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Clerk



As she was getting out of bed I could see her nipples, which was the whole reason I got with her in the first place, but I also had this accompanying sense of dread, as I felt her mass, her presence, like, WHO ARE YOU and HOW THE FUCK DID YOU GET HERE, and now she’s up, walking, in the bathroom, closing the door, and it suddenly occurred to me that I had never actually heard a girl pee before, and it was really fucking loud, like it was raining really hard outside or something, kind of like this old friend I had whose brother was in the Military Honor Guard in D.C., and he used to have to do all these funerals in Arlington, and he said he’d be standing there, and the riderless horse would start pissing everywhere, all over the pavement, and it was the same sound, it would sound like it was raining really hard outside, and it was all he could do to not start cracking up in the middle of the goddamn funeral. So here I’m listening to her pee and it’s not funny at all, I’ve had girlfriends and even one night stands and they’ve had the courtesy or at least the dexterity to aim it at the side of the bowl so they didn’t make this huge racket. I’m betting that all my roommates are hearing this. This wasn’t what I had in mind when I met her, I was walking from A to B on the exchange floor, and she was walking from C to D, and it was impossible not to notice her, she looked like some giant overripe something, bouncing and bobbling and smelling great and hair and holy shit I about had a heart attack, yeah, she was a little overweight, but in all the right places, and she looked part Mexican or something, I was lusting. So things happen on a trading floor when you’re young kind of like they do in high school, I figured out, I never really had to go up and ask her out, I just had to drop a few hints to people, like, “hey, do you know who she is, where does she work, etc. etc.” and it turned out she was some secretary for one of the exchange bigwigs, 26 and single and by all accounts a nice girl. And I am not a nice guy. I lift weights constantly and I look like Adonis and I fuck anything that walks. So I’m thinking that she is going to be another casualty, but we did have a few legitimate dates, sitting in the back row of a movie theatre, making out gratuitously and grabbing and pitching a giant fucking teepee just like in high school. And that was a good start. And if I were paying attention clearly I would have noticed her dark, narrow eyes and her oversized jaw and I would have seen these things, but I never see these things in the beginning, only at the most inconvenient times, like when I am hard core pound-fucking her in my apartment, and I can’t finish. Every fantasy involving her did not end this way, they ended in bigger, better ways, not me humping, sweating, wishing this was over, and possibly her as well, though she has her arms out, accepting, possibly enjoying, and I just can’t do it. I capitulate and roll over, drenched in sweat and pretend to sleep for a while as she wakes up the entire place with her pee, and twenty minutes later I get up silently and sneak to the bathroom and jerk off in the motherfucking sink.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 Getting up early has never bothered me, the world at what is essentially nighttime pleases me because all the world’s assholes are asleep. I give girlfriend a peck on the forehead on the way out the door, like I usually do, which always makes me smile, she’s a snorerocket, a real buzzsaw, it’s unladylike and endearing at the same time. I used to have to get up at four-thirty to swim, so getting up at four-thirty to catch the 2 Clement bus down Bush Street is no big deal, my silent, daily ordeal with the Chinese woman carrying plants.

 “’Sup,” I say to her. She looks at the pole.

 So I sit on the bus, doing my fractions in my head, girlfriend will catch up later, she spends 45 minutes on her hair, which has the physical property of always looking hot and wet, and doesn’t have to be at work until seven. Everything is cool until the bus lurches to a stop right in the middle of the fucking TL and unceremoniously ejects us out onto the sidewalk and Chinese chick with her droopy plant does not look happy about this at all.

 The streets are pretty much deserted, unless you count the two transsexuals beating each other with rubber hoses. I am not afraid.

 I was a math major at Berkeley, and it was great for the first two years, and then it sucked, because one thing you learn in math is that you reach a certain point where it’s just not fun or useful anymore, you’re not even dealing with quantities anymore, just abstractions. The whole reason I wanted to be a math major was because I could do this fancy arithmetic in my head, like I can square two digit numbers in a second. Like, 81 squared is 6561. I did that in a second. And 44 squared is 1936. And I can do some three digit numbers sometimes if you give me some more time. And I can do cube roots and some other stuff. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve gotten laid offering to help with Calculus homework, those were some hot times. Calculus is the sexiest thing in the world, let me help you integrate this from zero to infinity while I smell your hair and watch your eyelashes. I’ve differentiated the same polynomials with a damn woodrow a dozen times now. So my grades started to suck after a while, for obvious reasons. I graduated last year with a 2.9 which was not obviously good enough to get one of the really good trading jobs, either in New York at one of the big banks or even here in San Francisco at a place like Robbie Stephens or H&Q, so I got this job with a market maker trading on the floor of the P. Coast, trading options, because they didn’t give a flying fuck what my grades were.

 So I am trying to do two things, I am trying to get a badge to become a floor trader and I am trying to bench 350 pounds. I can currently bench 335, which is three plates and one ten on each side. I could probably throw up 350 if I cheated and arched my back and bounced it off my chest, but I won’t do it. I lower the bar slowly, controlling it, stop a half an inch above my chest, lock my arms, and slowly raise it. I am going to bench 350 with perfect fucking form, I am going to do it with integrity. I lift weights constantly, which on the trading floor is an advantage because it is a surprisingly physically demanding place to work, and you can make money off sheer intimidation. I can also put up almost 400 on decline. And I am going to get Rage, the other clerk, to take a picture of it, it’s cool when you get that much weight on the bar because the bar actually starts to sag a little, just like in those old Popeye cartoons. I’ve also thought about getting like, a real photographer to take some pictures of me. You know, black and white shots of me in my underwear, Calvin Klein shit. Maybe even nude. I’m not going to look like this forever, I gotta get this on the historical tape.

 Girlfriend is into the guns. She told me so, on the first date. Fucking shit, I can’t even remember where we were. It is all kind of a blur.

 “Do you work out?” she asked.

 “I do.”

 “I can tell.”

 “I am okay with you liking me for my body, not my mind,” I said.

 She laughs. “Very mature.”

 “Very mature,” I say, in a retard voice, mocking her. “How old are you?”

 “Twenty-six.”

 “So you’re robbing the cradle. The floor must be great for you. It’s a target-rich environment.”

 She laughs again. “I’ve seen a lot,” she says, starts to say something else, and stops. “So why do you want to be a trader?” she asks.

 “Because I’m good at math.”

 “Lots of people who are good at math don’t want to be traders.”

 “It’s fun.”

 She half-winks at me. “How do you know? You haven’t done it yet.”

 “I just know.”

 “You just know,” she says, twirling her spaghetti. Oh that’s where we were, at that shitty Italian place up on Van Ness. “It wouldn’t have anything to do with the money,” she says.

 “Actually, no.”

 “That’s what they all say in the beginning.”

 “Is that a fact?”

 “That’s a fact.” Eats a meatball.

 “What do they say in the end?”

 “Make it stop.”

  

 *   *   *   *

 So I arrive in the office, kinda cold, because I never wear a jacket, kinda revved up, because today is going to be the biggest trade of the year. I empty my pockets onto the desk and the light on my phone is flashing like a nun buoy. I listen, and it’s girlfriend. “We—we need to talk,” she says, in a cell phone-message-robot voice. “Can I see you later?”

 No. It’s too early for this shit. What the fuck is she doing up so early, anyway? I thought we had this discussion last night.

 I am the first one here. I turn on the lights and fire up the computers. We just got these flat-panel monitors, which signal to the day traders and everyone else in the building that we are rich.

 I hear the elevator door open.

 It is W83, the guy that I clerk for.

 “Hey.”

 “Hey.”

 “You look like shit.”

 “So do you.”

 “You look like you were up all night.”

 “So do you.”

 “You got the breaks?” he asks.

 “Working on it.”

 The breaks are the trades from yesterday that got fucked up. I have to sit here with a dot matrix printout for a half hour and go through the lines one by one. It is detail-oriented work that I have no appetite for. Additionally, I am fighting off some morning wood, which makes it difficult to focus.

 W83 came out here from Chicago with TRE about four years ago to start up this frontier fucking outpost. He’s been pissing into the wind in the Microsoft pit the last two years, and the stress is starting to show. He looks terrible this morning. I guess trading is a tough job, you have to love it like you love your own balls.

 I stand up. “No breaks.”

 “Right on.”

 “What were you doing last night?” I asked.

 “Nothing. What were you doing?”

 Jerking off in the sink. “Nothing.”

 We look at each other.

 “Breakfast? The usual?”

 “Please.”

 So I go downstairs to Café Venue to get a toasted sesame seed bagel with cream cheese for him, and nothing for myself. For now I’m just getting coffee, which most of those geniuses usually get from Starbucks down the street, Venti Caramel Macchiatos for six bucks, but I don’t have the money for that. This coffee for me is free, JLS has an open account with Venue, so we can get whatever the hell we want, whenever we want. In the meantime I am observing the pork chop behind the counter, she is really not good looking at all and I would probably be fired for even saying this, but I would totally do her. Oddly-shaped boobs and hair in the small of the back that is a little too dense to be down, and huge teeth, and a horrendous ankle tattoo, of what, I can’t tell. But she’s got great energy. She always flashes me this sweet, demented smile, like she’s dying for some dick. She’s down here every day making toast and coffee and I despise myself for this ritual every time I get breakfast, half the time I walk out of here with a fucking boner. One of these days I am going to have to go bang one out in the bathroom upstairs but those bathrooms are vile and I would be crossing an imaginary line I have drawn for myself: no masturbating at work. I take this shit seriously.

 I run up to the trading floor, skipping steps, flash my badge, and I appear in the MSFT pit to give W83 his toasted sesame seed bagel with cream cheese. He accepts it and dismisses me. Meanwhile, the coffee is doing its thing and I gotta take a smash. Every time I take a dump in here I look up at the ceiling at that rusty pipe, that thing is about a foot around and it looks like it’s going to fall down any minute. It probably weighs fifty pounds, at least. Number one options exchange in the world and the filthiest, most unsafe bathrooms. I bet people get knifed in here, seriously. If I still have a girlfriend after last night’s performance, I should mention this to her, so she can talk to her boss about this place, this excuse for a men’s room that’s barely better than a pit toilet. This is fucking ghetto.

 I have some time to kill before the open so I huddle up with TRE and W83 and the other traders in the YHOO pit. Ordinarily I would be back in the booth, thinking about boobs, but I figure if I want to get my badge I should take these opportunities to talk shop. I arrive in the middle of the conversation, unacknowledged. I gather they are talking about something important.

 “We got the PALM spinoff today. We need someone in that 3COM pit,” says TRE. The company that makes Palm Pilots, 3Com, is spinning off the Palm Pilot division and selling shares to the public. Everyone will want to own the stock. The newspapers have been talking about it for weeks.

 “Not it,” says Fred, touching his nose with his finger. “I’m busy enough with Qualcomm. PaineWebber might put a $2000 price target on that turd for all I know.”

 “No can do,” says Tex. “I’m trying to exploit the shit out of a skew trade in WCOM before the big guy figures it out.” He’s trying to put on a complex option position in a pit that the lead market maker rules with an iron fist. It’s keeping him busy.

 “What about you?” TRE asks me playfully. “You ready to get in there and mix it up?”

 “Yeah,” I say, puffing out my chest, “just give me a badge and I’ll sell some straddles and go to lunch,” which is a very risky thing to do, and therefore ironically funny.

 I look at W83. Tex and Fred look at him, too. He looks like we just told him to walk right up to Estella Warren and ask her for her phone number.

 TRE frowns at him. “You need to be in there today. Spreads are going to be massive. Just put yourself on the wheel, don’t get too crazy, everything will be fine.” The wheel is the system that executes small trades into your account automatically, the tiny retail orders that come through the exchange. Many traders would simply show up to work, put themselves on the wheel, and go get a massage and a cheeseburger. The ten or twenty trades they got while they were gone were usually winners.

 We all look at him again, expecting resistance.

 “Ok,” he says.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 Girlfriend and I took a trip to Alcatraz last month. The first thing you have to know about Alcatraz is that it’s really fucking cold. There is a reason all the stupid tourists are waddling around Fisherman’s Wharf in big, goofy San Francisco sweatshirts, because when they were chilling out in Iowa, or wherever they’re from, they were like, yeah, it’s California, it’ll be warm, like shorts weather, and then they learn that they made a big fucking mistake.

 Alcatraz is pretty fucking cool, though. You can put these headset things on and tool around throughout the prison and listen to a recording that has interviews with inmates on it, their real voices. So that’s what girlfriend and I did. We were all lovey-dovey kissy-huggy on the ferry ride out, but once we got there, and I started listening to this guy on the headset thing talk about how he could smell perfume from across the bay, then I was all about business, not holding her hand anymore, and instead going in and out of prison cells, looking at shit. Crazy shit, Alcatraz. Though upon reflection, it was a pretty small prison, you have to figure all the prisoners knew each other. Like a family almost.

 Back to snuggly snuggly on the ferry ride home. I was yapping on and on about the guy who could smell perfume across the bay, because that’s what I’m like, I can smell perfume three blocks away and it really gets me raging.

 “All that guy wanted to do was to see a girl, and he couldn’t.”

 “He must have spent a lot of time roughing up the suspect,” she says.

 I bust out laughing. “Look at you!”

 “What,” she says, feigning innocence, “it’s what you say all the time.”

 “Yeah, except I don’t need to do it.” I nuzzle her forehead.

 “Very sweet,” she says, but her mood changes abruptly. “What do you want to do?”

 “Heavy petting, mutual masturbation.”

 “No, I mean, with the rest of your life.”

 “This sounds like a conversation I don’t want to have.”

 “Ha.” She blinks at me. “Seriously, are you going to be in a trading floor dogpile forever?”

 “Whoa, I just started working down there. What gives?”

 “It’s not a career.”

 “Of course it’s not a career. You take the money and run.”

 “Then what?”

 “I don’t know, I’ll figure it out.”

 She gives me the no, no, no head shake. “I’ve seen what happens to these guys. They either blow up or they make money and the money blows them up. I don’t want to see it happen to you.”

 “Well, what do you want to do, Mrs. Administrative Assistant?”

 “I want to go to business school.”

 “Really.”

 “Yeah, I’ve applied to three.”

 “Then what?”

 “I don’t know, I’ll figure it out.”

 We smile.

 She touches my head. “Do you love me?”

 I have gotten this question before. “Of course I love you.”

 “You don’t say it very much.”

 “Don’t I show it?”

 “We have sex a lot.”

 “I enjoy it. Don’t you?”

 “Of course I do.”

 “You don’t say it very much.”

 We look at each other. The ferry is docking.

 “Where are we going?” she asks.

 “I don’t know,” I say. “Isn’t it great?

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I am a clerk. My job is to fetch shit, to print shit out, to get lunch and shit, and to learn to be a trader. In practice, that means standing in the back of the pit, staring at the screen, and adding fractions together.

 
  
    	3/8
 	3/8
 	3/4
 

    	1/4
 	5/16
 	7/16
 

    	11/16
 	5/8
 	5/16
 

  


I walk briskly back to the booth to meditate on some option pricing theory with my Natenberg book, which is tucked between the computer monitor and the partition. Natenburg wrote the bible that every option clerk carried around with him. Everyone used it, from the physics PhDs to the bozos who dropped out of college. But It’s not all smart dudes on the trading floor, there are a bunch of rejects too, like all the Filipino stock clerks and stock jockeys, these guys are literally fucking monkeys, half the time I am standing in the back of MSFT these animals are swinging from the handrails at the back of the pit, laughing like hyenas. I am pretty sure they are on drugs. I am pretty sure they are dealing drugs, in fact, I think this whole stock jockey thing is just an act, a front for some massive drug dealing operation. I am pretty sure about this. And then there are the potheads at Bay Bridge Trading next to my booth, these guys are always taking trips to Mexico and coming back with photos of themselves smoking six foot bongs, they are stoned half the time at work, which is why we don’t use them for stock, the poor bastards, they’re probably in their thirties and they can’t even think straight anymore. No, we use Edelman for stock, which is a one-woman operation. Janice is a ballbuster from Philadelphia who berates her Filipino clerks constantly at the top of her lungs, standing on her chair, shouting things like: “I could shit, piss, and CHANGE A TAMPON in the time it takes for you to walk your fat ass across the floor.” She’ll then go back to flirting with me. She talks about sunbathing on the roof of her condo complex and taking her tits out, and she is nothing special for sure, with that 1971 schoolteacher’s haircut and tampon talk, and I bet her vagina has teeth in it, but that rack is fucking fantastic and it is enough to feel myself hot against my leg when she brushes against my ear. The Bay Bridge guys get a big kick out of this, they know it turns me on, and when she’s out of earshot, they’ll make this obscene fist-going-up motion with a raspberry, ppplplplplpl, and say, Right Up In There! I don’t think it is such a hot idea. I’ll end up in a dumpster somewhere, severed balls stuffed in my mouth.

 I basically knew my way around the floor from where all the girls were, keep in mind that this is San Francisco and there are a lot of lesbians around, including lesbians that don’t look like lesbians. But I have it pretty good standing in back of MSFT clerking for W83, because there is what I think is the best looking female on this entire floor, this brunette who works the booth for this bigshot broker who actually takes the time to dry her hair in the morning, nobody does that, we all get up too fucking early. She has this cute, triangular nose, and always smiling, wearing black turtlenecks. She’s too much of a sweetheart for me. I’d like a date but I wouldn’t know what to do, aside from put her in a chair and stare at her while playing pocket pool.

 Then there was the dancer, no, seriously, the reputable kind, like a ballerina or something. That was all I knew. She pranced around in one of these DFG smocks and her Pocahontas braid, If it were not for the bright yellow smock, you could get a glimpse of the universe’s most ridiculous ass, which I did one time, when she was leaving for the day. The Filipino baboons and Carey clerks would watch, turn, touch their teeth with their hands, and collapse in a puddle, utterly liquefied. But the thing is that something or somebody knocked her up, and pregnant, she closely resembles an eighteen-wheeler milk truck, the most outrageous pregnancy I’d ever seen, almost doubling her weight. She looked amazing before, and she looked even better now. I’d always thought pregnant sex was some kind of weird fetish, but with a sudden rush it made sense. Swollen this and distended that, a carnival of milk and sperm, the fruits of life, it was downright fucking poetic.

 But best of all is the dirtybird MQ who hands out allocations, they say she is a lesbian, even has a partner and a “wedding ring” but I don’t buy that shit for a second, she definitely knows her way around a beanbag. Look at the way she looks at these guys. She’s smart, one of the smartest MQs on the exchange, all day long it’s buy your book this and buy your book that, and she strikes me as the type to yap about her pussy all the time during sex, fuck me in the pussy and mypussy this and mypussy that. Hairy arms and whitened teeth, I’d inspect her dusky slot and balloon knot, and demolish them each in turn, leaving the glazed remainder of my long division.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 “You’re clerking for me, bro. You ready?”

 “I’m ready,” I affirmed.

 “You better be. This is going to be the biggest trade since God spun off Jesus.”

 “What do you need me to do?”

 “I’m putting myself on the wheel. I need you to tell me when I get auto-exed.”

 “Okay.”

 “And don’t fuck up. It’s going to be a fast market.”

 “Okay.”

 “And look really pissed off.”

 “What?”

 “Like you always do.”

 “I always look pissed off?”

 “Yeah. That’s half the reason I have you clerk for me. You think I need you to trade stock? I can use Edelman to trade stock.”

 “You mean like this?” I make a frowny face.

 “No, now you look like a retard. Just look like you always do.”

 Whatever. I can’t believe I work somewhere it is a competitive advantage if you look like you can beat people up.

 We talk about that sometimes, Girlfriend and I. She’s worked in the monkey house for three years, so she knows. We were chatting after sex, one of our first few times, when it was really fucking new and really fucking fun, to the extent that I could stay awake afterwards. She had just accepted my hog and hot deposit, which she hadn’t bothered to wipe off her stomach, and she was just yakking at me while my limp dilznik was twitching and I was fighting off the Zs.

 “What do you guys do down there, anyway?”

 “We trade.” You dummy.

 “I know that,” she says, “but I don’t understand it.”

 “We trade options,” I say, “options on stocks.”

 “What is an option?”

 So I give her the Natenberg answer, which is: “An option is the right but not the obligation to purchase an asset at a specified price before a specified point in time.”

 “Quit messing with me,” she teases, poking my armpit, “what is it really?”

 I think about this. “Um, it’s a derivative.”

 “What’s a derivative?”

 “It’s something whose price depends on the price of something else.”

 “But what is it?”

 “Um, it’s an agreement. A contract.”

 “You guys are down there trading agreements and contracts?”

 “Uh, yeah.”

 “That sounds pretty boring.”

 “You’ve been down there. It’s not boring.”

 “Look,” she says, wiping off the spoo with my discarded underwear, “I get what a stock is. A stock is a stock. It’s shares of a company. I know that. I just don’t get what an option is supposed to be.”

 “You work at an options exchange and you don’t know what an option is?”

 “Well, so do you, and you don’t seem to be able to explain it to me.”

 I’m stumped. “Well, it’s not a thing, really,” I say. “It’s nothing of tangible value.”

 She looks at me darkly with her narrow eyes. “So you guys are down there buying and selling nothing?”

 “Yeah.”

 “That’s what I thought,” she says. And rolls over.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 “Sell 5,000 shares of MSFT!” W83 yells at me.

 I’m tapping at this piece of shit handheld with a pencil, trying to trade the stock, and nothing is happening. Fuck me in the goat ass.

 “Dude!” he says, whirling around.

 I give him the shoulder shrug, like, it’s the fucking computer.

 “Wake the fuck up,” he says, scowling.

 I am unaccustomed to being scolded by W83. I am starting to get the impression that Mr. Trader Coolguy is having a bad day, and I’m pretty sure it’s because he had a bad night. I’m not sure what he was up to, but the thought that he somehow got sucked into the exchange underworld was chilling. The frustrating part is that the kid is better than this, better than slamming and sweating around with a bunch of demented apes, this place is disease and filth personified. I’ve been coming down with some horrible flu every three months. I heard the year before I got here they almost had to shut the place down because people were getting the mumps.

 Then I would have even less to do than I do now. So I stood in the back of the crowd and looked up at the screen and added fractions.

  

 
  
    	7/16
 	1/2
 	15/16
 

    	1/4
 	5/8
 	7/8
 

    	3/8
 	9/16
 	15/16
 

  


But today they are spinning off this silly Palm Pilot company. Plenty of people are saying this is another sign of the apocalypse, that they are valuing PALM at x number of billions of dollars, and they just make these silly organizer things which are basically like a glorified day planner. Quite frankly, I don’t even know anyone down here who has one. But in the grand scheme of fluff, I suppose PALM isn’t too bad, because there are plenty of companies on this exchange that don’t make anything. And just recently the NASDAQ crossed 5,000 and it had just crossed 3,000 when I started working here a few months ago. That’s pretty fucking incredible. Apparently nothing like this has ever happened before, but you wouldn’t know by talking to any of these goons.

 The one thing that I have realized lately is that there are a lot of fucking mutants on this floor. Don’t get me wrong, just about everyone down here is pretty smart, at least smart enough to get a real job on the Street, but I get the impression that these people down here are otherwise unemployable in a job where you have to put on a shirt and tie every day and look good. Like, there is a guy down here who is retarded, well, not retarded, but his face is all fucked up and he talks funny. He is a broker. There are actually a couple of people like that. But he’s not stupid, and neither is T22, this rangy broker that ranges around the floor and makes errors left and right, usually because he is massively hung from partying constantly, but people let him out of errors for whatever reason and he keeps right on going. He is not an idiot. Anyone who makes that much money is not a moron. Sometimes I wonder if all of these motherfuckers were spit out the bottom of the business world and gave it a go at something where personal appearance doesn’t matter. It’s kind of like when you see a local band somewhere, in some medium-sized town like Fresno, and they’re really fucking awesome, and you wonder, why aren’t these guys selling millions of CDs? And the answer is, of course, because they look like mutants. It’s acts like Savage Garden that make it big instead.

 W83 and I make our way back to the booth. Back next to the JLS booth is the Bay Bridge Trading booth, currently occupied by Steve, who is usually contemplating weed. Next to him are a couple of whiz kids from Stateside Trading, who don’t talk to anybody. They think they are better than everyone, including us JLS guys. They probably are.

 “You ready to palm your pilot?” asks Steve, to no laughter. W83 is in no mood, a half hour from being fed to the lions in the COMS pit. Janice is chasing down her Filipino clerk and the Stateside kids are off splitting atoms.

 “No, but I’m ready to peel my carrot,” I reply, punching up COMS in Microhedge. I print out a clean risk report for W83, with no positions.

 “You look like you’ve been building your upper-body strength,” he quips, grabbing at my guns.

 “You have no idea how many staff meetings I’ve had.”

 W83 is usually good for a few one-liners, being a funny fucker himself, but he’s lost in thought, staring at the sheets, and plenty grumpy. I sense that this is not the time to be making jerkoff jokes and I shoot a look at Steve, who goes back to looking at his monitor.

 My cell phone rings. It’s girlfriend. Fucking shit, I can’t talk to her right now, not right before the spinoff. I notice I have three other voicemails from her. That’s odd. She’ll call me on the floor, but only once a day, right after lunch. I drop the vibrating phone into the breast pocket of my trading smock, making a mental note to deal with her later.

 I follow W83 over to the COMS pit, and there are already a few dudes camping out there, like people queuing up to go shopping at midnight on Black Friday, and the COMS traders, the regulars, are scowling at them. I watch as W83 occupies a piece of real estate behind the smelly bastard, tells the dirtybird MQ to put him on the wheel, and a mustachioed trader with a Hawaiian-shirt print smock promptly crumples up a risk report, wings it at W83 and beans him off the forehead with it.

 “Dickface,” he says.

 W83 takes it in stride and goes back to staring at the screens. Although I gotta tell you, the kid does not look right, right now he looks like he’s climbing into a boxing ring to fight Mike Tyson, and he knows it. Shit is going to happen fast with this PALM spinoff, and one error or lapse in judgment could cost W83 his career. Hell, it could take down the entire firm.

 So I’m standing in the back of the pit with my back up against the side of the booths, and it is already filling up in here. W83 is far from the only dickface they are going to have to worry about. Seems like every carnivorous fish on the floor has smelled blood, and they are all swimming around in this pit. The spinoff is about twenty minutes away, and already there are sixty, seventy guys in here, and half of them have brought their burritos. It smells. And I have Janice to my left who I think has sort of pushed up her boobs for me twice in the last ten minutes. If she comes over and brushes my ear again, there is going to be a problem, the last thing I need is to be pitching a tent in a crowd of dudes. I’m not even sure how I am supposed to clerk for this guy, he is already three rows deep in the pit. But he is on the wheel and whenever I see W83 on the screen, I yell out shit like “sold 10 March 80 calls” or “bought 3 March 65 puts,” and I can tell the other dudes are going to get pissed at me. There is a trader named Hong from the AMD pit, whose ear I accidentally just yelled in.

 “How about not yelling in my fucking ear,” he says over his shoulder.

 “How about you suck my dick ‘til my ass caves in,” I say.

 Everyone gets a laugh out of this, including the Hongmeister.

 “When are you gonna get a badge and start swinging it around?” he asks. Not long ago he was a clerk like me.

 A sore point. “Pretty soon, man, pretty soon.”

 “Bro, you better get one quick, trades like this don’t come around often.”

 I grimace at Hong, thinking of the opportunity cost of being a clerk. I could make my annual clerk pay in a single day in this pit. Motherfucker.

 Just as I look down to hedge some stock, that T22 guy comes ranging past me, greasy hair and hollow eyes, and I see him look over at W83, and I see W83 look back. They hold their gaze, for a second. There was a glimmer of danger on W83’s face—I saw it—and if I didn’t know any better I would say that one of them owed the other money, or something like that. Or: somebody knows somebody’s secrets. I’m not happy about this, because T22 is a legendary douche and is tangentially connected to the drug-dealing Filipinos. All I hear about is T22’s parties, and it’s a wonder the police haven’t broken up one of those yet, I don’t see how his Russian Hill neighbors tolerate a bunch of skeezy hookers going in and out of that place at all hours.

 It’s getting really hot. I’m starting to sweat, principally down the crack of my ass, starting in the small of my back. And it smells terrible in here. And there’s this weird energy building, kind of like when you go to see Helmet or some poor man’s version of Nirvana, and you’re there for the opening act, and they kind of suck, but people are starting to pogo around and slam into each other to try and get a mosh pit going. And I’m standing in the back and hedging odd-lots of stock while the Bay Bridge guys yell about palming their pilot and Janice bounces her boobs at me. I am trying to keep my eye on the minx MQ because now W83 is starting to sell some book orders with her. At last he turns to me and tells me to sell 2,000 COMS.

 “Sell two thousand 3Com!” he yells at me.

 Trading stock with this piece of shit handheld is like a monkey fucking a football. I hit the button for COMS, good, but can’t enter in the quantity, I hit 1,000 twice but it says 4,000 on the screen. The stock is 3/8 bid for now, but I am running out of time. Finally I get the quantity right and enter 3/8 as the sell limit and launch it. I do manage to sell 3/8 stock, I am not a dipshit. Meanwhile the moustache Hawaiian shirt dickface guy is really giving it to W83 for selling that book order. He’s calling him a piece of shit motherfucker or something like that. But W83 is not there to make any friends, just to pick up his bag of money and leave. Then I see him standing next to Richard, one of his old buddies from the WCOM pit, and Richard looks back at me, and whispers something in W83’s ear.

 “What’s the matter with your clerk? He makes me uncomfortable,” he says.

 W83 turns and looks at me, and smiles, then looks back at Richard. “He’s an assassin. He’s Jason Bourne.”

 People give me a lot of shit for being such a serious motherfucker at work. I’m just not a smiley guy. I am here to do a job. So I stand in the back of the pit and scowl and all the Filipino monkeys stop swinging from the handrails and give me a wide berth, especially when I am barreling through the crowd with a handful of risk sheets. There is nothing about this that makes me unhappy, if Richard and everyone else think I am an assassin, that’s even better for when I get a badge and start trading. Pretty sure Hawaiian Shirt Dickface Guy wouldn’t throw crumpled up paper at me. I’d fucking yank his lip over his head and scoop out his eyeball with my thumb. In any case, girlfriend doesn’t know I’m the Terminator down here, off the floor I am a happy guy, especially when I am getting laid. Now all I need to do is to get paid.

 I am sort of lost in thought about getting my badge and being a hero trader when Fred shows up next to me, handheld computer dangling from his neck by the strap, trade tickets falling out of the pockets of his smock. He is the kind of guy who will have the same haircut his entire life. He looks at the crowd and looks at me.

 “What a fucking shitshow,” he says, looking into the sea of stinky dudes.

 “Yes.”

 “What would you do in here?” he asks.

 “I’d buy straddles,” I say, confidently.

 Fred makes the Family Feud XXX buzzing sound. “Wrong,” he says. “Try again.”

 “No?”

 “No. I would not buy a single option in this pit. After the spinoff, vol is going to get annihilated,” meaning that people will no longer expect big moves in COMS stock, and reduce the prices of options accordingly.

 “Why?”

 “Buy the rumor, sell the news. There is no possible way for this stock to live up to people’s expectations.”

 Fred can be annoying sometimes, but, adjusted for how small he trades, he is the most profitable trader at JLS. He knows what the fuck he is talking about. “Are you going to tell him?” I ask, referring to W83.

 “No. It’s not my responsibility. You saw TRE this morning, it’s shit or get off the pot time for this guy. JLS pays for this guy’s seat. It’s a piece of real estate. It needs a rate of return.”

 This was the first time I heard anyone in the firm openly disparage W83, who was, deep down, a great guy. But the implication was that if he can’t make money in this environment, he never will.

 Fred smirks. “Look on the bright side,” he says. “You might get his badge.”

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 To be quite honest, girlfriend was kinda pissing me off last night.

 All I wanted to do was fuck. I got the top off, great, then set to work on the too-small bra, tugging at it, the weight of the breasts straining, the damn nipples.

 “I’m being serious. Why don’t you come to school with me?”

 Fucking hell. “Sweetheart. I don’t have any money.”

 “You take out loans.”

 “I don’t want debt.”

 “What you’re doing isn’t sustainable.”

 “It doesn’t matter,” I say, raising my voice slightly. “I am on the verge of, maybe, what, making a million dollars, and you want me to walk away from it?”

 “I care about you.”

 “If you cared about me you would take that bra off.”

 “You see? I don’t like what that floor is doing to you.”

 “Doing what?”

 She sits up in bed. “You’ve become…mean. Not mean, but—callous.”

 “What?”

 “I’m sorry. It’s just that—other people—don’t even exist around you.”

 This is a major turn-off. My erection quality suffers.

 “Sweetheart, I’m not quitting to go to school with you. I’m going to be a trader. It’s what I want to do. Okay?”

 She pouted.

 “Okay?”

 She sighed.

 “Okay.”

 Off came the bra.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 There is something beautiful about this. People will always try to get free money if they can, which is why rednecks play the lottery. But this is no lottery, you can actually win this by being smart and aggressive in a competition to see who can do the fastest math and who can yell the loudest. So I can do math really fast and I can yell really loud. Fred said it. If I can keep my shit together for like an hour I am going to get a badge, especially if W83 gets rinsed. It occurs to me in a flash that I don’t have a plan for the money I am going to make. I have always used pussy as my success yardstick and I am doing fine in that department.

