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The	Party
Richard	stood	at	the	entrance	to	the	ballroom,	the	scene	of	the	holiday	party,

straightened	his	bow	tie	for	perhaps	the	thirtieth	time	that	hour,	stretched	his	lanky	six	foot
two	frame,	and	sighed.	These	affairs	were	much	too	dull	and	ridiculously	tiresome.	He
itched	to	be	at	the	Cray	450	that	firm	had	recently	presented	to	him.	Word	was	that	Equity
Associates	had	shelled	out	nearly	a	million	bucks	for	the	ultra-fast	thoroughbred	machine
just	so	he	could	refine	his	financial	analytic	equations.	The	discoveries	of	the	last	few
months	had	excited	even	him.	He	could	feel	the	smoothness	of	the	keyboard	beneath	his
fingers	and	the	rush	from	the	powerful	humming	of	the	machine.	The	Cray’s	central
processing	unit	was	a	seemingly	intuitive	creature	that	anticipated	what	he	wanted	before
he	was	certain	of	it	himself..	He	felt	a	little	rise	in	his	groin,	a	catch	in	his	throat,	maybe	he
could	get	back	to	the	Cray	tonight	after	the	party.	But	this	affair	was	a	requirement	of	his
position	at	the	firm	and	an	occupational	hazard;	of	course	there	was	also	the	fact	that	he
was	the	guest	of	honor.

He	stepped	down	the	few	stairs	to	the	main	ballroom	floor	and	began	to	circulate
among	the	canapes,	fancy	ice	sculptures,	and	exotic	dips.	Across	the	room,	he	spotted
Rachel.	She	was	wearing	an	ice	blue	dress	cut	to	reveal	her	best	attributes	including	long
slender	legs	and	an	ample	decolletage.	Her	long	auburn	hair	that	usually	reached	to	her
shoulders	was	done	up	in	a	way	that	was	off	her	neck	and	would	have	found	attractive
were	he	more	interested.	He	had	never	seen	her	formally	attired,	used	to	her	business	suits
and	blouses	around	the	office	and	he	had	to	admit	that	the	effect	was	striking.	If	only	he
had	not	had	his	work.

She	spotted	him	and	weaved	her	way	through	the	trays	of	food	and	drink	in	his
direction.	He	headed	towards	the	bar	to	delay	a	few	more	seconds	but	she	caught	him
halfway	across	the	room.

“You	look	great,”	She	raised	her	eyebrows	slightly	when	she	smiled	in	a	way	that
Richard	found	most	annoying.	He	noticed	a	subtle	flare	of	her	nostrils	that	betrayed	a	hint
of	sexual	excitement.	Was	that	a	swelling	of	her	breasts	or	was	she	breathing	just	a	little
more	deeply	than	usual?

“Thank	you,”	Richard	accepted	the	compliment	with	a	slight	shrug.	Women	had
always	found	him	attractive.	He	was	the	classic	example	of	the	cliché	that	first
impressions	can	be	incorrect	because	he	looked	like	a	television	anchor.	His	world	class
intellect	was	housed	in	a	ruggedly	handsome	frame	with	broad	shoulders	and	well
muscled	torso.	He	had	heard	women	say	that	when	his	blue	eyes	were	difficult	to
disengage	when	on	“full	power”.	His	thick,	jet-black	hair	had	always	been	unruly	so	he
favored	combing	it	straight	back	like	a	movie	star	whose	name	he	couldn’t	recall.	His
facial	contour	was	well	defined,	full	lips	and	well	placed	eyebrows,	the	full	effect	being
European,	a	product	of	his	French	and	Italian	descent.

“You	come	here	often?”	Rachel	giggled	self	consciously	at	her	joke.

Richard	sighed,	“Really	funny.	I	guess	I	should	say	that	you	look	pretty	nice	tonight.”

“Not	if	you	don’t	mean	it.”	Rachel	took	a	step	back	to	allow	him	to	appreciate	the
glamorous	outfit	that	she	had	spent	hours	putting	together.	What	did	it	take	to	get	this	man



going?

