at once, each at 50 credits.  The result of a single spin is that images of each of the five characters go spinning by, along with photos of a pair of lavender shoes, a Manhattan cocktail, and a joker.   How one wins appears to be extremely complicated, but every few spins, lights flash announcing that one of the myriad combinations in the electronic 4 row by 5 column matrix in front of you is a winnah.  When this happens, you receive electronic credit, usually in terms of 10 to 20 credits (a.k.a., cents).  While the spinning is taking place, the theme song from Sex and the City briefly serenades the playah.   I love the way this machine is set up to pay off “jackpots.”  If you get 4 in a row of any of the same main characters from the show, there are various pay-offs.  Charlotte is apparently the low end of the totem pole, as she pays only $14.24, while Miranda pays $68.31, Samantha $76.12, Carrie $473.38, and Mr. Big $1095.10.   Presumably these payoffs reflect the different levels of popularity of the characters?  And why the weird pay-off numbers?    The only certainty is that considerable research went into the development.  
Lest one worry that it is impossible to win a jackpot at an airport slot, there is a large sign informing potential playahs that just two months ago “Bowler Strikes It Rich” with an accompanying photo showing some fellow (not in a bowling shirt) receiving a check for $10.4 million after winning the MegaBucks MegaJackpot by playing here, right at the  Reno-Tahoe International Airport.  Now that was a playah!  I wonder if he did this before he went to the bathroom?
I thought you might like to know.
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