 Yeah, I watched Trading Places, everyone on this floor has seen that movie, Mr. Valentine has set the price, it is a classic. That was down on the old NYBOT, with the orange juice futures. I’ve actually been there, I went there last year, I was visiting a buddy who trades out there, he trades options on onions or milk or something like that. I can’t remember. Oh yeah, sugar, he trades sugar options. That’s how I got into this business, you know, I went out to the NYBOT and nobody there was over the age of 28 and they were all getting rich trading sugar options. One of them had a two-tone dress shirt with suspenders and cufflinks and a badge that said KISSL and there were other dudes in T-shirts with Scooby-Doo haircuts. You can’t watch that footage in Trading Places, you know, where all the guys are screaming for orders in the pit and not want to be a trader. You can’t go down to the NYBOT and not want to be a trader. Right?

 The phone rings again. I see I have five voicemails from her. I better get this, or my phone’s going to be pissing everyone off in the COMS pit.

 She’s screaming at me. I can’t understand what she is saying.

 “Hey, slow down!”

 Asshole this and Fuck you that and How could you.

 I still can’t make out any complete sentences but I gather from the sound of her voice that she checked her email on my computer before she left for work and found something she didn’t want to see. Oh, the browser history. It never occurred to me, she almost never stays overnight. Then I do a quick mental inventory of every website I’ve been to and it occurs to me that she probably saw some pretty deviant shit.

 
  Is that what you like?


 
  You like–


 “I can’t talk right now—the spinoff—gotta go,” I say, and flip shut the clamshell.

 Well, that’s that. I’ll deal with her later, I think, if ever, and I reflect on this for a moment, in the middle of the crowd, with dudes to my left and right, shoving me, and I tell myself that I don’t give a fuck, that I am better off, that I have every right to jam myself in my own apartment, that I will just find someone else, but concurrently, I am aware that I have wounded her, and that it’s my fault. In a flash, I recall that I have had variations of this phone call before, other girlfriends, other times, other circumstances, and I see myself as myself, for a second, a Category 5 tornado, leaving behind a mile-wide trail of destruction.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 There are two minutes to go and there have to be like two hundred guys in here, I have never seen anything like it on the floor. I have a feeling it’s going to get physical, although I doubt anyone is going to throw a punch at me. If they do they are going to come back with a bloody stump. The pit has a different kind of noise; usually it sounds just like a bunch of dudes shouting at each other, but now the individual sounds have sort of congealed into this mass and it sounds like NASCAR, maybe combined with angry group gay sex. I am in the middle of what is turning into a fucking giant gangbang, and I never knew what it was like to be claustrophobic, but this is really starting to make me feel uncomfortable. If shit starts to get kinky, fuck that, I am going over the top of people to get out of here. There is nowhere else to go. I am surrounded by zoo animals.

 
  Is that what you like?


 If I want to get a badge, I have to do my job, and my job, among other things, is to stand here and tell W83 when he gets auto-exed on the wheel, and here it is, the spinoff officially happened, PALM started trading, and the wheel just went, like, fizzzzzzz, started whipping all over the place, hundreds upon thousands of executions all at once, which means that W83 has positions everywhere but he doesn’t know what they are. And there is nothing I can do about it, because it happened so fast, I didn’t see any of the trades. So he has big risks, and he has no idea what happened. All of this stuff is supposed to go into the handheld, but the software is a pet rock when there is a fast market, and this is the fastest of all fast markets, so once again, the handheld shits the bed. If fact, the entire exchange shits the bed, all the screens across the floor are frozen, because the computers can’t handle all the action, and everyone is like, what the fuck? and is looking over at the COMS pit. It seems like they are all staring at me. Neither of us has any idea what the fuck is going on, and I’m starting to get worried, because when shit goes wrong, the clerk always gets blamed, and if I get blamed for this, I am not getting my badge. So I’m standing in the back of the crowd jumping up and down, yelling dude, dude, dude, and he can’t hear me, one, because it’s so fucking noisy in here now, it’s roaring, and two, because he’s got a bead on some broker that I can’t see, and he’s not paying any attention to me at all. I’m guessing that he doesn’t even care what his risk is at this point, but if this trade goes tapioca, and I can’t untangle the mess, it is bad for both of us.

 
  You like—


 In the meantime I am, yes, getting really claustrophobic, the crowd is turning into a wave, it roars, and it ebbs, and it roars again, and it is the loudest fucking thing I have ever heard, every broker on the floor is over here yelling orders as fast as he can, huge orders, huge fucking orders, like thousand-lots, and people are pushing and shoving, and I get an elbow to the gut from some asswipe trying to trade PALM stock, and I grab his arm and give him the stinkeye, and he calms down, because I am a lot bigger and stronger. I want to get the fuck out of here, because it is starting to get dangerous, and it is useless to try and clerk in this environment, but if I want the badge, I gotta stick it out. TRE is not going to be pleased if I throw in the towel.

 There is a minor commotion to my left—no, not a commotion, a something, like a bubble where sound doesn’t exist, the whole place is so fucking noisy but to my left, there is this silence. I just had a sense that there was something that required my attention, something I might be interested in, and off to my left, once again, the Carey clerks are quiet and so is the rest of the MSFT pit and they are all turned around to look at something. What, I don’t know what. And then I see the dancer, as milk truck, the crowd parting as she walks through it, and she is wearing a taupe shirt and you can plainly see her nipples through it, like rockets. Though that is nothing new, ever since she got knocked up it is the same thing every day, just pure awesomeness.

 But as she gets closer I can see that’s not all the pit was looking at, her tits are fucking leaking, they’re producing milk, there are stains on her shirt. I felt the blood drain from my head, and my eyes roll back, and I felt the heat along my leg, and this was the fucking hottest thing I had ever seen, in my twenty-three years. And she’s walking toward me, and I’m guessing that she has to walk into or through this crowd, and she’s going to have to take her tits and her pregnant abdomen and squeeze through here, probably next to me.

 I close my eyes, in the middle of the pandemonium, and you know, there are points in your life where time slows down, where a minute feels like an hour, and this is one of those times. I am seeing T22, with his greasy fucking hair, come around the side of the pit, and I can see the smelly fucker with the white beard, and I can see Hawaiian Shirt Dickface Guy, and I can see the back of W83’s fuzzy Q-Tip head, and he is standing on his toes, arms raised, and everyone’s arms are raised simultaneously, and it’s so fucking loud in here, and I have my eyes closed in the middle of it because I am trying not to think about the dancer and her swollen glands, and her sex organs, and I’m trying not to let the fantasy take hold, because it is going to ruin everything. But it is taking hold, she’s in my apartment, she’s taking off that smock, and that tight top, everything is falling out, and—stop thinking about it—I can’t help it, and next thing I know she is in front of me, and I’m fully engorged, sideways in my pants, and it’s against her, against her belly, in the middle of hundreds of guys, who are screaming for an order.

 And we make eye contact, and she looks at me through her glasses, and all I can think is: fire, I think she wants to kill me, I’m sure she can feel it against her.

 Fuck the badge. I gotta get the fuck out of here.

 I smash through the crowd with my fists and my arms, and once through, I break into a run. I am a tripod at this point, but nobody is paying any attention, they are all looking at the COMS pit, which by now has turned into Lord of the Flies. And I think I can hear W83 yelling after me, like he’s trying to sell some stock, I’m not sure, and if that’s the case, I’ve just ruined my career. But I don’t care, I’m going to spot myself in about two seconds. So I barrel into the bathroom, blast open the stall, unzip, present myself to the wall and promptly launch an oyster, high, in an arc, bouncing off the back wall, and coming to rest on the handle of the toilet, absurdly dangling. Thinking of parted lips, and apricot areolas, I let another fly, but then everything goes black, and it occurs to me that I am losing consciousness, and what I hadn’t realized about losing consciousness is that in the last millisecond before you do, you usually think of something, like, oh shit, I left the coffee maker on, but now I am thinking, as I drop to my knees, that fucking rusty pipe broke and hit me in the back of the head, and they are going to find me unconscious, on the floor, with my come on the wall and my dick in my hand.

  








W83



Funny, I didn’t remember it being this warm out here.

 It’s three in the morning. I still have two hours before work.

 What a great city.

 I’m on Chestnut Street. If I keep walking this way, I’ll get to Columbus. Or maybe I’ll walk up to Coit Tower and sit there for a while. I’ve never bothered to walk up there before. Or maybe I’ll just walk around Chinatown for two hours. But the souvenir stores selling training chopsticks and giant swords won’t be open.

 There is a reason they call New York the city that never sleeps. San Francisco sleeps. There is nobody else on the sidewalk. Everyone is doing blow or in bed.

 I moved here because of the architecture. I did. I moved here because this place just looks really cool, because the houses were pink and yellow and green. Where I come from everything is brick. I’m not sure why people have such a fascination with brick, even rich people. Their houses are also made of brick. But now that I’ve lived here for a couple of years, I’ve noticed that this is a dirty city. There is dirt on the pink and yellow and green. In many ways, this place is disgusting. But I don’t care. It’s like they’re at least trying here. Like, they’re recycling.

 So I first came here as a teenager. I’m not even sure why. I think my Dad dragged us out here. He was going to a conference or something. So my brother and I, we had some time to kill. We walked all over the city. Russian Hill was my favorite neighborhood. And I liked Telegraph Hill, too. My Dad told me that he had a friend that lived in Telegraph Hill. Big rich guy with his wife, Professor of Accounting somewhere. She was Scottish. She had the greatest accent I ever heard, her talking was like singing. She had black rust for hair, in a bun, and cat-eye glasses. I thought that was great, living in Telegraph Hill with a Scottish wife. How awesome is your life?

 There are ups and downs to this place. The politics are dysfunctional. Because of that, there are a lot of homeless people. There are a lot of homeless people because the city government gives them free stuff. It’s not that hard to figure out, but the city government can’t seem to figure it out. There was an article in the Chronicle recently. Some Mexicans were homeless and they were giving them free stuff. But it wasn’t enough for them. They interviewed a Mexican for the article. He said: “We could really use some towels. We don’t have enough towels.” Like free towels just fall from the sky or something. I paid for my own towels. So it has been decades and the city government really cannot unscrew this. People say you can go in newspapers from 100 years ago and politicians were saying back then that they were going to clean up the Tenderloin, and it still hasn’t happened. They are still dicking around with it. They give out free towels, what do they think is going to happen? So you get off the BART at Civic Center and the air is filled with the smell of homeless. And they’re pretty aggressive. But if you can deal with that, then you love this place. It’s the freest place in the world. This city is full of freaks and nobody cares. Back East, there is pressure to conform.

 How the hell did I get here?

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I was in Barcelona when I was 19, over Spring Break. My friends and I got on a walking jag, but ended up lost in a bad neighborhood. A few punks emerged from the darkness, made obscene gestures, and said fuck you in perfect unaccented English. I was more scared than I ever had been in my whole life.

 I am half expecting that to happen right now. But nobody is around.

 When I was in high school, I was a wrestler. We consistently had the best team in the state. So it was senior year, state championships. I’m in the semi finals. I’m going to wrestle this kid from Xavier, and I am sitting there with the assistant coach before the match. We both look at the other kid. Skinny kid, no muscle tone at all, looks like a geek. How does this guy make it to the semi finals?

 “Kick his ass,” my assistant coach said.

 So the match begins and I am twice as strong as this guy so I do a couple of quick takedowns and already I am up on points. Usually a kid like that gets demoralized. He’s not really attacking, but he’s hanging around, hanging around. We end up on the mat, and he reverses me, and he’s riding me now. I’m so pissed this bastard scored on me that when I escape, I lunge with so much force that my shoulder hits him in the chin. He bites his tongue, and it is bleeding. They stop the match, because of the bleeding tongue.

 The crowd is getting anxious, because this kid is bleeding everywhere. And, I come from the powerhouse school that never loses. We have won six years in a row. Everyone already hates us. So I just abused this poor skinny kid and now people are pissed. The referee checks him out and determines skinny kid is all right and the match begins again.

 Skinny kid still isn’t attacking, just locking me up, hanging around, hanging around, waiting for me to make a mistake. We can’t do this dance forever, because the ref will call stalling. So I shoot the leg and the kid reverses me and he is riding me, and I can’t get rid of him. It’s the third period and I’m tired, even after the long break to check out the kid’s lip. I try to catch him in a Petersen and somehow I end up on my back, and the place is going nuts. Coach Roy is yelling at me, I am trying to get out of it, and then the ref slams the mat, and the match is over.

 I got pinned with six seconds left in the match.

 They were cheering, because I lost.

 I do a couple of laps around Washington Square Park. Fior D’Italia. My dad took me and my brother there. They used to give discounts to military folks. I wonder if they still do.

 That was a long car ride home with Dad, after that wrestling tournament.

 “Well, you’ll have plenty of time to train for next year.”

 “Yeah.”

 “Team came in second, still a good showing.”

 “Yeah.”

 “When does track season start?”

 With my father, you had to listen to what wasn’t being said. Like, that I gave up and got beat by a cupcake and caused the team to lose the state championship.

 I am thinking of a trading floor. Where everyone is getting rich, except for me.

 I forgot to go up to Coit Tower. There’s still time.

 I have never been carried off the field on my teammates’ shoulders, like my brother. He was a football player. He told me, once, that the best feeling in the world was to be carried off the field on your teammates’ shoulders. In this game, the trading game, you don’t get carried off the field. The guys in the MSFT pit aren’t going to carry me off the field. Winning is making money quietly. Money isn’t the most important thing in the world, but where I work, money is winning.

 I am a loser, sometimes.

 Maybe I’ll go check out the real estate on Telegraph Hill. Maybe I’ll go visit Scottish accounting wife. Maybe I’ll just call her up and listen to her sing to me over the phone.

 I call Pops sometimes. He lets the machine pick up. I’ll call one day, the next day, then I’ll give up. The only time I get through is if Mom picks up, then she gives the phone to my father. We have non-conversations and I listen to what isn’t said.

 “What have you been up to, Dad?”

 “Mowing the lawn, chasing your mother around, the usual. What’s on your mind?”

 “Had a good month at work, Dad.”

 “Tell me about it.”

 “Nothing spectacular, just fifty grand I managed to scratch together.”

 “Is that good?”

 “It’s pretty good—sixty percent goes to overhead, but that’s still decent money. Not like some of these big hitters, though.”

 “Maybe you should try and be like them.”

 “I do try.”

 “Your brother gets home from flight school next week. Should I have him call you?”

 What isn’t said is that I’m still the kid that dropped out of Marine OCS and now I will be the kid that did a line of blow. And I will probably do many more. I am still high and I am wondering what is going to happen when I come down.

 Maybe I’m going to go to work today and start trading three thousand lots. Maybe I’ll make ten million this year. Will that do it? My brother couldn’t do what I do. He couldn’t stand there in the pit all day getting spit on, yelled at, getting cut out of trades. He couldn’t go completely apeshit just to get a lousy fifty-lot. Those people cannot even comprehend it. Mom thinks I’m a stockbroker. Dad thinks I should just try harder. If trying could make ten million a year, I’d be doing it.

 I should start heading to work. It is getting early. Down Montgomery Street, down the hill.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I went back home to visit recently, for Thanksgiving. My brother wasn’t there, so it was just the three of us.

 There wasn’t much to talk about, my dad driving us home from the airport.

 “How’s work?”

 “It’s a living. Could be doing better, but I’m surviving.”

 “Why just surviving?”

 “It’s complicated, Dad.”

 “Explain.”

 “Well, I wanted stocks to not move around very much, but they moved around a lot.”

 “But haven’t they gone up?”

 “But I don’t care if they go up or down. I just want them to stand still.”

 “And they didn’t.”

 “No.”

 Dad thinks about this.

 “Well, why don’t you just buy the stocks? They’re going up.”

 “But that’s not my job.”

 “But you can trade stock there, on the floor, right?”

 “Yes.”

 “So just buy stocks.”

 “Dad. I would get fired for just buying stocks.”

 “You would get fired for making money?”

 “Dad, I’m not a portfolio manager. I’m an options market maker. I look for options that are mispriced.”

 “Having any luck finding any?”

 Even though he was being retarded, he had a point. If I had used all of my firm capital and bought MSFT four years ago, I’d be rich. And I never would have had to set foot on the floor. Instead, I’ve been pissing into the wind.

 We went out to eat, on Saturday night. They asked me what I liked. I said I liked sushi. Sushi in Central Illinois is a bad idea.

 “Your brother is putting on Captain next month,” he said.

 “Good for him.”

 “We’re very proud,” said my mom.

 “But it’s really not that big of a deal,” I said, in between bites of almost inedible eel. “Right? Pretty much everyone makes O-3.”

 Dad got the hibachi. He thinks sushi is bait. “Actually, the promotion rate was the lowest in years. Sixty percent. They’re cutting back, you know.”

 It was a mistake to bring it up.

 “Why did you quit OCS?” he asked me, looking directly at me.

 “Honey.”

 “Carol, we need to talk about this. He’s never given me an answer.”

 “I had a bad feeling.”

 “You had a bad feeling.”

 “Yeah, I had a bad feeling.”

 “Like you were scared?”

 “No, like I thought I wouldn’t be happy.”

 “You thought you wouldn’t be happy.”

 “That’s what I said.”

 “Like, you thought you wouldn’t make enough money?”

 “That’s ridiculous. It has nothing to do with money.”

 “So what is it, then?”

 “It wasn’t for me.”

 “But trading is for you.”

 “Yes.”

 I’m still going on the crappy sushi, but my father has stopped eating.

 “You ever think about going to law school?” he asks.

 “That sounds miserable,” I say, chewing.

 “Your Uncle Jeff is a lawyer.”

 “I know.”

 “He does quite well for himself.”

 “Great. But it’s not about the money.”

 “What is it, then?”

 “It wouldn’t be fun.”

 “Lots of things aren’t fun, but we do them anyway.”

 “I don’t see it that way.”

 “If it was fun, they wouldn’t call it work.”

 “You’re wrong.”

 “How am I wrong?”

 “If I’m going to spend forty-odd years of my life working, I want to be doing something I enjoy.”

 “You enjoy it down there, on the floor?”

 “Yes.”

 “With all those people.” But he said those people.

 “Yes.”

 He hasn’t touched his food in ten minutes. “Most of them are drug addicts, you know.”

 “Dad.”

 “It’s true.”

 “There are worse things than drug addicts,” I argue.

 He’s angry. “Yeah, like what?”

 I look at him.

 Don’t say it.

 Don’t say it.

 I didn’t say it.

 You pussy.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 There’s not much to do back home. I suppose I could have borrowed Dad’s car and headed into town, but I didn’t feel like it. I sat around, watched TV, shot some stick. I went to bed but I wasn’t really tired. So I sat there in bed, staring at the ceiling. So I finally get up. And I get up and make myself a glass of chocolate milk with Hershey’s syrup. This is one of the best things ever. I hadn’t had chocolate milk in years. I drink the chocolate milk and I go in the TV room and turn on the tube. I start flipping around, land on Skinemax, so what the hell, I bang one out at one in the morning. I wipe my hand on the rug underneath the chair, then I start rummaging through the rest of the house. I’m not really sure what I’m looking for.

 So I go in Dad’s office and he has a file cabinet there. I don’t remember that being there. So I look at it and there is obvious stuff. Life Insurance. Stock Certificates. Birth Certificates. There is a folder, it says “W.” I open it and examine the contents, a legal document. It is not too long, not too short. It has all those dashes and brackets and the text off to the side on the top, and the narrow margins. I don’t know why the lawyers do that. So I am seeing who gets what. I am reading it quickly, but too quickly to find myself in the document. It is complicated. He is leaving stuff to a bunch of different people. Finally I find myself at the bottom of the hill, standing on the sidewalk, and you wanna know what it said.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 Even with the long walk, I am still in the office fifteen minutes early. The kid is here already.

 “Hey.”

 “Hey.”

 “You look like shit.”

 “So do you.”

 “You look like you were up all night.”

 “So do you.”

 “You got the breaks?” he asks.

 “Working on it.”

 I was hoping to get in early and do my own breaks, but the clerk beat me to it. The kid is built like a brick shithouse and is the second smartest guy here. In all likelihood he is going to make a shit-ton of money over the course of his career. You can tell. He has that look. He has the look of someone who falls ass-backwards into money. He is lucky. That’s actually how TRE interviews people. He asks them if they are lucky. If they say no, or they hesitate, they don’t get the job.

 Obviously TRE never interviewed me.

 So the clerk brings over the breaks. He looks pretty terrible. Does anyone sleep around here? That is the thing with working market hours on the West Coast. You have to go to bed at 8 to get a reasonable amount of sleep. Of course nobody ever does. The guys that like to party, they just stay out all night. Night, after night, after night.

 “No breaks,” he says.

 “Right on.”

 “What were you doing last night?” he asked.

 Sniffing blow. “Nothing. What were you doing?”

 “Nothing.”

 We look at each other.

 “Breakfast?” he asks. “The usual?”

 “Please.”

 My head is still buzzing but I am strangely exhausted at the same time, so I decide to get a coffee. I should have just asked the clerk to get it, but I forgot. So I am not going to Starbucks, that is for sure, in case I run into Purple Hair Girl.

 
  Purple Hair Girl.


  

 *   *   *   *

  

 So T22 gave me a look on this party he had last night. I don’t know why. He never gave me a look before. We run in different crowds. He has parties all the time. Jackson, the King Filipino, supplies them. I’ve always wondered where these guys come from, these guys that have no boundaries in their lives. There’s no drug this guy hasn’t taken, in large quantities, but to the best of my knowledge he’s never been arrested, never had any serious consequences. He’s probably worth ten million, maybe more. There are a lot of people like that in San Francisco. Not in New York. There are deviants there, but they are boring. Hookers-and-coke-Rangers-fans, clones of each other. They are all the same. T22 is just an agent of chaos. He’s not even predictably looking out for himself. He’s just having fun, randomly, with no consequences.

 I’ve been on the floor for four years now and I don’t know T22 that well. We give each other the head nod. That’s about it. I know that he’s killing it, that he does business with all the big banks. It just goes to show that it makes more sense to handle the order than to trade it. Just like it is better to sell the pickaxes to the gold miners than to actually mine the gold. I’ve made a total of four or five hundred thousand dollars since I’ve worked here, but it was all on one trade. Back in the beginning I was in the RMBS pit and someone sold me about five hundred teeny puts. Right before earnings. I was off the floor and I heard the stock was down fifty-seven bucks. I was up more than five hundred grand. I was on the computer trying to trade stock to hedge the delta, but the machine wouldn’t accept the order because I was entering in the wrong big figure. Just dumb luck. It easily could have gone the other way. I think about that a lot. Who sells puts for a stink right before earnings?

 So T22 is about the biggest broker on the floor, in spite of having shit for brains. And his parties are legendary. This is what I was worried about. It was like this in high school. I used to pal around with a few guys that wouldn’t drink. We would hang out in this guy Matt’s basement and shoot bumper pool and listen to Seal and drink Diet Pepsi out of two liter bottles, while our classmates were out getting shitfaced. We were dorks. So T22 has these blowout parties; I’ve heard there’s like sex right in the middle of everything. If you’ve ever heard a story about one of T22’s parties, it’s true. So T22 gives me a look last week, he says, “Yo bra, gonna have this size party at my place, check it out.” He doesn’t even tell me where his place is or how to get to it, because he knows that I know. He knows that I know that not only does he live in Russian Hill, he lives in the coolest house in Russian Hill. Maybe. But it is the most modern. You notice it, walking or driving by, you would say, “I wonder who lives there?” You’d never guess it was some drug-addicted floor monkey who makes errors all over the fucking place.

 So a few hours ago I was at his house. I’m outside, and I can hear the bass, and I ring the bell, and I knock, and nothing. I am three hours late, because in California nobody shows up until at least an hour or two late, and I want to be really, really cool, not just really cool. So already it is two in the morning. I had to drink a bunch of Mountain Dew just to stay awake this long. I am usually in bed at eight just so I can get up at four. Already I know this is going to be an all-nighter. So I open the door and there’s some kind of modern art masterpiece staring me right in the face. It’s probably worth a hundred grand; T22 is just showing off that he can afford this. I head up the stairs and there it is.

 Actually, it’s not too bad, if you don’t count the naked chicks on the floor on either side of Rob, one of T22’s broker buddies. Rob is on the floor with a big grin on his face. Two hookers are on either side of him, humping either side of his head with their tiny vaginas. They say they are giving him “earmuffs.” Everyone gets a big laugh. I looked around the rest of the room. There was an inch-high pile of cocaine on the coffee table, and another hooker who was stroking the magnificent mahogany woody of one of the lanky black clerks employed by T22. I looked away from that. Aside from that, there really wasn’t much else in the room, including furniture.

 T22 materializes next to me. He gives me a double bro-shake, one with the thumb, and one without, and then snaps the thumb, and pats me on the back, and gives me a big, toothy grin with his gray teeth. I look at him, and I think, you washed your hair. He says he’s so glad that I could make it. Now we can get to know each other. And he’s pretty wasted, though he doesn’t appear to be high, which is a first. Maybe he just saves that for during the day.

 Right now I’m not all that comfortable, because I don’t want to sit next to the guy with his dick out, and I don’t want to be next to the blow, and the two small prostitutes are sitting in the middle of the room. This place is smaller than I imagined. And like I said, there isn’t that much in the way of furniture. So I am standing in the corner trying hard not to look at what is going on. It occurs to me that I’m not friends with anyone here. In fact, most of these people don’t work on the floor. T22 is friends with them in some underground way. It looks like he met them all in the personals of the Guardian or maybe at the Power Exchange. I am trying to make eye contact with a pretty girl with purple hair and a lip ring. In spite of her appearance, she is the most normal one here, and appears sober.

 Turns out purple hair girl works at Starbucks, a block or two away from the exchange. So this is how she knows T22, and why not? He knows everyone within a 10-block radius from the floor. She grew up in Noe Valley, so she gets the joke. She’s nice. She reminds me of someone from a movie, I can’t place it. Abruptly she takes a small jar from her pocket, unscrews the cap, and takes a big sniff from it, then asks if I want to come in her pretty hair, everyone else does. For a split second I consider this. I then decide that I am not quite wired like T22 and there is some part of my personality that will prevent me from doing fun, but exceptionally weird things.

 T22 re-emerges from his cave. He encircles his arm around me in such a way that I have no choice but to follow. “We’re going to do some BIG bumps, bra,” he says, and I don’t know what he is talking about.

 We are in a bedroom now. It’s me, T22, and there is Jackson, the King Filipino, at parade rest against the back wall. He looks overtly pissed about something, hands at his crotch, jacket still on. I’ve never seen him off the floor. He actually looks more pissed off here than he does on the floor. So on the dresser there are lines of white powder, and T22 motions towards them with his left hand, waving, saying nothing.

 “Come on, man.”

 “What?”

 “I just got here.”

 “All the more reason,” he says.

 “Let me ease into it just a little bit.”

 “Bra, this will help you ease into it a little bit.”

 “I’m not sure this is a good idea.”

 “Bra, you’re an outsider in that pit. Loosen up, make some friends.”

 “Can’t I make friends without this?”

 “You are full of excuses tonight, bra.”

 “You know I can’t do this.”

 “Yes you can.”

 “No I can’t.”

 “Just try it. It’s not going to kill you.”

 “I can’t.”

 “Why not?”

 “I don’t know.

 “I told you this was a bad idea,” says Jackson, the King Filipino. He is glowering.

 “Give the kid a second, he needs time. This is a big fucking decision, right?”

 I look at him. It is, actually.

 “I used to be like you. I used to be afraid to try new things. I wouldn’t climb trees. I wouldn’t climb the monkey bars. I wouldn’t take risks. Look at you. You’re a risk taker, and you won’t take risks. You take risks in your professional life, but not your personal life. I’m not even a risk taker, and I take risks. That is what I had to learn, growing up. Unless you try new things, your world stays pretty small. You don’t push yourself. You don’t expand your boundaries. Look at you. You always operate within your comfort zone. Look at me. I try to spend as much time outside my comfort zone as possible. Because when you try something new, something you know isn’t going to hurt you, you grow as a person. Your boundaries expand. And nothing hurts you in small quantities, bra.”

 He sounds like he has given this speech many times before.

 I feel myself lunging toward the dresser, and in the time that it takes for me to do that, I wonder about the actual mechanics of what happens to powder when it goes up your nose, like, does it stick up there? Maybe I should have tried this with salt or pepper first or something. And then I think about being in an amusement park with my brother and my father when I was about ten. They had this roller coaster called Lightning Loops. I didn’t want to go on it. My dad and my brother did. But since I didn’t, there was nobody to watch me, so none of us ended up going. My dad was pissed. And I knew, intellectually, that thousands and thousands of people go on that roller coaster and nothing happens. But I was still scared, just like T22 when he was a kid. Which is one of the reasons I forced myself to go to Marine OCS. If you’re not afraid of dying, what are you afraid of? And it was very liberating. I wasn’t afraid of anything. I would do belly flops in the pool off the high dive, just for kicks. But the thing is that people are supposed to be afraid of things. Normal people are afraid of things. It is healthy to be afraid of things. And as time passed, after my Marine Corps experience, I began to be afraid of things again. Maybe it was from watching so many people blow themselves up trading, losing everything. But T22 isn’t afraid of anything at all. He has that luxury, because he doesn’t handle risk.

 I’m fucked.

 I look at T22, and Jackson, who is now registering a faint smile. I laugh. They laugh. It’s brighter in here—did someone turn on the lights? And the paint job in this room is great. And like I said, T22 really did wash his hair. It’s weird, I can see details in his face that I couldn’t see before. He looks handsome, in a way. His eyes aren’t so hollow. And Jackson lost a bit of weight, or he looks slimmer out of that trading smock. Jesus, T22 has a great house.

 T22 whispers something in Jackson’s ear and they both get a good laugh.

 I find myself going up to T22 and giving him a hug, which he accepts. This makes Jackson laugh some more. It’s not just that I feel great. He knew I would feel great. He knew that this was the right thing to do.

 I’m totally screwed, because I know I’ll have to do this again.

 Well, I came here to do what I had to do, so now I am going to go.

 See you later T22, and Jackson.

 “See you later, sister,” I say to Purple Hair Girl, which is ludicrous, but sounds like exactly the right thing to say. I don’t look at her face.

 The lanky clerk is tooling one of the miniature prostitutes in the middle of the living room when I leave. Everyone is watching. They actually look really good together, and the girl is cooing softly, which is kind of nice.

 Down past the piece of modern art, which impressed me mightily when I came in.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I used to be one of the good guys. Me and my twin brother both. People say that identical twins are inseparable, well, that wasn’t the way with us. First of all, we really aren’t that identical. My brother gets in the Naval Academy. I can’t get in, because my grades are worse. But I go to a New England liberal arts school (which one isn’t important) and I do pretty well, and then I go to Marine Corps OCS. And I do tens of thousands of push-ups and run hundreds of miles. I am the best marksman in the class. And I eat the food and scream and yell and fall right asleep at night, not even dreaming. And for once in my life I feel like I belong somewhere. But the closer I got to graduation, I started to get this sense that I was making a big mistake. Kind of like the feeling you get when you get déjà vu. It felt like I’d done this before, and something terrible was about to happen. I don’t know. So the day before graduation, I went to the company officer, and I told him that I quit. And I packed my shit and walked away from the Marines forever.

 So I’m like persona non grata in my family, now. And my brother is wearing the dress blues with the silver bars. And I told my Dad that I really had no idea what the hell I wanted to do with my life, and I was telling him the truth. I really didn’t know. But I went to school with some guys who became floor traders. I had no idea what they did. I figured they just bought low and sold high or something like that. I had no idea what they were trading. But my buddy, Brent, he used to wrestle with me in school. So now he’s on the AMEX in New York trading options on something called the Q’s. Nobody knows if this thing is going to take off or not. It took him a few weeks to figure out what an ETF was. Kid kind of looks like Giovanni Ribisi.

 So that’s basically how I found my way to JLS. This was back three years ago, and they sent me out here with TRE to start this place up. And I’ve bopped around a little, but mostly traded in the MSFT pit, not making any damn money. But I’ve also never lost money, which is important. Guys will blow themselves up left and right, especially nowadays. You just cannot be short gamma in anything. Not when stocks are moving fifty bucks a day in some cases. So I got safe hands, and TRE thinks I am going to figure it out someday. And I am. I might have figured it out tonight.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 Instead of embarrassing myself at Starbucks, I go to Venue. The girls there do not have purple hair, although they are pretty busted. I am going there even though the clerk is going there, to get my coffee. He can get the bagel and I’ll get the coffee. It’s pointless, but whatever. Like I said, my head is still buzzing. So the Mexican guy there always gives me a smile. He knows everyone, even though I don’t come down here that much. As it turns out, the clerk doesn’t even notice I’m in line behind him; he’s hypnotized by the brutal chick behind the counter. Creepy.

 Most of the time when I tell people I work on the trading floor, they say, “Oh, the exchange building on Pine Street?” Actually, no, I’m around the corner in the building that doesn’t look like an exchange. It just looks like a regular building. The stock exchange is for stock. They don’t do options on the stock floor. They do options on the options floor. But there is no sign on the options floor, so you only know if you are in the know. Besides, I think the stock floor is a charity case or something. I don’t know why anyone would route an order there. It is like Jurassic Park. You should see the old guys coming out of that building. I didn’t know that dudes in San Fran even got that old.