“You’ve	got	that	pout	on	your	face,	again.”	Richard	said	with	more	than	a	hint	of
practiced	insouciance.

“What	does	that	mean?”	Rachel	raised	her	eyebrows.	This	is	all	she	gets	for	all	of	her
preparation?

“That	pout	that	means	I’m	not	getting	my	way.	I	see	it	all	the	time	around	the	office,”
he	added	with	a	low	tone	of	cynicism.

Rachel	rolled	her	eyes	with	the	burden	of	keeping	the	conversation	light,	“You	know,
Richard,	some	people	think	you	are	kind	of	stand-offish	and	I’m	beginning	to	see	why.
Why	don’t	you	loosen	up	a	bit?”

It	was	Richard’s	turn	to	roll	his	eyes.	He	imitated	her	voice	mannerisms,	“Well,	you
know,	Rach,	there	are	a	lot	of	people	in	this	firm	kind	of	counting	on	me	to	be	at	the	top	of
my	game.	So,	maybe	my	performance	is	what	counts	and	not	what	people	think	of	me.
And	in	fact,	I	don’t	spend	a	lot	of	time	worrying	about	what	other	people	are	saying	or
thinking	about	me,	unlike	some	of	us.”	He	dragged	out	the	last	few	syllables	for	effect	and
observed	for	the	result.

Rachel	narrowed	her	eyes	and	snapped	her	head	forward,	stung	for	the	moment,
“That’s	not	what	I	meant	and	you	know	it,	a	person	can	be	career	driven	and	focused
without	acting	like	a	total	jerk.”

Richard	smiled,	what	these	people	didn’t	know	about	the	power	of	an	intellect.	“Other
people’s	perceptions	mean	nothing	to	me.	I	only	know	what	works	for	me	and	I	don’t
intend	to	change.	I	just	don’t	care.”

Rachel	studied	Richard’s	face	to	be	certain	that	he	meant	what	he	said.	She	had	never
known	another	person	like	him.	Richard	actually	seemed	to	enjoy	insulting	people.	Why
was	she	wasting	time	with	him?	“You	know	what?	I	kind	of	like	it	when	you	do	that
snarky,	bitter	kind	of	indifferent	thing.	Do	you	practice	that	or	does	it	come	naturally?”
She	looked	directly	into	his	deep	blue	eyes.

Richard	shrugged	dismissively	“Exactly.”	He	looked	away.

Rachel	shivered.	“Well,	anyway,	congratulations.”

“Thank	you,”	he	said	coyly.	“It	was	nothing.”

“Nothing?”	She	blinked,	“You	pretty	much	single-handedly	dragged	Equity	Associates
into	the	top	tier,	which	kept	paychecks	coming	for	hundreds	of	families.”

“Just	doing	my	job.”

“You	don’t	get	it	do	you?”	Rachel	placed	her	thumb	and	forefinger	on	her	eyelids	and
closed	them.	She	was	getting	a	headache.	Last	week	Richard	had	been	profiled	on	the
front	page	of	the	Times’	business	section	as	the	boy	genius,	his	career	track	compared	to
those	of	stars	like	Bill	Gates	and	Peter	Lynch.	A	full	length	top	of	the	fold	picture	in	an
Armani	suit	and	double	folded	silk	tie.	He	had	looked	good	enough	to	eat.	“You’re	the
next	big	thing,	you’re	what	everybody	around	here	wants	to	be.”	She	felt	like	shaking	him
to	squeeze	some	emotion	out	of	him.



“I’m	not	into	that	crap,	it	means	nothing	to	me.	It’s	just	a	job.”

“Okay,	have	it	your	way.”	Rachel	turned	as	the	music	swelled	from	the	stage.

“I	think	they	need	me	up	there”

“Yeah,”	Rachel	shook	her	head	and	watched	as	Richard	wound	his	way	through	the
decorated	tables	toward	the	elevated	platform	at	the	front	of	the	room	that	served	as	a
stage.	“You	are	one	strange	creature.”

There	were	at	least	a	thousand	people	in	the	Grand	Ballroom	of	the	Trump	Plaza	hotel.
All	two	hundred	and	fifty	of	the	New	York	City	Equity	Associates	analysts	were	there
along	with	most	of	their	support	staff.	As	she	moved	through	the	crowd,	Rachel	saw	only
a	few	women	who	were	not	obviously	employed	by	the	company,	evidence	that	the
lifestyle	of	a	rising	corporate	banker	did	not	leave	any	time	for	spouses	or	families.	She
saw	a	few	people	she	knew	vaguely	from	around	the	office	but	didn’t	approach	them	for
fear	she	would	spend	the	evening	talking	about	P/E	ratios	and	dividend	to	earnings
multipliers.	She	had	learned	early	in	her	time	with	the	firm	that	most	of	the	men	were
dreadfully	boring	and	the	women	soulless	grinds.	A	lot	of	days	she	went	to	work	thinking
that	she	did	not	belong	on	“The	Street.”

Rachel	wandered	closer	to	the	front	of	the	ballroom	dominated	by	an	enormous	plasma
screen	hung	on	the	wall.	In	front	of	that	was	a	gaggle	of	media	types;	Rachel	recognized	at
least	one	popular	television	personality	with	his	own	cable	business	show.	An	impressive
ice	sculpture	in	the	shape	of	the	company	logo	and	fifty	feet	of	hors	d’	oeuvres	and
champagne	sat	in	the	center	of	the	room.	Later	there	would	be	a	sit	down	dinner	for	all	of
the	guests	and	presumably	more	expensive	wine	and	drinks.	A	stack	of	plaques	and
pictures	occupied	a	dais	directly	in	front	of	the	plasma	screen.	In	the	middle	of	the
arrangement	was	a	large	plaque	proclaiming	Wall	Street’s	“Man	of	the	Year.”

Rachel	grabbed	a	seat	near	the	front	and	found	herself	sitting	at	a	table	with	a	couple
of	first	year	associates	from	media	who	could	not	stop	talking	about	how	good	the	food
was	especially	since	it	was	free.	The	guy	on	her	right	kept	trying	to	look	down	the	front	of
her	dress	and	seemed	incapable	of	putting	together	a	coherent	sentence.	Finally,	the	lights
dimmed	as	the	program	started,	allowing	her	to	settle	gratefully	in	her	seat	in	the
semidarkness.

“Ladies	and	gentlemen,”	a	recorded	voice	intoned	from	the	semicircular	stage	area.
“Tonight	we	honor	those	who	have	given	the	most	to	our	company,	the	backbone	of	our
endeavor,	those	among	us	who	have	starred	in	the	field	and	made	us	all	proud.	Tonight	we
recognize	our	future	leaders	and	luminaries	who	will	lead	our	company	into	the	Twenty
First	Century.”	There	was	a	pause,	“and	now	I	give	you,	the	president	of	Equity
Associates,	William	Friedman.”

William	Wilson	Friedman	the	Third	left	his	table	in	the	front	row	and	bounded	onto
the	stage.	The	room	erupted	in	applause	for	the	man	who	was	well	on	his	way	to	making
them	all	multi-millionaires.	The	ovation	lasted	several	minutes	and	would	have	run	longer
had	not	Friedman	made	a	concerted	effort	to	quiet	the	crowd.	“Good	evening,	ladies	and
gentlemen,	and	I	do	mean	a	great	evening	because	we	have	plenty	to	celebrate	tonight.	It
has	been	a	very	productive	year	for	Equity	Associates,	and	we,	that	is	you	and,	I	have	set
several	benchmarks	along	the	way	that	promise	to	stand	for	a	very	long	time.”	He	paused



for	a	perfectly	time	beat,	then	continued	with	a	grin,	“At	least	until	we	set	new	ones	next
year.”	The	applause	started	again	amidst	dreams	of	Porsches	and	summer	homes	in	the
Hamptons.