 So naturally they hire a gay guy to be the receptionist, and this guy does not mess around. Traders are a bunch of cretins, so all day long it is gay and faggot and cocksucker, it doesn’t faze this guy a bit. He just sits there with his pink-striped shirts and gives you the eye of judgment. I haven’t made friends with him, because that would be smart, but I don’t think anyone else is friends with him, either. In general, nobody messes with him at all. Traders respect the threat of force, and there is something about this guy that suggests he could have your badge taken away if he wanted to. Though this guy probably comes in straight from the Bijou Theatre in the morning. You know, with the marquee out front, that says things like Big Hairy Chests/All You Can Eat. I heard they have mattresses in the basement.

 The trading floor in the morning is a bit of a depressing place. It is mostly quiet, people reading newspapers and whatnot. And the sound that you hear is of the timestamp machines clicking away the minutes. They aren’t perfectly synchronized, so there is kind of this constant clicking. They are very lonely timestamp machines. They haven’t made this stuff electronic yet, so you have to stamp a ticket. Though some of the more advanced firms have had guys on handhelds, hooked up to the exchange, like JLS. But I don’t like using it because I like having my hands free. And I don’t want this anchor hanging from my neck, so I give it to the clerk. This makes TRE unhappy, but who cares. The clerk can learn how to trade stock.

 Oddly enough, TRE and the gang are down here already in the LMM. It’s not uncommon to huddle up in the morning, but TRE looks as serious as a heart attack. He’s eyeing me carefully. I fear that he knows what happened, even though there is no way for him to know.

 “We got the PALM spinoff today. We need someone in that 3Com pit,” he says, looking at each of us.

 “Not it,” says Fred, touching his nose with his finger. “I’m busy enough with Qualcomm. PaineWebber might put a $2000 price target on that turd for all I know.”

 “No can do,” says Tex, “I’m trying to exploit the shit out of a skew trade in WCOM before the big guy figures it out.”

 I am daydreaming about losing my ass in the 3Com pit. I lose millions of dollars, taking down the entire San Francisco branch and half our clearing firm. My parents never speak to me again. The clerk interrupts my suicide plans and says something that makes everyone laugh, but I miss it, not hearing.

 But I just did rails with the biggest broker on the floor.

 “You need to be in there today,” says TRE. “Spreads are going to be massive. Just put yourself on the wheel, don’t get too crazy, everything will be fine.”

 When you come to a fork in the road, take it.

 “Ok.”

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 Pac Bell Park might be the only baseball stadium in the country where you can order tiramisu. And these people call themselves baseball fans. Frankly, they are the worst baseball fans in the world. And Sabean is the worst GM in the world. And Barry Bonds is just a bad guy, no matter how many balls he hits into McCovey cove. But at least we have Jon Miller. And thank God for the Razor and Mr.T. But here we all are, eating tiramisu at a baseball game, and everyone was so rich they forgot what it was like to be poor. Whatever that means. Even that Mexican guy at Venue is getting rich. Heck, he probably had box seats in this place.

 The stadium is a little out of the way. It’s downtown, and public transportation doesn’t take you there, so you have to walk. So I took the bus with the clerk; we got comped tickets by JLS. All he can talk about the whole way down there is how hungry he is. We’re walking across town on a Sunday morning and nothing is open. Well, that’s what happens if you lift weights all the time: you’re hungry. Finally we stop someplace and get the kid a chicken caesar wrap, and after he eats one, he buys another. Then he eats that, too. I can see the muscles in his forearms as he grips the thing. He swallows it whole, like a rattlesnake eating a rodent. Then he gets a berry vanilla smoothie. The kid eats two thousand calories in the span of seven minutes. Then we are on our way.

 I was in the mezzanine with the clerk. He was a good kid if you got him off the floor, not so weird about staring at the screens and trying to bully people all the time. I know for a fact he doesn’t have money to throw around, but he buys one of those SF Giants we’re number one foam fingers and starts carrying it around, talking about fingering this and that and giving people the finger, like a jackass.

 A week ago, TRE invited me into his office, and for once, had me close the door. He told me that a rival market making firm, one that traded both options and stock, was readying a bid for us. I couldn’t keep the secret.

 “How much?” asked the clerk, in between sips of his beer.

 “It’s a lot.”

 “You got a number?”

 I drew in a breath. “Two hundred million dollars.”

 “Who?”

 “Bishop.”

 “Interesting.”

 “Yeah. But Luther thinks it’s not enough.”

 “What?”

 “Says we made $50 million bottom line last year. That values us at 4 times. Says we can do better.” I’m not looking at the clerk because I can sense his indignation rising.

 “Yo,” he says. “It’s two hundred million dollars. We’re just a bunch of shitheads in trading smocks. Look around you. People are drinking chardonnay at a baseball game. This isn’t real. This is going to end.”

 I feel my jaw set. I am getting angry at the clerk, and half paying attention to the game. Marvin Bernard is up, who sucks ass on a good day. “You don’t know that. This thing could be worth a billion in three years at the rate we’re growing.”

 “Floor traders aren’t worth a billion dollars,” he says.

 “Okay, so if we sell now, TRE gets, like, twenty million, Luther and those guys get fifty.”

 “That’s not enough?”

 “Look around you,” I say, imitating him. “Don’t you think people are making more than that?”

 The clerk looks back at the game as Marvin Bernard strikes out, swinging at something around his eyes.

 “You only need to get rich once,” he says.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I grab the clerk and give him instructions for the spinoff. I’m not sure he’s listening. Some people make better traders than clerks. I need this kid to focus for just one second, but as he’s printing out my risk reports back in the booth, he’s smoking and joking with the Bay Bridge potheads. The only time you get this kid to stop being a numbnuts is when there’s money at stake. It occurs to me that this perfectly describes most people on the floor.

 I tell the cute lesbian MQ to put me on the wheel, walking past the guys in the crowd, and then I go and take my place in back of the pit. Some are looking at me. Some are shaking their heads. One of them crumples up his risk report, turns around, and fires it at my forehead. It bounces off, to great effect. Then he calls me “Dickface.” Everyone gets a kick out of this. It’s going to be like this all day. I knew it would.

 It smells in here and it’s because of Fat Dave. Fat Dave wears a blue smock and has some kind of mineral deficiency that makes his armpits, ass or feet smell like decomposing bodies. Most of the guys in here are used to it. My eyes are burning. In addition to smelling horrible on purpose, Fat Dave is a nightmare to deal with. He’s easily the most infuriating bastard on the floor. Lucky for me, I brought Fat Dave a sandwich, which is known to change his whole outlook on life. He eats all day long and you can bribe him with food. So when I was down in Venue getting my coffee, I got a pesto chicken sandwich, stuffed it in my pocket, and I just handed it to Fat Dave.

 Fat Dave says, “All RIGHT, man,” and starts scarfing it down.

 It really was that easy, it was like typing in FEED FAT DAVE A SANDWICH while playing Zork on the Apple IIe. Meanwhile, I have credibility in the pit, because I know how to keep Fat Dave quiet, which everyone else appreciates.

 “Thanks, bro,” says Richard, who migrated here from MSFT with me. He won’t consume anything unless it comes from Jamba Juice.

 “Don’t mention it.”

 Richard looks back at the clerk and then at me. “What’s the matter with your clerk? He makes me uncomfortable.”

 I smile. “He’s an assassin. He’s Jason Bourne.”

 “When are you going to give him a badge?”

 “It’s the subject of much debate at JLS right now.”

 “Should be a slam-dunk, right?”

 “He doesn’t take clerking very seriously.”

 “Would he take trading seriously?”

 I think about this. “Yeah.”

 “So give him the badge.”

 “Yeah.”

 We’re looking at the screens.

 “What’s your plan?” he asks.

 “For what?”

 “For the spinoff, dummy.”

 “Oh. TRE told me to get on the wheel and not do anything crazy.” I told him.

 “Okay.”

 “So.”

 “So.”

 “So what are you going to do?” I ask.

 “I’m not going to take a view on anything. Hedging all the deltas. The edge in here is insane. There’s no reason to try and grow a brain.”

 “Okay.”

 “Dude,” Richard says, “don’t try and be a hero today. There are going to be a lot of millionaires and a lot of body bags. This is a career, not the fucking lotto.”

 “Okay.”

 He looks at me, chortles. “Ah, shit. You’re gonna take a shot.”

 I nod my head slowly. “I am gonna take a shot.”

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 My mom drove me to the airport. She had kept quiet most of the weekend.

 “Your father loves you.”

 “Whatever.”

 “He wants what’s best for you.”

 “He wants for me what would be best for him.”

 She drives in silence.

 “He doesn’t like the money thing,” she says.

 “What is a ‘money thing’?”

 “You know. Trying to make money.”

 I laugh, but I’m pissed. “He’s never had to worry about it. He gets a government check. Does he think we should all get government checks?”

 “No, but—”

 “Mom, there are people out there, in this world, who try to make money. Maybe not in our family, but they do exist. There are lots of them, in fact. I’m sorry I’ve dishonored him with my pursuit of the almighty dollar.”

 She’s quiet.

 “You know I’m right,” I say.

 “I know,” she says, laughing.

 I laugh too. “What a dick,” I say.

 “What time is your flight again?”

 “Four-thirty. You know, if he wants a relationship with his son, he’s going to have to get over this.”

 “Well—”

 “What, were you going to say he doesn’t want a relationship?”

 She pauses. “Are you taking drugs?” she asks, staring straight ahead.

 “Holy fuck. No, Mom.”

 “No?”

 “That’s what this is all about?”

 She nods.

 “Christ,” I say, shaking my head. “If I’m going to do the time, I might as well do the crime.”

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I look up at the screens. I see a lot of low-hanging fruit that these guys are not grabbing. But these are juicy orders. There are other dudes starting to file into the pit, and it is only a matter of time until they start picking these berries. So I say “Buy your book March 75 puts, a fifty-lot,” and Dickface guy is getting really pissed off now. He’s turning around and screaming in my face. I just stare back at him. I want to tell him tough shit, I just made $10,000. This is the easiest money I have made on this floor in years.

 I need to hedge, so I turn around to the clerk and tell him to buy 2,000 COMS. I startle him. I think he was just finishing up a phone call. Probably with his girlfriend. She’s really nice, that kid is going to ruin her if they stay together much longer. He scrambles and fumbles and starts tapping away at the box with the stylus, and finally he gives me the thumbs up, I’m filled. What a production. I don’t know why I don’t just use Janice. She’s completely insane, but she’s competent.

 It’s getting near the spinoff and it occurs to me that I haven’t seen T22 yet today. He’s this phantom that slithers around and makes errors in between giving out giant, loopy softball trades to people. Imagine you have a friend who leaves a trail of $100 bills behind him. You’d want to make friends with that guy. It has occurred to me that he might be the most important person in the entire city to be friends with.

 There he is.

 Just as I am wondering what hospital, jail, or other institution he ended up in, he appears, walking along the outside of the pit. His eyes look even more haunted than usual. He was fine when I left the party. I can only imagine what happened after I left. I wonder if Purple Hair Girl got what she wanted, and if T22 gave it to her. All this raging can’t be good for business. He probably just missed ten grand worth of commissions. But as we glance at each other—was that a wink?

 The dude just winked at me.

 I don’t feel good about this. I’m regretting last night already, like some blacking out at some frat party years ago and throwing myself on a grenade. It was futile to hope that my coke-sniffing episode wasn’t going to get around the floor. Brokers talk, especially T22. I never got the impression that TRE really cared about any of his traders partying, but still. Then it occurred to me that T22 might not talk, that he might actually need something from me. What, I didn’t know.

 There’s a commotion behind me. It’s the Bay Bridge guys yelling about palming their pilot and pretending to fist each other and generally being boneheads. I look back at the clerk and he looks kind of freaked out, which is not like him. He seems to be completely hemmed in by market makers and stock jockeys and he knows he’s taking up space. I should just take the handheld back from him and trade the stock myself, but it’s too late now, he’s trapped back there. I’m not sure he could even hear me if I yelled an order at him.

 The spinoff hasn’t even happened yet and already I’ve made a month’s worth of P&L. I’ve watched people fall ass-backwards into money every year I’ve been down here, and it’s never happened to me. But now the buzz from the coke is starting to wear off and a sense of dread appears and takes up residence in my abdomen, and spreads throughout my arms and legs, which begin to soften. Failure is a sensation, not an event, and already I am feeling it even before it happens. Two thousand miles away, their disappointment is telegraphed.

 I look up at COMS and the stock is starting to really rip around. It was at 78 when I walked in here but now it is at 86 and it is moving around three bucks at a time. The normally unflappable cute MQ girl is getting a little rattled; most of those book orders are now gone and she’s been haggling with the crowd for the past ten minutes. They are bringing in more MQs. I look around, and for a moment, the sense of failure subsides and I think about where I am in space and time. This is the biggest pit I have ever seen. This has to be bigger than the bond pit on the CBOT in the eighties. This has to be the most sublimely insane market in financial history. What would people think if they knew that this existed? For a second, I am proud to be part of this group of people. Even the clerk, the Bay Bridge goons, and even stinky Fat Dave. I sense that we are at a unique place and time in history, a time that is not going to be repeated possibly for decades, if ever. I feel like I am witness to something big—and special.

 I have to share this with someone.

 When JLS gave me this cell phone, I put all my numbers into speed dial, but I haven’t used them once. I remembered the “3” was home. It would be early afternoon there.

 
  3.


 I cover my other ear.

 “Hello?”

 “Dad.”

 “Hello?”

 “Dad, it’s me.”

 “Wow, it’s noisy there. Where are you?”

 “I’m on the trading floor. You have a minute?”

 “What?”

 “You have a minute?”

 “Yes, go ahead.”

 “You ever heard of 3Com?”

 “What?”

 “3Com?”

 “What about it?”

 “Nothing. Have you heard of Palm?”

 “Bomb?”

 “Palm!”

 “What?”

 “Do you know what a Palm Pilot is?”

 “Oh. Yes. What is this all about?”

 This is going nowhere.

 “Dad, are you proud of me?”

 “What?”

 “Are you proud of me?”

 “Still can’t hear you, son.”

 “ARE. YOU. PROUD. OF. ME.”

 He pauses.

 “Son, I think we have a bad connection. You should get back to work.”

 He hangs up.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 The spinoff is in a few minutes. I try to memorize the screen like Fred does but the stock is ripping all over the place. I am unsuccessful. I am going to have to just make a market the old-fashioned way. Like TRE taught me. Make your price. Think about where you want to be. Do you want to own it? The stock has moved twenty bucks in the last twenty minutes.

 Suddenly, the wheel screen goes nuts and freezes. I look up. All the screens are frozen. Nobody knows where the stock is. Nobody knows where the options are. The screens jerk back to life, tick a few times, then freeze again. The stock is gapping five bucks at a clip. I think I hear the clerk yelling at me. I’m assuming I got auto-exed on a bunch of trades, but it’s pointless trying to figure it out. I’m just hoping everything evens out.

 Now the guy in the Hawaiian shirt is arguing with another scab. The screens spring back into motion, for good this time. Fat Dave is getting wheeled on some 50-lots and loving it. He turns around and sells 10,000 COMS to the Bay Bridge guys, who for once, are paying attention. As I turn around to look, I see that the clerk is transfixed at something off to his left, completely oblivious to what is going on in the pit.

 My smock is vibrating, and I reach in and pull out my phone. It’s a 415 area code, but not a number I recognize. I flip it open, hold it to my ear, and hear:

 “3Com April 120 calls.”

 He hangs up.

 I stand on my tiptoes and I see T22 across the floor, with a phone at each ear. He removes the phone from his left ear, closes it, and puts it in his pocket.

 I know what I have to do.

 
  You only need to get rich once.


 I stare up at the screen at COMS.

 The stock is at 95.

 98.

 102.

 105.

 All I am looking at is the COMS Apr 120 calls. The screen says:

  

 20        –           24 ½

  

 T22 loops around the front of the pit and stands on the podium. Already, I feel myself raising my arms.

 He is looking directly at me.

 “APRIL 120 CALLS—“

 “TWENTY BID!” I say alone, my hands in the air. I am before everyone else. They say it after me. I am entitled to the order.

 “YOU’RE WEARING IT three thousand times,” says T22, eyes wild, making a “sold” hand signal over my head, like dunking a basketball.

 I just got all of a three thousand lot order. Look at me.

 I do some quick math and calculate that I just spent $6 million on a single trade.

 T22’s clerk comes around to give me the ticket. I know what your dick looks like, I think. I look down at the ticket. I look up at the screen. The numbers look off. The stock hasn’t moved, but the calls are lower, now.

 “Is that the right price?” I ask him.

 “Yeah, man. How does that feel?”








T22



BWWAAAAAA GET OUT OF MY HOUSE is what I said when I ran into the living room but it was a fuckin boneyard. You really wanna party you gotta party with yourself but everyone was already gone what the fuck.

 I went back into my bedroom and Lisa and Nicky were honking up an avalanche of the stuff and I said HOLD ON WAIT A MINUTE let me get in there. It suddenly occurred to me that I couldn’t remember what I looked like, I mean, what they looked like with their clothes on. So I get naked too and they are ripping mondo lines off my DICK and I am doing the same, it was off the RICHTER, man. And Lisa was my favoriter of the two, she had curly brown hair and natural tits and was just really sweet, you WOULD NEVER KNOW she sucked dicks for money, well, Nicky you would know, she has that look. But they are probably my best friends in the world. In any case I am doing BIG BUMPS AWESOME AWESOME AWESOME and I am totally maxed out, but the girls aren’t, Nicky gets her purse and pulls out WHAT THE FUCK IS THAT and the next thing you know we are banging rocks in my fuckin bedroom and this is just the thing that I was telling W83 about when he was here, when was that a couple of hours ago I don’t fuckin know. But the kid was so nervous about a little old bump and here I am nervous about a rock and what the fuck is this do as I say, not as I do?

 I’m fucked.

 I KNEW IT when I did it that this is going to be the end of me and the end and the end and the end. They are going to find my cold dead body in this house. Well FUCK I don’t know who is going to find it nobody fuckin checks on me ever the only people who would miss me are my fuckin customers and they can eat it, they are not going to fly to San Fran fuckin Cisco to find my cold dead body in my own fuckin house. Besides they know I have BIG GUNS and I can take care of myself that is what I do I take care of myself. Don’t believe it ask the girls, ask the hookers I don’t need no fuckin shoulder to cry on NO I DON’T we do bumps and fuck and have a GREAT TIME which is what life is all about.

 So I know instantly that I’m fuckin fucked and it makes sense A) why the blacks were murdering each other over this stuff ten years ago and B) why they will lock you up for LIFE just for having it because it is so GNARLATIOUS. One hit and I can’t get enough I’m just going to want to sit in the fuckin house and do this all day long, I’ll tell you what, when I smoked that rock I did a quick mental calculation I thought about all the money I had and how long it would last for me to be high all the fuckin time until I was STONE COLD. I am going to have to steal shit to support this habit, HA, LOOK AT ME, I took one hit and already I am thinking about STEALING SHIT that’s fuckin funny shit. What is THAT all about. The girls seem to be having a good time and they are having a good laugh at my KONG which isn’t doing much at the moment, I guess that’s what happens. Maybe I should look into that Viagra shit seems like everyone wants to be long PFE. WELL ONE OF THEM drops a rock in plain sight and it bounces around the carpet which is shag and the two girls look around and give up because that stuff well is pretty cheap you know and besides I am paying for it.

 Well HOLY DOGSHIT it is almost 6AM and I gots to get the FUCK out of here I gotta be on the floor gotta talk with customers gotta go to work the money doesn’t make itself but honestly I wouldn’t mind a break from all this money. But if someone told you that you just had to show up and do your job and you were going to make $30,000 in a single day you would fuckin DO IT RIGHT? Some people think this shiz is going to last forever but LISTEN TO ME it is not it is NOT going to last FOREVER it is going to be gone in a few years, that’s how the shiznit works, the big fish eat the little fish. And I am just a two dollar broker and I am not going to put up much of a fight.

 I don’t really need to ask Nicky and Lisa to bail but they are more fucked up than usual (it was an OUTRAGEOUS time we had yes) and they put their clothes on which was even better than having them naked all night, after a while they start to look even hotter with clothes on, YA KNOW? So they and their makeup and their heels walk down the stairs and out on to the street and I am left alone with my fuckin limp DILZNIK and no more Jackson and no more blow and I gotta FEEL IT DUDE just DUDE just one more time before I go to work and then I remember the rock and

 And then I am on my hands and knees with my dick between my legs shredding the fuckin SHAG carpet looking for that rock, and I have my EYEBALL like an inch away from it, anglin here and there, shredding up the rug fuzz, and I can see fuckin INDIVIDUAL STRANDS of this rug. And I am on my hands and knees and I shred every last inch of my carpet looking for the rock. Duh, one of the bitches probably found it and took it, leaving me here like a chump. And then I start getting really fuckin cold LOOKING FOR THIS ROCK and I remember we opened the window last night because, HA, it was getting really fuckin hot. But I’m like WHAT IF THEY DID LEAVE IT and I can’t bear to think what it will be like at work if I don’t get high one more time and so I keep shredding the carpet over and over and over and over again, and I’m cold, and I haven’t slept since Monday and it starts to be NOT FUCKING FUNNY AT ALL and then I’m selling fuckin BUICKS all over the place, and then I have this pain RIPPING through my insides and I am on my side, holding my knees, lying in the shit, when I look across the room at the clock and it says SIX THIRTY, I gotta be at work, the market’s open, dude.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 Well I put myself TOGETHER I took a shower and hosed off the barf and brushed my teeth and I am on the street and I am late, I have fourteen fuckin’ voicemails, including six from that FUCKFACE prick customer of mine from Kensington. That motherfucker is insufferable, king shit at fuckin Kensington, fuck you. But I gotta be cool because he is literally forty percent of my revs and he knows it. JUST GOES TO SHOW that even when you’re your own boss you’re really not, you’re still working for a fuckin piece of shit fuckstick asshole bastard. I already know what this motherfucker is saying on the voicemails. I don’t need to listen. “T22, Can you please get me indications in the following names.” I don’t know, maybe he’s not so bad, but the Mr. Perfect act drives me fuckin nuts. Come to think of it, most of the guys I work for are like that.

 Then on the other end you have guys like W83, that dork CRACKS me up, he’s a grommet still and he’s been down here for years, it’s like he HASN’T FUCKIN LEARNED ANYTHING. He doesn’t even know how to act around the honeys, Alisha told me he got all weird around her last night, she just wanted him to have fun. But he’s a good fuckin egg and you gotta take care of guys like that, I KNOW THE TYPE, because they will TAKE CARE OF YOU, they are loyal as hell. W83 and I needed to establish some trust is all, he has to trust me, and later this morning I will have to trust him, and that is what friends are all about. People think I’m fuckin stupid but I’m not I’m not I’m not, this is all by design—I have an EXCELLENT network of friends and it is all based on BIG TIME trust, and the thing people don’t realize about trust is that it is very fragile but it is also very strong. People are not bad people, even the bad people. People think I’M bad people but I have rules just like ANYONE FUCKING ELSE MOTHERFUCKER.

 Jackson and I got a good laugh out of W83 last night, HA HA, that was some funny shiznit. First of all he comes in the bedroom looking like he’s seen the DEVIL INSIDE and the kid with years of military training crumbles after 2 minutes of persuasion from me. Then he was FUCKIN FLYING man, he was totally amped, and just flew out of the house like remembered he left the water on or something. Even Jackson thought it was funny, and he is not easily amused, but the guys with risk are less amused, he’s the one carrying around like ten ounces of blow on him at any given time. Still, I won’t buy from anyone else, the guy is SMOOTH as a GRAVY SANDWICH.

 IN ANY EVENT these motherfuckers know that if they are cool I will hook them up. I hook everybody up. I hook up the market makers, I hook up the customers. I even hook up the runners, including that dumb Chinese bitch from Sage, I gave her a TWOMP for nothing, didn’t even expect no HEAD from that transaction. Seems like I give out a bunch of fuckin TWOMPS these days, not getting a lot in return. That’s what I do, I give, and I expect nothing in return. But when the time comes, YOU THERE, motherfucker, or we are done.

 I KNOW people think I am a fuck up but guess what I have the biggest customers the best customers and I make the most money than anyone so go FUCK yourselves that’s what I say. If that is true then how is it that a fuck up makes all this money guess I can’t be too dumb. Can I. I tell you it is all about taking care of people. FUCK that it’s not even about taking care of people it’s about less than that, it’s about PAYING ATTENTION to motherfuckers, just giving them the GIFT of time. You give someone the GIFT of time and they will never forget it. TIME means more than money TIME trumps money any day look at W83 I cared about him for one fuckin second which is more than everyone on that floor added up together including his so-called prick friend Fred. My dad was no salesman or nothin, he was an alcoholic cop. I read this shit in books.

 Problem is I spend a lot of time giving other people the GIFT of time and nobody gives me the GIFT of time, at least very often. Hard to tell with Lisa and Nicky, if they didn’t have infinity amounts of blow would they stick around probably not. Although we are good friends it seems like maybe. But with everyone else it is all about business, Jackson doesn’t give a rat’s ass I am his biggest customer and all those market makers want me for my body not my mind just joking. But seriously that is the problem if you are like me you give and give and people take and take. You end up alone but then again I want to be alone but when I am alone I don’t want to be alone. For once it would be good to have a MEANINGFUL FUCKIN CONVERSATION but I am having too much fun for that.

 Here’s my PHILOSOPHY on life. You do whatever the FUCK you want and as long as nobody gets hurt then great life goes on.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I’m not from here. Nobody knows this. I’m from Rockaway, and I’m fuckin Irish, but not like these House Of Pain homos. In Rockaway, everyone knows each other, it is a small town in New York, and anyone who lives in New York will tell you that it is a small town which is depressing because it means there is nowhere on earth you can be fuckin anonymous. If you want to know what is going on in Rockaway you go to Breezy Point you go to the Sugar Bowl. If you live in Manhattan and you’ve never been to Rockaway, you might think that it’s some kind of beach paradise shit or something. You take a look at the subway map and if you fly over the city at night you see the subway going out the causeway and it looks just fine. Well, it’s not, it’s shit, just like the rest of New York, but it happens to be by the water. And everyone is Irish Catholic in Breezy Point. And I came from a good Irish Catholic family, too, which meant that everyone was a bunch of dissolute fucks and bottled up all their insecurities. Nobody talks.

 My dad was a cop which wasn’t fuckin weird just like it wasn’t weird to have a gun laying around the house. It wasn’t weird because all these fuckin assholes were cops or firemen. Having a cop Irish Catholic father meant I had my share of getting my ass kicked and swore at and my mom got plenty, too. You wanna know somethin about NYC cops you know that they are not the good guys they are not on your side they are looking out for themselves, most of them on the take. If I lived in New York still and I had a kid I would teach that fucker never to call the cops when somethin happened, you handle shit yourself. Age twelve I start hanging around at Luke’s house because nobody keeps track of what goes on in his liquor cabinet. This leads to long afternoons of rolling around on the floor and giggling our asses off, and puking in the bushes. Nobody gave a fuck if I came home drunk at age twelve or not, not really, no. The whole fuckin town was motherfuckin drunk, even by NYC standards, you walk around Second Avenue on any given night and it is a shit show people pukin on the sidewalk and crazy shit everywhere. So age fifteen I used to hang out in the motherfuckin SUGAR BOWL and get shitfaced and play pool and hang out with all the old drunks, mostly cops, getting shitfaced, gonna go home and kick the shit out of their kids too, FUCKIN FUNNY right.

 Well, I was runnin with the cool kids in school, and it’s funny how everyone is conscious of what group they are in, even the cool kids know they are cool. I am cool because I drink and run around with these guys until I met Ginger and WOW.

 So Ginger is the best fuckin thing to happen to me hands down the best fuckin thing of all time. She’s kind of a funny lookin chick not good lookin in the traditional sense at all. But she’s got this look like she knows some shit, she looks at you sideways and she has that closed mouth smile and she looks like she knows some fuckin shit really. So she’s brown and she’s got shiny black hair all curls and she never shows her teeth, she just smiles at you with her mouth closed, and they say the eyes are the window to the soul well she’s got some fuckin soul GODDAMN. She looks at me and I melt daily. And truthfully she had a big fat ass even at sixteen or whatever (she was a year older than me) and even more truthfully the boobs were not huge and the body was actually probably a little below average EVEN FOR ME who’s not picky I’m really not. I rack my brain but it pisses me off I can’t even remember how we hooked up, that whole time was kind of a fuckin blur really. And it was silly her name was Ginger, she was Dominican and looked 100% DR too. Truth be told I think her mom moved her and her sister over from Bergenline Avenue sometime when she was in junior high which is why we never fuckin crossed paths. And I was her first, she told me so and I believe her, but really her second because she said one of her moms boyfriends running around did something to her a long time ago but she didn’t want to talk about that and I didn’t want to press the issue. She don’t want to talk about it she don’t have to talk about it. What am I gonna do hunt the motherfucker down and rip his throat out, no, the past is past. So I fuck her on like the second date in her house, her mom was never around, and I was all weird for like a week after that, we used no protection and even though I didn’t blow my load I was like fuck, it was my first time too. So I show up to school the next day (all I can remember about that place is the cement blocks making up the walls, and the little desks) and SHE’S NOT THERE and I’m like HOLY FUCK what did I do. But she was just sick and could pretty much skip school whenever she wanted so it wasn’t like I did anything weird, I was worried there for a second. But we got to fucking all the time and it was awesome, she would let me come inside her (with a condom) and it was GNARLATIOUS and half the time I would drool on her forehead and we got a laugh out of that. And then I introduced her to Luke’s booze and we used to fuck drunk and drop E-bombs and fuck and we pretty much partied all the time. And sometimes we would make a special trip into the city, an hour on the subway, just to eat shrooms and walk around Times Square and look at the fancy fancy lights. I actually took her to Limelight once or twice but she wasn’t into that, people walking around in gothic spacesuits and shit. But she was up for whatever to this day haven’t met anyone like her that wasn’t a hooker, whatever that is supposed to mean. AND IT BRINGS A TEAR to my eye just thinkin about it because even with all the partying and fucking we were awesome fuckin friends we used to hang out all the time pass notes at school lay on the grass stare up at the sky make out in the hallways all that shit and it went on for a good year, and I put up with some serious shit at first because it’s a bunch of Mick kids in the school not too many girls from the DR and theres some racist bastards its NEW YORK what do you expect you got a bunch of Irish and Italian racist cops, it’s not like Law and Fuckin Order. And she was a good influence too she was a pretty smart female and used to tell me T22 you need to get good grades and go to school and not be a fuckup and I actually used to listen to her and study when we could stop touching each other long enough to sit still and study (I even got to fifth base after a while, which was awesome but also weird because there is nothing up there but air, who would have guessed that). But things weren’t all good her mom was pretty fuckin IRRESPONSIBLE she was hosing black guys all the time and there was a prescription for herpes meds in the medicine cabinet and Ginger was worried her mom was actually a whore which is a pretty tough pill to swallow when you are a sixteen year old girl in fuckin high school, your mom is a whore. Well if she was making money Ginger wasn’t getting any of it that was for sure she didn’t have much of a future even though she was a smart girl. And her sister was kind of retarded but she was nice, we’d sit in her house and watch TV together and Ginger would jerk me off under a blanket and the kid would never figure it out, this went on for months. And things were great until they weren’t she started to get worried about the drugs Ginger could take it or leave it but I was pretty into the E-bombs but it wasn’t really that it was the coke when Luke started selling that stuff I was hooked I remember the first time just like W83’s first time last night, the first time is always the best and then you spend the rest of your life CHASING IT, and I was CHASING IT. We used to get drunk and FUCK and now all I wanted to do was honk and she didn’t want to. In the meantime my Pops was not really a help he kept calling her my nigger girlfriend but she wasn’t really truthfully I don’t know what she was she didn’t look like DR either, brown girl named Ginger what are you supposed to think. It sounds like a big deal but it wasn’t because Pops is a fucking prick and I paid him no heed on any subject at all. POPS had his own issues he saw plenty of people’s heads blown off and ripped to pieces in car crashes and Mister Great Santini just wanted to get loaded and push people around his cop buddies used to carry him home puke on his uniform what a fuckin loser. So FUCK HIM anyway. He was OBVIOUSLY an alcoholic any IDIOT could see that and I was going to be nothing of the kind.

 Then there were some dark days it got to be where Ginger and I didn’t really have a plan and done fucked and done all the drugs we wanted and there was nothing left and she was worried about me and truthfully I was worried about her because there was nothing for a brown girl named Ginger to do in fuckin Rockaway cept get in trouble. And I was expected to go to college somehow I managed to put some decent grades together so we were coming to the END OF THE FUCKIN LINE for T22 and Ginger. It was staring at us DAILY. And she was calling me ASSHOLE and throwing shit at me because she didn’t like it when I would get zooted then we just used to fight all the time about God knows what. Interestingly enough she never broke up with me and interestingly enough I never cheated on her even though I had plenty of chances FOR FUCKING SURE but I loved her fat ass and deep down I loved her lots.

 So that’s what was going on when POPS ran over Ginger’s retarded little sister right in the middle of the fuckin street right in broad fuckin daylight right with his cop car right when he was fucked up right when he was leaving the fuckin Sugar Bowl right when Ginger’s mom was hosing some drug dealer so Ginger got called to the hospital to look at the mangled body. I heard later there was brains hangin out and shit POPS completely fuckin greased her not just ran into her but ran her OVER. Done by my pops, drunk driving alcoholic mother fucker. I only found out about this later because I was having a party for one in my room and Ginger called the house on the telephone screaming crying couldn’t understand her and I went over to see her and she was BEATING on me, screaming, and I figure out what happened and THEN WHAT AM I SUPPOSED TO DO. You see I guess this is the point in the story where I am supposed to go back to the house and get my father’s gun and blow his motherfuckin head off for killing my girlfriend’s little sister but I’m not gonna do that no I’m not, what the fuck is this some kind of Shakespeare play or something like that the last thing we need is more drama. He was an ASSHOLE before and he’s an asshole now and the difference is she has no little sister and now I have no girlfriend.