Friedman	waited	until	quiet	had	returned	and	then	introduced	a	short	film	that
encapsulated	all	of	EA’s	accomplishments	for	that	year.	Then,	the	huge	television	monitor
lit	up	and	was	filled	with	the	recognizable	face	of	a	feature	movie	star,	a	good	friend	of
Friedman’s,	who	would	be	the	video	host	as	the	first	awards	of	the	evening	were
introduced.	Rachel	was	seriously	impressed;	the	company	had	gone	all	out	to	get	this	kind
of	talent.

The	film	star	called	each	recipient	to	the	stage	by	name	and	awarded	twenty	plaques
representing	a	bonus	of	one	hundred	and	fifty	thousand	dollars	for	achievements	that
ranged	from	best	research	assistant	to	outstanding	bond	trader.	Each	of	them	smiled	and
returned	to	their	tables	with	high	fives	and	congratulations	all	around.	As	the	evening
lengthened	Rachel	noticed	that	the	crowd	grew	more	restive	as	the	culminating	event
neared.	She	scanned	the	room	for	Richard	and	located	him	at	one	of	the	head	tables.	He
sat	impassively,	not	appearing	to	be	savoring	the	delicious	honor	that	would	soon	come	his
way.	He	looked	as	if	he	could	erupt	any	second.

After	the	applause	died	for	the	twenty	awardees,	Friedman	again	took	the	stage	and
introduced	the	editor	of	the	Wall	Street	Journal,	the	sponsor	of	the	broker	of	the	year
award.	“Thank	you	William,	and	thank	you	for	having	me	at	this	wonderful	gala.	Like
everything	that	Equity	Associates	does,	it	is	first	class.”	Applause	filled	the	room	again	for
at	least	a	minute	before	he	could	continue.	“Now	it	is	my	distinct	pleasure	to	introduce	the
final	award	of	the	evening	with	this	short	film	about	the	stockbroker	of	the	year	award.	It
is	no	secret	that	this	has	been	a	difficult	year	for	the	market	and	the	world	economy.	That
makes	what	Equity	Associates	accomplished	during	the	last	twelve	months	even	more
startling.	A	return	on	equity	that	was	not	only	the	best	in	the	world	this	year	but,”	he
paused	for	emphasis,	“a	performance	that	was	the	all-time	best	since	we	began	keeping
these	records	nearly	a	hundred	years	ago.”	This	statement	received	a	standing	ovation.

Rachel	tried	to	make	eye	contact	with	Richard	from	across	the	room	but	could	read
nothing	in	his	face.	She	had	never	met	anyone	like	him	on	the	Street.	She	had	known
brilliant	and	she	had	known	self-possessed,	but	never	had	she	seen	both	in	a	person	who
appeared	to	be	as	unhappy	as	Richard.	His	life	really	didn’t	seem	to	exist	outside	the
confines	of	his	Ivy	League	education	and	his	job	description.	She	really	couldn’t	tell	if	he
was	happy	or	miserable,	descriptive	that	did	not	seem	to	apply	to	him.	It	left	her	more	than
a	little	uneasy	when	she	was	in	his	company.

The	WSJ	editor	finished	with	his	congratulatory	remarks	and	introduced	yet	another
video.	The	lights	dimmed	again	and	the	monitor	was	fired	up.	Rachel	recognized	the	voice
of	the	actor	who	now	narrated	a	video	documentary	that	summarized	the	achievements	of
Equity	Associates	for	the	year.

A	long	shot	of	the	“bathtub,”	the	footprint	of	the	World	Trade	Center	twin	towers	filled
the	screen	while	the	narrator	described	the	events	of	9/11.	During	the	summer	of	2001,
Equity	Associates	was	a	young	firm	striving	for	the	top	and	just	beginning	to	enjoy	the
first	trappings	of	success	in	the	financial	industry.	Symbolic	of	this	was	the	move	of	two



hundred	of	their	employees	into	newly	renovated	offices	on	the	110th	floor	of	World	Trade
Center	2.	W.	W.	Friedman	Senior	and	his	son,	W.W.	Jr.,	known	affectionately	on	the	street
as	WWI	and	WWII,	with	collectively	eighty	five	years	business	experience	between	them,
led	their	five	year	old	firm	into	their	new	digs	on	Monday,	September	10th.	Full	of
anticipation	and	excitement,	they	promised	each	other	that	they	would	all	arrive	early	the
next	day	to	start	their	new	life.	By	seven	o’clock	the	next	morning,	they	were	all	in	place
and	ready	to	go.

The	next	few	minutes	of	the	short	film	were	devoted	to	pictures	and	short	biographies
of	the	people	who	had	died	in	the	fiery	aftermath	of	the	worst	attack	on	United	States
citizens	since	Pearl	Harbor.

William	Wilson	Friedman	the	Third	took	the	reins	of	the	company	during	a	period	of
retrenchment	that	lasted	eighteen	months	and	threatened	hundreds	of	families	with
insolvency	and	ruin.	The	last	quarter	of	2002	and	the	first	quarter	of	2003	saw	the
company	post	unprecedented	losses	that	brought	it	to	the	brink	of	bankruptcy.	It	was
widely	expected	that	Equity	Associates	would	close	its	doors	for	good	by	the	middle	of
2003,	another	casualty	of	the	World	Trade	Center	destruction.

In	March	of	2003,	WW	the	Third	hired	a	recent	Ivy	League	graduate	he	had	met	in	a
Wall	Street	bar,	Richard	Anthony	Marks.

The	last	segment	of	the	documentary	explained	to	triumphant	music	how	Equity
Associates	had	risen	like	the	phoenix	from	the	ashes.	Gradually	picking	up	steam	through
the	third	and	fourth	quarters	of	2003,	2004	had	been	a	breakout	year	for	the	company.
Week	after	week,	EA	had	posted	record	numbers	that	had	astonished	even	old	time	market
watchers	and	analysts.	It	seemed	as	if	every	call	the	company	made	turned	into	millions	of
dollars	in	profits,	each	trade	and	position	appeared	to	result	in	maximum	capital
appreciation.	The	revenue	stream	had	grown	to	hundreds	of	millions	of	dollars	by	the	time
some	noticed	the	force	that	was	responsible	for	EA’s	extraordinary	winning	streak.	It	was
the	young	Richard	Marks,	who	as	First	Executive	Vice	President	in	charge	of	trading,	was
uncannily	positioning	the	company	with	unerring	accuracy.	He	seemed	to	never	make	a
mistake	and	during	the	third	quarter	many	financial	industry	analysts	took	note.	By	the
end	of	the	year,	he	had	become	the	darling	of	Wall	Street,	riding	a	winning	streak	that	was
without	precedent	in	the	history	of	the	financial	services	industry.

Suddenly,	Richard’s	face	filled	the	ceiling	high	screen.	“If	you	think	about	the	stock
market,	with	its	hundred	thousand	brokers,	maybe	twenty	percent	of	them	working	here	on
the	Street,	and	the	trillions	of	dollars	in	commerce	that	is	literally	flying	through	the	air;
you	begin	to	understand	why	this	is	the	perfect	place	to	play.	The	information	that	drives
this	engine	is	just	hanging	out	there	waiting	to	be	accessed	by	the	right	individual	at	the
right	time.	So	even	though	it	seems	like	an	incredibly	difficult	and	complex	business,	it
comes	down	to	one	thing,	being	able	to	tap	into	the	information	flow	more	quickly	than
the	next	guy.	That	in	itself	confers	an	incredible	advantage	and	that’s	what	I	do	best.”

The	actor	intoned	over	a	long	view	of	Wall	Street.	“Flash	in	the	pan	or	not,	Equity
Associates	has	established	itself	as	a	serious	player	in	only	three	years.	Not	content	to
allow	more	traditional	rivals	to	play	catch	up,	EA	has	take	steps	to	maintain	its	lead	in	the
industry	by	pioneering	new	methods	to	acquire,	distribute,	and	sell	financial	products.