 So I never talked to the motherfucker again after that, not one fuckin word, and I stole all his money, he always kept five thousand in the nightstand so I took that and he never said a word about that, either, he knew he had it coming. He had his own fucking issues but whatever his fucking cop buddies were going to get him out of it and outside of losing his job there would be no fucking consequences for POPS only for Ginger and me, that’s how it works. But with five grand you can buy a shit ton of blow and that’s what I did and I would walk around Breezy Point with my pockets stuffed full of the shit and I used to do key bumps in public and see if anyone would say anything. I’d stand there right on the fucking sidewalk in front of God and everyone and do a fuckin key bump right out of the baggie and in the beginning nobody fuckin said anything because they knew I was totally fucked because my father was an alcoholic drunk driving cop who murdered my girlfriend’s sister but after a while I think the community said they gotta do something with this kid doing key bumps on the sidewalk what a disgrace. I don’t really remember what happened after that I was pretty fucked.

 Well what happened is that MOMS was in no position to handle the situation (she was a pillhead I forgot to mention and was no big fan of Ginger either) POPS was going to be doing whatever penance he was doing WHICH DID NOT INCLUDE JAIL and like I said, Moms was in no position to handle the situation, no. So T22 gets shipped halfway across the motherfuckin country to California never been there before but always kinda wanted to go truth be told. I was staying with friends of MOMS. And they were good people but didn’t really know how to handle a kid doing key bumps on the fuckin sidewalk but T22 fooled them, I was a good boy and went to school like a REAL good boy. You see all I really wanted was a chance to START FUCKING OVER that’s all anyone really needs is a chance to start over in life just a do over you know because you fuck a lot of things up and it starts to add up after a while and if I stayed in fuckin Rockaway there’s be more dead than just Ginger’s retarded sister. I had to gets the fuck OUT of there. So I start over in a new place in a new school with new clothes and it takes me about a week to figure it out THE COOL KIDS you gotta be with the cool kids. And the cool kids have surfboards here and talk like surfers and HELLA THIS and HELLA THAT and it didn’t take too hella long to figure out how to talk like these assholes I just kept my mouth shut for a month or two and bought a wet suit and learned how to surf. I surfed every day and the one thing I figured out about surfers is that they are FUCKING ASSHOLES and not laid back like in the movies they are big time uptight motherfuckers and will drown your sorry ass if you interfere with their magnificent surfing experience. So I did what I always do, I did it until I learned, just like being a two dollar broker. But until I became LAID BACK SURFER DUDE then I was a phucking phantom, an APPARITION I think that’s how you say it. But this is the ONE THING that I am more proud of IN THE WHOLE GOD DAMN WORLD is that I am a fucking chameleon, these kids were totally oblivious to the fact that I was from Breezy Point that I was Irish Catholic that I had a dead ex-girlfriend’s retarded sister. I have used this to GREAT ADVANTAGE my friends and I continue to use it to this day.

 Well it wasn’t long before I wasn’t a GOOD BOY anymore I had to honk and it’s not hard to find the shit in San Francisco no you don’t even have to go to the TL for that shit. You get it in school. But I needed MONEY I have always needed money but I needed it more after I ran through Pops’s five grand so I needed to get a job needed to get a job. I heard they were hiring some kids downtown doing financial stuff so I just walked right on the trading floor (this was the STOCK floor back then in the exchange building) and someone asked the kid if he needed a job. Then I was SET MOTHERFUCKERS because I got free lunch and a hundred bucks a day and all the blow I could sniff, these guys used to send me out to meet the dealer (and to get lunch, right). When they had their fill of blow they would send me around the corner to Venue to get a chicken PESTO which was divine.

 SO LET IT BE KNOWN TO ALL OF YOU MOTHERFUCKERS that I did NOT go to college nor did I have any desire although Ginger would have told you that I was smart enough yes. But you don’t need a degree to get rich because you don’t need a degree to work on the floor and that is what I did. And you CERTAINLY did not need a degree to buy stock sell stock limit bid stop loss all that shit. But many days that little exchange building was a BONEYARD and fuckin COMATOSE and I kept hearing about all this cool shiz happening around the corner on the OPTIONS floor, so I started sniffing around (which suits me, ha ha fuckin funny) and I found out that all you needed was a copy of this NATENBURG book so I got one and read that shit and dogeared it and highlighted it and the book looked like it was in a fuckin rodeo. And I knew about all this cool GAMMA shit and VEGA and I fancied being a trader but I was SMART and did what I know best which is PEOPLE, MOTHERFUCKER, I know how to take care of people. And that is the dirty little secret of Wall Street, or, Montgomery Street, that the people who are good at dealing with people make more than the statheads who know the math. And that is true in most of life too. Well mamas don’t let your babies grow up to be brokers because I have taken care of more dudes with more blow and more women than you can shake your DICK at and I usually get involved myself.

 WHICH BRINGS ME TO MY PROBLEM because I was just on the floor of my apartment puking my guts out after being awake for like 100 hours straight sniffing and banging and honestly I can’t take it anymore. I think I’m going to die. I have been through this before, Big Lee took me to a OH MY GOD AN A.A. MEETING he was worried bout me and dude that was one FUCKIN EXPERIENCE. I go in this place by the Marina in the dungeon of a church (I hadn’t set foot in a church since pre-Ginger) and there was fake wood-paneled walls and a shitty coffee pot and shitty chairs and I’m like Big Lee, this PLACE is so GHETTO but I kept my mouth shut. But it wasn’t the surroundings it was the PEOPLE they all had these ridiculous GRINS on their faces, not shit-eating grins, not smug, they looked, uh, what is the word, BEATIFIC? They looked like they were smoking rocks although it turned out they were smoking GOD because that’s what this whole gig was about, it turns out, you go to GOD and give up the drugs.

 Well, I got in there and I told them straight up that I’M T22, and I’M NOT AN ALCOHOLIC and everyone seemed to get a chuckle out of that one, and then they went back to smiling like dipshits. But I sat there and didn’t really listen but watched instead and I did hear some things I heard about this guy who talked about how he would get a craving for some dry goods when he was at the fuckin ATM MACHINE, those twenties coming out, the feel, the smell, they got him all JONESIN and I identified with that shit. But then the meeting was over and these dippy fucks kept coming up to me and giving me their phone number and it was hard to tell how old these women were, they had some city miles on them FOR SURE. WOWWWWW. I left Big Lee in the lurch and got out of there and quick as fuckin possible never to come back so I thought yeah right. I did file that shit away in one corner of my sick brain because that’s what I was thinking about when I was on the floor of my fuckin apartment, was all those fuckin dipshits. Boy did they look happy about somethin.

 GOIN ON 4 DAYS without sleep I make my way to El Faro and get myself a breakfast burrito the size of my head I’m gonna swallow this like Nicky gobbles my rod. This burrito is like the best FUCKING THING EVER AAAAAAAAA but I’m still suffering and I need a hair of the dog that bit me. I know where to get that FOR SURE DUDE. Then down to the floor which is already hella rockin and I walk in like I own the fuckin place, ha, and I already got 19 voicemails, 12 of them from Kensington Fuckface, if he hates me so much why does that fuck do business with me because I hook him up, that’s why. I’ve missed 12 trades and he still comes back for more, because I can get him done on the BID or OFFER, CLEAN as a whistle.

 Well WALKIN down the way past the Carey guys and I walk past Lamont and he grabs my wrist and stops me dead. Lookin at me. Lamont is fat and black and has a goatee and is an outstanding human fuckin being one of the all time greats, he has helped my ass out a lot over the years and I would say I have a deep personal favor deficit with this guy. Well Lamont is lookin DEEP into my eyes and he’s not just grabbing my wrist, motherfucker is taking my pulse, because now he’s lookin at his watch. He’s half jokin, half not, I take my sleeve and wipe my nose expectin to find blood that wouldn’t be the first time that happened but no he’s taking my pulse because I look like the walking dead, ha, I get it. “Eat a king size dick,” I tell him, grinning my ass off, because I know what is in store for me next. Lamont says something after me but I don’t need to hear it I got the gist.

 My phone keeps ringing fuck that guy maybe I WILL just give up 30 grand in commish today.

 Well I know where I’m goin I know straight where I’m going I’m going over to Delaware options where they have the CLIPBOARD. If you are in the know you know about the CLIPBOARD. Well I am in the know because it was MY IDEA MOTHERFUCKER. So I took the top side of a box and put a clipboard on top of it with a bunch of buy and sell tickets, and the dudes in the LMM can use the buy and sell tickets, see, but that’s not the primary purpose. The primary purpose is to store blow underneath the box top all lined up in pretty little lines. And there are enough people in the know around the LMM that anyone can just bend over and get a good sniff right in the middle of the day the whole thing is GENIUS you can see why I am good at my job. Sometimes I fill it with my blow actually most of the time but I’m betting someone else stocked it because I got in late and sure enough those motherfuckers are getting a good LAUGH at me because I walk in the LMM with my nose practically dragging on the floor. Well, I don’t give a FUCK today man so I take my time and really let one rip and then let another one rip and we usually try to keep it quiet but I am making a big scene about honking the stuff and LAUGHS ALL AROUND. I’m sure there is some grommet that saw the whole scene but no fuckin cares today MAN. For all I know this might be my list SNIFF.

 My phone’s ringin. Mother fuck that guy.

 “What up, bra?”

 “Hey man, I’ve been trying to get a hold of you.”

 “Sorry my friend, my mistake. How many did I miss?”

 “You missed none. I’ve been trying to get a hold of you for this 3COM thing.”

 “Three what?”

 “The spinoff. 3COM is spinning off PALM in about a half an hour. I need you to look sharp.”

 Oh Jesus. It’s a good thing I didn’t die on my shag fuckin carpet last night. I’m going to make some serious coin today. These kids have been talking about this trade for WEEKS.

 Well, I didn’t go to school but I sort of know how this shit works sort of. So 3Com makes these Palm Pilot things (which I refuse to own, too much evidence stored in one place) and they are making a SHITLOAD of money off of them so I guess they want to spin it off so they can get a bunch of cash and this is the part I am unclear on so they are going to basically IPO the thing. PALM that is. So you know what is going to happen, all these day trader MOOKS are going to RIPPPPPP PALM and all the floor trader mooks are going to try and short it. Some part of what’s left of my tiny brain says there’s probably a better trade but I DON’T KNOW WHAT IT IS. Fuckface probably knows what it is. Someone is going to be wearing it in about a half hour.

 That reminds me, where is that W83 kid. I’m BUZZZZZZING and I BUZZZZZZ over to the 3COM pit past PMCS and that Goober guy and past Afroman in Big MO and on over to COMS, and sure enough, the dork is standing right in the middle of the shit and looks like he is about to get punched in the mouth about eleven times. He looks at me and I look at him

 and wink.

 HA HA HA I laugh to myself after that one fuckin funny right. I just got in W83’s head. Well LIKE I SAID guys like him are one in a MILLION a DIAMOND in the rough whatever stupid fuckin saying you want to say. NOT TO WORRY I am going to hook him up with some MASSIVE FLOW because after that I am going to own his ass.

 Problem is that BUZZZZZZ is gone fuckin GONE ALREADY what the fuck I just did 2 lines like 10 minutes ago and now I need to reload. I go back to Delaware Options nose dragging on the ground again except this time they don’t look so amused, they are in the middle of pricing up some big butterfly or something and I go right in there and start RIPPPPPPING it all up, it’s GONE. I wipe my face and walk out of there leaving nothing but a trail of DESTRUCTION. Fuckin hilarious right.

 BUT IT’S NOT FUNNY ANYMORE Christ I wish this would end I wish the money would end I can’t stop making 30 grand a day what would you do if you made 30 grand a day? NO FUCKING SERIOUSLY WHAT WOULD YOU DO. If you had UNLIMITED fucking RESOURCES and you could do whatever you want and there were no cops no rules no nothing no boundaries no nothing what the FUCK would you do. YOU WOULD DO WHAT I DO THAT’S WHAT SO DON’T GIVE ME THAT SHIT YOU FUCKING ASSHOLES. ANYONE would do what I do. Sure I suppose I could save and plan for tomorrow but WHO KNOWS if there is going to be a tomorrow there wasn’t for Ginger’s retarded sister and there wasn’t for me and Ginger. SO DON’T GIVE ME THAT SHIT.

 Yeah well maybe that worked before, but it’s not workin so good anymore, I about bit it on my shag fuckin carpet and I just sniffed half an ounce and I can’t feel a GODDAMN thing. I am gettin near the end, I can feel it just like I felt me and Ginger getting to the END and the END and the END. I may be stupid but I am not stupid.

 It is better to be alive than dead.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 In the meantime I got SHIT to do I got a million fuckin orders including a put fly in GBLX 200 times and some upside calls in CSCO and some other shit in CMGI. I manage not to make ANY errors on any of that shit even though I am now higher than a kite and these motherfuckers keep looking at me like I’m some kind of zombie with rotting flesh or some shit YEAH I GET IT I look like shit go fuck yourself.

 Well I go back to the booth when I catch a break I sit and get on the internet and they got this new search engine Google I don’t know who these guys are but they are going to kick some ass they are going to kill these other guys YHOO and ASKJ and Lycos, I forget the ticker. I don’t know anything about their stock though but I look up Alcohlic Anonymos and a bunch of shit comes up and then I type in Acoholic Anonymus Sn Francisco and then some more shit comes up and next thing you know I’m looking at lists of meetings like I’m going to go back there with those creeps well it is either that or end up STONE COLD like I said my customers will find my decomposing body. Still these AA weirdos are fuckin weird I don’t like their creepy smiles and why the FUCK are they so nice to you all the time I didn’t do anything to deserve that no. That is part 2 of my philosophy you get what you deserve if you are worthy of PRAISE then you get PRAISE and if you are worthy of SHIT then you get SHIT. Well I have done nothing but SHIT and my life keeps getting better and I get more money and pussy and blow until it is all coming out of my ears what the fuck is that shit. I might as well be an axe murderer and get off SCOT FREE. Fuckin people don’t get what they deserve THEY JUST GET WHAT THEY GET I guess.

 Well then I go back to the main AA website and I start lookin at the big book that’s what they call it the big book of Alcoholics Anonymous and yeah I get it I am not really an alcoholic I have just snorted the entire country of Colombia but I guess it’s all the same in the end. So I start reading the book and the first chapter is about this guy Bill and Bill likes to drink a little it seems went to war came back likes to tie one on HEY WHAT THE FUCK he was a Wall Street guy pretty cool, made a ton of dough lost it all made it back that’s what life is all about EASY COME AND EASY GO. This motherfucker though he drank when times were bad and he drank when times were good and I UNDERSTAND THAT FULLY and TO COMPLETION. Sometimes things get a little too bad and sometimes things get a little too good, you gotta smooth it out a little, like with options (HA FUNNY).

 Well it sounds like my new friend BILL couldn’t get his SHIT together couldn’t get out of bed at least I can get out of bed and come to work cept this morning when I was lying in my own fuckin vomit, I think that’s a warning sign, they ask you on the quiz 14) Do you lie in your bedroom in a puddle of your own vomit YES or NO (circle one) I guess I would have to answer yes to that one. Shit is starting to get a little bit unmanageable. Up until now I could say I never missed any work because I am a WAR HORSE but I guess smoking crack with two prostitutes in your house will do that to you.

 I make my way over to the CMGI pit for an odd lot and all the dudes are like EASY SKEEZY EASY SKEEZY and I know what this is all about they want a TWOMP. First they called it a TWOMP but then the grommets started to wise up to them so then they called it a TWOMPEASY and then they started to wise up to that and now they call it an EASY SKEEZY who knows what the fuck’s next. FUCK THIS SHIT I had enough I empty out my pockets full of TWOMPS and just throw it at these fuckers let them pick it up off the floor. They are pissed and looking at me like I just lost my shit well maybe I did I have had enough of this shit. Quite enough. Maybe it is fuckin crazy to be throwin weed all over the place but who gives a shit I am done I am never using that stuff again.

 Question is what am I going to do. Am I going to kick this thing or what all I can think about is the money coming shuffle shuffle shuffle out of the ATM just like that guy said at that meeting. I probably need help but I am making too much money to be like, DUH, I’m checking myself into rehab that would be career suicide. Not like this is a career or anything. This job is like being in one of those phone booths with a fan in it blowing around hundred dollar bills and you’re trying to catch em.

 So rehab is out of the question and I don’t want to go sit in a church basement with those banged up women and the smiling dipshits. So I GUESS I am going to have to quit cold turkey, now THIS should be fun. But don’t coun’t ME out I would never count me out not even myself, see, see, that is not even making any sense. But I got NO ADVANTAGES in life and look what I got so FUCK YOU. I can figure this thing out if I put my mind to it.

 It occurs to me that I have been wandering around the trading floor aimlessly with my green smock on and my T22 badge and I have probably pissed off about thirty people so far which is very unlike me including my biggest customer Fuckface who has been very patient so far. He probably is not aware that his favorite and BEST broker was smoking crack about four hours ago now. Okay so I had my four hours of FREAKING OUT time to pull yourself together you got this spinoff to deal with, according to Mr. Perfect Fuckface it is going to be a shit show if I have ever seen one. So I make my way over to the COMS pit and sure enough it is jammed full of dudes more dudes than I have ever seen in the history of this floor and I have seen a lot and right in the middle of it is W83 and he looks like he is about to get his ass kicked about ten different ways. Behind him is W83’s crazy fuckin clerk that kid is clearly INSANE but I have been down here a while I can tell you he is going to own this place once he gets a badge. So it is just a sea of humanity if that’s what you can call these selfish fuckin pricks and it’s bobbing up and down and this is the most incredible thing I have ever seen. I’m not kidding. Well I gotta take a piss this thing is going to kick off in five minutes.

 Well THIS IS GOING TO BE HARDER THAN I THOUGHT because that Chinese sage clerk bitch asks me for a TWOMP on the way to the pisser and maybe I should have got some head last time because now I am empty handed. Christ. I can already see where this is going everyone wants something from T22 and for once I am not going to be able to deliver. God this bathroom is disgusting. I stand at the urinal and aim myself and for the first time, even though I piss here every day, I see scrawled on the wall in front of me

 FOR A GOOD TIME

 CALL 415 843-9942

 And I realize it is Lisa’s number.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 FUCK THIS I HAD ENOUGH OF THIS SHIT yeah I get it that Lisa and Nicky are hookers and the fuck other dudes but what the fuck her number on the bathroom wall like some high school slut or something for all I know that retarded lookin guy who talks funny is deep dicking her. Jesus H Christ. Well I guess this is what happens if you live this life long enough the unacceptable becomes acceptable. Personally I really don’t give a fuck if I end up dead I might be BETTER OFF but I just don’t want to stick around and see what happens next. I hear about this shit these guys who get addicted to crack they get COCK FOR ROCK when they run out of money I am worth eight figures plenty but you never know what could happen. At least I am not in stocks.

 So this is a NEW LIFE for T22 I do remember one thing they told me at that meeting they told me PEOPLE PLACES AND THINGS. You know what that means. That means I gotta change the people I hang out with (like Lisa and Nicky and these scumbag traders) I gotta change the places I hang out in and I gotta change the things I do. Well I am a broker a two dollar broker so what do you expect. I wonder if I can just get Jackson to give the blow straight to the customer and cut out the middleman. There has to be a solution THIS CAN’T BE HARD. I do remember one guy from the meeting called himself Neil said I could call him ANY TIME OF THE DAY OR NIGHT and I wonder if that includes the middle of the morning on a workday. I am not afraid. I’m going to give him a call, WTF.

 My phone is buzzing in my pocket.

 Well I pick it up it is Fuckface Mr. Perfect and clearly he has an order.

 “I need a market on the 3COM April 120 calls.”

 Hey W83, hey grommet, you want an order, you got an order.

 I call W83 on my personal phone.

 “April 120 calls” I say, and hang up.

 “Walking over to the pit right now” I tell Fuckface.

 What I’m walking into is—indescribably beautiful.

 Ginger looks at me.

 I stand on the podium, and look out at the crowd.

 She smiles.

 Arms outstretched, I yell: “3COM APRIL 120—“

 W83 leaps out at me. “TWENTY BID!”

 
  She turns and walks away.


 I make a “sell” motion with my hands, like casting a spell.

 “You’re wearing them THREE THOUSAND TIMES.”

 I get off the podium.

 “You’re done, bid side, twenty bucks,” I say to Fuckface on the phone.

 Fuckface got what he wanted.

 W83 got what he wanted.

 I got what I wanted.
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Fuckface/Savage



“You want something to drink? A Diet Coke?”

 “Yeah, I’ll take a Diet Coke.”

 Dave gets me a Diet Coke.

 “How many of these things do you drink a day? We should call you Dr. Phenylketonurics.”

 “Is that how you pronounce that?”

 “Looks like it, looks like just what it says. Contains phenylalanine.”

 I’m in a conference room on the 32nd floor of our building. It’s on Sixth Avenue. I’ve lived here practically my whole life, but I still don’t know why they call it Avenue of the Americas. To me and everyone else, it is Sixth Avenue. I look at the sidewalk, and I see street vendors selling street meat. And lamb gyros, with the incorrect soft “g.” Not too long ago there were guys selling potato knishes. I take this as a sign.

 “No, seriously, how many Diet Cokes do you have a day?”

 “Uh, I don’t know. Five. Eight. I don’t really keep track.”

 “You keep track.”

 I keep track. But this is Number One.

 Sixth Avenue, in midtown, gets a lot of tourists, because of Rockefeller Center. There are TV studios and stuff that people come to see, but in the winter, it is miserable, because of the skating rink and the enormous Christmas tree. This time of year it’s actually not all that bad. In any case, the tourists here are not as bad as the tourists in Times Square. Everything is worse in Times Square.

 Nick comes in. Nick is wearing bold pinstripes, with a pocket square, and a two-tone shirt, with a gold tie. I would only be slightly more surprised to see him in suspenders. Nick is a former powerlifter, though he’s a lot smaller than he was a few years ago when he was hulking around the floor, neck bulging out of his collar. I think he just does cardio now. He’s from Northern New Jersey, originally, so he is already a stereotype of a stereotype. He is also going through a terrible divorce. His profanity-laced arguments with his future ex-wife on the phone are highly disturbing to anyone within earshot. He usually drops a few “C-bombs.”

 “Savage, we are talking about numbers already? It’s only March. We just got paid two months ago.”

 He calls me Savage, as a term of endearment. Everyone else he calls Big Boy. But people have picked up on it, and now I’m Savage to everyone on the floor. Sometimes he pronounces it with the French g, like du fromage.

 “How long have you been in this business?” I parry, “It’s always that time of year, especially when you get to this level.”

 So I am here to explain to these guys that the sales traders are worthless and it is the traders that make all the money. Nick is here to explain that the traders are worthless and it is the salespeople who make all the money. A bank like Kensington provides liquidity to its clients. We take the other side of their trades. We provide access to the markets. The traders assume the risk in the trades and try to make money, and the salespeople interact with the customer, like, say a hedge fund, and collect commissions on the trade. We traders and salespeople spend the better part of the year, after bonuses are handed out in January, trying to prove that our counterparts are worthless. Dave is the head of equities. He’s neither a salesperson nor a trader by training, he’s a corporate guy, simply a manager, which is rare in this business. Usually only traders or salespeople are promoted to positions of authority. It’s the Peter Principle.

 The great thing about working in a big investment bank is that you get all the new toys. You get the best desks, the best computers, the best chairs: the Aeron chair, which costs several thousand dollars. If it were up to me, we’d be sitting in chairs that cost twenty dollars, but that’s beside the point. We recently got this fancy computer projector installed in the conference room with a keyboard so I can actually go to my computer across the network and bring up a spreadsheet or Word document. That is what I am going to do. I am going to bring up a spreadsheet showing that Nick’s sales guys are all worthless.

 I take a sip of Diet Coke.

 I go into my G: drive and open up theoreticaledge.xls. Now it is visible to the three of us. I begin.

 “So the whole point of this exercise is to figure out what revenue is attributable to sales and what revenue is attributable to trading so we can have a more equitable distribution at the end of the year. Last year the division made $250 million, inclusive of commissions, which were about $30 million. So what I’ve done here is I’ve written a program that went through every trade entered in EOBS over the last year, gone back into time and sales and pulled up the bid-offer spread, and we’ve computed the theoretical edge for every single trade. So what we’re saying is that on any given options trade, the sales trader should be entitled to both the commission on that trade and the theoretical edge, on the idea that a trader would have had to cross bid-offer to put the trade on himself. So as I mentioned before, commissions added up to $30 million a year, and the theoretical edge added up to $10 million last year, so out of the $250 million that the division made, only $40 million was attributable to sales and the balance was attributable to trading, all $210 million of it.”

 There is a moment of silence.

 Nick starts in. “So you’re saying that trading made $210 million and sales made $40 million?”

 “That’s what I’m saying.”

 “Well, that’s bullshit.”

 “It’s actually not, you can look at each individual trade. There are over two thousand of them. We can go through them one by one if you want.”

 “Well, if you fucking guys were such geniuses, why don’t you just trade prop? Why do you need us?”

 I finish off the Diet Coke, slurping it, tipping my head back, and underhanding it into the trash can. “I don’t know, why do we?”

 “Okay, that’s enough,” says Dave. Look, I see what you’re trying to do here, but the customer franchise is worth a lot.”

 “I just showed you what it is worth. It is worth $40 million.”

 “There is no fucking way we’re having your guys get paid five times as much as my guys,” says Nick.

 “Why not? We add five times as much value.”

 “You wouldn’t have made the $210 million if we hadn’t put you in those trades to begin with.”

 “Arguably, we would have made more, because the trades we got from you were due to adverse selection. We only get the bad trades from you. Our customers have edge, so taking the other side of their trades is usually a losing proposition. It actually costs money to dynamically hedge a position. My guys are good.”

 “My guys are good.”

 “So they are. They are good at bringing in trades, and now, for the first time, we can quantify what that is worth.”

 “How did you do this, anyway?” asks Dave.

 “Just a little programming in VBA. Some basic stuff. Took me about an hour and a half.”

 Dave shakes his head. “Look. I understand what you are saying. But you have to keep in mind that this is a bull market. Are you guys going to be able to maintain these results in a bear market?”

 “I have complete confidence in all my guys.”

 “We’re not going to stand for this,” says Nick.

 “Okay. If you can come up with a different formula based on the same data, give it a shot. Program up something which shows that there was no adverse selection, that you guys actually brought in great trades, that anybody could have made money off of those positions.”

 “Come on. You know I don’t have the ability to do that.”

 “I’m serious. Get one of the analytics guys to help you out. If you can show that there’s no adverse selection, you will have refuted my argument.”

 “Okay,” Dave says, “I think we’ve heard about enough for today. We have a full eight months to get this worked out. Thanks for putting this together. Nick, let’s chat about this next week sometime, I have to be on a plane in two hours.”

 “Which airport?” I ask.

 “JFK.”

 “Better get moving.”

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I return to my desk on the trading floor, at the end of the aisle, and crack open another Diet Coke.

 This is Number Two.

 The first one has settled in nicely, on top of a bagel with cream cheese, which I ate this morning from the coffee guy on the street. The coffee guy on the street charges $1.50 for a bagel with cream cheese, which comes in one of those little Philadelphia tubs with a plastic knife. If you get the bagel with cream cheese at the bodega, it costs $2.00. For fifty cents I can spread my own cream cheese with a plastic knife.

 The first thing I do is to call that miscreant floor broker on the P. Coast. I hit the “T22” light on my turret.

 Ring, ring, ring, ring, voicemail.

 “Yo, I’m not around, leave a message,” he says, in surfer-speak. I hang up. T22, and the rest of the guys out in San Francisco, for that matter, are completely unreliable. Half the time they’re too hung to come in to work and the other half they’re leaving to go surf. T22 has picked a bad day to be hung over, I think.

 I turn to Tod, who trades the options on financials. He made it to the Olympic Trials in fencing, not so long ago.

 “Any trades yesterday afternoon?”

 “Downside June put spread in JDSU, light on the deltas.”

 “Did you hedge it?”

 “Yeah, I hedged it.”

 “Hedging is for gardeners.” I was kidding, but we were getting more trades like that, lately. It was starting to give me the creeps.

 “Your wife called.”

 “And?”

 “And she wants to know what you did with the kid’s birthday presents.”

 I laugh.

 “What’s so funny?”

 “I knew that call was coming.”

 “What did you do with the kid’s presents?”

 “They’re in the car. In the parking garage. I was going to return them all to Macy’s or something, get some cash.”

 Tod looks at me.

 “What?”

 “You’re returning your daughter’s birthday presents?”

 “She’s two, she’s not going to miss them. I’ll get like a thousand bucks for them.”

 “I’m not even going to ask if you’re going to put that in some kind of college fund.”

 “Of course not, why would you ask that?”

 “Never mind.”

 “Whatever. What got into you?” I paused. “Are you hung over?”

 “Yeah.”

 “You look terrible.”

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 Johan sits down behind me, taking off his watch cap, rumpling his red hair. He trades options on health care stocks.

 “Is that a new watch?” I ask.

 “What?”

 “I said, is that a new watch.”

 Johan looks down at his wrist. “You don’t miss a trick. Uh, yeah.”

 “When did you get it?”

 “Last night. Are you like autistic or something?”

 “Where did you get it?”

 “Barneys.”

 “Figures. How much did you pay for it?”

 “Here we go.”

 “Seriously, how much?”

 Johan smiles at me. “Six grand.”

 “Six grand for a wristwatch,” I say, brandishing my own, proudly, holding it out for all to see. “Casio. Fifteen bucks. Five thousand, nine hundred and eighty-five bucks, down the drain.”

 “Fuck you. I like the watch.” Johan says, slapping my hand away.

 “It tells time. So does mine.”

 “Mine looks better.”

 “Four thousand times better?”

 “Actually, yes. You look like a tool with that watch. Does it have a calculator?”

 “As a matter of fact, it doesn’t. I used to have a calculator watch, though.”

 “Did you write ‘BOOBLESS’ upside down on it?”

 “Funny. I’d like to see you try and get a grand for that thing in the pawn shop when the market crashes.”

 “Stop.”

 “Yeah, enough with the crash talk,” says Tod, squinting through his hangover, practically drooling on his shirt. “Talk about whistling past a graveyard. We’re all long a boatload of stock.”

 “Savage, you’ve called seven out of the last two crashes,” says Johan.

 “You called zero out of the last two. You sold your car in ’98 because of LTCM, when Lehman almost went tits up. And you couldn’t sublet the parking spot. Remember?”

 “Yeah, whatever.” Tod goes back to being miserable.

 “This market is all fluff,” I proclaim. “You guys should really start thinking about putting some away instead of buying six thousand dollar watches. You can earn six percent on cash, did you know that?”

 “Long and strong, baby,” said Johan, who bought Pfizer stock upon learning of Viagra, and never sold a share. “Strong like bull.”

 “You’re a retard. This is the biggest bubble ever known to mankind. You guys are going to get annihilated.”

 “The retard’s buying lunch with the twenty-two large he made in his P.A. yesterday. Not like alligator arms earning six percent would ever reach for his wallet.”

 “Good. I’ll eat one of your steak sandwiches.”

 “Of course you will.”

 “Yeah. It’ll be the Last Supper.”

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I call T22 joker broker again. Voice mail. He had better show up to work today. I have to trade the PALM spinoff.

 Tully rolls in, an hour late, as is customary. I allow it, because he outmaneuvers me. Every morning I have to give him the Diet Coke update. It is our ritual.

 “How many so far?”

 “Two.”

 “Not that thirsty.”

 “Not as thirsty as Tod, apparently.”

 “Savage Jr. tied one on last night?” he asks playfully, taking off his coat, hanging it on the back of his chair, instead of in the coat closet, which annoys me.

 Tod waves at Tully pitifully and goes back to being miserable again.

 “Jesus, Savage, get the kid a bacon egg and cheese before he shats himself.”

 “He can get his own.”

 “It costs a dollar,” he says.

 “It costs two dollars,” I reply. “Two hundred twenty-five days, that’s four hundred fifty bucks a year.”

 “That’s like a second of your theta. A half-second.”

 “It’s real money. That’s like five nights in a hotel.”

 Tully roars with laughter, with Johan joining in. “Dude, that’s like one night in a hotel, what the fuck is wrong with you?”

 “Laugh it up, asswipe. Wait until—“

 “Don’t worry,” says Johan, “we already got the lecture once this morning. In fact, the market might have already crashed by now. Let me check the spooz,” he says, turning to look at the screens.

 “In all seriousness, Savage,” says Tully, “and this is as a friend—you really need to loosen up. What does Ashley say about all this?”

 “She’s in the box. I had to bail her out of forty grand in credit card debt last year. I call the shots now.”

 “Okay,” says Tully, “There’s like, a million things wrong with that statement. You guys keep your money separate?”

 “Yes.”

 “She’s an admin, guy, she makes like forty grand a year.”

 “And that’s her money.”

 “So what did she buy to max out her credit cards?”

 “Stupid shit. Kid clothes and stuff like that.”

 “Um, the kids need clothes.”

 “They don’t need twenty outfits.”

 Tully and Johan look at each other with an expression that conveys they are getting nowhere.

 “Let me ask you a question,” I begin, standing up, in my own defense. “Do you and your wife fight about money?”

 “All the time,” says Tully.

 “Why?”

 “Because I buy shit she thinks I don’t need.”

 “Like what?”

 “Like, the golf trip to St. Andrews.”

 “Well, if you kept your money separate, if that was your money, then you could do what you want with it, and she wouldn’t be able to say anything about it.”

 “Guy, if we kept our money separate, then she wouldn’t have any, because she doesn’t work.”

 “So?”

 “So that’s ridiculous. She takes care of my kids. That’s worth something.”

 “Am I interrupting something?” Dave is standing next to us. We hadn’t noticed him.

 “Just arguing about money again,” I say. “What’s up? I thought you had to catch a plane?”

 “I was running late,” he says, putting his hand on my shoulder, “so I decided to catch the next one. You got a minute?” He wants to talk to me privately. I turn towards the aisle.

 “You know, Nick is really upset with you,” he begins.

 “So?”

 “So, you have to work with him.”

 “No I don’t.”

 “Savage, knock it off with the sales and trading bullshit. When you get to this level, we are all on the same team.

 I sigh. The One Team One Dream speech.

 “I’m not fucking around. Why don’t you spend less time trying to figure out ways to slice up the pie and more time figuring out ways to make the pie bigger.”

 “Why doesn’t Nick figure out ways to make the pie bigger? His piece of the pie is pretty small.”

 “We’re working on that.”

 “No, you’re not. He’s an impostor. It’s a clown car over in sales. This Vinny Bag O’ Donuts act isn’t going to work for much longer. People can only go to so many Knicks games. This is Kensington, not J.T. Marlin, how did we end up with all these sweaty goons in sales? Oh wait, I know. You let Nick hire his own guys.”

 “You need to work with him.”

 “No, I don’t. I don’t mean to sound like a jackass, but he is beneath me. They all are, and you know it. Working with Nick would be like working with a gibbon.”

 “All fair points.” Dave lowers his eyes. “But, don’t underestimate these guys, I’m warning you. If these goons walk out the door with their Knicks tickets, then you have no order flow, it’s as simple as that. That would take years to rebuild. So play nice, or it’s gonna hit you where it hurts, you understand?”

 “I completely understand,” I say.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I hit the T22 light three more times, just to be obnoxious. I hate brokers.

 “Hey.”

 “Hey what?” said Tod.

 “I assume you saw Weber last night.”

 “Yeah. It was kind of weird.”

 “What happened?”

 “As you know, Boone Dog covers these guys, so he was there, of course, with C.N. and Weber. Oh, and the New Girl.”

 “Boone brought her?”

 “Yeah. It was fine.”

 “So?”

 “So it was fucking depressing, man, C.N. is going through a divorce, his wife cheated on him, he’s got four kids, it’s a huge mess.”

 “Oh, man.”

 “It’s actually worse than that. He’s like, broke, or something.”

 “How can a guy like that be broke?”

 “I don’t know, it was unclear, he was getting drunk pretty fast.”

 “How was Weber?”

 “That’s the weird thing. You know what he’s like. He’s full of ideas, all the time, and he literally just sat there and didn’t say a word.”

 “Is he losing money?”

 “Dude, you see his trades, how can he be losing money? He’s been doing nothing but buying upside calls like a fucking jerk for the last two years.”

 “Well, is there something wrong with him? Is he on something?”

 “Yo.”

 “I’m just saying.”

 “The guy that doesn’t even drink when we go out? I doubt it.”

 “Well, good, I hope there’s something wrong with him. That guy is fucking toxic.”

 Tod laughs. “Yeah, ha. Fuck that guy.”

 I crack open another Diet Coke.

 This is Number Three.

 “What else happened,” I asked Tod.

 “Nothing.”

 “Nothing?”

 “Nothing.”

 “It doesn’t seem like nothing happened.”

 “I told you, C.N. and I went toe-to-toe for a while, the guy really needed to drink, so I was there and hung out with him.”

 “And what happened to Weber?” I take a sip of the Diet Coke.

 “We put him in a car.”

 “You put him in a car and sent him home? After the guy doesn’t say anything all throughout dinner? By himself? For all you know the guy could have gone home and stuck his head in the oven.”

 Tod laughs. “I thought that’s what you wanted, right?”

 “I was kidding. It is good to have that guy’s flow. It’s good information.”

 “So maybe the sales guys are worth more than $40 million?”

 I ignore this. “What about the squeg?”

 “She’s not a squeg.”

 “Very touchy. You don’t even know what a squeg is. Maybe it’s something good.”

 “It doesn’t sound good. She’s cool, she hung out with me and C.N. for a while.”

 “A 22-year-old female weirdo gets drunk with two filthy animals like yourselves.”

 “She’s not a weirdo!”

 “She wears black fingernail polish. So what happened?”

 “Nothing, she was cool, we all went home separately.”

 “In separate cars?”

 “Yes.”

 I sighed. “Tod, this is the point at which I stop asking questions. It’s not good for you and it’s even worse for her if she gets caught with her hand in the corporate dickle barrel.”

 “Don’t worry, nothing happened.”

 “Whatever you say.” I finish off the Diet Coke, slurping it, then crush the can and throw it in the trash. If we were in Connecticut, I’d save it, it’d be worth a nickel.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 “Savage!” It was Nick.

 “What’s up?” I yelled back.

 “Softy April par calls, are you a buyer? It’s for Palmetto.”

 I know instantly that this is a dangerous trade. It is impossible to do business with someone who is always right, and Palmetto is always right. They are implicitly betting that Microsoft is going to go down. Just the fact that they are betting on it, means that it probably will.

 It looks like the options are pricing in a 19 percent move, which is too high.

 “Not really. No interest. Less than zero interest. I’m a seller.”

 Everyone on the floor is watching me and Nick, the head of trading and the head of sales, enemies, in a benign sort of way, getting ready to joust over a trade. Nick scrunches up his face; he thinks I am fading him just to be contrary. “Where can you show me a bid on two thousand?” he asks.

 Dammit. That broker had better be at work by now. I hit the T22 light.

 Ring ring ring. No answer.

 I call Lamont at Carey, instead, who is at least three times slower on a good day.

 “What’s up, turkey,” he says.

 “Softy, April par calls, I need a bid on two G’s.”

 I can hear Lamont lumbering across the floor. Jesus, move your fat ass. He mutes the phone.

 He comes back, slightly out of breath. “I can show you a five-eighths bid for five hundred only.”

 “Lamont, they just whacked the stock down a quarter.” Nick is going to be pissed. He’s pissed enough as it is, after I made him look like a jackass in the conference room this morning. This is not a good time for the locals to be frontrunning the stock.

 “Hang on a minute.”

 Phone goes silent.

 “I can show you a half bid for your whole size,” he says.

 “Half bid two grand!” I yell to Nick, relieved.

 “Sold!” he says.

 “Sold at a half,” I say to Lamont, “I buy none.”

 “Take a fill,” says Lamont, and hangs up.

 I just gave away half my commissions to a floor broker who probably can’t spell commissions so I wouldn’t have to take a trade that could possibly blow a hole in my P&L. Those Microsoft options are going to melt, I want no part of them. It is a common misconception that traders try to make money. Traders spend more time trying not to lose money. I am better at playing defense than anyone else at the firm.

 Nick is happy, or, at least, satisfied. All he knows and cares about is that he got done at a price that is not embarrassing. What a horrible existence these guys lead.

 I look over at Nick, and he is gloating, a little. Next to him is the New Girl, who is scowling.

 I am interested in her.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 “Hey Tod, is Boone Dog in today?”

 “No, he had some parent-teacher conference or something like that. Very highbrow. Private school and all.”

 This concerns me.

 “So New Girl is going to be covering Weber today?”

 “Yeah, she backs him up.”

 “Does she know what she’s doing?”

 “Dude, of course she knows what she’s doing.”

 “She’s been on the desk for four months.”

 “So?”

 “Am I asking the wrong guy?”

 “Come on, man.”

 I took a breath, and cracked open another Diet Coke. This is Number Four.

 “That account is toxic, and C.N. has been doing this for years. He is going to run her over.”

 “You have nothing to worry about. We had dinner last night.”

 “Famous last words. You know the PALM spinoff is coming up after lunch.”

 “So?”

 “So, you don’t think Weber isn’t going to be playing the spinoff in 3Com paper?”

 “She can handle it.”

 “You better go talk to your girlfriend over there and make sure she can handle it.”

 “I don’t need to talk to her.”

 “So she is your girlfriend?”

 “No.”

 “Yeah, because you only have sex with people who aren’t your girlfriend.”

 Tod is pissed. “I did not have sex with her.”

 “You did something. I can tell. It wouldn’t kill you to go coach her a little bit to make sure we don’t get steamrolled over here.”

 “It’s under control. Trust me.”

 I took a sip of Diet Coke.

 “I trust no one.”

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 The New Girl fascinated me.

 She didn’t look like other women on Wall Street. She didn’t wear heels—ever. She didn’t wear jewelry. I got close enough to see that her ears weren’t even pierced. She wore black fingernail polish and dyed her hair black. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say she was some kind of goth teenager playing dress-up to go to work. She got a job in the back office and came down to the desk after only six weeks. Apparently, it took her that long to learn everyone else’s and start telling them how to do it.

 Why they stuck her in sales, and not trading, is beyond me. We could have used someone like her. Tod interviewed her and wanted to wave her in. But Nick gave her this story about how trading was too competitive and she would be a rock star in sales. But she’s been backing up Boone Dog, a North Carolina native, and arguably the best salesman on the floor, who smoothly and easily talked his customers into giving us easy business with his Southern drawl. But Boone Dog was a big hitter, and New Girl was not getting much opportunity to prove herself. She was unquestionably intelligent—it was in her face and body language—but dealing with an account as difficult as Weber doesn’t take pure intelligence, it takes people skills, lots of them, developed over time from dealing with very challenging personalities.

 We haven’t gotten an order from Weber yet, which worries me; everything that Tod told me about them worries me, that their trader, C.N. was having marriage troubles, to the fact that Weber, the portfolio manager, didn’t say a word. Ordinarily I would take that to mean that the fund was running into trouble, except for that fact that I was privileged to see at least half of Weber’s trades, and they were all winners. They were probably up 30 percent already, just in the first few months of the year. Weber was a well-known internet bull who had kept pressing his bullish bets throughout the duration of the bubble, even when others had begun to go the other way. He was rumored to be a billionaire already.

 From my standpoint, Weber was a menace to the money management industry; I thought he was a Kool-Aid drinker who only knew how to make money in bull markets. He had spent the last two years making everyone look bad by buying options on the highest-beta stocks, making triple digit returns. He was now managing over $4 billion, and had closed his fund to new investors. But he was a recluse who rarely spoke to the press. He had been featured in Fortune, The Wall Street Journal, Barron’s, and just about every other financial publication—all without his consent. For the last two years, he was the hermit king of Wall Street. We were lucky, in the end, to have a relationship with him. This relationship was managed by a doofus from North Carolina and his assistant, the weird Siouxsie Sioux chick, who it seemed had a romantic relationship with my financials trader.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 “You want lunch?” Tod asks me.

 “Not unless you’re buying.”

 “Figures. What did you bring today? Tomato soup?”

 “Nope, a can of beans.”

 Tod laughs. “You brought Campbell’s pork and beans to Wall Street?”

 “Forty cents a can. How much is your lunch going to cost, fifteen bucks?”

 “You’re insane.”

 “You’re insane. That’s three thousand bucks a year.”

 “You make three thousand bucks a minute.”

 “When I was growing up, that’s what my family used to make all year.”

 New Girl is standing over us, in her black blouse and black skirt, with her black hair.

 “Hey,” she says.

 She is cuter than I remembered.

 “C.N. says they are definitely going to play in the PALM spinoff.”

 Tod is staring at the screens.

 “Do you know what they are going to do?”

 “No idea.”

 “What do you think they are going to do?”

 “Beats the shit out of me.”

 It was odd hearing the cute New Girl swear like that, even odder, considering she let some attitude fly in front of the head of derivatives trading.

 “Ok, great, thanks.” She does a volte-face and marches off.

 Tod is staring at the screens.

 I say to him, “You’re even more obvious when you don’t pay attention to her.”

 “Dude, will you let it go?”

 Tod looks upset. I will let it go.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I try to visit the bathrooms on the trading floor as little as possible. They are disgusting.

 Actually, they aren’t disgusting compared to most bathrooms. They are cleaned almost continuously throughout the day. What is disgusting is that they are so large, and, stalls notwithstanding, I don’t like the idea of defecating in the presence of another human being. I avoid it at all costs. Additionally, the mechanics of it are a little difficult; I’ll go in there only in the mid-afternoon, when nobody else is in there.

 Still, the pressure is beginning to build, having had four Diet Cokes. I’m not quite to the point of severe discomfort yet, but I will be soon. That’s the point at which I make sure I am completely under the desk. But this is the best part, when the pressure turns to a pinch—which turns into pain—right before lunch is always the second best part of my day.

 The best part is yet to come.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 Ring ring ring. No answer. T22, MIA.

 Simultaneously, the light flashes red, on the direct line. It’s my wife.

 “Hey.”

 “Hey. I have a question for you. Actually, two questions.”

 I know what this is about. “Shoot.”

 “What did you do with Jennifer’s birthday presents?”

 “In my car. Returning them. Next?”

 She’s silent, for an extra second, and sighs, but declines to interrogate me about it.

 “Okay, next question: why are there adult diapers in the attic?”

 I have feared this question for years, but I have rehearsed an answer to it thousands of times.

 “Ah, I didn’t want to tell you, remember when I had that awful stomach bug, after we had dinner with Eric and Heather?”

 “Yes.”

 “Well, it was worse than you thought. I couldn’t stop going to the bathroom, and I needed to go to work—I couldn’t just stay home, so…”

 “You wore diapers to work?”

 “Yeah, for a while. It was embarrassing, I didn’t want to tell you.”

 “Honey, you should have just stayed home if you were sick.”

 “You know I can’t miss even a day of work in this market. I felt horrible, but I had to keep coming in.”

 “You need to take care of yourself,” she says.

 “I know.”

 “This job is killing you. We need to have a conversation about this.”

 “Some other time, okay? I have a massive trade to manage today.”

 “Love you.”

 “Love you.”

 I need to find another hiding spot for that shit.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 “Your family only made three thousand bucks a year?” asks Tod.

 “Yeah.”

 “How is that even possible?”

 “It’s complicated.”

 Tod looks at me.

 “Great, you figured me out, I’m a cheap bastard because I grew up poor. You can pick up your psychology PhD at the next window.”

 “I had no idea.”

 “It’s fine,” I say, “I don’t hold it against you. Truthfully, I wish I was more like you. I wish I didn’t have to worry about it.”

 “You don’t. You’re head of derivatives trading at Kensington, for crying out loud.”

 “I fear financial pain more than physical pain. You would, too.”

 My direct line rings. It’s a 201 number, and it looks familiar.

 “Kensington.”

 “Hey, Savage.”

 “Boone Dog, what’s up? Thought you were on the road.”

 “I am,” he says, with the most attenuated of Southern accents, “I just wanted to fill you in on last night. Are you on privacy?”

 I hit the privacy button. “Now I am.”

 “We have a problem,” he says.

 “Oh no.”

 “Weber is a mess. He was catatonic throughout that dinner last night. Said maybe two words all night.”

 “That’s what Tod said. Was it really that bad?”

 “It was. There’s something wrong with him.”

 “Well, we can’t send our customers to psychiatrists.”

 “I don’t know, it might be cheaper than not sending him to a psychiatrist.”

 “Booner. Don’t drag me into this. This is your problem, not my problem.”

 “That’s crap and you know it,” he says, agitated. “You make just as much money off of Weber as I do, maybe more.

 “I don’t know why we’re having this conversation. It’s not like we can do anything about it.”

 “Look, just tell Tod to keep it under his hat. The last thing we need is the press finding out about this.”

 “I will. Speaking of Tod, were he and your girl up to anything last night?”

 “They were fine at dinner.”

 “Well, they went out with C.N. afterwards, and now they’re all weird around each other.”

 “Great. More good news.”

 “I know. Hey, is your girl going to be able to do this PALM spinoff?”

 “Savage, she’s the smartest person on the floor. She’s smarter than you. She’s smarter than all of us put together. She’ll be fine.”

 “She’s a freakshow.”

 “Honestly, Savage, we need to hire more freakshows like her.”

 “Whatever. This place is already the Island of Misfit Toys.”

 “Present company excepted, of course.”

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I pulled the can opener out of my top desk drawer and started to slowly open the can of beans. The can opener was old and just barely sharp enough to do the job, but I had resisted spending money on another one. I pulled back the lid, twisted it off, trying not to slice a finger off in the process, and threw the lid in the trash, then grabbed the used plastic fork out of the drawer and started eating the beans.

 Lots of people had these Palm Pilot things. They did seem pretty useful—kind of an electronic organizer—but it seemed only a matter of time until someone figured out how to hook it up to a phone, and then the gig would be up. Why enter a phone number from your address book in your Palm Pilot when you can dial it directly from the phone? Was there any reason you couldn’t also have a calendar in your phone? This seemed like Iomega all over again.

 I thought about what Boone Dog said. We’re the number one investment bank in the world, and we supposedly hire the best and the brightest, but this place is a complete zoo. Guys like Tod are overrepresented here, the Ivy League cake eaters, but sales is all Nick and his Little Italy crew, mortgages upstairs just hires Indian dudes from IIM and IIT, the quants are Chinese, and there are enough Jews here so that the place completely clears out on Rosh Hashanah. If you walk by a bank like Kensington on the street, you might be deceived into thinking that its employees are drones, identical toy soldiers, but then you have guys like Tully, who was actually undercover in the DEA. I think he still has to appear at the parole hearings of the guys he helped put behind bars.

 I look over at Tod. The ultimate white guy, standard issue Wall Street, you know he spends his summers on Cape Cod wearing pink pants with lobsters or sailboats embroidered on them. He’s not married; he has a girlfriend, a soulless husk of a blonde who is fond of expensive restaurants and clothes. He couldn’t afford her. Nobody could. He could certainly afford the squeg. But it didn’t seem to be about money, it seemed to be about his drone Louis Vuitton handbag girlfriend and his strange attraction to this dark, exotic flower.

 I threw the empty can of beans in the trash. I didn’t really care who Kensington hires as long as they can make money.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 Nick is standing over me, with his gold tie.

 “Hey.”

 “Hey.”

 “I wasn’t really thrilled with that execution.” He is picking a fight.

 “You got done at a half on two thousand contracts. It was five-eighths bid when you came in.”

 “I know, I should have gotten done on the screen.”

 “You’re lucky you got done at all, the crowd was showing me a bid for five hundred only.”

 “So you bought the balance?”

 “Yes.” I lied.

 “Well you watch, that trade is going to turn out to be a winner just like the rest of them. The stock is already up a buck.”

 “It’s gotta go up more than that for me to trade all this juice.”

 Nick leans closer.

 “I don’t really appreciate what you’re trying to do.”

 “Can we go in a conference room please?” I can see Tod listening over my shoulder.

 “Without our customers—you don’t exist. You hear me? If you’re so smart why don’t you go start your own hedge fund.”

 “Maybe I will.”

 Nick laughs. “Maybe you will. Maybe you would have been short all the way up.”

 “Maybe I’ll be short all the way down.”

 “You got an answer for everything.”

 “We’re a publicly traded company. We have permanent capital. We don’t need clients.”

 “We’re in the moving business, not the storage business, don’t you forget that.”

 “I think it’s the other way around.”

 “We are here to service our clients.” He is pointing at my chest.

 “No we’re not. We are here to make money. Serving our clients is incidental to making money. In many cases, there is more money to be made by not serving them.”

 Nick leans up again, and folds his arms. “So we agree to disagree.”

 “Yes,” I say, “we have fundamental differences in our visions for the role of the publicly traded investment bank. I’m sure our shareholders will side with you.”

 “Maybe they would, if they knew about the giant casino you were running here.”

 “The irony, of course, is that of the two of us, I am the only one who understands the risks.”

 “You have no idea. You’re out of your motherfucking league. You’re little boys, playing a game.”

 “And winning,” I say.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I open a Diet Coke.

 This is Number Five.

 Tod turns to me. “You okay?”

 “Of course I’m okay. You think that knucklehead can get to me?”

 “Dude, your legs are jiggling. It’s like you’re all amped up.”

 “Oh.”

 I had to pee.

 I had to pee pretty badly, but this is by design. I enjoy the feeling of delayed gratification. By this point in the day my legs usually are jiggling; I’ve tried to control it in the past, but the muscles will move involuntarily. I hide this by keeping my legs under the desk, but I had swung around to face Nick directly in the aisle. Now Tod can see the crazy legs dancing all over the place.

 I turn and put my legs back under the desk.

 “Yo,” says Tod, “It’s going to be nuts for this spinoff, are you going to need some help? You should ask Johan to help out.”

 “Why, you sit right next to me, why do you want—“

 Tod is looking at me.

 “Never mind. No, Johan is not helping me out. You’re going to have to make this work. You can take everything in tech under a two hundred lot.”

 Tod looks back at his screens.

 You should never get tangled up with girls at work. Nothing but trouble.

 I look at my turret, an array of buttons and lights, and pull the microphone towards my face and hit the VOL HOOT button: “Hey, we have the PALM spinoff in about twenty minutes, Tod is going to take all the agency orders and everything under two hundred contracts, and I am going to take the big stuff. It’s probably going to be a fast market, so please be precise and let’s prevent errors. Thanks.” I can hear my voice echo around the floor. I can see the sales force start picking up phones, making outgoing calls. Good. Everyone needs to know that we are going to be the axe in the name. I would like to have lots of two-way flow.

 There are now fifteen minutes until the spinoff. I decide to give T22 one last try, because using Lamont for this trade will be a disaster.

 Ring ring ring. “What up, bra?”

 “Hey man, I’ve been trying to get a hold of you.”

 “Sorry my friend, my mistake. How many did I miss?”

 “You missed none. I’ve been trying to get a hold of you for this 3Com thing.”

 “Three what?”

 Jesus. “The spinoff. 3Com is spinning off PALM in about a half an hour. I need you to look sharp.”

 These floor guys are complete dopes. But I relied on T22 more than I cared to admit. I tried lowering the rate I pay him once, and he wouldn’t take orders from me for a month. It was my worst month ever trading. It’s infuriating how much I pay him, knowing that it probably all goes up his nose, but I can’t function without him.

 I open a Diet Coke.

 This is Number Six.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 The trading floor comes to life; the spinoff is only minutes away. I pull up PALM on the Bloomberg and on Nasdaq Level 3. The spinoff price is supposed to be $60 but already the stock is bid up to $70 in the box. That means that COMS should start trading higher, and it is, but not enough. There is a mathematical relationship between the two stocks; COMS will retain a partial ownership of PALM, so if PALM goes up, COMS should go up by a proportional amount. There aren’t any options trading on PALM, so that’s not my concern. My concern is options on 3Com, because certainly people are going to want to trade COMS options as a cheap way to get leverage on PALM.

 Already Tod is starting to get the occasional odd-lot order—salespeople are shouting them in from across the floor–and I’m pleased that the spinoff is going to coincide perfectly with my special time of day. You know that feeling when you get to the top of the first hill of a roller coaster and you look down for the first time? The tightness you get in your groin? Or when you go to the World Trade Center exhibition deck, walk up to the windows, and look down? That’s what it’s like. That’s the feeling of danger. When a single trade could make my entire year—or ruin it. Prices of options could change by as much as 50 percent in a matter of seconds. Trading in these conditions has less to do with having a view on the stock market and a lot more to do with just being able to execute cleanly and professionally, without errors. If the New Girl happened to mix up “buy” with “sell” or “calls” with “puts,” it could take out half the firm.

 I was worried about Weber. The portfolio manager and head trader of one of the biggest tech funds are having a complete meltdown. They paid us 20 percent of our commissions last year. They were responsible for a proportional amount of our P&L. I didn’t particularly care about either of them personally, but if something happens to that fund, I get paid a bonus of $3.25 million instead of $3.75 million—a half a million dollar difference. Ashley and I would really have to economize.

 I pull up vanguard.com where I can see the total value of my portfolio of stocks and funds. The number reads:

  

 
  $19,553,541


  

 The stocks update real time but the funds only update at the end of the day. With the market up about 1 percent, and with half of the money in stock mutual funds, that should add about $100,000 to the total. I am going to need all of it. There is a bear market soon, and in a bear market, the goal is just to preserve wealth. I am going to need all of it when the shit hits the fan and this entire country collapses in social chaos. Of course, by then, money in the bank will be worthless, so I will have to have converted it all to physical gold and silver. I have converted some, but I still have a long way to go. I’m probably just weeks away from liquidating the whole thing and turning it into cash and gold; I don’t like the way stocks have been acting. The economic data is starting to roll over and the volatility is insane. I’ve been trading for eleven years, more than just about anyone on the floor, and I know when we’re about to reach the end of a trend.

 The PALM spinoff is seconds away. COMS is ripping around 3 bucks at a clip and PALM is getting ready to launch into space. All of Wall Street is watching this spinoff, and I have to go to the bathroom so badly that I am closing my eyes and clenching my fists from the pain.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 Have you ever noticed that when you close your eyes, when you close them really hard, and you look at the inside of your eyelids, you can see colors and starbursts? There is light where there is darkness. It’s like a hallucination, almost. I can see colors swirling around, the pain is no longer tangible, it’s like an abstraction, just a thought, a sensation, swirling around my eyes.

 The roller coaster at the top of the hill. Looking down.

 I remember walking onto this trading floor for the first time, years ago. I couldn’t make sense of it—men yelling at each other. Over time, you begin to make sense of the chaos. You can hear individual voices. Then, you start to interpret the voices. You know which voices mean money and which ones don’t. You learn what requires your attention and what doesn’t. You learn when to stand and fight and when to get out of the way.

 I can hear chaos around me. I can hear Tod trying to field five orders at a time. I can hear Johan and Tully trying to pitch in. I can hear Nick yelling at all three of them. I can hear the cash guys yelling at each other. I’m not looking at the screens, but I know what’s happening based on the noise: PALM has ripped 60 points higher in a giant financial orgasm, and these options that I am supposed to be trading are ground zero for the financial world.

 Tod is poking my shoulder.

 “What?” I say, not opening my eyes.

 “Savage.”

 “What?”

 “Look.”

 I look up, dazed, at New Girl.

 I make eye contact with her.

 With her black eyes.

 Release.

 She is saying something. She is speaking under water.

 She is saying something.

 Release.

 “Savage!”

 She is looking at me strangely, with disapproval.

 “3Com April 120 calls, three thousand?”

 Oh.

 Release.

 I look at the screens.

 “Twenty at twenty-four.”

 She turns, walks back to her desk, says something.

 Release.

 “You okay buddy?”

 “Oh yeah, I’m okay.”

 She’s back at her desk, packing her shit.

 Oh no. This trade is toxic.

 I hit the T22 light.

 “Sup bra.”

 “Apr 120 calls, 3Com, on the hop.” I hear screaming.

 I’m still on the phone.

 
  Release.


 So good.

 Peters says: “Sold at twenty!”

 T22: “TWENTY BID BRA”

 This might be the most toxic trade of all time.

 “Sold to you.”

 
  Release.


 
  So good.


 I couldn’t take the trade. I had to give it to the floor. It was the wrong time.

 It was the wrong time.

  

 
  There’s nothing like the feeling of a warm, wet diaper.









Squeg/New Girl/nderivs



It’s not like I never been in a place like this b4. I’m from around here we gone out 4 this and that. I know enough how 2 eat when u give me a cloth napkin and 7 knifes and forks. There aint nothing worse than bad table manners, nothin in tha world. Like CN over there chewin with his mouth open, makin smacking noises and leavin hiz napkin on tha table. I’m not suppozed 2 see tha food when u eat it. I know this and I am from Queens.

 Though I will say that this iz only tha second dinner I been 2 on account of tha firm. Tha first 1 waz more fun, there were 2 other girlz. I have a feeling that it iz going 2 b like this 4 tha rest of my life, me going out with a bunch of scumbags. At least nobody wuz doin blow in tha bathroom, I would of been able 2 tell.

 So we wuz all sitting around tha table with this clean white tablecloth and 1000 dollar bottles of wine and all these waiters with their tan jackets waitin on us and other ppl in there in suits (it iz a fancy neighborhood 43rd street or somethin like that), and tha pictures up on tha wall. Not 2 long ago there was a murder a few blockz away, a mob hit. Some Italian guy comin out of Sparxx got shot dead in tha street, so now all these assholes want 2 have dinner there cause of tha sense of danger or somethin. Please give me a break. And they used 2 complain about tha blacks with there drive by shootins. Please give me a break.

 Well, Boone Dog iz not exactly my ppl, as far as I’m concerned u can take everythin from D.C. draw a line west over 2 Mizzzzouri and down 2 Louisiana and jus chop it off throw it in tha ocean, we can do without that part of tha country 4 sure. Tha Southeast iz useless 4 real, 2 fuckin hot in tha summer, terrible education down there. I dont even like tha music, hip hop from New York (or even West Coast) iz betta. So he iz a cracka from North Cacka-lacka or whatever tha hell they call that state but I hafta admit he iz smoove with tha customers. He may be from tha South but he knows how 2 dress from tha North 4 starters, and then he jus seems like he really cares bout these other guys and what they are doin in their lives. I dont really care, which iz weird I decided 2 go 2 sales. They told me I would make more money. Well money iz tha most important thing in tha world. Rappers and bankers know this more than anyone.

 So Boone Dog iz sittin at tha table and he talks 2 CN all day anyway so all he has 2 say iz how’s it going in tha faint Southern accent and CN starts spillin it, leaves out tha part about his wife and tha contractor cuzz its not polite 2 talk about that at dinner and I gather its kind of graphic anyway. But he’s talkin bout tha divorce which iz not goin well, his wife who sounds pretty smart has hired some barracuda lawyer and she wants half, and it sounds like she iz going 2 get half and probably more. I dont know how much CN iz worth but half of a lot iz a lot. I would b cryin about that much money 2. Well, he wasnt cryin. But he went on and on about how tha money iz all tied up and he didnt have any cash and where wuz he goin 2 get it and on and on. I think thats pretty heartless and kind of bullshit of these women that do that, just cuz u squeeze out 4 kids doesn’t entitle u to 5 million bucks or whatever. So I have a vagina big muthafuckin deal. U dont see me squeezing out 4 kids 2 get 5 million bucks, I gotta get it tha old fashioned way, I earn it. Howz that 4 an original concept.

 Tod wuz kind of sitting there takin it all in, I’ll come right out and say that I luv Tod. Savage thinks he iz tha king of that desk cuz he trades tha tech pad but Tod iz smarter by half again as much. I like Tod cuz money comes eazy 2 Tod, he waz born with it, raized with it, didn’t have 2 worry about it, and he knowz how 2 make it. He iz a modern-day hero, like Hank Rearden in Atlas Shrugged. I have nothing against blue bloods. Sometimes I have 2 remind myself 2 call him Tod instead of Hank sometimes. But hez not married, hez single, dont know how old he iz, maybe 28, maybe 30, maybe 32. He iz gettin a little old 2 not b married but I have a feelin he has fun after school if u know what I meanz by that. Thatz okay that doesnt bother me one bit. Jealousy iz a terrible thing it haz destroyed many a relationship including my own. But we dont have 2 get into that now, that iz ancient hiztory.

 Meanwhile Boone Dog seems he knowz some guys, some lawyers, and he was givin suggestions 2 CN even tellin him where he can hide money. 4 a Southern broker Boone Dog knows a lot of shit like that even Swiss bank accounts, but once they got 2 talkin they figured it out was far 2 late 4 that, hiz wife already knew where tha money was. Maybe that iz a lesson 2 us all when we get married. Maybe that iz a lesson 2 me cuz I am gonna be rich, 2. If I get married maybe I should think about that 2. Maybe I should never tell my boyfriend/fiancé how much I make, let him guess, and squirrel some away in a secret account. It iz not like I wouldn’t pay taxes on it or anything, that iz not tha point. Tha point iz, oh never mind, I dont even have a boyfriend yet, it iz 2 early 2 be talkin about this shit.

 Anyway right in tha middle of tha conversation (meanwhile I havent said a word so far) CN iz fallin 2 pieces and he looks across tha table at me and looks at Boone Dog and sez “She is a sweetheart, isn’t she,” and tha table went silent cuz that iz kind of a weird thing 2 say. Boone Dog iz a pro, he playz it 4 laughs and sez 2 CN “Well, it is the quiet ones that u have 2 watch out 4” and everyone got big laughs out of that. Like I said Boone Dog iz not my ppl but he haz been pretty good 2 me all thingz considerin, like sales ppl hate training new ppl cuzz they are goin 2 grow up and take their accounts some day. But he haz been an okay mentor. Besides, I know what I must look like 2 these guyz just low hangin fruit, I know I am cute and pretty and I know I wear black and I am serious as a heart attack. Someone told me (I forget) that Wall Street was goin 2 be tuff 4 a girl like me and they were right so far, I get this all tha time. It iz not a big deal, mostly just jokin nobody iz really a creep about it cept Sticky Peters. CN iz definitely not my type anyway, big and burly, chest hair sticking out of his fancy shirt, sweating and swearing. And he’s married, at least 4 tha time being. I think I was jus in tha wrong place at tha wrong time, I think he liked me at that particular point in time cuz I was tha exact opposite of his wife. Like I was tha opposite of a c-word.