While	not	expected	to	immediately	change	the	way	that	the	consumer	invests,	these
experiments	have	convinced	EA	management	that	the	Internet	is	a	vital	new	way	to	bring
in	new	customers	and	to	market	itself.”

WW	the	Third	bounced	back	on	stage	to	thunderous	applause.	It	was	five	minutes
before	he	could	speak.	“Our	biggest	challenge	after	9/11	was	to	honor	the	memory	of
those	in	our	family.”	He	paused	for	a	moment	and	lowered	his	voice,	“And	yes	they	were
our	family,	that	we	lost	in	that	terrible	tragedy.	We	pay	homage	to	them	tonight,	more	than
three	years	later	as	more	evidence	that	we	will	never	forget.”	Cheers	of	approval	met	those
words	and	again	it	was	a	few	minutes	before	he	could	continue.	WW	stood	with	his	arms
outstretched,	palms	down,	to	quiet	the	crowd	before	he	continued.	“We	persevered
through	that	terrible	time	by	remembering	the	basic	values	that	my	grandfather	and	father
instilled	throughout	this	company.	Before	they	perished,	they	taught	us	that	there	was	no
better	business	strategy	than	taking	good	care	of	each	other.	For	them,	business	was
simple,	help	your	coworker	to	succeed	and	the	net	effect	becomes	much	more	than	the
sum	of	its	parts.	They	lived	by	the	principle	that	when	any	one	of	us	succeeds	we	all
succeed.	We	are	all	responsible	for	each	other,	it	is	an	old	fashioned	concept	and	some
would	say	entirely	too	corny,	but	we	ought	to	be	like	family.”	He	paused	and	looked
around	the	room	and	then	continued	in	a	softer	more	gentle	voice,	“we	owe	them	a	great
deal,	and	it	is	a	debt	that	we	have	to	work	at	paying	off	every	day.”

“And	we	have	thrived	the	last	two	years	with	a	combination	of	perspicacity	and	just
plain	hard	work.	My	father	and	grandfather	also	taught	us	that	and	I	intend	to	foster	those
values	for	the	rest	of	my	time	in	this	company.	Now,	as	if	to	prove	that	my	granddad	and
dad	were	completely	correct,	it	is	my	great	pleasure	to	present	the	last	award	of	the
evening.”

WW	went	to	the	table	and	reached	for	a	large	ornate	plaque,	trimmed	in	gold	and	dark
cherry	wood.	“This	is	a	special	award	that	has	a	long	history	in	this	business.	It	was	first
handed	out	to	Stan	Merrill	nearly	fifty	years	ago	and	its	lineage	can	be	traced	down
through	every	financial	industry	giant	that	has	worked	on	the	Street.	The	roster	of
awardees	is	very	select	indeed.	Tonight	that	roster	is	increased	by	one	of	our	own.	So
without	further	ado,	I	present	to	you	the	Wall	Street	Journal’s	broker	of	the	year,	Richard
Marks.”

Rachel	watched	Richard	trudge	dutifully	to	the	podium	to	receive	his	award.	Lord,
does	the	guy	ever	enjoy	anything?	Awkwardly	he	stood	on	stage,	obviously	uncomfortable
at	being	thrust	into	the	spotlight	as	the	center	of	attention.	Rachel	sighed.	How	could	he	be
so	lacking	and	disconnected	in	the	social	graces	outside	the	office?	And	why	was	she	so
attracted	to	him?

“The	entire	staff	of	the	Journal,	from	the	executive	editor’s	suite	down	to	the	guys	on
the	loading	docks,	is	proud	to	present	this	award	to	you	Richard,	for	your	record	setting
performance	last	year.	You	join	a	distinguished	line	of	former	winners	that	have	gone	on
to	long	and	extraordinary	careers.	Congratulations.”	The	editor	of	the	Wall	Street	Journal
shook	Richard’s	visibly	trembling	hand.

He	mumbled	“thank	you,”	into	the	microphone	and	quickly	disappeared	from	the
spotlight.