 So this dinner haz been kinda weird already with CN cryin in his beer and then sorta kinda hitting on me right in front of anyone but I am sitting right next 2 Weber, and by tha way, if u told me 4 months ago that I would b sitting next 2 1 of tha biggest hedge fund traders on tha street at a dinner table, I wuld say u were nutz. So here I am sitting next 2 this famous fucker who they always talk about on TV and he iz a fuckin oracle. So tha oracle himself iz sittin here and not sayin a word. Nothin. He has said maybe 2 more thingz than me. How weird iz that? Im sittin next 2 this famous dude who’s smarter than me and 4 sure everyone else at tha table including Tod and he’s silent. Booner will ax him a question and he’ll just sit there mute. I mean, what r u going 2 do? After a while Boone Dog stopped axin him questions and jus let him sit there and after dinner was over put him in tha back of a town car and sent him off 2 tha 203. If I thought about it I would have been more worried and if I thought about it I wouldve been paying closer attention 2 Boone Dog who u can tell iz worried if hez worried. Weber iz his gravy train. He likes 2 say that if x or y happenz then tha kidz dont get tha G.I. Joe with tha kung-fu grip, well, if Weber offs himself Boone Dog might b licking envelopes somewhere instead of slangin stock options. How fragile everything iz.

 Well, after I ate enough steak 2 fatten my ass up Boone Dog took his leave and went back 2 his plantation and Tod and CN were just gettin revved up seemed like they wanted 2 go off someplace 2 talk about pussy but of all tha weird things Tod invited me along. In retrospect it was a bad idea but as I said I like Tod and CN was harmless and they were tellin sum pretty funny jokes. So we headed round tha corner 2 Tha Perfect Pint and I started 2 drink Guinness Guiness. I only weigh about 90-95 pounds and there isn’t much danger of me getting fat but I see why these guyz worry about their weight all tha time goin out to client dinnerz and all. Well, I am drinking Guiness and these guys start doing shots one then two then three, Patron, of course, which iz a cliché then Jager which got me rolling my eyes big time. Still I see tha point. U go out with your broker or your trader and u get Shitfaced Drunk and then u can trust tha guy tha next morning 2 handle your order. Well, I am a girl so I am not going 2 get shitfaced drunk, that never leads 2 anything good, I may b only 23 but I wuz not thrown off tha back of tha turnip truck yesterday or whatever that saying iz. Guyz are guyz and they will try what guyz try. But I am drunk enough 2 look at Tod and 2 want Tod and not want Tod cuz he iz good at this cuz he iz 2 good at this. Tod makes everything look eazy, even makes getting drunk look eazy, even makes comforting a sad divorced trader bear look eazy. There are thousands and thousands of smart ppl out there but many of them do not make it look eazy, they make it look hard. That iz not attractive. I bet Derek Jeter getz laid all tha time. Tod iz tha Derek Jeter of listed options trading.

 Well, Tod and CN are gettin pretty fuckin shitfaced drunk, they have by now had probably 10 shots each in addition 2 tha wine at dinner. Tod told a joke that I couldnt hear that had CN drop 2 his knees laughing. I dont think I ever saw a man laugh that hard. It almost made me cry watchin it actually, here wuz this big strong man whose life iz torn 2 pieces and Tod can make him get on his knees, rolling around on tha floor in tha middle of a bar, 4 one second he isn’t thinking about his wife or his kids or his money or anything. CN wasn’t even here, he wasn’t even present 4 this. Tod took him someplace else, figuratively speakin.

 Well, after tha floor-rolling-around incident, Tod pours CN in tha back of a car 2 go out 2 Jersey then it iz just tha 2 of us. Tod suggests we share a car even though he livez on tha Upper West and I now live in Astoria. That doesn’t make sense at all. But seems like he needs company and I need company even tho my better judgment iz yellin at me here. So we are gonna ride up 2 tha Upper West and here in tha car I learn that Tod lives at 81st and West End. I dont know if this iz a nice neighborhood or not but knowing Tod I guess it iz tha best or 1 of tha best.

 So we get in tha car and I am on tha right and he iz on tha left and Tod doesn’t say anything but he iz sittin pretty close, kind of on my side of tha car. And we are stuck in crosstown traffic on 42nd trying 2 get over 2 10th. And his hand brushes against mine and I dont know if it iz an accident but then it brushes again and it stays there and I can feel tha elctriticity electricity. This iz like bein back in sixth grade when they are showin a movie in class and a boy tries 2 sneak his way into holdin your hands. It wuz kind of cute actually. So then he just grabz my hand and we are sittin in tha car goin crosstown and then we finally get over 2 10th and now it iz up on 10th until it turns into Amsterdam. And my head iz kind of buzzin from tha wine and I look over at Tod and half expect him 2 look back at me and maybe try 2 kiss me but hiz head iz slumped forward, totally drunk.

 Well, that iz not very romantic, tho its probably just as well. I dont need 2 b getting tangled up with guyz at work, even Tod, who I like. So I sit and let him hold my hand even tho he iz passed out in tha car, all tha way up Amsterdam.

 This iz a nice neighborhood.

 Tha car comez 2 a stop and I hafta wake up Tod. I let go of hiz hand and touch him on tha shoulder and he getz out of tha car but not b4 sayin somethin 2 me first, it was odd I had to stop and think and make sure I heard him correctly.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I listen 2 tha CD player when I ride 2 work in tha morning. Probably 4 tha last month I have been listnen 2 Tribe Called Quest Low End Theory, probably my favorite CD of all time. Isn’t it funny how some songs u listen to 2 or 3 times and u get sick of them, and otherz u listen 2 2000 or 3000 times and u still dont get sick of them. I remember someone tellin me that had to do with static quality or dynamic quality or somethin like that. I never get sick of that double bass in Buggin Out and I never get sick of Q Tip’s second and fourth verse.

 Tho this morning tha song iznt really doin it 4 me. I listen 2 it 2 get revved up 4 work but 2day it just isnt workin. I wonder why. I take out my headphones, turn off tha CD player and put it in my bag with my Kleenex and hairbrush. Tha problem iz now I hafta listen 2 everyone else’s bullshit on tha subway, tho in tha morning ppl are generally pretty quiet.

 Well, pretty much all I listen 2 iz rap music tho ppl dont really call it rap music anymore, they call it hip hop. Either way I suppose I am a sellout cuz I listen 2 jazz rap and other rap that other white ppl listen 2, like Tribe and De La Soul and Digable Planets and of crs tha old Public Enemy. I got hooked on it in 7th grade when US3 came out with Cantaloop (Hand On Tha Torch), I used 2 go 2 tha school dances and dance 2 that song. Tha new US3 iznt as good, it iz looking like they are going 2 b 1 hit wonders and tha funny thing about their new album it iz called 52nd and Broadway, and I dont know what thatz about cuz tha only thing at Broadway and 52nd iz Flashdancers.

 Well, that iz another thing I have no cares 2 go 2 a strip club with scummy crummy clients. I hear all about it at work, they dont make much of an effort 2 hide it. Ppl have no idea what a bad environment this place iz 4 girlz. They talk about sleeping ur way 2 tha top as some kind of mythology but it iz really true. They are not afraid. I dont mean 2 sound naïve but I do intend 2 b tha exeption exception 2 tha rule. I am smarter than all these girlz by a lot a lot, at least when it comes 2 math.

 Well, I got an 800 on tha math SAT but I dont wanna talk about what I got on tha verbal, okay, I got a 430. That’s not very good. But u see I finished calculus my sophomore year in school so they sent me 2 tha college 2 take differential equations and linear algebra and discrete math and some other stuff. U might say I am some kind of a math genius which iz weird if ur a girl and weird if ur not Chinese. So I got this job at tha firm right out of college and by that point I had probably finished half tha classes u would need 2 get a PhD so when I started workin in tha back office processing tickets I didn’t expect I wuld b workin with a bunch of dopes. I thought everyone in tha firm would b able 2 derive Black-Scholes, but nobody even knew what tha hell it was. So I told my boss Joe that I knew how 2 derive Black Scholes and he bet me $200 that I didn’t so I did it right in front of him. I’ll spare u tha details but here iz tha equation:

 
  [image: equation 1]


 where

 
  [image: equation 2]


 Well, that wuz an eazy way 2 win 200 bucks, I shouldve bet him more. But I think Joe started 2 figure out that it wuz not going 2 b eazy 2 contain me 4 much longer when I knew more about options than even tha guys on tha trading desk. This I learned from tha head of quantitative analytics who told me that a trader would not know implied volatility skew if it punched him in tha nose. But I didn’t know enuff 2 work in quant analytics either, they only take PhDs and it iz even harder 2 get a job as a quant than it iz 2 get a job trading. Shit PhD out your azz, it doesn’t mean anything, these guys are Russian mad scientists. So then they sent me 2 trading, and I have wanted my whole life 2 b a trader but it iz Karl, Johan, Tod, Tully, and Savage, and they didn’t really have room 4 an assistant. That iz tha thing about sales, u can never have 2 many salez ppl. There are 2 thousand hedge funds in New York alone.

 I told them from tha beginning I think this iz a bad idea I am not much of a salesman even though I have a cute face (so I am told) I scowl a lot and I dont like talking 2 ppl cuz in general I dont like most ppl, I think they are stupid. Imagine what Wall Street would look like if u actually had smart ppl working there. Well, there are some, they find it rather easy 2 make money, dont they. They just take it from everyone else.

 Well, it iz true I dont really like stupid ppl but even more than stupid ppl I dont like incompetent ppl. Tha whole reason I wanted 2 become a trader was cuzz I read Atlas Shrugged and I started 2 see tha world in a different way. I knew that Objectivism waz right 4 me. All of philosophy basically boilz down 2 one question: was man born 2 serve others or wuz he born 2 serve himself and I know what I am here 4, I am here 2 serve myself. I dont even know what u want, how am I supposed 2 anticipate ur needs? Being an Objectivist means that reality iz reality and A iz A by tha reflexive property and things are and u cannot change tha way things are. I know this iz a bad explanation but I am not a philosopher but I knew this works. There iz nothing in this world that iz worse than tha giving of tha unearned.

 I try 2 think of my favorite Ayn Rand character and it would haf 2 b Ragnar Danneskjold, it wuld b cool 2 b some kind of Objectivist pirate or something. Or Francisco D’Anconia, cuz of tha money speech. I have a good memory I have memorized almost all of that but it haz been a few months since I have looked at it. If money iz tha root of all evil, then what iz tha root of money? Although I do find it unfortunate that Ayn Rand makes all her female characters inheritors having inherited money. I dont know why u can’t have a self-made woman. And my other objection iz that all tha women are sexually submissive, she talks about how it iz in tha woman’s nature 2 b submissive. She iz quite graphic about it actually. U might think these guys were raping tha characters or something, it iz disturbing.

 Thatz tha other thing, I have only had sex with 2 guys and I am 23 years old, I suppoze that makes me sexually inexperienced or something but it iz what it iz. I havent really met anyone I really like and even those 2 I would say were a mistake. Thatz why u could say I am picky. The first time I was 15 and I wanted to find out what it was all about, I was away at this G&T summer camp and I became girlfriend to a black boy my age and we spent many hrs sneaking off to make out under tha trees and experiment, heavy petting they wuldve called it a few yearz ago, 1 thing led to another and we had sex. Oh it lasted all of about 120 seconds and he came inside me even tho I told him not to cum in me. Well there were no consequences to that THANK GOD I was nervous for a month we both were but nothing happened so here we are. But by that point the 2 of us were pretty weird around each other, it was hiz 1st time too, so that was the end of that. The second one was a guy from Columbia I met when I was a senior in high school, that whole thing was weird, cuz at the time I was walkin around with a case of eczema on my ass and he always said how much he liked it and he wanted to see it but I would only face him forward. We did it once in his dorm room and then we were laying in bed and comparing how much darker he was than me, holding our arms next to each other, I am very pale and he was very tan, and he said somethin like “if I get much darker I am going to be a black man” (it was summertime) and stupid me I said “that was my first” and he said “first what” and then I knew I had a problem. I explained that I lost my virginity to a black boy and all the tan went out of his face, he put on his clothes and that was the end of that. U might say that’s a pretty fuckin racist thing and I have thought about it over tha years but I think he just cared about me and didn’t like the idea of anyone else sleepin with me let alone a black guy and maybe he was just worried about the size of his dick. I think u’d have to be pretty shallow 2 care bout somethin like that but in the age of porn u never know. That shit is all over the place now and if I was 14 and learning about sex I would think that all dicks were 10 inches and I would be set up for a major disappointment. I’m not much into that shit anyway it all seemz to be about tha hydraulixx of tha male orgazzm.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 In any event I sit down at my desk which haz frickin crumbs all ova it cuz it is apparent that some asshole ate an English muffin here before I came into work. Or maybe someone ate a sandwich last night and tha cleaning crew didn’t manage to get to my fuckin desk. Or maybe tha union employee cleaning crew ate a fuckin sandwich at my desk. I wipe off the crumbs and put tha coffee on the desk and sit my ass in tha chair where it will stay 4 tha next 4 hours practically. Sometimes I hate this job tho I love it too. The other thing is that coffee iz an acquired taste 4 sure, I never liked it b4 but I wuz so wrecked comin into work that early I had to do somethin to perk up. Tried it first black but it wuz too bitter. Cream and sugar now. I don’t know how ppl can drink it any other way.

 So sit down and already I have an IM from CN

  

 trdrbear: How are you?

  

 Well 2 things I think bout this. First of all we just got IM 2 months ago at tha firm and it iz tha worst thing in my life bcuz now all tha traders are pissed at me. I mean not jus me but all tha other sales ppl. Every1 wants to trade on IM and prices move quick and ppl are getting pissed. B4 IM obviously I picked up tha phone. That’s number 1. Number 2 is that CN is probably a little embarrassed bout last night and fishing. Yes. He probably remembers being a little drunk and calling me a sweetheart at the table. Well he should know that I am just 23 and I am not goin to put him in tha box or anything but he iz a nice guy and jus wants to make sure I am not pissed. I am not pissed.

  

 nderivs: fine

  

 I think about writing this:

  

 nderivs: sweetheart

  

 But I don’t. Instead I write:

  

 nderivs: fun last night. Good 2 see u

  

 Then he iz quiet, satisfied I am not pissed. He will b back tho. He likes to chat, in addition to trading.

 I got other stuff 2 do anyway. I have 2 put my morning note together. This takes me a while. Tha powers that be are not real happy with me because I focus on macro stuff and nobody really cares about macro stuff. That iz to say that I care about economics and everyone else is just goofing around with earnings and whisper numbers and shiz like that. I cld care less. This is all noize. What really matters is tha fact that tha Fed just lowered rates in January. Sure tha Dow went up 500 points in a day (after being down 400 points) but that iz not tha real story. If tha Fed is lowering rates it is bcuz they know this market is going to gag. This iz not funny. Everyone knows this bitch iz a bubble.

 Already it begins. Walking down tha aisle is Sticky Peters. I don’t know why I call him that, I jus do. It jus popped into my head. There iz somethin sticky about him, jus the way he iz. He iz like all greeezzy without being Italian, like he makes his own gravy. He iz a sick fuck. Every time I walk down tha aisle he stares at my ass, and everything else. In fact, I feel hiz eyes on me all the time. One of these dayz I am gonna get pregnant jus from him lookin at me. I think he iz a date rapist or something, like that placekicker that was hanging around with roofies out in the East Bay, that football player. But he never sez anything to me. He is a fuckin loser iz what.

 So yeah, he iz starin at me already. Lookin at me out tha corner of his eye.

 “Good morning,” he sez. I say nothin.

 First 2 words he haz ever spoken to me.

 Unfotunately I gotta piss, coffee runs right thru me. I already know what’s gonna happen, I’m gonna get up, take a turn, and I’m gonna get him watchin my azz.

 I get up, take a turn, he iz watchin my azz. It is endlessly interesting to these fuckers.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 Turns out I had to take a shit too so when I get back to tha desk the room has filled up with people mostly. When I wuz in there in tha stall Rebecca was in there 2. I told her about Sticky Peters and she said hez a sick fuck 2. Guyz don’t know that when girlz go to the bathroom they talk in tha stallz. They talk about everything. That iz how word gets around.

 What I didn’t tell her wuz about last night. The whole thing fuckin freaked me out. CN of course is a good guy but he seems desperate and maybe a little dangerous, like he might take a shotgun to his whole family or somethin. That happened recently, up in Tarrytown, some Wall Street guy was getting rinsed in a divorce and he snapped. U can see how that shit happens. And then of course Weber wuz obviously suicidal or somethin but what r u gonna do? Call an ambulance to take away 1 of tha richest guys in the world? I think when u make that money ppl assume u can handle urself.

 So anyway I get back 2 my desk and of course Sticky Peters stares at my tits the whole time and when I sit down Robbie is waiting for me.

 “Wanna go over to the Renaissance after work, roll around for a few hours? It’ll be fun.”

 “Kill yourself.”

 Robbie laughs and walks off.

 He does this to me every morning. Yesterday morning he axed if I wanted to come over to his apartment and take some pillz and light some candles. I told him to fuck himself. Robbie iz one of these guyz who lookz older than he lookz. He might be 38 but looks 46. Might be tha drugz. I think he does a lot of rails, maybe even in the bathrooms here. He sits down in tha morning all hung and starts talking about tha wild sex he had last night with some chick he met in a bar. He haz been slinging stock for a long time, started right out of college, like me. I wonder what I will look like when I am 38. Probably goin on 46.

 In the beginning he waz so outrageous it waz funny but now it iz really getting on my fuckin nerves. He haz figured out what most guys never figure out tho. U keep axing and axing and hang around long enuff and eventually tha girl is gonna say yes, maybe in a weak moment or somethin. Well not with me. He spent a few minutes talkin about his dick size last week, or at least that waz tha implication. He said he almost quit salestradin in 1991 and started drivin cross country to LA to join tha porn industry. Probably he turned around and came back once tha cocaine wore off.

  

 trdrbear: Hey sweetheart

  

 My heart stopped for like a minute.

  

 trdrbear: jk!

  

 What tha fuck.

  

 trdrbear: U guys upgraded VERT can u sent report pls

  

 Well now he iz just fuckin with me. That iz tha thing about IM you have to like read pplz mindz. But I can tell he thot he wuz a jackass for calling me sweetheart last night bc he iz fuckin around this morning. At least he recognizes. Then he starts ordering me around like he iz king shit customer or something. Actually he iz but he and I have a rapport so he usually will right write out please instead of pls. Now he iz just being short with me. I know it’s not bc he is busy bc Weber doesn’t trade that much pre-open. So he can take tha time to write tha “ea” and tha “e” in please instead of pls. U he writes all tha time tho.

 Truthfully I am kind of feeling like a jackass myself bc I forgot to send him that VERT research report. I know he owns tha stock in size and I know he wants to see it but I just forgot. I think I was just a little off from last night you know.

 U would b 2.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 Bein on a trading floor iz not exactly what I expected. I mean, I knew there were no girlz but there are really no girlz, except for the secretaries. They are nice but we don’t have much in common. For instance I make 3 times as much and I am just very young. And I will probably make more. U ever think about that? U ever think about how much people make? I think about it all tha time. I mean I know I am smart but there r smart ppl out there who don’t make any money. R they lazy? No, some of them work very hard. And some people on Wall Street don’t work very hard. I have never been able to figure it out. Maybe it is just a matter of how bad u want it. For example, in order to get this job I had to spend money on clothes and hair and learn how a banker dresses and acts, and study books on interviewing and recruiting, and this waz part of my life for like 3 months. Some ppl spend more time on it than that. It iz a huge pain in the ass. I mean, who wants to do this shit? So maybe making money is a function of just putting up with stupid shit. Everyone thinks being a pro athlete is so great. No its not. You have to put up with stoopid reporters sticking a microphone in your face all the time and drunk assholes yelling at u from the bleachers. It would not be fun at all. So once again we r back to making money means putting up with a lot of bullshit. All the great jobs in tha world r about putting up with tons of bullshit. Who wants to be a CEO? More bullshit. That’s why they say being an actuary iz tha best job in tha world. Decent money, no bullshit.

 So I am theoretically gonna make about $120,000 this year but basically all I do is put up with shit. Like I do all of Boone Dog’s dirty work. He iz a decent boss but seriously I do a lot of shit. Like I do all hiz spreadsheets at tha end of tha day, and hiz breaks, and tickets. He could do all this stuff himself but he iz too laaaazzzy. Funny how that works. Capitalism means you hire someone when you r no longer motivated to do tha job that u should b doing in tha first place.

 Then there iz tha fact that these dudes are all basically like retarded little kids. 3 year olds. They have eating contests n stuff. Like, Boone Dog paid 1 of tha dudes $500 bucks 2 drink a liter bottle of olive oil 1 time. Motherfucker waz shitting hiz brains out 4 two solid days. Since I have been here there have been eating contests in soy sauce, ketchup packets, chicken nuggets, nutty buddys, wings, burritos, and of crs the milk challenge, which always results in tha vomit in tha trash can. Then they do tha practical jokes all tha time. Some of them r mean. Like, 1 guy lived in an Italian neighborhood and they took, u know, tha Virgin Mary on the half shell thing, and put about fifty of them in hiz yard. The Italians think it iz bad luck to move them, so there they stayed. That iz some fuckin fucked up shit.

 There iz other stuff too. Brock took 1 of tha secretaries across tha street to tha Starbucks and fucked her in tha bathroom. That’s pretty gross, a Times Square bathroom where homeless people take shits and bathe in tha sink. I heard about it from her, she thought it waz funny. At least nobody really does drugz anymore, at least not in tha building. I hear at some shops they will chop it up on tha mousepad and do rails right on tha desk. There iz a lot of fucked up shit out there. I know some of these guyz have a problem with tha white bag but they keep it under wraps around here. At least 1 of them has been sent to camp over it, at least that iz what I hear.

 Mainly it is tuff here because it iz all dudes and they talk about tits and ass and dick sucking and shit like that all the time. NOT LIKE I CARE. I have heard it b4, I have brothers and I went to school in the city, it iz nothing new. I’m just surprized I guess. It iz like I am not even here. The sexual harassment concept or what they call hostile working environment haz been around for a while at least 10 years but nobody seemz to care. I don’t mind 2 much except for ppl like Sticky Peters who fuckin visually rapes me all tha time. That iz worse. I get tha distinct impression that I would not want 2 share a cab home with some of these guyz, left to my own devices.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 Tha market iz open now.

 I am workin like a one arm paperhanger or whatever that means. I have like 30 orders on my desk. Everyone is yelling about VERT. I think a paperhanger is kind of someone who passes bad checks, right? Hanging paper. Funny, that iz what I kinda am doing 2, with these internet stocks.

 Nobody really haz any idea how hard I work. I try to explain that to my Mom but she thinks I am like some kind of con man or something. She also thinks that I am hanging around the dudes on the floor of the stock exchange, and then I tell her that I trade UPSTAIRS, but she doesn’t listen. So u have to get all these orders right or else there r big consequences, like a client sells 20,000 shares of VERT instead of buys, and then the stock is up 20 bucks. That’s a $400,000 error. That’s like wreckin 20 cars in one day.

 I am in the middle of all this shiz when I feel hands on my shoulderz. I don’t have to turn around to know who it iz. It iz Dan, who likes to touch.

 “How’s my favorite junior sales trader this morning?”

 “Cut it out.”

 He actually means well and he touches everyone including tha guys (I have even seen him kiss a client on tha cheek) and he just has a reputation for being touchy-feely and shit. This morning I am not in tha mood. He iz an older guy with gray hair and one of these haircuts that like imitates an Asian guy, tapered all tha way up. He likes to talk about hiz boy playing hockey all tha time.

 “Just easin’ the tension, baby.”

 I know what that iz from, that iz from Happy Gilmore. Maybe another day this would make me smile, but az I said this morning I am not in the mood.

 “Dan, do you have a hearing problem?” I say.

 He lets go and says “Easy killer, take a chill pill,” which iz somethin u would have said in the 80s. He iz older so yeah.

 So touchy feely Dan leaves and everyone heard this so now I am left to my own devices, which iz fine.

  

 trdrbear: hey

  

 Oh geez

  

 nderivs: hey

 trdrbear: pick me up

  

 OH geez. I know what he wants to talk about.

 “Hello.”

 “Hey, we’re going to want to play the spinoff.”

 “What spinoff?”

 “Man alive, I didn’t think you got that drunk last night. You read the paper? 3Com spinning off Palm.”

 “Oh.”

 “You know? Palm Pilot? Wake up, sweetheart.”

 “Ha. Yeah.”

 “I need you to be Johnny On The Spot for this. Weber is like, out of his tree this morning.”

 “Still not talking?”

 “No. But he IM’d me and said he wanted to be size in this spinoff.”

 “You know what he’s doing?”

 “No.”

 “Ok bye.”

 I hang up. Now I have to tell Savage and Tod this.

 I walk across tha floor. I can feel eyes on me.

 “Hey,” I say.

 Savage iz wearing a nice green tie.

 “C.N. says they are definitely going to play in the PALM spinoff.”

 Tod is staring at the screens.

 “Do you know what they are going to do?”

 “No idea.”

 “What do you think they are going to do?”

 “Beats the shit out of me.”

 Savage looks at me for a moment.

 “Ok, great, thanks.”

 Tod iz still staring at the screens. I walk back to my seat, eyes on me again.

 I sit down.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 trdrbear: Need to talk

 nderivs: Now?

 trdrbear: Now

 nderivs: not a good time, can we do IM?

  

 
  trdrbear is typing…


  

 trdrbear: have u ever cheated?

 nderivs: like on a test?

 trdrbear: no on a boyfriend

 nderivs: no

 trdrbear: liar

 nderivs: not lying

 trdrbear: everybody cheats

 nderivs: well not me. U?

 trdrbear: no.

 nderivs: liar.

 nderivs: 🙂

  

 
  trdrbear is typing…


  

 trdrbear: so why did she do it

 nderivs: it was easier

 trdrbear: easier than what?

 nderivs: easier than talking to u

  

 
  trdrbear is typing…


  

 trdrbear: am I hard to talk to?

 nderivs: of crs not

 trdrbear: so then?

 nderivs: ppl just always take tha EZ way out

  

 Trdrbear was quiet.

  

 Not sure why I have to be this guy’s amateur fuckin’ psychologist. Jesus H Christ hiz wife cheated on him, big deal. Shit happens. He iz not tha best looking guy in tha world and he iz kind of all over the place and he chews with hiz mouth open, like I said, gross. I don’t know what it iz about guys. Either they want to get laid or psychoanalyzed. It’s no wonder I don’t date.

 I actually didn’t want 2 have that conversation at all. I am in no mood. Tod iz pissing me off and I have had about enough of malez right now. I wuld say that I wuld rather work with a room full of girlz but that wuld b absolute chaos 2.

 My more immediate problem iz that I have to deal with this spinoff and I am not really sure what I am supposed 2 do. Sure, I know all about how to price options but tha mechanics of buying and selling them iz kind of another story. Boone Dog usually handles tha orders and just haz me send tha emailz and deal with tha back office because girlz are better at getting thingz done apparently. Booner also haz safe handz. Some of these guyz are error machines, buy, sell, whatz tha difference, pissing off traderz left and right, but I have never seen Boone Dog make a mistake. U have to get a lot of thingz straight in ur head 2 trade options. Stock strike call put buy sell. It takes basic human intelligence which not a lot of ppl have.

 “Hey, sweet tits,” says Robbie as he walkz by.

 I feel my face get red and flushed. This iz really nothing new but for some unknown reason it iz botherin me today. Prob bc of what happened with Tod last night. That sort of changed my outlook on tha human race I think. You look up to somebody, u think u know somebody, and then they turn out to b a turd just like everyone else. Meanwhile CNBC is on and Maria Bartiromo, and they call her tha money honey, and she iz pretty but why why why?

 Well tha phones r startin to ring in ancitipcation of this spinoff. For someone who haz never been on a trading floor, they might not know that it doesn’t ring brrrriiiiinnnnnggg like a regular phone. Phone lines are on turrets and they make this chirpy beeping noise. So that iz what iz going on now, the floor iz full of tha chipry beeping noise and ppl are starting to get revved up and yelling over tradez at tha options guyz. I look across tha floor and see Tod makin some markets while Savage sits with hiz handz under the desk which iz how he usually sits. Savage iz kind of a weird dude, smart but weird.

 Still nothing from C.N. I decide to check in.

  

 nderivs: hello

  

 
  trdrbear is typing…


  

 trdrbear: nothing yet

 nderivs: k

 nderivs: spinoff in 2 mins

 trdrbear: I know

  

 He iz quiet now.

  

 
  trdrbear is typing…


  

 trdrbear: u would understand if u had kids

 nderivs: understand what?

  

 He iz quiet now

  

 trdrbear: I can’t let her have them

 nderivs: I know

 trdrbear: I would give anything

 nderivs: I know

  

 He iz quiet now

  

 trdrbear: I don’t know what I’ll do if she gets them

 nderivs: I know

 nderivs: 30 sec

 trdrbear: pick me up

  

 Tha direct line rings. I pick it up.

 “3000 Apr 120 calls, on the hop.”

 I don’t hear him well. I ask him to repeat.

 “FUCK, three thousand April 120 calls, come on!”

 That iz tha first time he yelled at me.

 I look over at Tod and Savage. Tod iz in a personal fast market, Savage still sitting with his hands under the desk.

 “Savage! Three thousand May 120 calls!”

 “APRIL 120 calls, WHAT THE FUCK,” says CN.

 “I’m trying.”

 “APRIL 120 calls,” I yell to Savage, correcting myself.

 “Savage!” I yell.

 Ppl on tha floor r starting to turn and look at me.

 “ON THE FUCKING HOP I TOLD YOU TO MAKE A MARKET.” Sayz CN.

 “SAVAGE!”

 Still nothing. Hands under tha desk.

 I have about had it with these fuckin people.

 I slam tha phone down and storm across tha floor to see what tha fuck iz going on. I get to Savage and

 and he looks at me, hiz tie matching hiz eyes, and

 they are all glassy-looking. I have seen that look b4, and

 Hiz hands are under tha desk. And

 Tod looks at me out of tha corner of hiz eye, as he stamps a ticket, and

 I remembered what he said when he got out of tha cab, and

 he said I want to fuck you in your skinny ass.

 and

 I fucking knew it. Savage with his green eyes fucking came in his pants. and

 Fucking Perverts I think but I don’t know if I said this or not. Ppl are looking at me so maybe that came out. and

 I walk back to tha desk and

 Tha phone iz sitting on tha desk, CN iz yelling so loud I can hear hiz voice from tha mouthpiece, standing up, and

 I grab my bag and

 I walk out tha motherfucking door.
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 GREENWICH








CN/trdrbear




  Cold and dark outside, nice and warm inside. Children around the table, happy family. My house.


 
  It was my house.


 
  Not needed.


 
  About face and back down the walk, between the hedges. The grass is brown, but I can’t see it, I just know. Can’t feel my feet as I get in the car, pull away, down the street, right, a right, another right, then a left, up the driveway, into the garage, and it just comes. How did it come to this. I put on some music, roll down the windows, leave the engine running, shut the garage door behind me. Does anyone do this not crying?


 
  Time passes and I change my mind. It’s a big garage.


  

 
  *   *   *   *


  

 
  The hospital, baby number four. This is familiar by now.


 
  Contractions are infrequent and we are in the waiting room. CNN on TV, a compromise between factions of patients. Sun Chips in the snack machine, and Sprite in the soda machine, I take one of each. Crunching, I look at Katharine, and it just comes. Does anyone do this not crying?


 
  She tells me, and the world is different.


  

 
  *   *   *   *


  

 I can’t find my wallet.

 Jesus H. Christ. Where did I leave it?

 The sun was streaming through the window of my (small, new) house, making my head hurt. I drank a lot, but I didn’t black out. I think I remember everything. I was in a bar with Tod and the New Girl, and there was no reason for me to take out my wallet because Tod was buying the drinks. In fact, there was no reason for me to take out my wallet the entire night, including when I was in the car, because you don’t tip the driver.

 Huh.

 This meant I was going to have to drive to work without a driver’s license. There was only about $60 in there—I hadn’t gone to the ATM in a while. The credit cards could be cancelled. I could get a driver’s license. But I didn’t have time to do any of these things. Least of all I had time to stand around for two solid days in the Greenwich DMV. I needed to get to work. I needed to be at work by six, because Weber will already be there and will already know what is going on, even before all the brokers get to work to tell me what is going on so I can tell Weber what is going on. I don’t know how what I do helps him. He already knows everything, anyway.

 Now I remember. I left a tip for Tod. The wallet is in the bar. I could call the bar, but it would be hours before they open, and the wallet would be long gone. No doubt some asshole was selling swipes for a Metrocard he bought with my AMEX.

 Things are getting relentlessly, unimaginably bad.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 It was fucking great to get drunk, though. I held back for all the years I’d been working for Weber. There’s too much at stake for me to show up drooling and hung over. I used to have to wait to tie one on over the weekend.

 The weekend. I gotta call Katharine and make arrangements to pick up the kids tonight. Jesus H. Christ that sucks. When it all went down, I had half a mind to just say fuck it and move out to New Mexico by myself, ride horses, drink tequila, plink cans with a rifle. That was a nice daydream, but I couldn’t do that to the kids, have them be the kind of children whose father left them, let them down. What it meant in practice was that I have to see Katharine three times a week to swap custody, sometimes more if one of the kids forgets a lunchbox at her house. My house. That cunt.

 Shouldn’t say that about the mother of my children. Not going to do it. We had a deal, we wouldn’t bad-mouth each other or tell the kids what happened. My parents were divorced, and they constantly brainwashed and emotionally tortured me. The kids will find out when they get old enough to find out, if they are interested. I’m not going to call her names in front of them, even if she royally fucking deserves it.

 I figure I have about 12 minutes to shower, shave, get dressed, and get out the door, though I could probably skip the shave since Weber doesn’t leave his office. The fact that I am stepping over pizza boxes to get to the bathroom tells me that I should probably get my shit together and clean this place up a little, though after a decade of marriage, I’m digging bachelor living. I rub my balls and smell my hand, flick boogers wherever, and I haven’t cleaned the toilet—yet. Just for fun, I took a dump in the shower last week and smushed it down the drain with my feet. I’m this close to hiring a housekeeper, which is what I think most guys do. I don’t know. I am making this up as I go along.

 As I’m brushing my teeth, I spy a condom wrapper from three nights ago. I hadn’t used condoms in years, being married, but figured it was time now that I’m single again. Whenever I can, I go to bars with brokers, but women steer clear of me—it’s like I have the stank of messy divorce all over me. I’ve discovered that I have no game, to the extent that I had any to begin with. I had bought a box of forty from the CVS, like, when am I going to go through forty condoms? I came home alone, and drunk, and fished one out of the box to give it a test run. I had hoped it would be too small, but it wasn’t, and between the whiskey dick and the prophylactic I probably hammered myself for a good twenty minutes before getting my non dairy creamer going. It would have only been less enjoyable if I had done it left-handed. What a waste, I thought, as I snapped it off and threw it on the shag rug, where it would dry out and stick for a week.

 I haven’t been handling the divorce well.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I fire up the BMW and haul ass in reverse down the driveway, almost hitting the mailbox. I hit the garage door opener and nothing happens. Hit it again, nothing happens. Jesus H. Christ. I get out of the car, leaving it running in the street, get the stepladder, disengage the thingamabob, and then just yank the door down by hand. I know this won’t get fixed for a month because a) I don’t have time for this shit and b) I am used to a wife taking care of it. I know that when I come home tonight, I am going to forget that the garage door opener doesn’t work and will sit in the driveway for a full minute, jamming on the button over and over again like an imbecile.

 I went from living in a seven bedroom ghetto palace to a three bedroom rental where I still haven’t been upstairs more than a handful of times. I’m still in Greenwich, just in the other-side-of-the-tracks part of Greenwich. This is one of the cheaper houses in town. It might be the cheapest house in town. That’s the thing, this town is full of fucking busybodies, it’s a certainty that word has gotten around that Weber’s head trader is living in a steaming pile of shit. It’s like losing a real-life game of M.A.S.H. that you used to play in middle school and ending up in the shack.

 But I gotta be here for the kids. That was what we agreed, just last month (Jesus H. Christ it seems like a lot longer than that), that the kids would have something resembling a normal childhood. So Katharine and I are literally just a few blocks away from each other, to the point where I’ve seen Michael out walking the dog (my dog) and this thing is just staring me in the face all the time; I can’t get away from it. In addition to the New Mexico can-plinking fantasy, I’ve also had the fantasy where I’m living in Trump Tower in Manhattan like Derek Jeter, in the penthouse suite, bringing girls upstairs and dropping like eleven loads on their foreheads. But that doesn’t work because the money is tied up in aforementioned ghetto palace a few blocks away from me. So I wake up every morning, and it’s the first thing I think about when I wake up, and I go to bed every night, and it’s the last thing I think about when I fall asleep, and everything in between is just a blur of executing Weber’s fucking trades.

 I told Weber when it happened. “Do what you have to do,” he said, which meant “don’t take any time off,” even though he didn’t explicitly say it. I can’t take time off because there’s nobody who can do my job, which explains how I could afford aforementioned ghetto palace and also how I ended up in the shack. That was as close as Weber gets to being sympathetic. But I don’t think he approved of the ghetto palace in the first place, and I think he had a pretty low opinion of Katharine. I never thought about it at the time, but I probably should have been taking relationship advice from the weirdo. He’s right about everything else.

 It’s a 15-minute drive along two-lane roads in the woods to get to the office. At some point today I’ll have to call Katherine to arrange picking up the kids, but I know I’ll forget, like last time. She was pissed off. I could call her now, in the morning, but she’d be pissed off about that, too.

 What the hell. To exist is to piss her off.

 “Hello?”

 “Hey.”

 “Are you crazy?” she says, half asleep. “It’s five-thirty in the morning.”

 “What time you want me to pick them up tomorrow?”

 “This couldn’t wait until later?”

 “No.”

 “You’re being passive-aggressive.”

 “Have you ever known me to be passive-aggressive?”

 “It’s too early for this.”

 “Last time I didn’t call, and you didn’t like that. Now I’m calling.”

 “Eight o’clock.”

 “Fine.”

 She hangs up.

 I allow myself to feel smug.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 The other fantasy I’ve had, aside from New Mexico can-plinking and Trump Tower load-dropping is to move out to L.A. and be an execution trader for a shop out there. There are some hedge funds in L.A. What a life that would be. I need to work on my image. This khakis and blue collared shirt thing isn’t working for me anymore. I need to be cool. I’ve been wearing this stupid hedge fund uniform for decades, now. Last night, Tod suggested to me that I wax my chest. That would be a start.

 I’ve felt this way before, when Katharine and I first got together—I was her tenth, not her first, and I tortured myself with the idea that someone else had plucked her before I met her. There wasn’t anything I could do about it, and I spent a year, raw, angry, running just to run, running both away and towards the idea that someone else, no, many other people, had penetrated my girlfriend. To this day, I’m not entirely sure why I was so preoccupied with it—people have plenty of partners before marriage, nobody gets married a virgin anymore, and people have just gotten comfortable with the idea that there is not a small amount of sexual experimentation that goes on. Still, again, it was the first thing I thought of when I woke up, and the last thing I thought about before I went to sleep. I carried the thought around with me constantly, muscles tensed, not needing food, torturing myself. Now, years later, it was back, with the thought that I might never see my children again, victimized by unfair divorce laws that didn’t care whose fault it was.

 Worst of all, and unbelievably, it was starting to look like I was not going to have enough money. We had a couple of million in the bank, but Katharine had consumed most of what I made over the years, and what wasn’t in the bank was either tied up in my stake in the partnership or in the house, which I was going to have to liquidate in order to give Katharine cash. Or, as my attorney was telling me, borrow money from her, which I was going to have to pay off in a balloon payment at the end of five years. This was all exclusive of any alimony and child support, which was going to add up to high five figures per month, to support her in the manner to which she had become accustomed.

 People think that rich people don’t have money problems, but they do. Here is how it works. You start making x million a year, everyone knows it, and there is unbelievable social pressure to get a house/car/boat/second house commensurate with your social status. So you stretch. Rich people stretch like poor people stretch. How fragile everything is. A divorce, a lawsuit, an injury, and the whole fucking house of cards comes tumbling down. Jesus H. Christ. Though usually it is the woman’s fault. Left to my own devices I would have been living in the shack and stepping on pizza boxes all along. The women, they are nest-builders. Katharine was the queen of them. And then, at some point, the calculus changes and you’re worth more to them dead than alive. As I drove down the access road, I thought with a shudder that I was lucky to be above ground.

 I pulled into the parking lot in the darkness. As usual, Weber’s car was there. A green 1996 Toyota Camry. I can’t remember the last time it wasn’t there when I arrived in the morning. I never wanted to ask, but I got the distinct impression that Weber spent many nights at the office. It would be stuffy in the trading room. I get out of the car and walk up the footpath to the building, which doesn’t have a sign on it. Nobody is supposed to know that poor rich people work here. I can feel the gravel crunch under my feet, and as I think of all the things I have to deal with today, from canceling the credit cards to Katharine to trading the PALM spinoff, it makes me kind of have to take a shit. The glass door swings open and I get a blast of warm air.

 Kevin’s here already. He’s my assistant. About five years ago he won the Heisman Trophy for Division III football, whatever it’s called, which is pretty impressive if you think about it. He’s a good egg. He can’t do my job, especially when it comes to managing broker relationships, but he handles the Weber insanity well. I had to have a conversation with him about his obsessive throat-clearing, a nervous tic that was kind of freaking out everyone on the desk, but it still comes out, especially when there’s red on the screen. I expect to be hearing it today.

 “You’re late,” he says to me.

 “Yeah.”

 “You hung over?”

 “A little.”

 “How was dinner?”

 “Fine. I lost my wallet. Need you to handle some stuff this morning.”

 “Okay.”

 “Anything out of Weber?” I ask.

 “No, actually, not a peep. How was he at dinner?”

 “Not good.” It was worse than that, actually.

 “Is this place going to be around in a month?”

 “Dude.”

 “Seriously, is it?”

 “How the hell should I know.” I say, annoyed. “My ex-wife doesn’t get paid, I go BK. I go to jail.”

 “You’re not going to jail.”

 “Whatever. Watch the lights, I have to cancel these credit cards.

 I only had three. I figured I would do the USAA Visa card first. My Dad was in the Air Force, that’s how I got that one.

 I dialed the number, then pressed one for English, then pressed three for credit card services, but the robot wasn’t working, so I just pressed zero over and over again until I got a live person. Sherri at USAA sure was friendly. I guess they are like that in San Antonio. She asked me when the last time was I used the card, and I told her Sunday. She sounded concerned, because there were 13 different charges totaling $800 that had happened since last night. Jesus H. Christ.

 “So let’s go through these charges. Vishara Adult Video at 569 Eighth Avenue for $64.66, that wasn’t you?”

 “No.”

 “Lucky Lingerie & Novelties, 422 Ninth Avenue, for $45.99, that wasn’t you?”

 “No.”

 “XXX Adult—“

 “Look, I said I haven’t used the card since Sunday. All of these charges are fraudulent. Do we have to go through them one by one?”

 “Yes.”

 “No we don’t. Look, I left my wallet in a bar last night. I have to cancel my other credit cards, too. I did not make any of these purchases.”

 “Our fraud investigation department will conduct an inquiry into the matter and you will receive a letter in the mail within 4-6 weeks with the result of the investigation.”

 “Whatever.”

 “Is there anything else I can help you with this morning?”

 I hung up.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I don’t read The Wall Street Journal. First of all, I leave for work before it is delivered, and besides, anyone who is anyone in the business doesn’t read it, anyway. If you are in the markets, if you trade, why do you need someone to tell you what happened yesterday?   Besides, outside of the editorial page, it is little more than a gossip rag, and every once in a while there would be an article about Weber, at which point I would neatly fold up the newspaper and put it in the trash. I didn’t know who the Journal was using as its sources, because I sure as hell wasn’t talking, and nobody else in the office was. Instead of reading the paper, I rely on my sales coverage to tell me what is going on in the world. I am at work before any of them, but Boone Dog is the only one who gets in at a reasonable time, 0615 every morning. The guy hustles, but makes it look easy. He wears great ties. And he has a great team, including his cute new assistant.

 Oh shit.

 Sweetheart.

 I don’t drink often, but it seems that every time I do, I make an asshole out of myself. She is all of twenty-two. I am old enough to be her father. It is the quiet ones you have to watch out for. There was something different, exotic about her.

 Black fingernail polish.

 Worse, Boone Dog was traveling to Chicago, to see some futures accounts. So I was going to have to deal with the New Girl.

 I better take the lead.

  

 trdrbear: How are you?

  

 
  nderivs is typing…


 
   


 nderivs: fine

  

 Not good.

  

 nderivs: fun last night. Good 2 see u

  

 That’s better. All is forgotten. It occurs to me that while I don’t do something I regret every time I drink, every time I do something I regret I am drunk.

 Shit. I get an email from a competitor that says that VerticalNet got upgraded. Weber doesn’t need the research to find out what is going on with the company, though; he just wants to see what the dumb analyst thinks. That’s the genius of Weber; he doesn’t trade the information, which is useless, he trades people’s sentiment, or opinions. The street is short this thing and the squeeze is on. I type VERT into Instinet, and there it is, already up fifteen in the box. I go into Bloomberg to see who upgraded it, and my worst fears are realized. It’s Boone Dog’s bank.

 Back to the New Girl. Might as well have fun with this.

  

 trdrbear: Hey sweetheart

  

 I imagine her in her Aeron chair, shitting her pants.

  

 trdrbear: jk!

 trdrbear: U guys upgraded VERT can u sent report pls

  

 Now she’s scrambling, because she knows she should have sent this to me already. I am cutting her slack. I am not averse to yelling at sales traders, but I am not going to do it this time, not after last night. It’s a major oversight on her part, one that already has me in hot water with Weber, but I let it slide. I might need her later today.

  

 Weber: B 10000 VERT

  

 Son of a bitch, he’s already squeezing these guys. I’m not going to run the New Girl over. That’s not the point, and it’s not Weber’s style. I’m going to buy it in the box, as sloppy as possible, to run the stock up. I’m not marking the book, I’m making the rest of the Street panic. The world is short this thing; in fact, the world is short this market, and Weber is on the other side. Some days, it seems like we’re the ones holding up the entire tech sector. The other team is going to score on us, soon.

 It occurs to me that, over the first hour of the day, I have completely forgotten about the divorce, engrossed in work, engrossed in the market. And this is how it is, that saying about an idle mind. I do like my job. If I didn’t have this to keep me busy, I would be preoccupied with the fact that I make $5 million a year and I am fucking broke as shit.

 The telephone is ringing. It’s my lawyer.

 “Hello?”

 “Buddy.”

 Anyone who calls you “Buddy” is a psychopath.

 “How am I getting fucked this time?”

 “Court-ordered psychological testing for the children.”

 “I notice you didn’t try to tell me I wasn’t getting fucked.”

 “You’re getting fucked.”

 “How much?”

 “Ballpark, mid five figures.”

 “Can you explain to me again how this is possible in the land of the free? She cheated on me. A lot.”

 “Connecticut is a no-fault state.”

 “So I hired you, why?”

 “To limit the damage.”

 “Try harder.”

 Jesus H. Christ.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 When your wife cheats on you, you think of some weird shit, like:

 
  Is his penis bigger than mine?


 Probably. But that is something that I would have cared more about when I was younger, not going on forty. You get past the point of caring about shit like that. As trite as it sounds, one of the things I’ve come to realize over the years is that physical appearance is less important to me. I even like fat women. For me, it’s all about the energy that a woman gives off. Katharine had bad energy. The New Girl has great energy. She’s cool. The other thing I’ve learned is that people are compatible with just about anyone. The idea that there is one person for everyone is a myth. This is why arranged marriages are often more successful. It is a matter of managed expectations.

 My more immediate concern is Weber. The fucker didn’t say one word during dinner last night. If the press ever got wind of his behavior, we would have TV trucks lined up outside the office. He is quite obviously depressed, and possibly suicidal. I have not laid eyes on him since he got in the car from the restaurant. Who knows if the car even took him home—he might have just gone straight to the office, again. He’s never told me anything about his personal life, or his family; everything I’ve read is what Bloomberg and the WSJ have put together. Rich family, from Los Angeles, father an orthopedic surgeon, a big one, one of these guys that makes artificial joints, patented the design. Grew up privileged. Falling out with family, over what, nobody knows. No siblings. His Harvard classmates barely remember him.

 Weber, an enigma.

 I am convinced that Weber is trying to lose money. There is no other explanation. The stock market is obviously a bubble, and Weber behaves as if it is going to go on forever. Not only is he long, but he is using full Reg T margin. He is 200% long. The market has gotten more volatile, and we have had days where we take massive drawdowns, and he only takes the opportunity to buy more. He is insane. He takes an insane amount of risk. On a $10 billion fund, we have P&L variations of up to $400 million a day. Every $100 million that we make is approximately $500,000 that I have to spend on lawyers. Once the music stops, the lawyers stop getting paid, and Katharine (and Michael) end up with the kids.

  

 Weber: B 10000 RMBS

 Weber: B 40000 AMCC

 Weber: B 25000 CMGI

 Weber: B 75000 CSCO

 Weber: B 50000 PMCS

 Weber: B 50000 WCOM

 Weber: B 5000 YHOO

 Weber: B 15000 JDSU

  

 I had been so preoccupied thinking about lawyers and money that I completely lost track of time. Furthermore, I forgot to cancel my other two credit cards.

 “You get these orders?” asks Kevin.

 “I got ‘em. Take the CSCO and PMCS to Goldman, give it to them not held, we gotta pay our soft dollar bill. I’m taking the rest to Morgan.”

 “I pick things up, I put them down.”

 More buy orders. It almost made me wonder if there was a secret, parallel trading desk on the other side of the building where he sent all the sell orders.

  

 Weber: B 500 INKT Apr 115 calls

 Weber: B 6000 WBVN Apr 10 calls

 Weber: B 3000 EGHT Apr 10 calls

  

 Options, now. The vol is so jacked, we’re paying $5 million a day just to have these positions. But it doesn’t matter—our stocks keep ripping through strikes. Weber likes buying the short-dated, at the money stuff, for maximum gamma. If it didn’t work, it would be incredibly expensive. Now he’s buying calls on shitty WBVN, which everyone knows is going to go tits up very soon. I call this one into Lehman Brothers, and within minutes of the trade hitting the floor, the stock is up a buck. Even the floor monkeys know a Weber order when they see it; they gleefully front-run the shit out of it.

 This fucking guy is going to blow himself up. I know what’s going to happen; we’re going to be down a smooth 5 percent in a day. Then, I remember that we don’t really even have any investors left; it’s all Weber’s money. So who would know? How would the press find out? It’s almost to the point where we don’t even need to fill out the ADV any more, we can just do whatever the hell we want. But I need the money.

 How do I tell him?

  

 trdrbear: Weber

 trdrbear: you ok?

 trdrbear: maybe we should slow down a little

  

 No answer.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 After Katharine told me, I wasn’t really angry. Not at first. I was introspective. I went through her accusations line by line: never around. A little bit of a drunk. Not easy to deal with. Distant. I blamed it all on myself. I didn’t stop and think that I had given Katharine a giant blank check and complete freedom to do whatever she wanted with her life, on the unspoken condition that she keep up appearances and take care of the children. She ended up outsourcing that fairly early on.

 I told her I was sorry for the things I had done and left undone. Maybe it was wrong of me to expect contrition—I got none. She told me every detail of everything I had done to wrong her over the course of our marriage. Every detail. How did she remember that stuff? It is almost as if she was keeping a journal: “Things I Can’t Let Go Of.” In retrospect, it was such an odd marriage because we never fought. If I did something to upset her, she put it in her mental shit list journal. If she did something to wrong me, I simply forgot about it because I was too busy to care. The scorecard, therefore, was not balanced.

 So Katharine agreed to not see Michael. I suppose if I had more time on my hands, I would have kept tabs on her, maybe even hired an investigator. But I was too tired to be jealous, and I certainly didn’t have the time. To my knowledge, Weber didn’t know. The less he knew, the better. I never called her on the work lines, but I would occasionally go outside to talk to her on my new cellular phone, when Weber would stop to take a breath from his trading. Was I checking up on her? Sure, I was checking up on her. Where are you. At home. What are you doing. Nothing much. I would listen for any unusual intonation, to see if she was being untruthful. But she was a master poker player, having kept me in the dark about Michael for months, possibly years, and having kept me in the dark on her feelings for the better part of a decade. Still, I thought it was inconceivable that she would be capable of repeating the offense. That is, until I convinced Weber (via instant messenger) that I had a serious health problem that I needed to attend to, and I needed to see a doctor, and instead I went home, driving my 15 minutes in reverse commute during daylight hours, actually seeing other cars on the road, and I saw Michael’s car the moment I turned onto the street, the silver Toyota Celica, one of the new ones, with the angular lines, and my heart began to pound, and I lost sight of everything, and I couldn’t feel my feet, and my hands swelled, and I opened the garage, and I took out a 34 inch aluminum softball bat that I hadn’t touched in years, from behind the wheelbarrow, and I held it high above my head, and brought it crashing down on his windshield, and his hood, and smashed in every window, every taillight, and smashed in every panel on the body of the car. I stood back and admired my work for a moment before going back to work.

 I had totaled the thing. The car was now a motherfucking useless piece of shit.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 Weber: We are going to play the PALM spinoff.

  

 I already knew what Weber wanted to do. He wanted to buy PALM.

 3Com spinning off Palm was going to be the biggest trade of the year. Basically, 3Com knew that its Palm Pilot division would be massively overvalued by the market, and if they could spin it off by selling the stock, they would stand to raise a lot of money.

 They were right. PALM stock had been trading when-issued for a little while now, and it was clear that investors were mispricing it. PALM was estimated to be worth more than all of 3Com, the parent company, which didn’t make any sense. Not only did it not make any sense, it wasn’t possible. It was an arbitrage. If you could short PALM and buy COMS, you would be sure to make money over any period of time. But I was sure that wasn’t what Weber wanted to do. Weber probably wanted to buy PALM, or worse, sell COMS.

  

 trdrbear: ok

 trdrbear: what do you want to do?

 Weber: size

  

 I had to stop this.

 What was I going to do? I couldn’t physically go in Weber’s office. He kept it locked, at least, since he started going crazy. Should I call some securities regulator and tell them that the proprietor of a hedge fund was trying to lose money? There was nothing against the law about losing money. And besides, his efforts to lose money over the last year had only resulted in: more money.

 But maybe that wasn’t the right explanation. Maybe Weber really was a genius. And, maybe he knew precisely when the market was going to finally crash, and he would completely reverse his portfolio and go short. That seemed unlikely, though: from the moment I met Weber, I knew that bullishness was in his blood: he was an optimist. That’s usually the way it is on Wall Street; people are wired to make money being optimistic, or pessimistic, but not both. Weber was a hermit, but he had faith in the economy, in free trade, in capitalism. And he had been right for years. It was hard to imagine him waking up one morning changing his mind.

 There was only one place I was going to be able to execute the trade. Savage was the best tech vol trader on the street, even though he was a giant douche. The problem was that Boone Dog, the safest hands, was off the desk, and I was going to have to deal with the New Girl, who, to my knowledge, had never handled anything bigger than a 100-lot. But Weber was going to want someone to commit capital on the deal, and Savage was the only one with the balls to do it. No other bank was going to be willing to stick its neck out in a fast market on a toxic deal. But I also knew that Boone Dog would throw her a bone if she did well, and I liked the idea of seeing her get paid.

  

 trdrbear: hey

 nderivs: hey

 trdrbear: pick me up

  

 “Hello,” she said.

 “Hey, we’re going to want to play the spinoff.”

 “What spinoff?”

 Holy Christ, she is young. “Man alive, I didn’t think you got that drunk last night. You read the paper? 3Com spinning off Palm.”

 “Oh.”

 “You know? Palm Pilot? Wake up, sweetheart.”

 “Ha. Yeah.”

 “I need you to be Johnny On The Spot for this. Weber is like, out of his tree this morning.”

 “Still not talking?”

 “No. But he IM’d me and said he wanted to be size in this spinoff.”

 “You know what he’s doing?”

 “No.”

 “Ok bye.”

 I knew as soon as she hung up the phone that she was going to go talk to Savage, the douche.

 I felt rage coming up through the carpet, through my shoes, into my hands again. My whole life was completely out of control. I had no control over Katharine. I had no control over this job; if Weber blew us up, I had no money to pay lawyers, and I lose the children, the house, and everything. I could see the Page Six headlines now: Weber’s head trader, bankrupt, living in a tent. You always hear about these rich CEO idiots who had gone through all their money by the time the thing came crashing down. I had become a giant cliché.

 I never used to understand how rich old bastards ended up with 24-year-old beauty queens. Now I get it. I used to think that they, the girls, would be stuck licking old balls for the rest of his life, but it’s not about that. That happens because it’s easy. You marry one of your peers, everything is hard. There are expectations. It is more than just bringing home a paycheck, even if it is a huge paycheck. There are claims on your soul. You have to be there. You have to suffer together. That is not what many men are good at. Men are good at being engines of production. You make $5 million a year and someone is still on your ass about putting the dishes in the dishwasher and taking off your shoes. All my friends who are divorced are happy, especially the ones dating younger girls.

 Why did we have children in the first place? We didn’t really think about it—it was just the thing to do. You get married, you have kids, that is what you do. Don’t think Katharine and I ever really had a serious conversation about it. It was just assumed. I love my kids, but if I had to do it over again, I wouldn’t do it. Number one, it raises the stakes in a marriage; a childless couple can just walk away. Number two, it takes away your freedom. Look at Tod—early thirties, stud options trader, running all over the city, not a care in the world. And he takes a car home with the New Girl, which made me unexpectedly jealous.

 Leading up to when J.R. was born last month—in retrospect—I should have been worried. We weren’t talking at all. I was working all the time, or out with brokers, and it just seemed like kid number four was on autopilot. We were pros at it by now, and there was room in the house and there was furniture and clothes and it was all going to be easy. Katharine went into labor that afternoon, and I slipped out of work and met her at the hospital, and she was just so weird about the whole thing, so distant, and I was so twisted up with what was going on at work that I never thought to ask, I never thought to ask about anything, what her life was like, her struggles, her fears, and it occurred to me as we sat there in the waiting room, me with my Sun Chips and Sprite, that I didn’t even know this woman anymore, that all this time she had her own life, and it was then that she started crying, maybe the second or third time I had ever seen her cry and I’m all what’s wrong and she tells me, she tells me that she was having sex with Michael the contractor earlier in the day when her water broke, and she cried, and I just kind of sat there, not saying anything, and the doctors came and took her and that is how I will always remember the birth of my youngest son.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 This is going to be a mistake.

 
   


 trdrbear: Need to talk

 nderivs: Now?

 trdrbear: Now

  

 
  nderivs is typing…


  

 nderivs: not a good time, can we do IM?

  

 
  Fine.


  

 trdrbear: have u ever cheated?

 nderivs: like on a test?

 trdrbear: no on a boyfriend

 nderivs: no

 trdrbear: liar

 nderivs: not lying

 trdrbear: everybody cheats

 nderivs: well not me. U?

 trdrbear: no.

 nderivs: liar.

 nderivs: 🙂

 trdrbear: so why did she do it

 nderivs: it was easier

 trdrbear: easier than what?

 nderivs: easier than talking to u

 trdrbear: am I hard to talk to?

 nderivs: of crs not

 trdrbear: so then?

 nderivs: ppl just always take tha EZ way out

  

 The kid is half smart. Katharine did take the easy way out. It would have been harder for her to talk to me, to try to work through the problems. It occurs to me that she actually might have thought she was doing me a favor—if she just leaves me, I feel rejection, I am devastated, but if she does what she did, then I am absolved of responsibility and I get to blame it on her.

 Cheating is actually rational.

 Then, I feel a wave of revulsion for what I wrote. What a jackass I am, spilling my guts to a 22-year-old girl. But she’s so nice. I haven’t had nice in a while.

 I haven’t ever had nice.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 5 minutes until the spinoff.

 I fucking know Weber is going to want to buy PALM. It would be a classic Weber move, squeezing the shorts, because all the smart monkeys are going to come out and try to whack the stock, even if they can’t borrow it. He might even buy a million shares, just to run it and gun it. But at the end of the day, PALM can’t be worth more than COMS, so I have no idea what his exit strategy is. The other things he buys can conceivably go up forever. This can’t. It’s impossible.

 I rarely eat lunch. Or breakfast. I usually order a big dinner to the desk. But this morning, I was hung over and fucking starving, so I had Kevin order a pizza. A sheet pizza, no less, which I hadn’t had since I was a kid at a roller skating rink birthday party. I had gone through about five pieces, hands greasy, when I got the following:

  

 Weber: FYI COMS we are going to be selling upside

  

 This meant that Weber wasn’t going to buy PALM, but sell short COMS—in effect, putting a cap on the price of the stock. This was worse, in a way, because when PALM inevitably goes down, it is virtually necessary for COMS to go up. Furthermore, there is no limit to how far it can go.

 This is the first time Weber has sold short anything, as long as I’ve known him. And he’s selling short the one thing that is certain to go up.

 I call him on the direct. No answer. I write this:

  

 trdrbear: u sure?

  

 
  Weber is typing…


  

 Weber: yes

  

 He took a while—must have crossed something out and started over.

  

 trdrbear: u trying to chinese the deal?

  

 No answer.

 What the hell.

 I’m not going to let this fucking guy bankrupt me.

  

 trdrbear: not doing it

  

 No answer.

 Two minutes until PALM open for trading.

 I’m going to fucking lose everything on this trade.

 Shit.

  

 nderivs: hello

  

 
  Good.


  

 trdrbear: nothing yet

 nderivs: k

 nderivs: spinoff in 2 mins

 trdrbear: I know

  

 
  Fuck.


  

 trdrbear: u would understand if u had kids

 nderivs: understand what?

 trdrbear: I can’t let her have them

 nderivs: I know

 trdrbear: I would give anything

 nderivs: I know

 trdrbear: I don’t know what I’ll do if she gets them

 nderivs: I know

 
   


 Weber: S 3000 COMS Apr 120 calls

 trdrbear: No

  

 
  Weber is typing…


  

 Weber: what?

 trdrbear: Not doing it

  

 
  Weber is typing…


 
   


 Weber: FUCKING DO IT OR I WILL FUCK YOU UP FOR LIFE. YOU WILL NEVER WORK AGAIN

 Weber: I WILL FUCKING DESTROY YOU

  

 Jesus Christ.

  

 nderivs: 30 sec

 trdrbear: pick me up

  

 New Girl picks up.

 “3000 Apr 120 calls, on the hop.”

 “Say again?”

 “FUCK, three thousand April 120 calls, come on!”

 I never raise my voice to her, ever.

 She puts her hand over the mouthpiece. I hear her yelling at Savage.

 She is still yelling at Savage.

  

 Weber: WHAT THE FUCK

  

 “APRIL 120 calls, WHAT THE FUCK.” I yell at her.

 “I’m trying,” she says.

 “TRY HARDER!”

  

 Weber: 10 SECONDS AND YOU’RE FIRED

 Weber: 9

 Weber: 8

  

 “ON THE FUCKING HOP I TOLD YOU TO MAKE A MARKET.” I scream.

  

 Weber: 7

  

 I hear her screaming at Savage.

  

 Weber: 6

 Weber: 5

 Weber: 4

  

 I hear her slam down the phone.

 “JESUS FUCKING CHRIST! JESUS FUCKING CHRIST!”

 Nothing from New Girl.

  

 Weber: 3

 Weber: 2

 Weber: 1

 Weber: it’s over for you

  

 
  I am so fucked. I will never see my children again.


 
   


 The direct rings from Savage. He is out of breath, or something.

 “Where’s the New Girl?”

 “She’s gone. 3000 3Com April 120 calls, you sold them at 20.

 He hangs up.








Weber



I might miss this.

 After the U.S. closes, at four, there is nothing going on until New Zealand opens, then Australia, then Japan. I like trading in the middle of the night. It’s easier to focus. I like the transition from Asia to Europe, when the U.S. futures start to move, and then the sunlight creeps through the blinds, and I can see the dust swirling in the air, when the San Francisco guys are just going to bed. I like trading Europe and Japan. I can actually lose money in Europe and Japan. Nobody knows who I am there. I sit here, in silence, and trade.

 I started a magazine, out of school. Hired a staff and everything. I thought it was impossible to fail. Was twenty-two. Twenty-two-year-olds never fail. It turned out to be more of a marketing exercise than I expected, and I was spending more time running around trying to sell it to distributors and get advertisements than I was working on the actual articles. I did this for a few years, and gave up. I was dead broke, and I needed to make some money.

 Be careful what you wish for.

 I crunch a few salt and vinegar potato chips and go back to the fridge to get the hoagie I stashed in there yesterday afternoon, wrapped in wax paper, now wet. I didn’t think I would be this hungry.

 It’s 5 am. CN will be here in an hour. There is a TV in the other room. No TV in my office. I could go out there and watch TV, but this time of night, it would just be infomercials.

 Nobody to call, not at this hour.

 I applied for a job to be a trader from a classified ad in the newspaper. I have to be the only person on Wall Street who got his job from a classified ad in the newspaper. I was too young to understand that most reputable firms do not advertise in the newspaper. I took the Series 7, passed it. All I am doing is executing agency orders, applying a commission. They give me an order, I trade it. In between orders, I sit there. This isn’t trading, I told them. People apparently spend entire careers doing this. I guess that is basically what CN does, but at least he is really good at it.

 Then First Chicago. Eat what you kill. It was there I learned how to manage a drawdown. Lose half a percent, they blow you out. It wasn’t hard to distinguish myself there. Keeping 25% of what you make seems like a good deal until you consider that they’re keeping 75%. When it came time for them to write me the check, they do what most people do when large amounts of money are involved. They cheated. So I left. I vowed not to work for anyone again.

 When you go to Harvard Business School, people expect great things from you. You are supposed to become a CEO, get famous, whatever. You are not supposed to start a hedge fund, not after what happened to Milken, and Drexel, and all of Wall Street in the early nineties. You sit around and do case studies and smell your own farts and then go start a company that is completely useless. At least, that was my experience.

 More than anywhere else, HBS is for the connections. But I wasn’t interested in the connections. I started to get interested in money, and I started reading about mutual funds, and I did a paper on how mutual fund manager returns were serially correlated, which meant that skill, not luck, determined success, which ran counter to the prevailing academic research at the time, which said that the stock market was completely random. So I wanted to trade stocks. Everyone else wanted to be a brand manager, or a consultant, or something.