Stunned	momentarily,	the	gathering	did	not	react	until	WW	the	Third	began	to	clap.
The	sound	of	his	hands	coming	together	resonated	through	the	room	until	he	was	joined
by	the	rest	of	the	crowd	as	the	applause	swept	from	front	to	back.	Rachel	belatedly	joined
in,	wondering	anew	at	what	she	did	not	understand.



Chapter	1
Richard	walked	through	Battery	Park,	tie	askew,	head	down,	walking	off	the	fight	or

flight	response	triggered	by	the	evening’s	festivities.	He	had	no	place	to	go,	was	not
tempted	by	Rachel’s	invitation	to	come	out	with	her	and	continue	the	gala	evening.	She
had	simply	shrugged	and	smiled.	Richard	thought	that	other	men	would	find	her	attractive,
but	did	not	understand	his	own	reaction	to	her.

This	was	a	moment	that	he	had	coveted	for	as	long	as	he	could	remember.	Tomorrow
he	would	go	to	work	in	his	new	corner	office	as	the	fastest	rising	star	on	Wall	Street.	The
press	would	work	itself	into	a	lather	over	his	selection	as	stockbroker	of	the	year,	articles
chronicling	his	achievements	would	appear	in	every	major	financial	magazine.	He	would
get	the	cover	of	Forbes,	perhaps	be	named	one	of	their	“100	most	influential	people.”	He
would	have	to	find	an	agent	to	help	him	sort	through	the	dozens	of	book	proposals	that
would	pour	in	from	major	publishing	houses.

The	telephone	would	ring	off	the	hook	with	good	wishes	from	colleagues	and	more
than	one	entrepreneur	looking	to	cash	in	on	his	hard	earned	fame.	Others	would	call
looking	to	sell	him	something,	a	new	car,	maybe	a	Porsche	or	a	summer	home	in	the
Hamptons.	And	there	would	be	women,	some	simply	wanting	to	be	seen	around	the	town
with	the	new	darling	of	Wall	Street	and	some	wanting	only	another	notch	on	their
bedposts.

By	next	week,	his	life	will	have	changed	forever.

He	walked	through	the	night,	strangely	alone	with	his	thoughts.	There	had	been	very
few	times	during	the	last	month	that	he	could	slow	the	speed	of	his	mind	enough	to	do
some	logical	thinking.	The	flip	side	of	this	was	that	he	would	now	be	under	tremendous
pressure	to	perform.	He	would	have	less	personal	time	with	the	Cray	450	and	that	would
hurt.	He	would	have	to	extend	his	hours	with	the	superfast	computer.	As	for	his	actual
personal	life,	he	had	not	had	one	for	so	long	that	he	wouldn’t	miss	that.

He	had	inadvertently	turned	toward	the	apartment	he	called	home.	He	lived	in	a
renovated	bank	building,	the	lobby	a	melange	of	sterile	polished	marble	and	rich	cherry
wood.	It	looked	less	like	an	apartment	building	than	some	type	of	institutional	trading
house	or	maybe	an	ornate	old	style	bank.	He	unlocked	the	door	and	pushed	his	way	into
the	dark	and	quiet.	Once	he	closed	the	door	the	thick	walls	allowed	no	sound	from	the
outside	world	to	penetrate.	He	thought	some	of	grabbing	a	coke	from	the	refrigerator	but
decided	to	lie	down	instead.	Lately,	he	had	been	spending	all	his	time	away	from	work	in
bed,	most	of	the	time	not	even	bothering	to	turn	on	the	lights.

For	a	moment	he	thought	some	of	heading	over	to	the	office	where	his	Cray	450	stood
at	idle	but	then	thought	better	of	it.	He	would	have	to	answer	all	kinds	of	questions	about
his	award	and	he	didn’t	feel	up	to	it	right	at	the	moment.

Then	the	Wall	Street	Journal’s	stockbroker	of	the	year,	fully	clothed,	lied	back	on	his
bed	and	closed	his	eyes	hoping	for	sleep.
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