 It is hard to raise money for a hedge fund, especially for a kid coming out of business school, even Harvard. My pitch was pretty simple—that the United States was on the cusp of massive technological growth, made possible in part by declining interest rates, free trade, and political stability. Trouble was, everyone thought I was nuts. We were in the midst of a recession, a commercial real estate bust, and a banking crisis from which people thought it would take years to recover. I got money, but it was mostly from other hedge fund managers who wanted diversification, and rich kooks.

 I started the fund in an office park in Westport. Our office was next door to a bankruptcy lawyer who wore American flag ties and farted audibly. I hired CN away from a second-tier bank, a payout shop. I hired him because he was the type of guy to keep all his change in a jar and take it to the bank at the end of the year. I could have hired smarter traders. I didn’t want someone complex. He would take the Yankees tickets from the brokers and be happy, sit in the box seats, wearing a Mattingly jersey. We worked out of cubicles for a few years, getting hoagies for lunch, punching the Subway Club Card to get the free sandwich at the end of the week.

 I am trying to surf the web for news, but it is loading too slowly, the pictures scrolling down from top to bottom. It’s funny that we’ve had this whole internet bubble in the stock market, because at these connection speeds, the web is still pretty useless.

 I’m in a better mood than I thought I would be. I think I turned a corner last night, when Boone Dog’s car dropped me off at the office. As I sat there in the town car, the driver waiting patiently for me to leave, eyeing me in the rear view mirror, I just had the overwhelming feeling that I had done this all before, probably my two thousandth broker dinner and town car ride, going back to the office to trade Asia, the two thousandth time I have done that, trading the same Japanese banks, over and over again. Ten years of my life, some of my twenties and most of my thirties, gone, checking quotes every minute I’m away from the desk, calling brokers from the backs of cars, from dinners, even from the two vacations I took.

 I’ll miss what it was like to win. Winning was hard, in the beginning. Like when CN and I were working out in that cube farm and we had this massive day, and the fund was up 4 percent from close to close, we were high-fiving each other. We had made six figures in a day. We were all smiles after that one, before we really understood that it wasn’t enough. I learned that running a hedge fund was like running that stupid magazine—I spent more time marketing, trying to gather assets than I did trading, putting on a suit, hitting the road, answering stupid questions. Eventually I just gave up. The fund is mostly my money, now. It could have been CN’s, too, if he reinvested it, but he let his wife spend it all.

 The first time I got called by a reporter, he asked me why I thought people hated me so much.

 If I search for my name on Yahoo!, I find: 1. An article about how little I give to charity, 2. An article about how I am supposedly gay, and 3. 4. 5. 6. Articles about how I am almost certainly engaging in insider trading. It’s hard to photograph me going to work—the boundary of the property is far from the street, and wooded—but sometimes people try. Brokers have to take great precautions, like in restaurants. Boone Dog knows this. The dinner was on a need-to-know basis at the firm, a car takes me to and from, and we have a private room. Sometimes out a back entrance.

 Called a publicist once. I was sick of getting smeared. The Financial Times had just done a drive-by shooting, using a still from a video of a speech I had given years ago, at a broker conference. They had paused it to where my face and mouth were contorted while talking, and used it with the article. The publicist said I should actually do some controlled media appearances. I could pay her ten grand, and she would arrange it. Said that not talking just made people more curious. Raise the curtain, let people see the real Weber.

 The real Weber.

 Balanced the wax paper from the sandwich on top of the trash like Jenga, then pulled a warm Poland Spring out from behind the computer monitor.

 When I was in business school, I wrote letters to all the big hedge fund managers, looking for advice, like some kid writing to his favorite ballplayer. I expected zero responses, but I actually got quite a few. Dan Waterson invited me to his office for lunch. We talked about the market. We talked about a lot of things. But we also talked about publicity. It you’re rich hedge fund guy, nobody likes you, unless maybe you buy a sports team, turn it around, then it starts to win. So you try to avoid publicity at all costs. But here was this guy—Dan Waterson—and he’s talking about VC investing and investing in Europe and currencies and commodities and it occurs to me, this guy just loves what he does, and he’ll do it if taxes are thirty percent or sixty percent or one hundred percent. He doesn’t care. This is who he is. He is just wired this way. He loves investing like some people like playing basketball or bridge. There’s nothing so amazing to watch as someone doing what they were intended to do. So when you talk about hurting a guy like Dan Waterson, like taxing him, or regulating him, or taking his toys away, it’s not just about the money, you’re fucking with someone’s dreams, what makes them happy.

 People don’t like or dislike Dan Waterson because most of them don’t know who Dan Waterson is, because he’s successfully protected his identity. I haven’t. If they knew who he was, they would hate him, because he is the best. That is what people do. Look at Bill Gates. Bill Gates builds the software architecture of every computer in the world, creates the word processor that people will eventually use to attack him. Occasionally word will get out about a successful money manager, like what happened to me. Then a rich guy is no longer just an abstraction. He’s an asshole.

 It’s highly likely that the source of the leak was CN’s ex-wife, who was constantly running her mouth around town. The sister-in-law of a Wall Street Journal reporter lived right down the street from CN’s ridiculous house. Or, maybe an investor letter grew legs. Everyone seemed to know my returns to the decimal point.

 I get hate mail sometimes, death threats. Not often.

 Half hour until CN gets here.

 I’d better get ready.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 When CN told me about the dinner at Sparks with the Kensington crew a few weeks ago, I was up for it. It’s not a good use of my time, but I need to get out of the office every once in a while. People think that Wall Street is some kind of Wild West of guys ripping each other’s faces off, but that’s not true. The banking industry is based on trust. I did a plurality of my trading at Kensington because of trust. CN and I have done tests with brokers, to see how much information leaks out. We’ve measured execution quality, to see if people are front-running our orders. Kensington was virtually airtight, at least until an option order got to the floor. I would have traded with them more, but I needed to spread money around to get access to research. Boone Dog was going to pump me for my market views at the dinner, in his own subtle way, by engaging in polite conversation, exchanging ideas, which was fine—he trades on information—and I wanted to do the same. I wanted to know what all his dopey clients were doing, so I could do the opposite.

 But when CN reminded me yesterday afternoon

  

 trdrbear: Dinner tonight Kensington boys Sparks car will be here at 5 don’t forget

  

 My heart sank. I was no longer in the mood. About a month ago, CN had made an error—I had given him an order to liquidate our position in an optical networking stock before earnings, but he accidentally bought instead of sold, doubling our position, and the stock was up thirty percent on earnings. We ended up making well over seven figures on an error. It occurred to me that I nearly always made money on errors. Over the last month, I realized that I’d spent almost a decade fighting tooth and nail to make money, and then it occurred to me that it was no longer a struggle to make money—it had become like eating or breathing. Instead, it had become difficult to lose money. So a few weeks ago, I conducted an experiment—I bought shares of a company so crappy, so fraudulent, that it was sure to go down: Boo.com.

 Within two days, I did a double.

 I understood perfectly well why this happened. My trades leak and people copy them, buying stock behind me, which forces the price up. Therefore, everything I buy is going to go up. But it happened even on trades that I sent to Kensington, so it couldn’t be just that, it had to be luck, which was the point of the exercise—why was I lucky—all the time?

 So for the last three weeks, I’ve been buying the trashiest, dumbest stocks in the world—Microstrategy, Lastminute.com, Freeinternet.com—and they all went up. In fact, we were having a record quarter. I’ve always been a technology bull, but I always bought real companies, not garbage. CN has noticed. There’s a pause, after I send him the orders on IM. But I know these companies are frauds, so I hold on to them as long as I can—figuring they will go down eventually—but they don’t. They only go down after I sell them.

 After a few weeks of this, it had become clear to me that I was reverse cursed. Only good things could happen to me. Everyone else got all the bad. I ran a multi-billion dollar hedge fund. I personally collected hundreds of millions in performance fees a year. I could afford any house I wanted in the world. I could live anywhere. Where did I live? In perfect-land: Greenwich, Connecticut. I was next door to the greatest city in the world. I had no family to spend it on. I had the most incredible life—and predictably, the rest of the world was pissed off about it.

 So I poured myself into the back of the town car and we drove off down past the Westchester airport and eventually you get to that point where New York turns into the Bronx, and you look off 95 and there is just an endless number of chop shops, and the car goes by the self-storage place that was once a bombed-out building with broken glass, and just earlier that day, there was a guest on CNBC talking about Wall Street greed, and I thought, for fuck’s sake, it’s a job, and I thought about Dan Waterson, and I thought about the phone number in my bank account, and I would still be trading stocks even if I got paid one percent of what I got paid. I am just doing what I like to do. I am just having fun.

 So the car drops me off at Sparks on 46th, and Booner is waiting at the curb, hustles me inside, out of the drizzle, I give my coat to the woman who remembers everything, and we are in the back room, and Booner is on my left, and Tod, the vol trader, is on my right, and CN is on his right, and this girl was on his right, then back to Boone Dog, who says to me, “What do you think of the market here?” and I just stare at him, you just don’t get it, and everyone is staring at me, the awkward silence, which never bothers me—I like silence, and finally CN bails him out, tells him it’s the low-quality stocks that are leading, and he knows this because that’s what I’ve been buying hand over fist, in an effort to lose money.

 I have nothing to say.

 Boone Dog is a professional but is little more than a cog in the system; just another sales trader at just another bank. He happens to be a good sales trader at a good bank. Tod has talent but is depraved. Nobody knows this. CN is desperate. The girl is interesting, or at least, she will be when she gets older. They’re all smart, successful people, some of the best young financial minds assembled in one room, but they can’t possibly comprehend what’s in store for them, in their careers. You choose a life based on chance and probability, you learn there are consequences to winning as well as losing.

 I suddenly feel very old.

 I excuse myself to go to the bathroom. CN will take this opportunity to complain about his ex-wife, and the others will listen.

 A friend of mine who owns a bar once told me that people will do cocaine in any bathroom in the city. His is a karaoke bar and people still sniff in the bathroom, with people singing outside. A Wall Street hangout like this, lots of blow. But the cracks in the stall door are pretty wide, wide enough to make eye contact with a single eye outside. I’m sitting on the seat, still in my pants. Thinking. Tomorrow is the PALM spinoff. The deal priced tonight. I never put in for an allocation, not with Kensington, who is lead bookrunner. If Boone Dog noticed, he didn’t say anything.

 What distinguishes this market from any other is the existence of a sure thing. You get an IPO, you know with certainty it is going to pop. That’s the thing about free money—everyone wants it. But there is no such thing as a sure thing in markets, which is why they are usually hard.

 I’m done with it. If it’s sure to be a winner, I don’t want it.

 I get up, exit the stall, leave the bathroom, walk back to the table.

 I’m going to go the other way.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 I hear CN’s car pull up. Before the divorce, he’d be playing Pearl Jam. He could get the first three songs of “Ten” in on his drive. Now, Enya.

 I look around the office. Shit everywhere. I start putting papers in piles, slapping the bottom of the stacks of papers against the desk, straightening them out, and give up. There can be shit everywhere. I don’t care.

 The door to my office is closed. I hear CN plop his bag on the floor, drop into his chair, and log onto his computer. Against my wishes, he leaves it turned on all night. He says it takes five minutes to boot up; this saves him time. Then, the thwap of his fingers against the bottom of a can of chewing tobacco. He dipped in college, gave it up for Katharine. This is new—he started again two weeks ago.

 The broker calls start coming in. Since email, and IM, there is less of this than there was five years ago. We trade with about a hundred banks and brokers. We do it so we have access to their research. CN is the gatekeeper for all of it. We’ve worked together long enough that he knows what I find interesting. If it’s really interesting, chances are I’ve already read it.

 I feel myself getting sucked back into my work. Not today.

 I have to make a phone call.

  

 *   *   *   *

  

 “Hey man.”

  

 “It’s me, Weber.”

  

 “I know, long time.”

  

 “I know it’s early. This is the only time I can talk.”

  

 “I know. I’m sure this is annoying.”

  

 “So, you’re probably wondering why I called you randomly, after not talking to you for ten years.”

  

 “I’m not really sure why. I’m just–I thought you would be good to talk to.”

  

 “Or we could talk about the time we snuck into the cafeteria in the middle of the night and you took a shit on the floor.”

  

 “Jesus, was that funny. You’re like, ‘Where’s the bathroom? I can’t see!’ so I find a piece of Saran Wrap and put it on the floor for you.”

  

 “Yeah, the trash can probably didn’t smell too great the next morning.”

  

 “Or that time we were on Boston Common and saw Wilson Phillips and you started heckling the fat one.”

  

 “Well, next time don’t pour half a bottle of vodka into a 7-Eleven Slurpee.”

  

 “No, seriously, I do need your help with something.”

  

 “Yeah, work stuff.”

  

 “Well, that’s not really it. I still like trading.”

  

 “I don’t know how I do it, that’s the thing. There’s this misconception that good traders can ‘see patterns,’ but it’s not that at all. It has nothing to do with patterns. It’s not a video game. “

  

 “I don’t know, define ‘smarter.’”

  

 “Okay, by any definition I am smarter than most guys out there, but that is not it. There is more to it than that.”

  

 “You have to understand people.”

  

 “Yes, I do understand people. But not in the same way a psychologist understands people.”

  

 “Correct. I understand groups of people.”

  

 “If you want to call it social psychology, fine. I call it behavioral finance.”

  

 “Look, one of the most basic principles in life is: do what works. So if you buy a stock, and it goes up, you should buy more.”

  

 “Yes, and if it goes down, you should sell it.”

  

 “Yes, it really is that simple. But it is very hard for people to do. You should try it. In fact, you probably have already tried it. You buy a stock, it goes up, what do you do with it?”

  

 “That’s right. You sell it.”

  

 “Yes, that is what happens most of the time. Tell me about a trade that you made.

  

 “Microsoft, of course. And where did you buy it?”

  

 “And where did you sell it?”

  

 “And where is it now?”

  

 “My point exactly. And what would you do if it went down?”

  

 “Right. You hang onto it and see if it comes back. But it never does.”

  

 “It applies to all of life, not just trading.

  

 “If you keep doing what you always did, you’re going to keep getting what you always got.”

  

 “But all I am doing is doing what works. Stocks go up, I buy them, they go up more, I buy more. When they stop going up, I will sell them.”

  

 “That is not clear.”

  

 “What do I think of this market personally? “I think this market is an unmitigated disaster. I think it is going to crash and take the entire planet with it.”

  

 “I am being serious. This is the biggest bubble known to mankind. People are comparing this to 1929 and Dutch Tulips, but this is going to be worse. This is going to be unimaginably bad. We’re witnessing not just a top in the stock market, but a top in civilization. We are witnessing a top in human progress for decades.”

  

 “It’s not going to happen overnight. It is going to take years.”

  

 “You know what my thing is. This is my thing. I love the markets. This is what I do.”

  

 “What is your thing?”

  

 “That’s not true, everybody has a thing.”

  

 “That’s admirable.”

  

 “What?”

  

 “No, now is the worst time to buy stocks, ever. But I am buying them anyway.”

  

 “Tell you in a minute. Let me ask you a question. Are you bored?”

  

 “You know, same woman, same town, same job, same everything.”

  

 “I am bored.”

  

 “I don’t know, man, you tell me. What are you supposed to do with your life after you make two billion dollars? Make another two billion dollars?”

  

 “I don’t want to take up skydiving. This is skydiving. I don’t need an adrenaline rush, I get plenty of that at work.”

  

 “It’s not so much that I’m bored, it is that I have literally done everything I have ever wanted to do.”

  

 “No. There is nothing left.”

  

 “Look. I bought a motorcycle recently. Nobody knows this. You know why I bought a motorcycle? Because it’s fun. And dangerous. You see, life is completely random. I could get greased on some back road in the woods and it would mean absolutely nothing. Oh, sure, people would try and draw some meaning from it, they would say, that billionaire Weber guy, what a jackass, riding a motorcycle, but it would have no meaning at all. I would be coming around a corner the same time a truck was coming around a corner and it would be completely fucking random.”

  

 “There is a difference. All I am saying is that life is random and the errors should be unbiased.”

  

 “That’s what I’m struggling with.”

  

 “Yes, that’s kind of why I called you. Let me ask you a question. What if you flipped a coin a thousand times and it came up heads a thousand times in a row. Would you still believe that life was random, or would you think that there was something funny about that coin?”

  

 “I know. You’re a smart guy; you would know that answer to something like that. If millions of people are out there flipping coins, one of them is going to come up heads a thousand times in a row. You ever ask yourself: what does it feel like to be that guy?”

  

 “You remember reading in the Guinness Book of World Records about the guy that got struck by lightning seven times?”

  

 “You do remember? Do you remember what happened to that guy?”

  

 “He killed himself. Do you know why?”

  

 “Because he was the guy whose coin came up tails a thousand times in a row. Even if life is random, which it probably is, some people are going to win and some people are going to lose, and lose big. When that happens, you think someone is out to get you.”

  

 “Nobody is out to get me. Someone is out to help me.”

  

 “I don’t believe in God. You know that. But let me ask you another question: why has my coin come up heads a thousand times in a row?”

  

 “That’s what everyone says. I’m smart and I work hard. But there are plenty of guys out there who are smart and work hard and they get struck by lightning seven times in a row. So what is different about me?”

  

 “Nothing bad happens to me. Ever. I win on almost every trade.”

  

 “You’re right, there’s nothing wrong with it. I’m good at what I do. I am good at making money. Are you good at what you do?”

  

 “Great. See, this is what my life is like. Nobody can be just friends with me. I have no friends. Maybe it was a mistake to even call you.”

  

 “I don’t know. I know you were just my roommate for four months in college, but it felt like we could talk about anything. That’s the closest thing to a best friend I’ve ever had.”

  

 “Do you believe in karma? Do you believe that people will eventually get what is coming to them?”

  

 “Of course you do. Then when am I going to get what is coming to me?”

  

 “I am a bad person.”

  

 “Yes I am. But the secret is: we all are.”

  

 “I don’t deserve two billion dollars. I don’t deserve all this success. I’m just a man.”

  

 “Do you have any idea what this feels like, to make money no matter how hard you try to lose it?”

  

 “Yes, that’s what I’m doing. I’m trying to lose money in my fund.”

  

 “No, it’s not against the law. I’m probably violating some fiduciary responsibility, but it’s not illegal to lose money. Besides, the harder I try to lose it, the more I make.”

  

 “I’m being serious. Every trade I make, I am trying to lose a boatload of money.”

  

 “Let me tell you how. Do you think this market is going to go up forever?”

  

 “Of course not. The bear market should have started two years ago. Which is why I buy stocks day after day after day. But the problem is that I am still right. Stocks keep going up day after day after day. One of these days, I am going to be wrong, and I am going to lose everything, right? But it hasn’t happened yet. And maybe it never will happen. Maybe I am just doomed to being right all the time. Maybe the stock market will just go up forever.”

  

 “What if it isn’t impossible? What if I am cursed?”

  

 “Yeah, like the opposite of cursed, where only good things happen to you. It is the reverse curse. You ever think about how awful that would be?”

  

 “But nobody deserves it. That is the point. Certainly not me.”

  

 “You see, usually this works the other way around. Usually people think they are cursed when bad shit happens to them all the time. Not when good shit happens to them all the time. Nobody complains about that.”

  

 “Yes, me. I am complaining about it.”

  

 “No, it is not a self-esteem issue. I have plenty of self-esteem. All I am saying is just that some people don’t deserve all the bad things that happen to them, I don’t deserve all the good things that happen to me.”

  

 “So I know what you are thinking. You are thinking that people don’t get what they deserve, they just get what they get. Not true.”

  

 “Absolutely not true. People always get what’s coming to them.”

  

 “I am not a narcissist.”

  

 “I wanted money. I don’t want it anymore.”

  

 “There is no place to put it. It is like snow in New York City. It just piles up everywhere and gets in the way. And then it melts and turns into dirty slush, and you slip and fall in it.”

  

 “It is like anything else in life. You do it for a while, you master it, you move on to something else. But there is no moving on from this. You figure out how to make money, you never forget how to do it; it is like riding a bicycle. It is in your genes forever. You can’t stop.”

  

 “Because people spend their entire lives trying to figure out how to make money.”

  

 “You don’t understand the nature of the problem. The problem isn’t too much money. It’s too much winning. It’s that coin coming up heads a million times in a row.”

  

 “I even make money on errors.”

  

 “I can’t accept it. It’s unacceptable.”

  

 “Never mind the fact that there is a 100% chance that this phone is being monitored. Oh yeah, here is what happens: the SEC finds out who the most successful hedge fund managers are, then they work backwards, assuming that they are trading on inside information, because they honestly believe that there is no way to beat the market legitimately. Nobody is that good, or that lucky, except for me. I’m pretty sure I’m being tailed. I’m pretty sure someone is opening my mail.”

  

 “I’m not being paranoid. I am definitely being followed.”

  

 “People are going through my trash. I know this for a fact.”

  

 “I have nothing to hide. The only stuff I read is from the sell side and I never talk to management. I’ve never even come close to doing anything illegal.”

  

 “The point is that I have a bullseye on my back simply because I am successful. That is what human beings do to each other.”

  

 “Everyone wants to see me fail. You know what that is like?”

  

 “There are people out there who go to law school so they can defend serial killers. Nobody goes to school to defend a billionaire.”

  

 “Ok, you’re right, they do, but they don’t go around bragging about it.”

  

 “The only successful people who people don’t want to see fail are the ones who apologized for their success all along.”

  

 “I told you, I am trying to lose money.”

  

 “I try to lose money by putting on trades that I think will lose money. What do you think I am doing?”

  

 “No, the trades are still making money.”

  

 “I am the last maniac on the planet buying these stupid tech stocks. Watch this, I am going to buy ten thousand shares of the stupidest stock on the planet, VerticalNet.”

  

 Weber: B 10000 VERT

  

 “I know the market isn’t open yet. I am buying it pre-market.”

  

 “I can buy it on Instinet.”

  

 “Where is the stock price? About $120 a share. But that doesn’t matter. I would buy it no matter where the price is, because it is the stupidest stock in the world. The company makes no money and has no hope of ever making money.”

  

 “I will lose money eventually. Stocks of companies that don’t make money eventually go to zero. I just have to wait.”

  

 “Listen to me.”

  

 “Stop. Listen to me.”

  

 “I brought a gun to work. If I don’t lose money today, I am going to blow my brains out.”

  

 “Yes I am.”

  

 “No, I’ve never owned a gun. And it’s not that hard to get one, even today. It would be harder if I lived in the city.”

  

 “I don’t need to know how to use it. I’m not deer hunting. I know how to load it, and I know how to pull the trigger.”

  

 “I am not screwing around. I have the gun, in my hand, and I’m pointing it against my head. Stay on the phone. If you get off the phone, or if you call the police, or anyone, I’m pulling the trigger.”

  

 “No, I’m not shooting anyone else in the office. That would be stupid.”

  

 “The door’s locked. He can’t get in.”

  

 “Nobody else knows. Just you and me.”

  

 “It doesn’t matter.”

  

 “So I kill myself. This affects nobody but me. I’m not married. I don’t have kids.”

  

 “They can take care of themselves. CN might go bankrupt, but they can take care of themselves.”

  

 “He’s going through a bad divorce. He doesn’t think I know about it. She spent all his money. Happens a lot around here.”

  

 “There are minimal consequences if I kill myself. I have given up trying to make my investors lose money. If I kill myself, they liquidate the portfolio and everyone gets their money back. If this world isn’t fair, I don’t want to live in it.”

  

 “Listen to me. I do not want to live in a world where I guy like me can become a billionaire.”

  

 “I have done everything I wanted to do in this life. I found what I was good at and I mastered it. I am the best in the world. Not many people can say they got to do that. So I am done. There is nothing left to do.”

  

 “There is nothing that interests me.”

  

 “I don’t want to travel.”

  

 “I have read enough books.”

  

 “No, no, no. If I didn’t kill myself, I would be just hanging around, waiting to die.”

  

 “I told you. There is nothing left I want to do.”

  

 “You are not talking me out of this.”

  

 “Impossible.”

  

 “No.”

  

 “Go ahead, I’m listening.”

  

 “Uh-huh.”

  

 “Yeah.”

  

 “Not likely.”

  

 “I see what you mean, but—“

  

 “No.”

  

 “That is not possible.”

  

 “I’m not interested.”

  

 “Quiet. I am going to buy more stupid stocks.”

  

 Weber: B 10000 RMBS

 Weber: B 40000 AMCC

 Weber: B 25000 CMGI

 Weber: B 75000 CSCO

 Weber: B 50000 PMCS

 Weber: B 50000 WCOM

 Weber: B 5000 YHOO

 Weber: B 15000 JDSU

  

 “I just bought another $75 million of stock.”

  

 “Of course it’s not going down. I’ve already made five hundred thousand and it’s only the first five minutes of the day.”

  

 “See, this is what I am talking about.”

  

 “If you bought stock it would go down. When I buy stock it goes up.”

  

 “Wait and see. I am going to buy call options on the biggest piece of shit company known to mankind. I will make money on it within a matter of minutes.”

  

 “Webvan.”

  

 Weber: B 500 INKT Apr 115 calls

 Weber: B 6000 WBVN Apr 10 calls

 Weber: B 3000 EGHT Apr 10 calls

  

 “This is fucking retarded. Do you have it up on Yahoo? You have a fifteen minute delay. Yes. Wait and see. In about a half an hour, Webvan is going to be up ten percent.”

  

 “I understand the mechanics of it perfectly well.”

  

 “Yes, most people will kill to have people pile into their trades.”

  

 “It’s so easy, it’s not even funny. Anybody can do this.”

  

 “Not true.”

  

 “No.”

  

 “I don’t know how to make it stop.”

  

 “Yes, I am asking for your help.”

  

 “No.”

  

 “You want to help me, figure out a way for me to lose money. On one trade. Just on one trade.”

  

 “You’re right, it probably isn’t going to happen. At least, not today. But our friend God is out of time. If I don’t lose money today, I am going to kill myself.”

  

 “How many times do I need to tell you? This is not a joke. I am not fucking around. You had better not be calling someone. If I hear a car pull up outside, I am pulling the trigger.”

  

 “Good.”

  

 “Now, I am going to put on the dumbest trade of all time. There is no conceivable way that I can make money on this trade.”

  

 “I’m going to sell call options on 3Com.”

  

 “Good. Even you know about the spinoff today. Do you own a Palm Pilot?”

  

 “Of course, you like it, right?”

  

 “Right. Pretty soon everyone is going to own a Palm Pilot.”

  

 “Well, what is going on is that all these day trader idiots are going to buy PALM until it goes to the moon.”

  

 “No, that would be stupid. If I bought PALM, it would go up even more. That is what always happens. I could have gotten an allocation on the spinoff, but I passed.”

  

 “So I am going to bet that the parent company, 3Com, is going to go down. That is impossible, because there is a mathematical relationship between PALM and 3Com.”

  

 “I could just sell PALM, but I can’t borrow the stock.”

  

 “Do you understand that?”

  

 “Good.”

  

 “So this is what I am going to do. I am going to sell calls on 3Com, and if I make money, I am going to blow my fucking brains out.”

  

 “Oh, I will know quickly. I will now within a few minutes what is going to happen. The market is going to move very fast.”

  

 “Wrong. It will actually be better for him. If I kill myself, he can get a job somewhere else for twice as much, maybe more.”

  

 “They will survive. It’s the best resume bullet in the world. They will all find jobs.”

  

 “You have spent the last hour trying to talk me out of killing myself and you have been doing a profoundly shitty job.”

  

 “Because I have already thought of all the angles.”

  

 “Sure.”

  

 “Sure, I will agree to that. If you can poke a hole in my logic, I will listen to you. Maybe I will not kill myself.”

  

 “No, I don’t believe in heaven.”

  

 “No.”

  

 “You want to know what I think happens when you die? Nothing.”

  

 “You don’t have to believe in the afterlife to kill yourself.”

  

 “Because this existence is horrible and I just want it to stop.”

  

 “My impact on other people? I make them money.”

  

 “They will not show up at my funeral. Probably nobody will.”

  

 “I don’t care who shows up at my funeral! I will be dead.”

  

 Weber: FYI COMS we are going to be selling upside

  

 
  trdrbear is typing…


  

 trdrbear: u sure?

 Weber: yes

  

 
  trdrbear is typing…


  

 trdrbear: u trying to chinese the deal?

  

 “Now listen. This is how it works. Do you know how options work? Not really? Okay. So I am the portfolio manager at a hedge fund. I want to sell 3,000 of the April 120 calls in 3Com when the spinoff happens. I will give the order to CN. He will call a sales trader at a bank who will execute it with a position trader. The position trader can buy some, all, half, or none of the order, or just give it to the floor in San Francisco, where a broker will walk into a pit and sell them to a crowd of market makers, who will then hedge the stock with their clerks. That is how it works. Nobody sees this part of the business. Each one of these people involved in the trade, each one of these people has a life. Maybe they are happy. Maybe they are unhappy. Maybe they are going through a divorce, like CN. But all of these people have one thing in common: they care very deeply about making money. Otherwise they wouldn’t be doing what they do, because the work is hard, and there are no psychic rewards. It is not like being a special ed teacher. It is not like being a Little League coach. It is not like working in Haiti. It is not even like being a journalist, TV personality, or entertainer, where you can have a positive effect on people’s lives. There are no psychic benefits to what we do. All it does is to put more money in our bank accounts. If you don’t have any use for the money, like me, then it is just a game. It is just a big fucking game without end. And then do you know what happens in the game? Level two of the game is trying to hang onto the money that you made. Because if you lose it, then you are back to square one, and not only are you back to square one, but people will know that you lost it, and there is shame. Some people aren’t very good at hanging onto the money. But everyone wants to make this kind of money, or at least wishes they had it, but they can’t. They can’t, because they can’t possibly understand how much work it is and how hard you have to work to get it and how smart you have to be and then you have to hang onto it. People want to win the lottery. Fuck winning the lottery. You make more money in this game than winning the fucking lottery. I have won the Powerball twenty times over. Fuck you and your lottery. But people sit around and buy a lottery ticket and dream about buying a solid gold fucking limousine. And that is the hallmark of a fucking piker, sitting around dreaming of a solid gold fucking limousine. That is what people do who don’t know the meaning of money. That is why I’m not giving money to you or anyone else. Because it would be fucking meaningless. It would have no fucking meaning to you. All you would do is waste it, and you know what? It would not make you fucking happy. Money does not make you happy. All it does is make your life a little easier. That is all it does. But people think it solves everything. If only I had this. If only I had that. People say, if only I had what Weber has. You fucking have no idea.

  

 “So I am going to do this trade and you are going to sit back and listen.”

  

 trdrbear: not doing it

  

 “Fuck you, you fucking piece of shit.”

 “Not talking to you.”

  

 Weber: S 3000 COMS Apr 120 calls

 trdrbear: No

 Weber: what?

  

 
  trdrbear is typing…


  

 trdrbear: Not doing it

  

 “You fucking ungrateful asshole.”

 “Not talking to you. Hang on a second, I’m typing.”

  

 Weber: FUCKING DO IT OR I WILL FUCK YOU UP FOR LIFE. YOU WILL NEVER WORK AGAIN

 Weber: I WILL FUCKING DESTROY YOU

  

 “What the fuck is wrong with this guy?”

 “CN. He never does this. What the fuck?”

 “No, he doesn’t know. There’s no possible way he could know.”

 “FUCK YOU, CN, the one time I need you to execute a fucking trade, you refuse to execute the fucking trade. Motherfucker.”

  

 Weber: WHAT THE FUCK

  

 “CN, if you don’t do this trade, I am going to come out and kill you, and then blow my brains out.”

 “SHUT THE FUCK UP, I WAS NOT TALKING TO YOU.”

 “I’m giving this asshole ten seconds to trade until I go onto the floor and shoot him in the neck and watch him fucking bleed to death.”

  

 Weber: 10 SECONDS AND YOU’RE FIRED

 Weber: 9

 Weber: 8

 Weber: 7

 Weber: 6

 Weber: 5

 Weber: 4

 Weber: 3

 Weber: 2

 Weber: 1

 Weber: it’s over for you

  

 *   *   *   *

 “Shhh. Quiet.”

  

 trdrbear: S 3000 COMS APR 120 calls at 20

  

 I entered the trade into my spreadsheet and hit F9. The call options I sold for $20 were now worth $19.50. Three thousand times 100 multiplier times $0.50 is $150,000. I already made $150,000. I put the phone down. I could hear him, calling after me. I could hear C.N., packing his shit, leaving. I hit F9 again. The call options I sold for $20 were now worth $18. I have made $600,000. I hit F9 again. $900,000. PALM was plummeting, COMS was collapsing. Stocks do apparently go down. The one time I sell them they go down. F9. $1,200,000. Did Kensington take the other side of this trade? Or did I just wipe out a handful of floor guys? F9. $1,800,000. For weeks I have been buying pieces of shit and watching them go up, and now I sell a real company and watch it go down. F9. $2,400,000. The phone goes silent. He’s definitely calling the police. They should be here soon. F9. $3,000,000. I have just made a 50% return in five minutes. I stare at the gun, pick it up, it’s heavy. I point it at my temple again. F9. $3,900,000. That was it. That was the top of COMS. That was the top of the entire market. I was trying to lose money and I made money. I was trying to blow up my fund and made the best trade of my life.

 I look around at the shit everywhere.

 I turn off my computer.

 I guess that’s that.
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